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PruiLt1P - 


_ Earleof Montgomery, &c. Gentleman of his Maicſties,, 


Bed-Chamber. Both Knights of the moſt Noble Order 
_ - of the Garter, and onr fingular good 
; LORDS. 


Right Hon ourable, 


fs Hilſt weſtudie tobe thankfal tn our partichlar for 
themany fauors we haue recemed from your L.L 
We are falne vpon the ill fortune , tomingle_ 
two the moſt atuerſe things that can bee, feare, 
and raſhne ſe : raſhneſſe in the enterprize, and 


feare of the ſucceſſe. For, whenwe valew the places your H.H. 
«pig 6 canmot but kiadw: pms 4 greater,then to deſcend to 
the reading of theſe trifles:and,vvhile we name them trifles,e haue 
depriud our ſelues of the defence of our Dedication. But fmce your 
L.L. haue beene pleas d to vhinke theſe _ e-thing, beeret6- 

fore: and haue, roſequutsd both them, and their «Authour lining, . 
Tvith ſo hut Bfauour : we hope,that(they out-huing him, and he not 
hauing the fate, common with ſome, to be exequutor to his owne wri- 
tings) youwillrye the like indulgence toward them Þ, you haue done 


eA2 wnto 


The Epittle Dedicatoree. . 
unto their parent. T heres a great difference,vvhether any Booke 
chooſe his Patrones, or finde them. : T bu hath done both. For, 
fo much were_ your L L. likmgs of the ſeucrall parts, vyhen 
they were atted, as before they wvere publiſhed, the Volume askd to 
be yours. We haue but colletted them_,and done an office to the 


dead, typrocure his Orphanes, Guardians , without ambition ci- 


ther of jelfe-profit, or fame : onely to keepe the memory of ſo worthy 
a Friend,es+ Fellow aline,as was our SHAKESPE AR Eby bum- 
ble offer of his playes, to your moſt noble patronage. Wherein, as 
we haue inſUy obſerued, no man to come neere your L.L. but vuith 
a kind »f religious addreſſe_;it hath bin the height of our care, vuho 
are the Preſenters,tomake the preſent worthy of your H. H. by the 
pe feition.But there we muſt alſo craue our abilities to be conſaderd, 
my Lords. ie cannot go beyond our owne powers. Country hands 
reach foorth milke, creame, fruites, or what they haue : and many 
Sig (we haue heard) that had not gummes &> incenſe,obtai- 
ned their requeſts with a leayened Cake. I vvas ns fault to approch 
their Gods, by what meanes they could: «And the moſt, though 


. : "I 
meaneſt, of things are made more precious,when they are dedicated 


' toT emples. I that name therefore, we moſt humbly conſecrate_ to 


your H. H. theſe remainrs of your ſeruant Shakeſpeare ; that 

what delight is im them_, may be ener your L.L. the_ reputation 
his,e the faults ours,if any be committed,by a payre—ſocarefullto' 
ſhew their gratitude both tothe humng,and the dead, as is 


Your Lordſhippes moſt bounden, 


 Tonn Hiwiner, 
| Henxy Conpalis, 


To the great Vanety of Readers. 


Rom the moſt able,to him that can but ſpell: There 
you are number'd.,We had rather you were weighd, 
Eſpecially, when thefate of alkBookes depends vp- 
1 on your capacities :* and not of your heads alone, 
but of your purſes. Well ! It is now publique, & you 
Fall wil ſtand for your primledges wee know : to read, 
and cenſure. Do ſo, but buy ic firſt, That doth beſt 
commend a Bookes the Stationer ſaies. Then,how odde ſocuer your 
braines be, or your wiſedomes, make your licence theſame,and ſpare 
not. Iudge your {ixe-pen'orth, yourthillings worth, your five thil- 
lings worth at a time, or higher, ſo yourile to the 1uſt rates, and wel- 
come, But, what cuer you do, Buy. Cenfure will notdriue a Trade, 
or make thelacke go. And though you be a Magiltrate of wit, and fie 
on the Stageat Black-Friers, orthe ( ock-pit, to arraignePlayes dailie, 
know, thele Playes haue had their triall alreadie, and ſtood our all Ap- 
peales; and do now come forth quitted rather by a Decree of Court, 
then any purchas'd Letters of commendation. 

It had bene a thing, we confeſle, worthie to haue bene withed,that 
the Author hinſelfe had Itu'd to haue ſet forth, and oucrſeen his owne 
writings ; But ſince it hath bin ordain'd otherwiſe, and he by death de. 
parted from that right, we pray you donot envie his Friends,the othce 
of their care, and paine, to haue collected & publilh'd chem, and fo to 
haue publilh'd them, as where (before) you were abus'd with diverſe 
ſtolne, and ſurrepritious copies, maimed,and deformed by the frauds 
and ſtealthes of 1niurious impoſtors, that expog'd them: euen thoſe, 
are now offer'd to your view cur'd, and perfect of their limbes; and all 
the reſt, abſolute in their numbers, as he concewwed the. Whogas he was 
a happie imicator of Nature, was a moſt gentle exprefſler of it. His mind 
and hand went together: And what he thought, he vetered with that 
calineſſe, that wee haueſcarſe receiued from him a blot 1n his papers. 
But it isnot our prouince, who onely gather his works, and gwe them 
you, to praiſe him; It is yours that reade him. And there wehope,to 
your diuers capacities, you will inde enough, both to draw, and hold 
you: for his wit can no more lie hid, then it could be loſt. Reade him, 
therefore ; and againe, and againe : And if then you doenot like him, 
lurely you arein {ome manifelt danger, not to vaderſtand hum. And ſo 
weleaue you to other of his Friends, whom if you need,can bee your 
guides: if you neede them not, you can leade your ſelues,and others. 


And ſuch Readers we with him. 


A} tohn Heminge. 
Hemnrie Condell, 
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The AVFHOR 


Ms, VV iLttamM SHAKESPEARE: 


AND 
what he hath leſt vs. 


WIS O dr 09 m0 enny (Shakeſpeare) on thy name, © 
NG Am 1 thus ample 19 thy Booke, and Fame : 
oo 


LY 


BR While 1 confe(ſe thy writings to be ſuch, 
As neither Man, nor Mule, can praiſe too much. 
Tis true, and all mens ſuffrage. But theſe wayes 
were nt the paths 1 meant vnto thypraiſe : 
For ſcelieſt Jenorance on theſe may light, 
Which, when it ſounds at beſt but eccho's right; 
Or blinde defies, which doth ne're aduance 
The truth, but gropes, and vrgtth all by chance ; 
Or crafty Malice, might — this praiſe, 
And thinke to ruine, where it ſeem'd to raiſe, 
Theſe are, as ſome infamous Baud, vr whore, 
Should praiſe a Matron, W hat could hurt her more * 
But thou art proofe againſt them, and indeed. 
Aboxe th'ill fortune of them, or the fites, 
I, therefore will begin, Soule of the 4ge ! 
The applauſe ! delight | the wonder of our Stage | 
My Shakeſpeare, riſe; 1 will not lodge thee by 
Chaucer, or Spenſer, or b;4 Beaumont ye 
A little further, to make thee a roome : 
T hou art a Moniment, without a tombe, 
And art a/1ue ſtill, while thy Booke doth line, 
And we haue wits to read, and praiſe to gine. 
That 1 not mixe thee ſo, my braine excuſes ; 
1 meane with great, but diſproportion d Muſlcs : 
For if 1 thought my indgement were of yeeres, * 
1 ſhould commit thee ſurely with thy peeres, 
And tell, how farre thou d;d3tft our Lily out-ſpine, 
Or [porting Kid, or Marlowes mighty line. 
And "war thou hadfl ſmall Latine, and leſſe Greeke, 
From thence to hononr thee, I would not ſeeke 
For names, but call forth thund ring Kiſchilus, 
Euripides, a4 Sophocles #o vs, 
Paccuuus, Accius, im of Cordoua dead, 
To life aga;ne, to heare thy Buskin tread, 
And ſhake a Stage :Or , when thy Sockes were on, 
Loaxe thee alone, for the compariſon 


= 
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Of all,that inſolent Greece, or haughtie Rome 
ſent forth, or fince did from their aſhes come, 
Trivwnph, my Britaine, thou haſt ons to ſhave, 
To whom all Scenes Ley homage owe. 
all tine 


Suoucn mn LAGS, 
And all the Mu 5 is ;n ” prime, 


when!ike Apollo he came forth to warme 
Oqr cares, or dike «Mercury to charme ! 
Natare hey ſelfe was prond of his defiones, <- 
And ioy d to weare-the dreſsing of his lines \ 
which were fo richly ſpun, and wonen ſo fit, 
As, ſince, {oe will vouchſafe no other Wt, f 
merry Grecke, tart Ariſtophanes, 
Neat Terence, witty Plaurus, now not pleaſe , 
But antiquated, and deſerted tye 
As they were net of Natures family, 


' Tet muſt I not giue Nature all: Thy Art, 


My gentle Shakeſpeare, muſt envy a part, 
For though the Poets matter, Nature be, 

His Art doth gine the faſhion. And, that he, 
Who caſts to write a lining line, muſt fweat , 

(ſuch as thine are) and ſtrike the ſecond heat 
Fpon the Muſes anuile : turne the ſame, 

(And bimſelfe with it) that he thinkes to frame ; 
Or for the lawrell, he may gaine 4 ſcorne, 

For a pood Poet's made, as well as borne, 
And ſuch wert thow. Looke how the fathers face 

Lines in his iſſue, exen ſo, the race 
Of Shakeſpeares minae, and menners brightly ſhines 

in his well torned, and true-filed lines : ra 
In each of which, he ſcemes to ſhake 4 Lance, 

As brandiſh tat the eyes of [prorance. * 


_ Sweet Swaxef Auon! what a ſight it were 


To ſee thee in our waters yet appeare, 
And make thoſe flights vpon the bankes of Thames, 
That ſo did take Eliza, and our Tames ! 
But ſtay, I ſee thee inthe Hemiſphere 
Aduanc d, and made a Conſtellation there | 
Shine forth,thou Starre of Poets, and with rage, 


Or influe np Stage; 


nce,chide.or cheere the droopt 
which, fince thy flight fro hence, hath monrn'd like night, 
And acſpaires day, but for thy Volumes light. 


LY 


Bex:Tonson. 


. 


Vpon the Lines and Life of the Famous 
Scenicke Poet, Maſter VV 1LL1am 


SHAKESPEARE. 


— —— 


x Hoſe hands, which you ſoclapt, 0onow, and wring 


ING J | S 
PE =) You Brzta:nes braue; for done arc Shakeſpeares dayes : 
x) 5s His dayes are done, that made the dainty Playes, 
ay PN Which made the Globe ofheau'n and earth toring., 
LEgqnrmez4 Dry'de isthat veine,dry'dis the Theſp4n Spring, 
Turad all to teares, and Pheabw clouds his rayes : 
That corp's, thatcoffin now befſticke thoſe bayes, ' 
Which crown'd him Poez firſt, then Poers King. 
It Tragedtes might any Prologue have, 
Allthoſe he made, would {carſe make one to this : 
Where Fame, now that he gone is tothe graue 
(Deaths publiquetyring-houſe) the Nuzciae is, 

For though his line of life went ſoone abour, 

The life yer of his lines ſhall neucr our. 


HV GH HOLLAND, 
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of the deceaſed F318 Maiſter 
VW. SHAKESPEARE. | 


; I; Hake- -ſpeare, at length thy pious fellowes Line 
BY3 7 he world thy Workes : thy Workes,by which,out-ling 

paeglgs Thy Tombe, thy name muſt * when that ſtone i i rent. 
And T ime ; iſſolues thy Stratford Moniment, 

Here we aliue (hall view thee ſtill. This Booke, 

When Braſſe and Marble fade, ſhall make thee looke 

Freſh to all Ages: when Poſterttie 

Shall loath what's new,thinke all is prodegie 

That 1s not Shake-ſpeares ;eu'ry Line,each Verſe 
Here ſhall reuine,redeeme thee from thy Herſe. 

Nor Fire,nor cankring Aze,as Naſo ſaid, 

Of his,thy vit-fraught Booke ſhall once inuade. 

Nor ſhall Tere beleeue, or thinke thee dead 

(Though miſt )-ontill our bankront Stage be ſp. | 

( Tmpoſsible) with ſome new ſtraine t out-do 

'Paſsions of Iultet,and her Romeo ; 

Or till 7 heare a Scene more nobly take, 

Then when thy half-Sword parlying Romans ſpake. 
Til theſe,till any of thy Volumes reſt 

Shall with more fire,more feeling be expreſt, 

Be fure,our Shake-ſpeare, thou canſt neuter dye, 

But crown'd with Lawrell,live eternally. 


L. Digges. 


To thememorie of M.}.S$ bake-ſpeare. 


E E wondred (Shake-ſpeare) that thou went /t ſo ſoone 
From the Worlds-Stage,tothe Graues-T yring-roome, 

Wee thought thee dead, but this thy printed worth, 

Tels thy Speftators,that thou went /t but forth 

To enter with applauſe... An Aftors Art, 

(an dye ,and lie,to atte a ſecond part. 

T hat's but an Exit of Mortalitie ; 

T his, a Re-entrance toa Plaudite. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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The \Vorkesof William Shakeſpeare, 


containng all his Comedies, Hiſtories, and 


Tragedies : I ruely ſet forth, accordingto their firſt 
ORJGFNALL:. 


The Names of the Principall Agors 


in all theſe P layes. 


= Ih Itham Shakeſpeare. 
> (\ | * 

PF [*/ D . 

AN Richard Burbadge. 


OA) 


_ 


Fohn Hemmings. \ 

eAnguſline Phillips. 

William K empt. [ 
T homas Poope. 

| George Bryan. 

Henry Condell. 

Wilkam Slye. 

Richard Cowh. Je So 

Fohn Lowine. 

Samuell Croſſe. 

eAlexander (ooke. 


f # 
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| 
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Samuel Gilburne. 
Robert «Armin. 
William Oftler. 
Nathan Field. 
Fobn Underwood. 
Nicholas Tooley. 
Willam Eccleſtone. | 


Foſeph Taylor. 


Robert Benfield. F 
Robert (Joughe. 

Richard Robinſon. 

fohn Shancke. 

fohn Rice. 
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| g PT he two Gentlemen of Verona. 


20 

The Merry Wines of Windſor. 38S 
Meaſure for Meaſure. G1 
The Comedy of Errours. 8 
Much adoo about Nothing. 101 
Loues Lobo loft. 122 
Midſommer Nights Dreame. 145 

| The Merchant of Venice. 163 
As you Like it. 185 
The Taming of the Shrew. 208 
All is well, that Ends well. 220 
T welfe-Night, or what you will, 255 
The Winters Tale. © 304 
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| T he Firſt part of King Henry the fourth. 


Fo.10 1. | 


of the ſeuerall Comedies, Hiſtories, and T ra- 


gedies contained in this Volume. 


— 


46 

| The Second part of K.Henry the fourth. * 74 
The Life of King Henry the Fift. "4 9 
The Firſt par t of King Henry the Sixt. 96 


The Second part of King Hen. the Sixt. 120 


The T bird part bf King Henry the Sixt. 147 
T he Life & Deathof Richard the Third.173 


| The Life of King Henry the Eight. 205 
TRAGEDIES. 
The Thagedyof Coriclanne,  _ ;,_- Blht 
Titus Andronicus. 31 
Romeoand Juliet. " $3 
| Timon of Athens. $0 
The Life and death of Julius (ſar. 109 
The Tragedy of Macbeth, 131 
The Tragedy of Hamler. I52 
| King Lear. "ma 
Othello,the Moore of Venice, 310 
Anthony and ( leopater. 346 


( ymbeline King of Britaine, 
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TEMPEST. 


ee. 


—— 


A tlurprimus, Scena prims. 


A tempeſſnous noiſe of Thunder and Liehtnms heard : En. 
ter a Shrp-maſler, and a Boteſwaine. 


Maſter. 
23 Ote-ſwaine, 
Boteſ. Heere Maſter : What cheere ? 


\ DJ)" 

| 15: Maſt, Good : Speake toth'Mariners : fall 

92:oo't, yarely , or werun our ſelues a ground, 

befurre, beſtirre. Exit, 
Enter Marmery. 

Boreſ. Heigh my hearts, cheerely, cheerely my harts: 
yare, yare : Take in thertoppe-ſale: Tend to t'Maſters 
whiſtle : Blow tillchou burtt thy winde , if roome e- 
nough, 

” nter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, F erdinando, 
Gonzalo,and others, 

Alm, Good Boteſwaine have care: where's the Ma» 
ſter? Play the men, 

Boteſ. | pray now keepe below, 

Anth, Where is the Maſter, Boſon ? 

Boteſ.Doyounor heare him? you marre our labour, 
Keepe your Cabines : you do aſsiſt the ttorme, 

Gonz,, Nay, good be patient, 

Boteſ.. When the Sea is: hence, what cares theſe roa- 
rers for the name of King ? to Cabine; filence : trouble 
VS not. | 
Gon, Good, yet remember whom thou haſt aboord. 
Boteſ. None that I more loue then my ſelfe, You are 


{| a Counſellor,if you can command theſe Elements to fi- 


lence, and worke the pexce of thepreſent, wee will not 
hand a rope more, vic your authoritie: If you cannor, 

ive thankes you haue liu'd ſo long, arid make your 
[le readie in your Cabine for the miſchance of the 
houre, ifit ſo hap. Cheerely good hearts : our of our 
way I cy ws hh Exit, 

Gon. 1 have great comfort from this fellow:merhinks 
he hath no drowrſing tnarke vpon him, his complexion 
is perfet Gallowes : ſtand faft good Fate to his han- 
ging, make the rope of his deſtiny our cable, forour 
owne doth little aduantage : Ifhe be nor borne to bee 
hang'd, our caſe is miſerable, Exit. 


Enter er = 
Boteſ/Downe with the top-Maft : yare, lower, lower, 
bring her to Try with Maine-courſe, Aplague——— 
Aer within, Enter Sebaſtian, Ambonid & Gonzales, 


ES 


—__— 


| 


| yponthis howlin g: they are lowder then the weather, 


or our office: yer againe ? What do you heere? Shal we 


} giveore and drowne,haue you aminde to finke? 


Sebaſ. A poxe o'your throat, you bawling, blaſphe- 
mous incharitable Dog. 
Boteſ. Worke you then, 
Anth, Hang cur,hang,you whoreſon inſolent 
maker,we are lcflc afraid ro be drownde,then thou arc. 
Goxz,, Ic warrant him for drowning , though the 
Ship were no fironger then a Nuct-ſhell, and as leaky as 
an vnſtanched wench, 
Boteſ. Lay her a hold,a hold , ſet hertwo courſes off 
to Sea againe, lay her off, 


Emer Mariners wet, 
Mari. All loſt,ro prayers, coprayers,all loſt, 
Poteſ. What muſt our mouths be cold ? 
Gonz,, The King, and Prince,at prayers,let's aſſiſt them, 
for our caſe is as theirs. | 
Scbaſ. Vam our of patience. 


An. We are mecrly cheated of our lives by drunkards, 


This wide-chopt-raſcall, would thou mighiſt lye drow- 


ning the waſhing of ten Tides, 
Gonz.. Hee'l be hang d yet, 
Though cuery drop of water ſweare againſt ir, 
And gape at widſt to glur him. A confuſed noyſe withix. 
Mercy on vs. | 
We ſplir,we ſplic , Farewell my wife, and children, 
Farewell led : we ſplit,we ſplir,we (plic, 
Anth. Let's all finke with' King | | 
Seb. Ler's rake leave of him, Exit, 
Genz,, Now would I giue athouſafd furlongs of Sea, 
for an Acre of barren ground : Long heath, Browne 


* 


firrs, any thing; the wills aboue be done, but 1 would 
faine dye a dry death, Exit, 
Scena Secunda, 


Mira. 1f by your Art (my deere(t father) you haue 
Pur the wild waters in this Rote;alay chem: 
Theskye it ſeemes would powre down linking pitch, 
Bur that the Sea,mounting toth' welkins cheeke, 
Daſhes the fire our, Oh! haue ſuffered 
With thoſe that 1 ſaw ſuffer: A braue veſſel 

A 


ti. 


— 


Noyſe- | 


* 
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he” er eeuots — — 


ad 
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one wc.” 


2 The Tempeſt. 


F 


mon 


(Who had no doubt ſome noble creature in her) 


Daſh'd all to peeces : O the cry did knocke 
Againſt my very heart : poore ſoules,they periſh'd. 
Had I byn any God of power, would 


} Haue ſuncke the Sea within the Earth, or ere 


It ſhould the good Ship ſo haue ſwallow'd,and 
The fraughting Soules within her, 
Prof. Be colle&ted, 


|} No more amazement : Tell your pitteous heart 


there's no harme done, 
Mira, O woe,the day. 
Prof. No harme: 
I haue done nothing, bur in care of thee 
(Of thee my deere one ; thee my daughter) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art . naught knowing 
Of whence I am :nor that I am more better 
Then Preſþero, Maſter of a full poore cell, 
And thy no greater Father, 
Aira, More to know 
Did never medle with my thovghts. 
Prof. Tis time 
I ſhould informe thee farther : Lend thy hand 
And plucke my Magick garment from me: So, 
Lye there my Art: wipe thou thine eyes, have comfort, 
The direfull ſpectacle of the wracke which touch'd 
The very vertue of compaſſhon in thee ; 
I have with ſuch prouifion in mine Art 
So ſafely ordercd,that there is no foule 
| No not ſo much perdition as an hayre 
Betid to any creature in the veſlcl| 
Which thou heardſt cry , which thou ſaw'ſt finke : Sir 
For thou muſt now know farther, | downe, 
Mira. Y ou haue often 
Beguntotell me what I am, but ſtop 
Andleft me to a booteletle Inquiſiuon, 


[ Concluding ſtay : not yet, 


Pref. The howr's now come 
The very minute byds thee ope thine care, 
Obey,and be attentive, Canlt thou remember 
A time before we came vnto this Cell ? 

I doenot thinke thou canlt,for then thou was't not 
Out three yeeres old. 
Mira, Certainely Sir, I can. 
Pref. By what ? by any other houſe,or perſon? 
Of any thing the Imagetell me,that © 
Hath kept with thy remembrance, 
CMera, Tis farre off : 
And rather like adreame,then an aſſurance 
That my remembrance warrants: Had I not 
Fowre,or five women once,that tended me ? 
Prof. Thou hodſt ; and more Miranda : But how is it 
That his lives in thy minde ? What ſeeſt thou els 
In the dark-backward and Abiſme of Time? 
Yf thou remembreſt oughtere thou cam'ſt here, 
How thou cam'(t here thou mailt, 

Afira. But that I doe nor. 

Prof. Twclue yere fince(Miranda)twelue yere lince, 
Thy father was the Duke of 14:ifame and 
A Prince of power / 

Alira. Sir, are not you my Father? 

Pref. Thy Mother was a peece of vertue, and 
She ſaid thou waſt my daughter; and thy father 
Was Doke of Afi[larre,and his onely heire, 

And Princefle ; no worſe Iflued. 

Aſira, O the heanens, 


A OLr—— 


What towle play had we,that we came from thence? 


| 


4 


| 


| To thinke oth' teene that T haueturn'd youro, 


Or bleſſed was't we did ? 

Proſ: Both,both my-Girle, - 
By fowle-play (as thou ſaiſt) were we heau'd thence, 
Bur bleſſedly holpe hither. 

Mira. O my heart bleedes 


Which is from my remembrance, pleaſe you, farther; 
Prof. My brother and thy yncle,call'd o : 

I pray thee marke me, that a brother ſhould 

Be ſo perfidious : he, whem next thy ſelfe 

Of all the world Ilou'd,and to him pur 

The mannage of my ſtate, as at that time 

Through all the fignories it was the firft, 

And Proſpero,the prime Duke, being fo reputed 

In dignity 3 and for the liberall Arces, 

Without aparalell; thoſe being all my ſtudie, 

The Gouernment I caſt ypon my brother, 

And to my State grew ſtranger, being tranſported 

Agd rapt in ſecret ſtudies,thy falſe vncle 

(Do'ft thou attend me?) 

Ara. Sir,moſt heedefully, 

Prof. Being once perfe&ed how to graunt ſuires, 
how to deny them : who Caduance,and who 
Totraſh for ouer-topping; new created 
The creatures that were mine,] ſay,or chang'd 'em, 
Or els new form'd *em ; hauing both the key, 

Of Officer,and office, ſer all hearts i'th ate 

To what tune pleas'd his care,that now he was } 

The Iluy which had hid my princely Trunck, 

And ſuckr my verdure our on't : Thou attend'R not? 
Mira. O goodSir, Idoe, 
Prof. 1 pray thee marke me: 

I thus negleCting worldly ends,all dedicated 

To cloſenes,and the bertering of my mind 

with that,which but by being ſorerir'd 

Ore-priz d all popular ratetin my falſe brother 

Awak'd an euill nature, and my truſt 

Likea good parent,did beget of him 

A falſehood in it's contrarie,as great 

As my truft was, which had indeedenolimit, 

A confidence ſans bound, He being thus Lorded, 

Not onely with what my revenew yeclded, 

But what my power might cls exact. Like one 

Who hauing 1nro truth, by telling of it, 

Made ſuch a {ynner of his memorie 

Tocredite his owne lic,he did belecue 

He was indeed the Duke,out o'th' Subſtitution 

And executing th'outward face of Roialtic 

With all prerogatiue: hence his Ambition growing : 

Do'ftthou heare? 

Mirra. Your tale,Sir, would cure deafeneſle. 

Proſ. To haueno Schreene between this part he plaid, 
And him he plaid it for,he needes will be 
Abſolute Millaine, Me (poore man) my Librarie 
Was Dukedome large enough : of temporall roalties 
He thinks me now incapable. Confederates 
(ſo dric he was for Sway) with King of Naples 
To giue him Annuall tribute, doc him homage 
SubieR his Coronet,to his Crowne and b 
The Dukedom yet vnbow'd (alas poore Milaine) 
To moſt ignoble Rooping, 
Mira. Oh the heavens : 
Prof. Marke his condition,and th'euent,then tell me 
If this might be a brother, | 
Mira. 1 ſhould finne 
Tothinke burNoblic of my Grand-mother, 


Good | 


—_ —_— 
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The Tompeſ 


Good wombes have borne bad ſonnes,”: - '- 

| Pre. Nownbe Condition, © 1 7 #: 
This King of Naptes being an Enemy- ,* + 77” 
To me inveterate,hearkens my Brothers' ſuit, * 
Which was, That he in lieu o*ch” iſes; 
Of homage,and'I know norhow much Tribute, 
Should preſently extirpate meand mine 
Our of the Dukedome, and:conter faire Millame 
With all the Honors, on my brother *: Whereon 
X treacherous Armie levied, one'mid-night 
Fated to th* purpoſe, did Anthonjo open 
The gates of {:llawe, anditt dead of darkenele 
The miniſters for th' purpoſe hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying ſelfe, * -* * 

Mw. 'Alacll tor pitty': 
I not remembring how l cride outthen 
Will cry it ore a$aine : it is a hint 
' That wrings mine eyes too't. 
' Pro, Hearealittle further, 
And then Ile bring thee to the preſent buſineſle 
Which now*s vpon'*s : without the which,this Story 
Were moſt jimpertinent, | 
| CAMir. Wherefore did they not 

That howre deſtroy vs? 

Pro. Well demanded, 'wench : 
My Tale prouokes that queſtion ; Deare,they durſt nor, 
So dearethe loue my peaple bore me : nor ſet 
A marke (ov bloudy on the'buſ{1neſle; but 
With colours fairer, painted their foule ends, 
{ In few, they hurried vs a-boord a Barke , 
| Bore vs ſome Leagues to Sea, where they prepared / 
+ A rotten carkaſſe of a Burt, notrigg'd, 
' Nor tackle, ſayle, nor maſt, the very rats 
| InftinQively have quit it : There they hoyſt vs 
| To cry to th' Sea, that roard to vs; to ſigh 
| To th' windes, whoſe pitty kghing backe againe 
| Did vs but loving wrong, 

Mir. Alack, what trouble 
Was I then to you ? 

Pro, O, a Cherubin 
Thou was't that did preſerve me ; Thou didft ſmile, 
Infuſed with a fortitud= from he2uen, 
When I haue deck'd the lea with drops full ſale | 
Vnder wy burthen groan'd, which raif d in me 
An pe, to beare vp 
Againſt what ſhould enſue. 
| Ar, Howcame wea ſhore? 

Pro. By prouidence divine, 
Some food, we had,and ſome freſh water, that 
A noble Neepotitan Gonzalo | 
Our of his Charity, (who being then appointed 
Maſter of this deſigne) did give vs, with 8 
Rich garments, linnens, ſtuffs, and neceſſaries 
Which fince have ſteeded much, ſo of his gentleneſſe 
Knowing Tlow'd my bookes, he furniſhd me- 
From mine owne Library, with yolumes, that 
I prize above my Dakedome, 

Mi, WoildTmight * 
But ever (ce that man, 

' Pro. NowT miſe, ' © 
Sit ſtill, and heate the laft of our ſea-ſorrow + 
| Heerein this Thand we arriu'd, and heere | 
Hauel, thy Schogſemiſter, made thee moreprofit 
\ Then other Prificeſſe can, rhat have mere time 
| For vainer howres'; and Tutots, not ſo carefull. 


— 


| Performd to point, the Tempeſt that I bad thee. 


Mir. Hevens thank you for't, Andnow [pray you Siry | I haueleft afleep : and for the reſt oth? Fleer 


For ſtill 'tis beating in my minde; your reaſon 
For rayhng this Sea»ftorme ? 
Pro. Know thus far forth, | rt \ 

By accidentmoſt ſtrange, bountifull Forrave 
(Now my deere Lady) hath mine enemies 
Brought to this ſhore : And by my preſcience 
| tinde my Zenith doth depend vpon | 
A moſt auſpitious ftarre, whoſe influence 
[fnow I court not, but omic; my fortunes ' 
Will ever after droope: Heare ceaſe more queſtions 
Thou art inclinde to fleepe:'tis a good dulneſſe; : 
And giue it way :1 know thou canlt not chuſe: 
Come away, Seruant, come; Fam ready now, 
Approach my Arie/, Come. | Enter Aviel. 

Ari, All haile, great Maſter, praue Sir, haile:] come | 
To antwerthy belt pleaſure; be'trofly, - y:i- it ** 1 
To {wim, todiue into the fire : to-ride J 
Oathe curld clowds: to thy ttrong bidding/7taske 
efriel, and all his Qualitie, KR 
Pro, Halt thou, Spirit, ob 


. 


| 


eFv. To cuery Article, 
I boorded the Kings ſhip : now on the Beakey * 
Now in the Waſte, the " -w% in every Cabyn, 
I flam'd amazemerit, ſomerime 114 diuide 
And burne in many places; on the Top-maſt, . 
The Yards and Bore-ſpritt, would 1 flame diſtinaly, 
Then meecte,and ioyne. /owes Lightning,the precurſers 
O'ch dreadfull Thunder-claps more momentatie | 
And fight our-running, were not ; the fire, and cracks 
Of ſulphurous roaring, the moſt mighty Neptune | 
Jeeme to befiege, and make his bold waues tremble, 
Yea, his dread Trident ſhake, 
Pri. ay brave Spirit, | 
Who was fo firme, to conſtant, that this coyle - | 
Whwuld not infe& his realon? f 
eAr, Not a {oule 
Bur felt a Feauer of the madde, and plaid 
Some tricks of deſperation ; all bur Mariners 
Plung'd in the foaming bryne, and quicthe veſſel; 
Then all afire with me the Kings ſonne Ferdinand 
With haire vp-ſtaring (then like reeds, not haire) 
Was the firſt man that leapt ; cride hell is empty, 
And all the Diuels are heere. 
Pro. Why that's my ſpirit : 
But wasnot this nye ſhore? 
Ar. Cloſe by, my Mafter. 
Pro. But are they (A4vriell) ſafe? 
Ar. Nota haire periſhd : | 
On their ſuſtaining garments not a blemiſh, 
Bur freſher then before : and as thou badſt me, 
In troops I have diſperſd them *bour the lfle ; 
The Kings ſonne haue I landed by himſelfe, 
Whom left cooling of the Ayre with fighes, 
In an odde Angle of the Ifle,qnd fitting 
His armes in this ſad knor, 
Pro, Of the Kings ſhip,\ | 
The Marriners,ſfay how thou haſt difpoſd, 
And all the reſt o'th' Fleete? 
Ar. Safely in harbour , 
Is the Kings Gippe, in the deepe Nooke, where once 
Thou calldt me ypat midnighrt-to ferch dewe 
From the ſtill-yext Bermocthes, there ſhe's hid; 
The Marriners all ynder hatches ftowed, | 
Who, with a Charme ioynd to their ſuffred labour 
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(Which I diſpers'd) they all haue mec againe, | 
And are vpon the Mediterraxian Flote 

Bound ſadly home for Naples, 

Suppoſing that they ſaw the Kings (hip wracket, 

And his great perſon periſh, 


Exactly is perform'd ; but there's more worke : 
Whar is the time o'th*day ? 


Pro. Ariel, thy charge 


Ar, Paſt the mid ſeaſon. 
Pro, Atleaſt twoGlaſſes: the time *twixt fix & now 
Muſt by vs both be ſpent moſt precioufly. 

Ar. 1s there more toyle? Since y doſt giue me pains, 
Let me remember thee whatthou haft promis'd, 
Which is not yet perform'd me, 

Pro. How now? moodie ? 

What 1s't thou canſt demand? 
Ar. My Libertie, 
Pro. Before the time be out? no more: 
Ar. Tprethee, 
Remember I haue done thee worthy ſeruice, 
Told rhee no lyes, made thee no miſtskings, ſery*d 
Without or grudge, or grumblings ; thou did promiſe 
To bate me a full yeere. 
Pro. Do'ſt thou forget 
From what atorment I did freethee? Ar. No, 
Pro. Thou do'lt ; & think it muchto tread y Ooze 
Of the ſalr deepe; 
To run vpon the ſharpe winde of the North, 
To doe me buſineſſe in the veines o'tli” earth 
When it is bak'd with froſt, - 
Ar. 1] doe not Sir, 2 

Pre. Thou lieft, malignant Thing : haſt thou forgot 
The fowle Witch Sycorax, who with Age and Enuy 
Was growne into a hoope? haſt thou torgot her ? 

Ar, No Sir. + N 
Pro. Thou haſt: where was ſhe born? ſpeak: tell me: 
Ar. Sir, in Aa 


Once in a moneth recount what thou haſt bin, 
Which thou forgerſt; This damfi'd Wirch Sycorax 
For miſchiefes manifold, and ſorcerics terrible 


Toenter humane hearing, from Argier 
Peg : for one thiag ſhe did 


Pro, Oh, was (the ſo: I muſt | 


Pre. This blew ey'd hag , was hither brought with 
And here was left by th' Saylors; thou ray ſlaue, (child, 
As thou reportſt thy ſelfe,was then her ſeruanc, 

And for thou waſt _— too delicate 

To a& her earthy, and abhord commands, 
Refuſing her grand hefts, ſhe did confine thee 
By helpe of her more potent Miniſters, 

And in her moſt vnmirtigable rage, 


They wold not take her life: Is not th1s true ? Ar, l, Sir, | 


Into a clouen Pyne, within which rift 

Impriſon'd, thou didſt painefully remaine 

A dozen yeeres : within which ſpace ſhe di'd, 

And left thee there : where thou didſt vent thy groanes 
AS faſt as Mill-whceles ſtrike : Then was this Iſland 
{Save for the Son, that hedid littour heere, 

A frekelld whelpe, hag-borne) not honour d with 

A humane ſhape. 

Ar. Yes : Cahban her {onne, 

Pro. Dull thing, I ſay ſo : he, that Caliban 
Whom now I keepe in ſeruice, thou beſt know'ſt 
Whac torment I didfinde thee in; thy grones 
Did make woJues howle, and penetrate the breaſts 


Ot euer-angry Beares; it was a torment 


Pp — 


To lay ypon the damn'd, which Syeorar 

Could not againe vndoe: it was mine Arr, 
When arriu'd, and beard thee, that made gape 
The Pyne,and let thee out, 

Ar. I thanke thee Maſter. 

Pro, Ifthou more murmur}, I will rend an Oake 
And peg-thee in his knotty entrailes, till 
Thou haſt howl'd away twelue winters, 

Ar. Pardon, Maſter, 

I will be correſpondent to command 
And doe my ſpryting, gently, 

Pre. Doe %4 wa - x ac daics 
I will diſcharge thee. 

Ar. That's my noble Maſter : 

What ſhall 1doe? ſay what ? what hall I doe? 

Pro, Goe make thy ſelfe like a Nymph o'th' Sea, 

Be ſubieR to'no fight bur thine, and mine : inuiſible 
To euery eye-ball elſe : goe take this ſhape 

And bither come in't : goe: hence 

With diligence. Exit, 

Pro, Awake, deere hart awake, thou haſt ſlept well, 
Awake, 

Air. The ſtrangenes of your tory, put 
Heavinefle in me. 

Pros, Shake nt off : Come on, 

Wee'll viſit Cal1bay, my flaue, who neuer 
Yeelds vs kinde anſwere, + h 

Mir. *Tis a villaine Sir, I doe not loue to lopke on, 

Pro, Butas tis 
We cannot miſſe him: he do's make our fire , 

Ferch in our wood, and ſeruesin Offices 
That profic vs : What hos: ſlaue : Caliban: 
Thou Earth, thou: ſpeake. 

Cal, within. There's wood enough within. 

Pro, Come forth I ſay, there's other buſines for thee: 
Come thou Tortoys, when? Enter Ariel like a water- 
Fine apparifion: my queint Ariel, Nymph, 
Hearke in thine care, 

Ar. My Lord, it ſhall be done. Exit, 

Pro. Thou poyſonous ſlaue, got by Fdiuell himſelfe 
Vpon thy wicked Dam; come forth, Enter Caliban, 

Cal. As wicked dewe, as ere my mother bruſh'd 
With Rauens feather from ynwholeſome Fen 
Drop on you both: A Southweſt blow on yee , 

And bliſter you all ore, 

Pro,For this be ſure, to night thou ſhalt have cr 
Side-.itches, that ſhall pen thy breath vp, Vrchins 
Shall for chat vaſt of night,that chey may worke 
All exerciſe onthee : thou ſhalt be Ginch'd 
As thicke as hony-combe, each pinch more ſtinging 
Then Bees that made'em, 

Cal. I muſt eat my dinner : 
This Iſland's mine by Sycorax my mother, 

Which thoutak'ſt from me: when thou cam'ſifirſt 
Thou ftroakſt me,8& made much of me: wouldſt give me 
Water with berries in't : and teach me how 
To name the bigger Light, and howtheleſſe 
That burne by day,and night : andthen Hou'dthee, 
And ſhew'd ts all the qualities o'th* Iſle , 
The freſh Springs,Brine-pits ; barren place and ferrill , 
Curs'd be I that did fo ; All the Charmes 
Of Sycorax : Toades, Beetles, Batrs light on you : 
For 1 am all the SubicAs that you haue,, 
Which firſt was min owne King : and here you Ry-me 
In this hard Rocke,whiles you doe keepe from me 
Thereſt @'ch' Ifland. 

Pro, Thou 
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\\ Pro, Thoumoſt lying (laue, 


Whom ſtripes may moue,nor kindnes:T haue vs'd thee 
(Filth as thou art Jwith humane care,and lodg d thee 
In mine owne Cell, til! thou did{t ſeeke to violate 
The honor of. my childe, 

Cal. Ohho, oh ho, would't had bene done: 
Thou did(t preuent me, I had peopel'd elle 
This Iſle with Calibans, * 

Mira. Abhorred Slaue, 
Which any print of goodneſſe wilt not rake, 
Being capable of all ill : I pittied thee, 
Took pains tomakethee [peak, raught thee each houre 
One thing or other : when thou didlt nor (Sauage) 
| Know thine owne meaning ; but wouldtt gabble, like 
A thing moſt brutiſh, I endow'd thy purpoles 
With words that made them knowne: But thy vild race 
(Tho thou didftlearn)had that in't,which good natures 
Could not abide to be with; therefore waſt thou 
Deſeruedly confin'd intothis Rocke, who hadit 
Deſeru'd more then a priſon, f 

{al. You taught me Language,and my profit on't 
Is, I know how tocurle : the red-plague rid you 
Forlearning me your language. 

Prof. Rag-ſeed, hence : 
Fetch vs in Fewell, and be quicke thou'rt beſt 
To anſwer other bulineſle : ſhrug'tt rhou (Malice) 
If thou neglect(t, or doſt vnwilliogly 
What I command, He racke thee with old Cr ampes, 
Fill all thy bones with Aches, make thee rore, 
That beaſts ſhall tremble at thy dyn, 

Cal, No,'pray thee. 
I muſt obey, his Artis of ſuchipow'r, 
It would controll my Dams god Serevor, 
And make avaſſaile of him, 


© 


That the earth owes : ] heare it now aboue me. 

Pro, The tringed Curraines of thine eye aduance, 
And ſay what thou ſee'lt yond, | 

Alira, What is't a Spirit? 
Lord, how it lookes about : Beleeue me fir, 
It carrics a braue forme, Bur'tis a lpirit. 

Pro, No wench,it eats,and ſleeps, & hath ſuch ſenſes 
As we haue: ſuch, This Gallant which thou ſeeft 
Was in the wracke : and but hee's ſomething ſtain'd 
With greete (that's beauties canker) might'ſt call him 
A goodly perſon: he hath loſt his fellowes, 
And ſtrayes about to finde*em. 

Air, 1 might eall him 
A thing divine, for nothing naturall 
I ever taw {o Noble. 

Pro, It goes on I ſee | 
As my {oule promprs it: Spirit, five ſpirit, le free thee 
\Vithin rwo dayes for this, 

Fer. Moſtſure the Goddeſſe 
On whom theſe ayres attend : Vouchſafe my pray'r 
May know if you remaine vpon this Iſland, 
And that you will ſome good inſtruction giue 


Pro, So ſlaueghence. Exit Cal. 
Enter Ferdinand & Ariel, inviſible playing C> ſinging, 
Ariel Song. Come vnto theſe yellow ſands, 


How I may beare me heere* my prime requeſt 
. Which I do laft pronounce) is (O you wonder) 
It you be Mayd, orno? 

Mir. No wonder Sir, 


| Bue — Mayd. 


Fer, My Language? Heauens : 
[ am the beſt of them that ſpeake this ſpeech, 
Were 1 bur where 'tis ſpoken, 

Pro. How? the beſt ? 
What wer't thou if the King of Naples heard thee ? 

Fer. Aſingle thing, as I am now, that wonders 
To'heare thee ſpeake of Naples : he do's heare me, 
And that he do's, I weepe : my ſelfe am Naples, 
Who, withmine eyes (neuer ſince at cbbe) beheld 
The King my Father wrack't, | 


and then take hands : 
Curt fied when you hane,and kiſt 
the wilde wanes whiſh : 
Foote it featly heere, and there, and ſweete Sprights beare | 
the burthen. Burthen diſperledly. | 
Hurkeharke bowgh wawgh : the watch- Dog ges barke, 
bowgh-wawgh. 
Ar. Hark, hark, I heare,the fraine of ſirutting (hanticlere | 
ery cockadidle-dowe, 
Fer. Where ſhold this Muſick be? I'th aire,or th'carch? 
It ſounds no more : and ſure it waytes vpon 
Some God'oth'Iland, fitting on a banke, 
Weeping againerthe King my Fathers wracke, 
This Muſicke crept by me'vpon the warers, 
Allaying both their fury, apd my paſhon 
With it's ſweet ayre ; thence have follow'd it 
(Or it hath drawne me rather) but tis gone, 
No, it begins againe. *''* 
Ariel Song. Full fadom fine thy Father lier, 
| Of bu bones are (orrall made : 
Thoſe are pearles that were hy ener, 
' Nothing of himthat doth fade 
"" « But doth ſiefer a Sen-chanve | 
© Tuto ſomerhing rich, ſtranye: 
Sea: Nimnipho hourly ring his Grefl, 
PP Burthen: ding-dong. 
Hatbenow I bears ther, ding-dony bem -*' 
Fer. The Ditty do's remember my drown'd father, ' 
This is no mortall buſines; nor nofound © 7 7 | 


Mir. Alacke, for mercy. | 
Fer, Yes faith,& all his Lords,the Duke of Millaine 
And his braue ſonne, being twaine, 
Pro. The Duke of Mellaine 
And his more brauer daughter, could controll thee 
[t now *ewere fit to do't: Arthefirſt fight 
They haue chang 'd eyes : Delicate Arrel, 
Ile fer thee free for this. A word good Sir, 
I teare you haue done your ſelfe ſome wrong :' A word, 
Mir. Why ſpeakes my father ſo'vngently ? This 
Is the third man that ere I ſaw : the firſt a 
That erel figh'd for : pitry moue my father 
To be enclin'd my way, 
Fer, O, if a Virgin, 
And your afteCtion not gone forth, Ile make you 
The Queene of Naples, 
Pro. Soft fir, one word more, 
They are both in eythers pow'rs : But this ſwift buſines 
I muſt vneafie make, leaſt too light — 
Make the prize light, One word more: I charge thee 
That thou attend me : Thou do'ſt heere vſurpe 
The name thaeu ow'ſt not, and haſt put thy {(clfe 
Vponthis Iſland, as a ſpy, to win it 
From me, the Lord on't. "2 
Fer, No, as I am a man, 
Mir. Thet's nothing ill, can dwell in ſucha Temple, 
If the ill-ſpirit haueſo fayre a houſe, 
Good things will ftriue to dwell with't, 
Pro, Foilow me, 
A3 Pro, 
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4 . Froſ. Speake not you for him : hee's a Traitor:come, | Is much beyond our loſſe; our hint of woe 
# þ þ | | Ile manacle thy necke and feete together : | I: common, euery day, ſome Saylors wife, 
1 ti; | Seca water ſhalt thou drinke : thy food ſhall be The Maſters of ſome Merchant, and the Merchant 
* = The freſh-brooke Muſſels, wither'd roots, and huskes | - Haue juſt our Theame of woe: Burt forthe miracle, 
= » Wherein the Acorne cradled , Follow, (I meane our preſcruation) few in millions 
-1 | F&. No, | Can ſpeake like ys: then wiſely (good Sir)weigh 
Wt: I will refit ſuch entertainment, till Our ſorrow, with our comfort, 
RF. Mine enemy ha's more pow'r. Alonſ. Prethee peace, | 
-y He drawes, and is charmed from moving. Seb. Hereceiues comfort like cold porredge. 
= Aire. O deere Father, Ant. Viſitor will not giue him ore ſo. 
Make not teo raſh a triall of him, for Seb, , hee's winding vp the watch of his wit, 
1 Hee's gentle,and not fearfull. By andſby it will ftrike, 
” Prof. What I fay, Sir, 
* WEN My foore my Tutor ? Put thy ſword vp Traitor, Seb, One: Tell. 
| Who mak'ſt a ſhew,burt dar'{t not {trike:thy'conſcience Gon,\When cuery greefe is entertaind, 
| Is ſo poſleſt with guilt : Come, from thy ward, That's offer'd comes to th'entertainer, 
For I can heere dilarme thee with this iticke; | Seb, Adollor, | 
= And make thy weapon drop. | Gon. Dolvur comesto him indeed, you haue ſpoken . 
| '  CMinrra. Beſeech you Father, truer then you purpos'd, 
Prof. Hence : hang not on my garments, Seb, You hauetakenit wiſclier then I meant you 
Aira, Sir have pity, ſhould, 
| lle be his ſurety, Gon, Therefore my Lord. 
3 | Prof, Silence : One word more Ant, Fie, what a Gend-chrifs is he of his tongue, 
E | ' Shall make me chide thee, if not hatethee : What, Alon, ] pre-thee ſpare. 
4 3 An aduocate for an Impoſtor? Huſh : Gon, Well, I haue done: Bur yet 
'F | | Thou think'ſt there is no more ſuch ſhapes as he, Seb, Hewill be talking, | 
| (Hauing ſeene but him and Ca/:ban:) Fookſh wench, Ant, Which, of he, or Adrian,for a good wager, 
; To th'moſt of men, this is a Calrbar, Firſt begins to crow ? 
k | And they to him are Angels, Seb. The old Cocke, 
L 7 Mira, My afteQtions Ant, The Cockrell, 
: Are then moſt humble: I haue no ambition Seb. Done: The wager ? 
: | Toſce agoodlier man, Ant. A Laughter. 
4 | Prof, Come on, obey : Seb, A match. 
W111 "4 Thy Nerues are in their infancy againe. Aar. Though this Ifland ſeeme to be deſert, 
: And haue no vigour in them, Seb, Ha, ha, ha, 
4 Fer, So-they are : Ant. $9: you'r paid, 
» My ſpirits, as in a dreame, are all bound vp : Adr. Vniahabicable, and almoſt inacceſſible, 
q ' My Fathers lofle, the weaknefſe which feele, | Seb. Yet 
ri | The wracke of all my friends, nor this mans threats, Aar, Yet 
- L To whom I am {ubdude, are but light ro me, Ant, He could not miſle'r, 
F Might I but through my priſon once a day Adr. It muſt needs be of ſubtle, tender, and delicate 
; jt Behold this Mayd : all corners elle o th'Earth temperance. | 
j Let liberty make vie of : ſpace enough Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench, 
4 \ { HaueTin ſuch a priſon. Seb. I,and a ſubtle, as he moſt learnedly deliner'd. 
Hr Prof. It workes ; Come on. Adv. The ayre breathes ypon vs here moſt ſweetly, 
Wd | $ Thou haſt done well, fine Arrel : follow me, Seb, As if it had Lungs, and rotten ones, 
'S Harke what thou elſe ſhalt do mee. ent, Or, as 'twere perfum d by aFen, 
| 1 Atfira. Beof comfort, Gon, Heere is euery thing advantageous to life. 
: My Fathers of a better nature (Sir) eAnt, True, ſaue meanes to liue, 
+”. | ; Then he appeares by ſpeech : this is ynwonted Seb, Of that there's none, or little, 
 ©I'®W Which now came from him. Gon, Howluſh and luſty the grafle lookes ? 
| Proſ. Thou ſhalt be as free How greene ? 
ul As mountaine windes ; but then exaQtly do Ant, The ground indeedis tawny, 
Ts | All points of my command. Seb, With aneye of greene in't, 
p-: 6 eAriell, Toth ſyllable. eAnt, He miſſes not much, 
i | Proſ. Come follow : ſpeake not for him, Exennt, Lo Seb, No: he doth but miſtake the truth totally. | 
4 | He Gon. Burt the rariety of it is, which is indeed almoſt 
: JE 8 beyond credit, 9 
, : Seb. As many voucht rarieties are. 
Afﬀtus Secundus. Scena Prima. > # agans matte. > 1x rp) CRLAII TOI ER 
bd __ x __. | intheSea, hold notwithſtanding their freſhneſle and 
| AF gloſſes, being rather new dy'de then ſtain'd with ſalte 
| Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Antbonio, Conzals, Adrian, Water. 
Franciſco, and ethers, | «£87. Ifhur one ofhis pockets could ſpeake, would 
Gonz., Beſcech you Sir, be merry ; you haue cauſe, itnot ſay helyes ? 
| (So haue we all) of ioy ; for our eſcape ) Seb. 1,orvery falſely pocket yp his report. e | 
| _ 
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The Tempeſt. 


Gon, Me thinkes our garments arenow as freſh as 
when we put them on firtt in Aﬀricke, atthe marriage 
of the kings faire daughter Claribe! ro the king of Twms, 

Seb. 'T was a ſweet marriage,and we proſper well in 


@Ur returne. 
Adri. Tunis was neuer grac'd before withſuch a Pa» 


ragon to their Queene, 

Gon, Not ſince widdow Dido's time. 

Ant, Widow? A pox othat ; how came that Wid- 
dow in? Widdow Dide ! 

Seb. Whar if he had ſaid Widdowere/E£neas too? 
Good Lord, how you t>ke it ? 

Adri, Widdow Dido (aid you? You make me Budy 
of that : She was of Carthaze, not of Tung, 

Gon, T his T#nis Sir was Carthage, 

Adri. Carthage ? Gon. ] allure you Carthage, 

Ant, His word is more then the miraculous Harpe. 

Seb, He hath rais'd the wall,and houſes too, 

Ant.What impolsible matter wil he make eaſy next? 

Seb, 1 thinke hee will carry this INland home in his 
pocket,and giue it his ſonne for an Apple, 

Ant, And ſowing the kernels of it inthe Sea, bring 
forth more Iſlands. - 

Gon, I. Ant, Why in good time, 

Gon. Sir,we were talking, that cur garments ſceme 
now as freſh as when we were at Twn at the marriage 
of your daughter, whois now Queene. 

Ant, And the. rareſt that ere came there, 

Seb. Bate(Ibelecch you) widdow Dido , 

Ant, O Widdow Dido? I, Widdow Dido. 

Gon, 1s not Sir my doublet as freſh as the tirſt day I 
wore it? I meane in a fort, 

Ant. That ſort was well fiſh'd tor, 

Gen. When I wore it at your daughters marriage, 

Alon, You cram theſe words into mine eares, againſt 


the tomacke of my ſenſe : would ] had neuer 
Matried my daughter there : For comming thence 
My ſonne is loft, and (in my rate) ſhe too, 

Who is ſo farre from /raly remoued, 

Ine're againe ſhall ſee her : Othoumine heire 

Of Naples and of CMillame,whar (range fiſh | 
Hath made his meale on thee ? | 

Fran. Sir he may liuc, ' 
I faw him beare the ſurges vnder him, 

And ride ypon their backes ; he trod the water 
Whoſe enmity he flung aſide: and breſted 

The ſurge moſt ſwolne tht met him ; his bold head 
'Boue the contentious waues he kepr, and oared _, 
Himſelfe with his good armes in luſty troke 
Tothſhore ; that ore his waue-worne bahs bowed 
As ſtooping to releeue him : I not doubr 

He came alive ro Land. 

Alon. No, no, hee's gone. 

Seb. Sir you may thank your ſelfe for this great loſſe, 
That would not blefſe our Europe with your daughter, 
But rather looſe her to an Aﬀrican, 

Where ſhe at leaſt, is baniſh'd from your eye, 
Who hath cauſe to wet the greefe on't, | 

Alon, Pre-thee peace. | 
' Seb. You werekneel'd too, &importun'd otherwiſe 
By all of vs: and the faire ſoule her ſclfe 
Waigh'd berweene loathnelfe, and obedience,at 
Which end o&ch'beame ſhould bow: we haue loſt your 
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The faults your owue, 
Alon, Sois thedacr'ſt oth'loſſe. 
Gon, My Lord Sebaſtian, 
The truth you ſpeake doth lacke ſome gentleneſſe, 
And timeto ſpeakeitin : you rub the 7 <q 
When you ſhould bring the plaiſter. 
Seb, Very well. Avt. And moſt Chirurgeonly, 
Gor. Iris foule weather in ys all, good Sir, 
When you are cloudy. 
Seb. Fowle weather ? Ant, Very foule: 
Gow. HadI plantation of this Ifle my Lord, 


Ant, Hee'd ſow't vvith Nettle-ſced. | 


Seb. Or dockes, or Mallowes. 

Gon, And were the King on't, what yvould I do? 

Seb. Scape being drunke, for want of Wine. 

Gon. V'th Commonwealth I yvould (by contraries) 
Execute all things : For no kinde of Trefficke 
Would I acmit ; No name of Magiſtrate: 

Lecters ſhould not be knowne : Riches, pouerty, 
And vie of ſeruice, none : ContraR, Succeſsion, 
Borne, bound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none : 
No vie of Mettall, Corne, or Wine, or Oyle: 
No occupation, all men idle, all : 

And Women too, but innocent and pure 2 

No Soueraignty, 

Seb. Yet he vvould be King on'c, 

Ant. The latter end of his Common-wealth forgers 
the beginning. 

Gon, All To in common Nature (ſhould produce 
Without ſweat or endevour ; Treaſon, fellony, 

Sword, Pike, Knife, Gun, or neede of any Engine 
Would I not haue : but Nature ſhould bring torth 
Of it owne kinde, all foyzon,all abundance 
Tofced my innocent people. 

Seb, No marrying *mong his ſubie&ts ? 

Ant, None (man) all id'e ; Whotes and knaues, 

2n, 1 vyould vvith ſuch perteRtion gouerve Sir : 
T*Excell the Golden Age, | 

Seb, *Sauc his Maicſty, Ant.Longliue Gonzalo, 

Gon, And do you marke me, Sir ? me. . 

Alon, Pre-thee no more; thou doſt talke nothing to 

Gon. Ido vvell beleeue your Highneſle, and did it 
toininifter occaſion to theſe Gentlemen, who are of 
ſuch ſenſible and nimble Lungs, that they alwayes vie 
to lavgh at nothing. 

Ant, *T was you vve laugh'dat, | = 

Gov. Who,inthis kind of merry fooling am nothing 
to you: {o you may continue,and laughat nothing fill, 

Ant. What a blow vvas there given? 

Seb. And it had not falne flat-long. 

Gon. You are Gentlemen of braue mettal: you would 
liftthe Moone out of her ſpheare, if ſhe would continue 
in it hue weekes yyithout changing, 

Enter Ariell playing ſolemne Muſcke. 

Seb. We vvould ſo,and then goa Bat-fowling, 
Ant, Nay good my Lord, benotangry. 

Gon, NoT warrant you, I1vvill not aduenture my 
diſcretion ſo weakly ; Will you laugh me aſlcepe, for 1 
am very heauy . 

Ant. Go\lcepe, and heare vs. 7 

Alon. Wha, all ſo ſoone aſlcepe?I wiſh mine eyes 
Would(with themſelues) ſhut vp mythoughts, 

I finde they are inslin'd to do ſo, 


I feare for ever: Millaire and Naples have (ſon, Seb. Pleaſe you Sir, 

Mo widdowes in them of this buſinefſe making, Do not omit the heauy offer of it : 

Then we bring men to'comfortthem : « | It fldeme vifsſorrow, when it doth,ir is 4 NPOyonr 
| | ", 
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8 The Tempeſt, 
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Ant, We two myLord,will guard your perſon, 
\While you take your reſt,and watch your ſafety, 
Alon. Thanke you : Wondrous heauy. 
Seb. What a\trange drowfines poſſeſſes them® 
Am, It isthe quality o th'Clymate, 
Seb. Why 
Doth it not then our eye-lids finke ? I finde # 
Not imy ſelfe diſpos d to ſleep. 
Ant. Norl, my ſpirits are nimble : 
They fell together all, as by conſent 
They dropr, as by a Thundersſtroke: what might 
Worthy Sebaitian? O, what might? no more : 


Amb yet, me thinkes I ſec it in thy face, 


Vhat thou ſhould'ft be: th'occation ipeaks thee, and 
My ſtrong imagination ſee's a Crowne 
Deagping vpon thy head. 
Seb, What? artthou waking ? 
Ant, Do you not heare meipeake 7 
Seb. 1 do, and ſurely 
Tt is a (leepy Language; and thou ſpeak'(t 
Out of thy ſleepe : Whar is it thou did(t ſay? 
This is a ſtrange repoſe, to be aſleepe 
With eyes wide open: ſtanding, ſpeaking, mouing : 
And yet lo faſt aſleepe. 
Ant. Noble Sebaſtian, 
Thou ler'lt thy fortune ſleepe : die rather ; wink'ft 
Whiles thou art waking, 
Seb. Thou do'ft ſrore diltinaly, 
There's meaning in thy ſnores. 
Ant, 1am more lerious then my cuſtome : you 
Mult be ſo too, if heed me : which to do, 
Trebbles thee o're, . 
Seb, Well: Tam Randing water, 
Ant, Ileteach you how to flow. 
Seb, Do lo; roebbe NP 
Hereditary Sloth inſtruCts me. | 
. Awe. O! 
If you but knew how yon the purpoſe cheriſh 
Whiles thus you mocke it : how in ripping it , 
You more inueft it : ebbing men, indeed 
| (Moſt often) doo neere the bottome run 
By their owne feare, or ſloth. 
* Seb, 'Pre-thee ſay on, 
The ferting of thine eye, and cheeke proclaime 
A matter Com thee ; and a birth, indeed, 
Which throwes thee much to yeeld, 
Ant, Thus Sir: 
Although this Lord of weake remembrance; this 
Who ſhall be of as little memory 
When heis earth'd, hath here almoſt perſwaded 
(For hee's a Spirit of perſwaſion, onely 
Profeſſes to perſwade) the King his ſonne's aliue, 
'Tis as impoſsible that hee's vndrown'd, 
As he that fleepes heere, ſwims, 
Sek, Thane no hope 
That hee's yndrown'd, | 
' A#t; O, out of thiat no hope, 
Whar'great hope haue you? No hope that way, Is 
Another way ſo high a hope, that euen . 
Ambition cannot pierce a winke beyond 
3urdoubr diſcouery there, Will you grant with me 
That F#rameand is drown'd. 
Seb. He's gone, | 
Ant. Then tell me,who's the next heire of Vaples ? 
Seb. Claribetl, 


Ant. She that is Queene of Tawi#+ſhe that dels ql 


Ten leagues beyond mans life : ſhe that from Naples 
Can haue no, note, vnlefſe the Sun were poſt : 
The Man i'th Moone's too ſlow,till new-borne chinnes 
Be rough, and Razor-able : She that from whom 
We all were ſca-{wallow'd, though ſome caft againe, 
(And by that deſtiny) to performe an a& 
Whereof, what's paſt is Prologue ; what tocome 
In yours, and my diſcharge. 
Seb, Whar Rtuffe is this ? How ſay you? 
Tis true my brothers daughter's Queene of Tun, 
Sois ſhe heyre of Naples, ewixt which Regions 
There is ſome ſpace, 
Art. A ſpace, whoſe eu'ry cubir 
Seemes to cry out, how ſhall that Claribe/! 
Meaſure vs backe to Naples ? keepe.in Twnis, 
Andlet Sebaſtian wake. Say, this were death 
That now hath ſeiz'd then, why they were no worſe 
Then now they are: There be that can rule Naples 
As well as hethart {leepes: Lords, that can prate 
As amply, and vnneceſſarily 
As this Gonzallo : I my lelfe could make 
A Chough ofas deepe chat : O, that you bore 
The mindethat1 do; what aſlcepe were this 
For your aduancement ? Do you vnderſtand me ? 
Seb. Methinkes I do. 
Ant. And how do's your content 
Tender your owne good fortune? 
Seb. I remember 
You did ſupplant your Brother Proſper, 
Ant, True: : 
And looke how well my Garments ſit ypon me, 
Much feater then before : My Brothers ſeruants 
Were then - tellowes, now they are my men, 
Seb, Bur for your conſcience, 
Ant, I Sir : where lies that? If *twere a kybe 
'Twould put me to my flipper : But 1 feele nor 
This Deity in my boſome : 'T wentie conſciences 
That ſtand "cwixr me, and Cillaine, candied be they, 
And melt ere they molle{} : Heere lies your Brother, 
No better then the earth helies vpon, 
If he were that which now hee's like (that's dead); 
Whom I with this obedient ſteele (three inches of it) 
Can lay to bed for ever : whiles you doing thus, 
To the perpetual! winke for aye might pur 
This ancient morſell : this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not vpbraid our courſe : for all the reſt 
They'l cake Canefion, as a Car laps milke, 
They'l tell the clocke, to any bufineſſe that 
We ſayſbefits the houre, 
Seb, Thy caſe, deere Friend 
Shall be my prefident : As thou gor'ſt Millaine, 
le come by Naples : Draw thy ſword, one Rroke 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou paieſt, 
And Ihe King ſhall loue thee, 
Ant. Draw together : 
And when I reare my hand, do you the like 
To fallit on Gonzalo, 
Seb, O, but one word, 
Enter Ariell with CMuſicke and Song. 
Ariel. My Maſter through his Art foreſces the danger 
That you (his friend)are in, and ſends me forth 
(For elſe his proieR dies) to keepe them living, 
Smgs m Gonzaloes care, 
File you here do ſnoaring lie, | 
© Open-ey'd Conſpiracie 
Hu time doth take : 
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£00 Awake p7 91491 
Ant, Thehler vs both be ſodaine, 
Gow, Now,good Angels preſcruethe King.” 
Ale. Why how now hoazawake? why are you drawn? 
Wherefore this ghaſtly looking? © | 
Gon. What's the matter 4 - Fr 
Seb. Whiles we ſtood here ſecuring your repole, 
now) we heard a hollow burft of bellowing 
Like Buls, or rather Lyons, did't not wake vou? 
It ttrooke mine eare moſt terribly, 
Ale. 1heardnothing. | 
Amt, O,"ewas a din to fright a Monſters care; 
To make an earthquake : ſure it was the roare 
Ofa whole heard of Lyons. 
Alo. Heard you this Gonzalo? 
Gm, Vpon miae honour, Sir, I heard a huwming, 
And that a ſtrange one too) which did awake me: 
I ſhak'd you Sir;and cride ; as mine eyes opend, 
I ſaw their weaports drawne-: there was a noyſe, 
That's verily : *is beſt we itand ypon our guard; 
Orchat we quit this place : let's draw ovr weapons. 
Ale, Lead offchis ground & let's make ſu;ther ſearch 
For my poore ſonne. 
Gon, ' Heauens keepe him from theſe Beats: 
For he is ſure 'th Ifland, 
Ale. Lead awoy. . (done, 
Ariel. Proſpero my Lord, ſhall know what | haue 
So (King)goe ſafely on to ſeeke thy Son. Exeunt, 
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Scena Secunda. 


ty I 


Enter Caliban, with a burthen of Wood (amoyſe of 
Thunder beard. ) 


Cal. Allthe infeAions that the Sunne ſuckes vp 
From Bogs,Fens, Flars, on Proſper fall,and make him 
By ynch-mecale a diſeaſe : his Spirits heare me, 

And yet [ needes muſt curſe. Bur they''1 nor pinch, 
Fright me with Vrchyn-ſhewes, pitch me i'th mire, 
Nor lead me like a fire-brand, in the darke 

Out of my way, vnlefle he bidem; bur 

Por every trifle, are they ſer vpon me, 

Sometime like Apes,that moe and chatter at me, 

And after bite me : then like Hedg-hogs, which 

Lye tumbling in my bare-foote way, and mount 

Their pricks at my foor-fall : fometime 2w I 

All wound with Adders,who with clouen totigues 

Doe hiſſe me into madneſle : Io,now Lo, Enter 
Here comes a Spirit of his,and to rorment me Travewlo, 
For bringing wood in ſlowly: Ile fall far, 

Perchance he will nor minde me. 

Tri. Here's neither buſh, nor ſhrub to beare off any 
weather at all : and another Storme brewing, Iheare ir 
fing ith* winde : yond ſame blacke cloud, yond huge 
one, lookes like a foule bumbard that would ſhed his 
licquor : ifit ſhould thunder, as it did before, I know 
not whereto hide my head: yond ſame cloud cannot 
chooſe but fall by paile-fuls. What haue we here,aman, 
or a fiſh? dead or alive ? afiſh; hee ſmels like a fiſhs a 
very ancient and fiſh-like (mel! : a kinde of, not of the 


_ 


The Tempeſt. 


neweſt poere-lohn : _ were I'in England 
nov (as once I was) and had but this fiſh houtrn not 
2 holiday-foolethere but would giuea peece of filuer: | 


| 


| 


| It ſhould be, 


there, would this Monſter," make s man: any firange 
beaſt chere, makes a man: when they will not giue a 
doit rorelicue 8 lame Begger,they will lay out ten roſee 
2 dead [udian: Leg'd like a man; and bis Finnes like 
Armes : warme o' my troth : I doe now let looſe my o- 
pinion; hold it no longer; this isno fiſh, bur an lan- 
_ hath lately ſuffered by a Thunderbole: Alas, 
orme is come 8 : way is to 
der his Gaberdine , as ys rn ochee Gaieer Gerem. 
bout : Miſery acquaints a mat) with ftrange bedfel- 
_ I will here ſhrowdrill the dregges of the ſtorme 
e paſt, nbd 3 Hd 


Enter Stephano finging. | 
Ste. 1 ſhall no more to Pays 57, Pe He aftore, 
This is a very ſcurvy rune to firig at a matis 
Funerall : _ here's my comfort. 
Sing. Maſter,the Swabber the Boate-fwaine oy 1 
NE con 
Autmmiefragls for Kate. ct oy 
For ſhe had « tongue with a tang, 
Would cry to a Sailor goe havg : 
She low'd not the ſanonr of Tar nor of Pitch, | 
Yet 4 T ailor might ſcratch ber where ere ſhe did itch, 
Then to Sea Boyes, and let ber goe hang. 
This is a ſcuruy tune too ; 
Burt here's my comfort. drinls. 
Cal, Doenottorment me ; oh. + 
Ste, What's the matter? 
Hauec we divels here? 
Doe you put trickes vpon's with Salusges, and Men of 
Indey ha? I have not ſcap'd drowning, to be afeard 
now of your foure legges: for it hath bin ſajdz as pro- 
per a man as euer went on foure legs, cannot-make him 
giue ground: and it {ball be ſaid {o againe, while Ste- 


phano breathes at” noſtrils. 


({. The Spirit torments me : 0h. 

Ste. This is ſome Monſter of the Iſle,with foure legs; 
who hath got (as I rake ic) an Aguo: where the diuell 
ſhould he learne our language? L will gine bim ſome re- 
liefe if it be but for that: if I can recouer him, and keepe 
him tame , and get to Naples with him, he's a Pre- 
ſent for any Emperour that ever trod on Neates-lea- 


ther, 


Cal, Doe not torment me 'prethee : Yle bring my | 


wood home faſter, , 

Ste. He's in hisfit now; and doe's not talke after the 
wiſeſt; hee ſhall taſte of my Bortle : if hee haue never 
drunke wine afore, it will goe neere to remove his Fit : 
if I can recover him,and keepe him tame, I will not take 
too much for him; bee (hall pay for him that bath bim, 
and that ſoundly. 

Cal, Thou do'ſt me yer bur lirtle hurt ; thou wilt a- 
non, I know it by thy trembling : Now Proſper workes 
ypon thee. | 
\ . Ste, Come on your wayes ? open your mouth : here 
is that which will giue language to you Cat; open your 
mouth ; this will ſhake your ſhaking, I can cell you,and 
that ſoundly : you cannot tell whe's your friend ; open 
your chaps againe, 


Tri. I ſhould know that yoyce : 


"OG 


-» Drinker, 


— 
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{ 
i 
i 
; 
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we ae 5 I 


But hee i is dround; ang.uheſp We — 
tend mc. : 

| Ste; Fours lenges anion voyces; A mot delicate 
Moniter ;is forward yoyce now is/ts fpeake well of 
us friendghis backward yoige,is to veres foule ſpecches, 

' andxo detratt : if all, the wine in my .bortle-will recouer 
{him I.wilt belpe. bis Ague :, .Come-:;/ — L will 
!poure ſame jn thy.other mouth,  -  -* | 


Tk, .Stepbano; 


x 


| This is a diuell, andnd Menker 3 /-1 wil-leaue him, Ft: 
| haveno lang Spoone. .. 

FR: * Supt 

ſpeaketo me: fr I am Trinewlo; be not afeard, thy 
good friend Trmcals. 

Ste, If thou beet Trimcalo: come foorth : Vie pull 
thec by the leſſer legges; if anybe*Trinchlo's legges, 
| theſe arpcheys I hay art very Trincwle indeede : 

; cam'ſt thoſtobe the liege of this Moone-calfe? Gn 
| he vene Frincalo's? \.., 
 \Jr4. izeokehimto be kill 4wihs thunder-ſtrok;bur 


| not droung.4.4s the Srorme over-blownes I hid mee" 


| the Storme * And art thou huing Stephove i 20 Stephana, 
rwo Neapolit anes {c3p 'd? ' 


15 not corltiante - 
Cal. Theſe be finerhings,and if they be not ſprighes: 


| that's a braue God, and beares Celckiiall quot t 1 will 
' kneele to him. 

Ste. How di&'lt thou (cape? 
How cam't thou hither? +, 
k Sweare by this Bottle how thou can't, bicher: : Leſcap'd 
{ ypon 4 Bbr- of Sacke, which the Saylors heaued o're- 
+ boord, by this Bottle which 1 made of che barke-:of 
' a Trees with mine owne hands, focel was calt a'- 
| ſhore, ++: © 
| Cal. Te (wearevpon that Bottle, to be thy true ſub- 
| 
| 


ie, forthe liquor i is not earthly, 
St. Heere: [weare thenhowthou eſcap” dt, 


like a Ducke1'le be \worne. 
i Ste, Here; kiſle the Booke, 
Though thoucanſt ſwumbke a Duthes thou art made 
| like a Gooſe. 

Tris 'O Stephano, ha' Fw. more of this? 

Ste, The whole But (man) my Cellar is in a rocke 
by th'ſeasfide, wheremy Wine ts hids : 
How now Moone-Calfe, how do's thine Ague ? 

Cal, Ha/ftrhounot dropt from heauen? * 

Ste. Out o'th Moone I doe afſure-thee; I was the 
Man ith” Moone, when time was. 

Cal. 1 haue ſcene thee in her: and I doe adore thee : 
My Miſtris ſhew'd me thee,andtby Dog.and thy Buſh, 

Ste. Come, ſweare to that : kiſſe the Booke : 4 will 
furniſh it anon with new Contents + Sweare, 

Tri. Bythis good light, this is very ſhallow Mon-: 
ter: I wr of him? avery weake Monſters : 
The Manith' Moone ? 
A moſt poore creadulous Monſter : 
Well drawne Monſter, in.good ſooth. 


[ — kifle thy foote;; I prethee be my god. 
Tri, By this light, a moſt perfidious, and druken 


Monſter, when's god's afleepe he'll rob his Bottle. 


—.———— 
A. 


Ste, Dothzhy other mputh call me> Mercy mercyz 


an9: if thou beeſt Srephoye gouch me, and- 


vnder the dead Moone-Calies Gaberdine, for feare of. 


| Ste. *Prethee dbenor turne me about; my Komacke 


Cat. Ile ſhew thee every tertill ynch 'oth Iſland: and; 


7 Ode | 


art thou not dround Sr:phano; 1 tBpe now thou att. |' 


- - CC TOY 


Tri. $wom aſbore(mar) like a Ducke ; 4 can ſwim | 


| 


Cal. Ve kifſe1 thy foot. llc {ww iweare my leſferby Subie&. 
Ste. Come onthen ; 'dewneand {weare, 

Tri, I ſhall laugh my ſelfe todeath atbjs puppi-hea- 
ded Monfter : a moſt {curuie xeyek : Icould findein 
my heart to beate him, :/ '- | 

Ste, Come, kiſſe. - ': 215 

Tri. But that the poore Monfier's in adhinkes $52 
An yn cor Monſter, + 

al. Vie ſhew thee the beſt Spring: :Vle pluckethee 
Berries: T'lefiſh for thee ; and get thee wood enough. 
A plague vpon the Tyrant that I ſeruez ++ 
Ile beare him no more Stickes, bur follow thee, thou 
wondrous man, 

1r;i. A moſt redicalous Monſter,to mckey wonder of 
a poore drunkard, 

Cal. 1'prethee let me bring thee be Crabs grow; 


and I with my long nayles will digge thee pjg-outs; 
ſhow theea layesneſt, and inftruct thee howto ſnare 


the nimble Marmazet: Ile bring thee to cluftring 
Philbires, and fomerimes- Fle ger « thee young Scamels 
fromthe Rocke: Wiltthou goe with me ? 

Ste, Ipre'thee now lead the way 'without any more 


ralking. Trmcslo, the King, and all our company etc 
| being dround, wee willinherit here : Here ; beare my 
; Bortle : Fellow ' Traxcnlo ; we'll fill him by and by a- 


gaine, 


{ aliban Sings drunkenly; 


| Farewell Maſter ; ns. "Y farewell, 


Thi. A howling Moniter : a drunken Motfter. 
. Cal, No more dams I'le make for fiſh, | 
Nor fetch in firing, at requiring, 
Nor ſcrape trencherins, nor waſh difh, - 
Fan bart (* ucalyban 
Hu anew Maſter, vew an. 
Freedome, high-day ,high-day reedome,treedome high- 
day, freedome, 


Ste, O brave Monſter; lead the way, Exennt, 


_— 
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Atlus Tertins. 


Scena Prima. 


— 


Enter Ferdinan 
Fer. There be ſome $ 


bearing a 


). 
rrs are painfull;& their labor 


: Delight in them ſer off : Some kindes of baſcneſſe 


Are nobly vndergon ; and moſt poore matters 
Point torich ends- this my meane Taske 

Would be as heauy to me; as odious, bur 

The Miſtris which Iſerue, quickens what's dead, 

And makes my labours, pleaſures : O She is 

Ten times more gentle, then her Father's crabbed; 


: And he's compos'd of harſhneflle. I muſt remoue 


Some thouſands of theſe Logs, and pile them vp, 


| Vpon a ſore iniunCtion ; myſweer Miſtris 


Weepes when ſhe ſces me worke, & ſaies, ſuch baſenes 

Had never like Executor : 1 forger : 

But theſe ſweet thoughts, doe cuen refreſh: my labours, 

Moſt bukie leſt, when I doc it, my Miranda 

Mir. Alas, now pra Pr 

Worke nor ſo hard 'l wanldche lightning bad ht 

Burnt vp thoſc Logs that you are enioynd to pile - 

Pray ſetit downe, andreftyon: when this burnes 

'T will weepe fer having wearied you : my Father 

Is har@ar ſtudy ; pray now reſt your ſelfe, mr 
e's 


_—_— 


Mo —_——_ 


tt 


am Wm, i 


T be Tempeſt. 


AI 


i... Alt... 
—_— 


— 


A Prince ( Miranda) I do thinke a King 


— — 


, 


; Hee's {afe for theſe three houres, | 


| Nor can imagination forme 3 Nope 


Something too wildely, and my Fathers precepts 


Fer. O moſt deere — | 
The Sun will ſer before I ſhall diſcharge 
What I mult iriueto do. 

Mir. lf you'l (it downe-- 
Ile beare your Logges the while: 
lle carry it to the pile. 

Fer. No precious Creature, 
I had rather cracke my hnewes, breake my backe, 


pray giuemechat, 


Then you ſhould ſuch diſhonor vudergoe, 
While I ft lazy by. 
Mir. It would become me 

As well as it. do's you; and1 ſhould do ir 
With much more caſe : for my good will is toit, 
And yours it is agaioſt, 

Pro, Poore worme thou art infected, 
This viſitation ſhewes it, 

Mir. You looke wearily.- 

Fer, No,noble Miftris, 'tis freſh morning with me 
When youare by atnight : I do beſeechy ou 
Cheefely, that I might let it in my prayers, 
What is your name? 

Mir. Miranda, O my Father, 

I have broke your helt ro lay lo, 

Fer, Admir'd Miranda, 

Indeede the top of Admiration, worth 
What's deereſtto the world : full many a Lady 
I haue ey'd with beſt regard, and many a time 


Th harmony of their tongues, hath into bondage | 


Brought my too diligent cate: for {cuerall vertues 

Have lik'd ſeuerall women, never any 
VVith ſo full ſoule, but ſome defett in her 

Did quarrell with the nobleſt grace ſhe ow'd, 

And purtitto the foile. But you, O you, 

So perfe&, and ſo pectlefle, are created 

Ofeuerie Creatures beſt, 


Mir. 1 donot know 
One ofmy ſexe; no womans face remember, 
Saue from my glaſſe, mine owne: Nor haue | ſeene 
More that 1 may call men, then you good friend, 
And my deere Father : how teatures are abroad 
I amskillefſe of; bur by my modcltic 
(The iewell in my dower) I would not wiſh 
Any Companion inthe world butyou : 


COD eee eee 


Beſides your ſelfe, to like of : but I practle 
I therein do forger, 
Fer, lam, in my condition 


(1 would not ſo) and would no more endure 
This wodden ſhuerie, then to ſuffer 
The fleſh-flie blow my mouth : heare my ſoule ſpeake. 
The verie inſtant that I ſaw you, did 
My hearrflieto your ſeruice, there reſides, | 
To make meflaneto it, and for your lake 
Am I this patient Logge-man. | 
Mir. Doyouloue me? C 
Fer. O heauen; Ocarth,beare witnes to this ſound, 
And crowne whar Iproteſſe with kinde cuent 
IfI ſpeake true: if hollowly, invert 
V Vhat beſt is boaded me, to wiſchiefe : I, 
Beyond all lirait of what elſe ith world 
Do loue, prize, honor you. 
Mir. Tam a foole 


Hh 


To weepe at what | am glad of, 


Pro, Faire encounter .  /: eh 
Of rwo moſtcare affeftions : heavens raine grace 
On that which breeds berweene'em, | +. 
Fer, VVherefore weepe you ? Eq | 
Air. At mine ynworthineſſe, that darenoc offer 
VVhatlI defireto giue; and much lefſe rake: | 
V Vhar I ſhall dieto wane : Bur this isrrifling, | | 
And all the more it ſeekes to hide it (elfe, F 
The bigger bulke it ſhewes. Hence baſhfull canning, 
And prompt me plaine and holy innocence. , 
I am your wife,it you will marrie me; 
If nor, Ile die your maid : to be your fellow 
You may denie me, bur Ile be your gruant 
V Vhether you will orno. 
Fer. My Miſtris (deereft) 
And Ithus humble euer. 
Mir, My husband then? 
Fer, 1, with a heart as willing 
As bondage ere of freedome : beere's my hand, 
Mir, And mine, with my heart in't;and now farewel | 
Till halfe an houre hence. | 
Fer, A thouſand, thouſand. | 
Pre. So glad of this as they I cannot be, 
VVho are urpriz'd with all; butmy reioycing 
Ar nothing can be more : le to my booke, 
For yet ere ſupper time, muſt I performe 
Much buſineſſe appertaining, 


£xeant. | 


—— 


% 


Scena Secunda, 


MM 


Emter Caliban, Stephane, and Trinculo., 


——— 
—__ 


Ste, Tell not me, when the Bur is out we will drinke 
water, not a drop before; therefore beare vp, & boord 
em* Seruant Monſter, drinke to me, 

Trin, Seruant Monſter? the folly of this Hand, they 
ſay there's but five vpon this Iſle; we are three of them, 
if th'other ewo be brain'd like vs, the State totters. | 

Ste, Driake ſeruant Monſter when 1 bid "thee, thy 
cies arealmoft ſet in thy head, 

Trin. V Vhere ſhould they bee ſet elſe? hee were a 
braue Monfter indeede if they were ſet in his taile, 

Ste, My man-Monſter hath drown'd his tongue in 
ſacke : for my part the Sea cannot drowne mee, I ſwam 
erc | could recover the ſhore, five and thirtie Leagues | 


off and on, by this light thou ſhalt bee my Lieutenant 
Monſter, or my Standard. "582-358 
Trin. Your Lieutenant if you lift, hee's no ſtandard. 
Ste, V Veel not run M Monſter, 


Trin, Nor go neither ; but you'l lielike dogs, and yer 
lay nothing neither. 197 

Ste, Moone-calfe,ſpeak once in thy life, if thou beeſt 
a good Moone-calfe, 

(4. How does thy honout? Let me licke thy ſhooe : 
Ile not ſeruc him, heis not valiant, vl 

Tris, Thou lieſt moſt i Monſter, Tam in caſe 
to iufile a Conſtable : why, thou deboſh'd Fiſh thou, 
was there euer man a Coward, that hath drunk ſo much 
Sacke as I today? wilt thou tell a monſtrous lie, being | 
but halfe a Fiſh,and halfe 2 Monſter ? 5 | 

{{. Loe, how he mockes me, wilt thoulet him my | 
Lord? | 


; 


Cal, 


Mermn 


g_—_ 


.. -. 4. Swat to. IA. —kr_ 


* -+* . 
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Tris, Lord, quoth he ? that a Monſter ſhould be ſuch | Hee's but a Sot, as Iam; nor hath not oH; 
a Nawrall? One Spirit tocommend : they all do hate hinn 


(al, Loe, loe againe : bite him to death I prethee, 
Ste. Trmeuls, keepe a good tongue in your head: If 
you prouea mutineere,the next Tree : the poore Mon« 
lter's my {ubject, and heſhall nor ſuffer indignity, 
{ al. I thanke my noble Lord, Wilt thou be pleas'd 
to hearken once againe to the ſuite I made to thee ? 
Ste. Marry will I : kneele, and repeate it, 
I will Rand, aud ſo ſhall Trmcnle. | 


Enter Ariell inuiſiole. 

Cal. As I toldgbec betore, ] am ſubiett ro a Tirant, 
| A Sorcerer, that by his cunning hath cheated me 
Of the Ifland. 

Ariel, Thou lyeſt, 

Cal. Thou lyelt, thou ieſting Monkey thou : 
4 I wauld my valiant Maſter would deſtroy thee, 
$t Idonot lye. 
Ste, Trincsls, if y ou trouble him any more in's tale, 
| By this hand, I will __—_ ſome of your teeth, 
Trin, Why, 1 ſaidnothing. 

Ste, Mumthen,and no more : proceed, 

Cal, I fay by m_—_ he got this Ile 
From me, he got it, It chy Greatneſle will 
Reucage it on him, (for I know thou dai'lt } 
Bur'this Thing dare not, 

Ste, That's moſt certaine, 

Cal. Thou ſhalt be Lord of it, and Ile tcrue thee. 

. Ste, How now ſhalt this be compall? 

Can(t thou bring me to the party? 

Cal. Yea, yea my Lord, lle yeeld him thee aſlcepe, 
Where thou maiſt knocke a naile into his head, 

Ariell.. Thou licft, thou canſt not, 

(al. What a py'de Ninnie's this? Thou ſcuruy patch: 
I do beleech thy Greatneſſe giue hum blowes, 
And take his bottle from him: When that's goue, 
He ſhall drinke nought but brine, for Ile nor ſhew him 
Where the quicke Freſhes are, 

te. Trincalo, run into no further danger : 


Interrupt the Monfier one word further, and by this | 


hand, Ile turne my mercic gut e'doores, and make a 
Stockfiſh of thee; | 

Tri, Why, what did I? Idid nothing : 
| Tie go farther off, 

Ste. DidR thounot ſay he lyed? 

Arie, Thoulieſt, 

Ste, DoI ſo? Takethon that, 
As you like this, giue me the ye another time. 

Tris. Tdid not giuethelic: Out o'your wittes, and 
| hearing too? 
| A pox o'your bortle, this can Sacke and drinking doo: 
'! A murren on your Monſter, and the diuell take your 
fingers. | 

Cal, Ha,ha,ha, 

St:, Now forward with your Tale: prethee ſtand 
turther off. . - 
| Cat. Beateliimenough : afte alirrle time 

Ile beate him tao, _ 
Ste, - Srarid farther ; Comeproceede, 
Cal, Why, as 1told thee,”tis a cuſtone with him 
} T'th afternopne to lleepe*t there thou maiſt braine him, 

Hauing hrlt ſeiz'd his boakes : Or with a logge 
{| Batrer his skull, or paunch him with a ftake, 

Or cit his wezand with thy knife, Remember 
Firſt to poſſetle his Bookes ; for without then 


| 


| 


| 


| 
| 


” - — — 


— 


| Where] ſhall have my Muſicke for nothing. 


As rootedly as I, Burne but his Bookes, 

He ha's brave Vrenfils (for ſo he calles them) 
Which when he ha's a houſe, hee'l decke withall, 
And that moſt deeply to conſider, is 

The beautie of his daughter : he himſelfe 

Cals her a non-pareill : I neuer ſaw a wornan | 
Bur onely Sycorax my Damn, and ſhe; 
Bur ſhe as farre ſurpaſſeth Sycorar, 
As great'ſt do's leaſt, 

Ste. Is it ſo braue a Laſſe ? 

Cal. 1 Lord, ſhe will become thy bed,] warrant, | 
And bring thee forth brave brood, 

Ste, Monſter, I will Kill this man: his daughter and | 
I will be King and Queene, ſauc our Graces ; and Trm- 
culs and thy elfe ſhall be Vice-royes : | 
Doſt thou like the plot Trincalo ? | 

Trin, Excellent. 

Sre, Give me thy hand, I am ſorry I beate thee ; | 
But while thou liu'lt keepe a good rongue in thy head, 

Cal. Withinthis halfe houre will he be aſleepe, 

Wilt thou deſtroy him then ? 

Ste, Ton mince honour, 

Areell, This willI tell my Maſter, 

(4/, Thou mak't me merry: I am fall of pleaſure, 
Let vs beiocond. Will you troule the Carch 
You taught me but whileare? 

Ste, Ar thy requeſt Monſter, I will doreaſon, 

Any reaton : Come on Trincwe, let vs fing, 
Sings, 
Flout 'em, and cout 'em : = trhowt 'ems, and flout 'emn, 
Thengbt 1s free, 
Cal. That's not thetune, | 
Ariellplaies the tune on a Tabor aud Pipe, 

Ste. What is this ſame 2 

Tris. This is the tune of our Catch, plaid by thepic- 
ture of No. body, 

Sre.]t thou beeſt a man,ſhew thy ſelfe in thy likenes ; 
If thou beeſt a divell, take't as thou lift. 

Trin. O forgiue me my finnes, 

Ste, Hethar dies payes all debts: I defie thee; | 
Mercy vpon vs. 

Cal, Art thou affeard ? 

Ste. No Monſter, not I, 

Cal. Benot affeard, the Iſle is full of noyſes, 
Sounds,and iweet aires,that giue delight and hurt not: 
Sometimes a thoaſand twangling Inftruments 
Will hum about mine eares ; and ſometime yoices, 
That if I the had wak'd after hong leepe, 

Wul make me (leepe againe, and then in dreaming, 
The clouds methought would open, and ſhew riches 
Ready to drop vypon me, that when 1 wak'd 

I cri'de to dreame againe, 


Ste. This will proue a braue kingdometome, 


(4. When is deftroy'd, 
Str, That ſhall be by and by; 
I remember the ſtorie. 


Trin, The ſound is going away, 
Lets follow it, and after do our woerke. 

Ste, Leade Monſter, 
Wee'l follow : I would I could ſeethis Taborer, 
He layes it on. 

Trin, Wilt come? 
Ile follow Srephavo, 


_—_ — 
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ScenaT ertia. 


Enter Alonſo,Sebaftian, Amthonio,Gonzalls, 
Adrian, Franciſce,5c. 

Gon. By'r lakin,I can goeno further, Sir, 
My old bones akes : here's a maze trod indeede 
Through fourth» rights, & Meanders : by your patience, 
Incedes muſtreftme, - 

Al. Old Lord, I connor blame thee, 
Who, am my (elte attach'd with wearineſſe 
TotHi'dulling of my ſpirits : Sit downe,and reſt : 


| Euen here 1 will put off my hope, and keepe it 


No longer for my Flatterer : he is droun'd 

Whom thus we (tray to finde,and the Sea mocks 

Our fruftrate ſearch on land : well, let him goe. 

Ant, Tam right glad,that he's ſo out of hope : 

Doe not for one repulle forgoe the purpole 

That you reſolu'd VeffeR, 

Sth. The next aduantage will we take throughly, 
Ant. Letit be tonight, 

For now they are oppreſs'4 with trauaile,they 

Will not,nor cannot vie ſuch vigilance 

As when they are treſh. 

Solemme and ſtrange Muſiche : and Proſper on the top'(inui- 
fblet ) Emer ſenerall trange ſhapes bringing in a E anker ; 
and ance about it with gentle attions f ſalmtations, and 
inuiting the King 0.19 eate, they depart. 

Sed. 1 ay to night : no more. 

Al. What harmony is this ? my good friends, harke. 
Gen, Marvellous ſweer Muſicke. 

Aloe, Giue vs kind keepers, heauEs: what were theſe? 

. Seb. Aliuing Dyoletie: now I will beleeue 

That thereare Vnicornes : that in &rabia 

There is one Tree;the Phoenix throge,one Phenix 

At rhis houre reiguing there. 

Ant, le belecue both; . 

And what do's elſe want credit,cometome__ 

And le beſworne 'tis true : Travellers nere did ye, 

Though fooles at home condemne em. 

Gon. If in Naples + 
I ſhould report this now, would they 
If I ſhould fay I ſaw ſuch Iſlands; 


(For certes, theſe are people of the Iſland) 
Whothough they 47 "wo ſhape, yer note 
Their manaers are more gentle, kinde,then of 
Our hucmaine generation you ſhall finde 
Many, nay almoſt any, 

Pro. Honeſt Lord, * RON 
Thou hift ſaid well: for fome of you there preſent ; 
Are worle then divels. 

Al. Tearnotroo much muſe © 
Such ſhapes,fuch geſtore,and ſuch ſound expreſſing 


h they wantthevſc of tongue) a kinde 
Cfenecon deabe diſcvarſe "Prof 


: p/ Preiſe In departing. 
Fr. They vaniſh'd ſtrangely. 
Seb. No matter, ſince" WELL 
They haue lefrtheir Viands behinde; for wee 
Wilt pleaſe yourafle of what is beter 
Als, Wot 1, 04 093 = 
- Gon.” Faith Sir,you neede nor feare- when wee were 
Who would beleeuc thetehere were Mountayneeres, 
Dew-lapt,like Bulgwheſethroats hat hanging at cm 


beleeue me ? 


(macks, 
have ſto- 


Wallets of fleſh ? or that rhtte'were ſuch men + 


(Boyes 
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' Him, and his innocent childe : for which foule deed, . 


, Can be at once) ſhall ſtep, by Rep atrend 


Their ſeuerall kiqdes haue done: my highcharmes work;” | 


And with him there lye mudded, Ex. 
Seb. Burt one feend at a time, UT, 
| Ile fighttheir Legions ore. 
a B Ant, | 
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Whoſc heads ſtood in their brefts?whichnow we finde 
Each putter our of five for one, will bring vs 
Good warrant of, 

Al. I will and to, and feede, 
Although my laſt,no martter, fince I feele 
The bett is pait : brother : my Lord,the Duke, 
Standtoo, and doe as we, 
Thunder and Lightning. Enter Arill (like a Haypey) claps 

hu wmgs wpon the Table, and with a quient dewice the 

Banquet vaniſhes, 
eAr, You grethree men of ſinne, whom deſtiny 

That hath ro inftrument this lower world, ; 
And what is int : the neuer ſurfeired Sea, 
Hath caus'd to belch yp you; and on this Iſland, 
Where man doth not inhabit, you 'mongſt men, 
Being moſt vnfitto live : I haue made you mad ; 
And cuen With ſuch like valour,men hang,and drowne 
Their proper ſelues : you fooles,I and wy fellowes 
Are miniſters of Fate, the Elements 
Of whom your ſwords are temper'd,may as well 
Wound the loud windes,or with bemockt-at..Stabs 
Kill rhe ſtill cloſing waters, as diminiſh 
One dowle that's in my plumbe : My fellow minifters 
Are like-irvulnerable : if you could hurt, 
Your [words are now too maflie for your ſtrengths, 
And will not be vplifted : But remember 
(For that's my bulineſſe to you) that you three 
From CMallame did ſupplant good Proſpere, 
Expos'd ynto the Sea (whichhath requit it) 


—— — 
- 


The Powres,delaying (not forgetting) haue 

Incens'd the Seas, and Shores ; yea,all che Creatures : 
Againſt your peace; Thee of thy Sonne, Alonſo 

They haue bereft ; and doe pronounce by me 

Lingring perdition (worſe then any deat 


You,and your wayes, whoſe wrarhs ro guard you from, 
Which here, io this moſt deſolate Iſle;elie fals '»{.\lÞ 
Vpon your heads,is nothing but hearts-ſorrow, ** \ 
And a cleere life enſuing. IT 

He vaniſhes in Thunder : then (to ſoft Muſiche,) Enter the | 


bd 
= 


ſhapes ag ine, and dannce' (with mother and\ mowers) and 

carrymg ont the Table, JHESIOT Ms. 

Pro. Brauely the figure of this Harpic;haſt chou »: '* 
Perform'd(my Ariell)a grace it haddeudaringy® -- -* | 
Of my InſtruQion, haſt thon nothing bared + i}! 121i'// } 


la what thou had'ſt to ſay : fo with-good life, + 114g” 542 } 
And obſeruation ſtrange, my meaner miniſters © .»7" 


And theſe (mine enemies) arcall knityp oo 150 
[a their diſtraions + they now are inmypowre ;- "> | 
And in theſe fits, I lerethern, while1 vific” Tv 

Yong Frrdinand(whomthey is drowr'd)- » » © | 


And his,and mine lou'd darling. yo | 
Gor. Tth name of ſomething holy,Sir,wby ſtandyon 

In this ſtrange face yu 1577 ; "ny 7 933% 
eAl. O,it is monfixous: monſtrous 2-7 1 [ 

Me chought the billowes ſpoke,and rold me ofir, 

The ala did fingitto me : and the Thunder p | 
bar deepe and dreadfull Organ-Pipe) pronotinc' 

Us m—_ of Proſper : it did baſs my Treipaſle, 

Therefore my Sonne i'thOoze is bedded and. ..: 

Tie ſecke him deeperthen ere plummer ſounded, '' '- + / 


—- 


_ — 
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| An, lle be thy Second, g ' Exenunt, Pro, Dearcly,my delicate Ariell: doe not approach 
Gon. All three of them are deſperate: their great guilt | Till thou do'ſt heare me call, 
( Like poyſon giuen to worke a great time after) Ar. Well :I conceiue, Exit, 
ze Now ginsto bite the ſpirits; I doe beſeech you Pro, Looke thou betrue : doe not giue dalliance 
7 (That are of ſuppler ioynts) follow them ſwiftly, Too much the raigne : the ſtrongeſt oathes,arc ſtraw 
1 4 | And hinder them from what this extaſic Toth'hre ith' blood : be more abſtenious, 
May now provoke them to. Ar elſe good night your vow, 
Ad. Follow,l pray you, Exeunt emnes, Fer, 1 warrant you, Sir, 
The white cold virgin Snow, ypon my hear 
; Abates the ardour of my Liuer. 
| At F MP S4 Pro. Well. 
4 us Quartus, Scena Prima. Now come my Ariel,bring a Corolary, 
4 — — | Ratherthen want a $pirit;appear,& pertly. Soft wufch. 
| Enter Proſpero, Ferdinand,and Mir anda. No tongue : all eyes : be filent, Enter Irs, 
7 Pro. If 1 haue roo auſterely puniſh'd you, . Ir, Ceres, moſt bounteous Lady,thy rich Leas 
Your compenlation makes amends, for I ; Of Wheate, Rye, Barley, Fetches, Oates and Peaſe; | 
| Haue given you here,a third of mine owne life, Thy Turphie-Mountaines, where live nibling Sheepe, | 
4 Or that for which I live : whogonce againe And flat Medes thetchd with Stoner,them to koepe; | 
_ I rendertothy hand : All thy vexations Thy bankes with pioned,and twilled brims 
Were but my trials of thy lone, and thou Which ſpungie Aprill,at thy beſt betrims; 
| Haſt (trangely ftood the teſt : here,atore heauen To make cold Nymphes chaſt crownes ; & thy broeme- 
I catifie this my rich guitt : O Feroimmand, Whoſe ſhadow the diſmifſed Batchelor loues, (groucs; 
Doe not ſmile at me, that I boaſt her of, Being laſle-lorne : thy pole-clipt vineyard, 
; | Forchou ſhalr finde ſhe will out-ſtrip all praiſe And thy Sea-::i4: ge fivrrile, and rockey-hard, 
| | And make it halt,behinde her. Where thou thy lelte dot ayre,the Queene o'th Skie, 
| , Fer, I doe beleeue ir Whole watry Arch, and meſſenger,am 1, 
p | Againſt an Oracle, | Bids thee leauctheſe,& with her loueraigne grace, {uno 
; | - Pro, Then,as my gueſt, and thine owne acquiſition Here on thi» graſle-plot,in this very place deſcends. | 
| | \ Worthily purchas'd,take my daughter : But | Tocome,aud ſport : here Peacocks dye amaine : 
| | If thou do'ſt breake her Virgin-knot, before - Approach, rich Ceres, her to emtertaine, Enter Ceres, 
| All ſanftimonious ceremonics may Cer. Haile,many-coloured Meſſenger, that nere 
= Wirh full and holy right, be miniltied, Do'ft diſobey the wife of /up iter : 
{ | No ſweet aſperſion ſhall the heavens lex fall Who,with thy ſaffron wings,vpenmy flowres 
| | To make this contract grow; but barraine hate, | Difftſelt hony drops, refreſhing 
| Sower-ey'd diſdaine, and diſcord ſhall beſtrew And with each end of thy blew bowe do'ſtcrowne 
| ; The ynion of your bed, with weedes {o loathly My boskie acres,and my vnſhrubd downe, 
| That you ſhall hate it both : Therefore take heede, Rich ſcarph to my proudearth; why hath thyQgeene | 
| As Hymens Lamps (hall light you.” Summond me hither,to this ſhort gras'd Greene ? | | 
| q Fer. AsThope Ir. A contact of truc Love, to celebrate, 
| For quiet dayes,faire Iſſue,and long life, And ſome donation freely to citate | 
; With ſuch loue,as*tis now the murkieſt den, On the bles d Lovers. | 
| | The moſt oportune place,the tirongtt ſuggetlion, Cer, Tell me heauenly Bowe, | 
| i Our worſer Gen can, (hall never mele If Venus or her Sonne,as thou do'ſt know, 
F F | Mine honor into luſt, to take away Doe now attend the Queene ? ſince they did plot 
The edge of thar daycs celebration, The meanes,that duskie D&,my daughter got, 
| , When | (hall chinke, or Phabas Steeds are founderd, Her,and her blind-Boyes {candald company, 
_ 25 { Or Night kept chain'd below. I have forſworne, 
| y | Pro, Faircly ſpoke ; Ir. Of her (ocietie 
{ Sit chen,and talke with her,ſhe is thine owne ; Be not afraid; I met her deitic 
| | What Ariell;my induſtrious ſeruat Ariell. Enter Ariell. Curring the clouds towards Paphos : and her Son 
Ar. What would my potent mafter ? here I am. Doue* drawn with her: heretho they to haue done 
Pro. Thou,and thy meaner feliowes, your laſt ſeruice | Some wanton charme, ypon this Mau and Maide, 
Did worthily performe - and I muſt vſe you Whoſe yowes are,thatno bed-right ſhall be paid 
| { In ſuch another tricke : goe bring the rabble Till Hymens Torch be lighted: but jo vaine, 
| (Qrce whom I grue thee powre) here,to this place: Mar ſes hot Minion is returnd againe . 
W.11 be Incite them to quicke motion, for I muſt Her waſpiſh headed ſonne,has broke his arrowes, 
=” | Beltow vpon the eyes of this yong couple Swears he will ſhoote no more, bur play with Sparrows, 
q | Some vanity of mine Art ; it is wy promiſe, And be a Boy right out. | 
1 | And they expeQtit from me. Cer, Higheſt Queene of State, 
| | | Ar, Prelantly ? Great /wno comes, | know her by her gate. 
| Pro. 1: with a twincke. 1«, How do's my bounteous fiſter ? goe with me 
| eAr. Before you can ſay come,and goe, To bleffe this twaine, that they mayproſperouwwbe, 
_— : And breathe twice z and c:y; ſo,{0- And honourd ja their Ifſue, T hey Sing. 
| Fach.one;;ripping on his Toe, In. Honor piches age bleſſing, 
\Will be here with mop,and mowe, | Long continuance,and encreafuag, 
Doe you loue nie Malter? no? | Heurely 19yer, be fliilwyon you, Ul 
| Ano |} 
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Irene fngs ber bleſſings on you. 

Earth increaſe, foyz.om plentie, 
Barnes, and Garners, nexer empty. 
Vier, with claſtring bunches growing , 
Plants, with good davolet bownng : 
Spring come to you at the fartheſt, 

In the very end of Harueſt, 

Scarcity and want ſhall ſhun you, 
Ceres bleſſing ſd is on you. 

Fer. This is a moſt maiefticke viſion, and 
Harmonious charmingly : may 1 be bold 
Tothinke theſe ſpirits? 

Pre. Spirits, which by mine Art 
I have from their confines call'd to eriaRt 
My preſent fancies. 

Fey. Let me live here cuer, 
Sorarea wondred Father, and 8 wiſe 
Makes this place Paradiſe, 

Pro. Sweet now, ſilence : 

[une and Ceres whiſper ſeriouſly, 


| There's ſomerhing elſe to doe : huſh, and be mute 


Or elſe our ſpell is mar'd, 
Juno and Ceres whiſper,and ſend tis on employment, 
Irs.You Nimphs cald Najades of 5 windring brooks, 
With your ſedg'd crownes,and euer-harmelelle lookes, 
Leave your cri channels, and on this greene-Land 
Anſwere your ſummons, [une do's command. 
Come temperate Nimphes, and helpe to celebrate 
A ContraQt of true Loue : be nor too late, 
Emter Certaine Nimphes. 
You Sun-burn'd SickJemen of Auguſt weary, 
Come hether from che furrow, and be merry, 
Make holly day : your Rye-ſtraw hats pur on, 
And theſe freſh Nimphe: encounter euery one 
In Country footing, 
Enter certaine Reapers (properly habited : ) they ioyne with 
the Nimphes ji a graceful dance towards the end where- 
of, Proſpero farts ſodainly and ſpeaker, afi er which to a 
ftrange hollow and confuſednoyſe, they heauily vaniſh, 
Pre. 1 had forgot that foule conſpiracy 
Of the beaſt /albbar, and his confederates 
Againſt my life : the minute of their plor 
Is almoſt come : Well done, auoid: no more. 
Fer, This is firange : your fathers in ſome paſſion 
That workes him ſtrongly, 
Mir. Nener till this day 
Saw I him touch'd with anger, ſo diſtemper'd. 
Pre. You doe looke (my ſon) in a mou'd fort, 
As if you were diſinaid : be cheetefull Sir, 
Our Reuels now arc ended : Theſe our aQtors , 
(As I forctold you) were all Spirits, and 
Are melted into Ayre, into thin Ayre, | 
Andlike the baſeleſſe fabricke of this viſion 
The Clowd-capt Towres, the gorgeous Pallacer , 
The ſolemne Temples, the great Globe it ſelfe, 
Yea, all which it inherit, ſhall difſolue, 
And like this inſubſtantiall Pageant faded 
Leaue not a racke behinde : we ate ſuch ſtuffe 
As dreames are made on ; and our little life 
Is rounded with aſleepe : Sir, Iam vexr, 
Beare with my weakenefſe, my old braine is troubled: 
Be not diſturb'd with my infirmitie, 
If you bepleas'd, retire into my Cell, 
And there repoſe, a turne or'two, Tlewalke 
To till my beating minds. | 
Fer. Mir. We with ycur peace, 


v. 


Exit, 


| 


— —— 


Pro.Come with a thought; I thank thee Arief: come. 
Enter Aviell. | 
Ar. Thy thoughts I cleaue to, what's thy pleaſure ? 
Pro, Spirit : We muſt prepare to meet with Calzbe». 
Ar. I my Commander, when [I preſented Ceres 
I thought to have told thee of ir, but I fear'd 
Leaſt I might anger thee. 
Pro. Say again,where didſt thou leaue theſe vyarlors? 
Ar. I told you Sir,they were red-hot with drinking, 
So full of valour, that they ſmote the ayre 
For breathing in their faces : beate the ground 
For kiſſhng of their feere; yer alwaies bending 
Towards their projeR : then I beate my Tabor, 
Ar which like vnback't colts they prickt their cares, 
Aduanc'd their eye-lids, lifted vp their noſes 
As they ſmele muſicke, fo I charm'd their eares 
That Calfe-like, they my lowing follow'd, through 
Tooth'd briars,ſharpe firzes, prickivg goſſe,& thorns, 
Which entred their fraile ſhins : at laſt 1 left them 
h' filthy mantled poole beyond your Cell, 
There dancing vp toth'chins, that the fowle Lake 
Ore-ftunck their feet. 
Pro, This was well done (my bird) 
Thy ſhape inviſible reraine thou (bill : 
The trumpery in my houſe, goe bring ir hither 
For ſtaleto catch theſe theeues. Ar.l go, I goe. Exit. 
Pro, A Deuvill, a borne. Devill, on whoſe nature 
Nurture can never ſticke t on whom my paines 
Humanely.taken, all, all loſt, quite loft, | 
And, as with age, his body ouglicr growes, 
So his minde cankers : I will plague them all, 
Euen to roaring t Come, hang on themthis liac, 
Enter Ariell, loaden with gliſtering apparel, c4c, Enter | 
®Caliban, Stephano, «ud Trinculo, all wer. 
Cal. Pray you tread ſoftly, that the blinde Mole may 
not heere a foot fall : we now are neere his Cell. 
, Sr. Monſter, your Fairy, you ſay is a harmles Fairy, 
Has done little better then plaidthe Jacke with vs. 
Trin. Monſter, I do ſmell all horſe-pifſe, at which 
My noſe is in great indignation, 
Ste. Sois mine, Do you heare Monſtert If I ſhould 
Takea diſpleaſure againſt you : Looke you, 
Trin. Thou wert bur a loſt Montter. 
Cal. Goodmy Lord, giue me thy fauour ſtil, 
Be patient, for the prize lle bring thee too 
Shall hudwinke this miſchance : therefore ſpeake ſoftly, 
All's buſht as midnight yer. 
Trin, I, butto looſe our bottles in the Poole. 
Ste, There is not onely diſgrace and diſhonorin that | 
Monſter, but an infinite loſle. 
Tr. That's more to me then my wetting : 
Yer his is your harmleſſe Fairy, Monſter. 
Ste, 1 will ferch off my/bortle, 
Though I be o're eares for my labour, 
(al. Pre-rhee (my King) be quier. Sceſt thou heere 
This is the mouth o'th Cell : no noiſe, and enter : 
Do that good miſcheefe,which may make this Iſland 
Thine owne for euer, and I thy Caliban 
For aye thy foot-licker, 
Sre, Giue me thy hand, 
I do begin to haue bloody thoughts, 
Trin, O King Stephano, O Peere : O worthy Stephano, 
Looke what a wardrobe heere is for thee, 
Cad. Let it alone thou foole, it is but traſh. 
Tri. Oh, ho, Monſter : wee know what belongs to 2 
frippery, O King Stephano. 
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Ste. Pur off that gowne (Trinculo) by this hand Ile | 
haue that gowne. 

Tri, Thy grace ſhall nauc it. (meane 
Cal, The drophe drowne this foole , what doe you 
To doate thus on fuch luggage ?ler's alone 

And doethe murther firſt : if he awake, _. 

From toe to crowne hee'l {1]] our skins with pinches, 
Make vs (irange ſtufte. 

Ste, Be you quiet (Monſter ) Mifiris line, is not this 
my Ierkin? now 1s the JTerkin vnder the line : now Ier- 
Kin you ace like to loſe your haire,&prone a bald lerkin, 

Trin, Doe, doc; we ftcale by lyne andlevell, and'c 
like your grace, | 
. "Ste. I thank hee for thatieſt; heer's a garment for't: 
Wir ſhall not goe vn-rewarded while I am King of this 
Country : Steale by line and leuell, is an exccllent paſſe 
of pate : there's another garment for't, 

Tri, Monſter , come pur ſome Lime vpon your fin - 
gers, 2nd away with the reſt, 

Cal. 1 will have none on't : we ſhall looſe our time, 
And all be turn'd to Barnacles, or to Apes 
With toreheads villanous low, . 

Ste, Monſter, lay to your fingers : hclpe to beare this 
away, where my hogſhead of wine is, or Ileturne you 
out of my kingdome : goe to, carty this, 

Tri, And this, 

Ste. I, andrthis. | 

Al noyſe of Hunters beard, Enter divers Spirits in ſhape | 

of Dogs and Hounds, hunting them about : Proſpere 
and eAriel ſetting them 0», 

Pro. Hey Mountaine, hey. 

Ari. Suluer : there it goes, Silver. 

Pro, Fury, Fury : there Tyrant, there : harke, harke. 
Goe, charge my Goblins that they grinde their joys 
With dry Convultions, ſhorten vp their ſfinewes 
With aged Cramps, & more pinch-ſpotted make ther, 
Then Pard, or Cat o' Mountaine, 

Ari. Harke, they rore. 

Pro, Let them be hunted ſoundly : At this houre 
Lies at my mercy all mine enemies : 
Shortly ſhall all my labours end, and thou 
Shalt haue the ayre at freedome : for alittle 
Follow, and doe me ſcruice. 


— 
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Enter Proſpero (mhu Magicke robes) and Ariel. 


Pro, Now do's my ProjieR gathertoa head: 
My charmes cracke not: my Spirits obey,and Time 
Goes vpright with his catriage : how's the day? 

er, On the ſixt hower, at which time, my Lord 
You ſaid our worke ſhould ceaſe, 

: Pro, Ididfay lo, 
When firſt I rais'd the Tempeſt : fay my Spirit, 
How fares the King, and's followers ? 

Ar. Confin'd together 

In the ſame faſhion, as you gaue in charge, 

Luſt as you left them; all priſoners Sir 

In the Line-grove which weather-fends your Cell, 
They cannot boudgetill your releaſe : The King, 
His Brother, and yours,abide all three diftrated, 
And the remainder mourning over them, 


Brim full of ſorrow, and diſmay : but chiefly 


Him that you term'd Sir, the good old Lord Genz.afe, 
His teares runs downe his beard like winters drops 
From eaues of reeds : your charm ſo ftrongly works'cm 
That if you now beheld them, your affeions | 
Would become tender. 
Pro. Doſt thou thinke ſo, Spirit ?' 
Ar. Mine would , Sir, were I humane, 
Pro. And mine ſhall, | 
Haſt thou (which art bur aire) a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflitions,and ſhall notmy ſelfe, 
One of their kinde, that relliſh all as ſbarpely, 
Pafſion as they, be kindlier mou'd then thou art ? 
Thogh with their high wrongs I am ftrook to th'quick, 
Yet, with my nobler reaſon, gainſt my furic 
Doe TI take part: the rarer Attion is 
In vertue, then in vengeance: they, being penitent, 
The ſole drift of my purpoſe doth extend 
Not a frowne further : Goe,releaſe them Ariel, 
My Charmes Ile breake,rheir ſences Ile reſtore, 
And they ſhall be themſelues, 

Ar, lle fetch them, Sir, Ext. 
Pro, Ye Elues ofhils, brooks, Riding lakes & groucs, 
And ye, that on the ſands with printlefle foote 

Doe chaſe the ebbing-MNeprwre, and doe flic him 
When be comes backe : you demy..Puppers, that 

By Moone-ſhine doe the greene ſowre Ringlers make, 
Whereof the Ewe nor bites : and you, whole paſtime 
Is ro make midnight- Mauſhrumps, that reioyce 

To heare the folemne Curtewe, by whoſe ayde 
(Weake Maſters though ye be) I haue bedymn'd 

The Noone-tide Sun, cali'd forth the mutenous windes, 
And twixt the greene Sea, and the azur'd vaule 

Set roaring warre: To the dread ratling Thunder 
Haue I given hire, and rifted Jones Rowr Oke 

With his owne Bolt: The ftrong baſs'd promontorie 
Haue I made ſhake, and by the Gon pluckt vp 

The Pyne, and.Cedar. Graues at my command 

Have wak'd their ſleepers, op!d,and let'em forth 

By wy fo potent Art. But this rough Magicke 

T heere abiure : and when I have requir'd 

Some heauenly Muſicke (which evennow 1 do) 

To worke mine end ypon their Sences, that 

This Ayrie-charme is for, I'le breake my ſtaffe, - 
Bury it certaine fadomes inthe earth, 

And deeper then did euer Plummer ſound 

Ile drowne my booke. Solemue muſicks. 


Heere enters Ariel before: Then Alonſo with a frentichs ye- 
ſfture, attended by Gonzalo, Sebaſtian avd Anthonio i 
like manner attended by Adrian and Franciſco : They «ll 
enter the circle which Proſpero had made and there ſtand 


charm'd : which Proſpero obſerning, ſpeakes, 


A ſolemne Ayre,and the beſt comforter, 
To an vuſetled fancie, Cure thy braines 
(Now vſeleſſe) boile within thy skull; there ſtand 
For you are Spell-ſtopr. 
Holy Gonzalo, Honourable man, 
Mine eyes ev'n ſociable to the ſhew of thine 
Fall fellowly drops : The charme diſſolues apace, 
And as the merning ftcales the night 
elting the darkeneſſe) ſo their riſing {ences 
egin to chace the ignorant furnes that mantle 
Their cleerer reaſon, O good Genzalo 
My true preſeruer, anda loyall Sir, 
To him thou follow'ft; 1 will pay thy graces 
Home both in word,and Ye 4 Moſt cruelly 
Didft \ 


p ———_ 


— 


- : memes 


| The Tempep. > 
Did thou Alevſe, vic me, and my daughter : For you (moſt wicked Sic ) whomto call brother 
Thy brother was a furtherer inthe At, Would euen inte&t my mouth, I do forgive | 
Thou art piachid tor'cnow Sebaſtien. Fleſh, and bloud,' | Thy rankeſt fault; all of them; and require 

You, brother mine, that entertaine ambition, My Dukedome of thee, which, perforce 1 know 
Expelld remorſe, and nature, whom, with Sebuſt:an Thou muſt reſtore, 

(Whole inward pinches therefore are moſt firoug) Ale, If thou beeft Proſper anon | 
Would heerc have kill'd your King: I do forgive thee, | Giue ysparticulars of thy preferuatien, 


— 


—__S 


Vnnaturall though thouarr : Their vnderſtanding How thou haſt mer ys heere, whom three howres fince 
| Begins to ſwell, and the approching tide | Were wrackt vpon this ſhore? where Ihave loſt 
| Will ſhortly fill the reaſonable ſhore (How ſharp the point of this remembrance is) 
; That now ly foule, and muddy : vot one of them | My deere ſonne Ferdinand, 
| That yet lookey 00 me, or would knowme: Ariel, Pre. I am woe for't, Sir, | 
Fetch me the Hat, and Rapicritmy Cell, Ale. Irreparable is the lofle, and patience 
I will difcaſe me, and my {elte preſent | Sajes, it is paſt her cure. 
As1 was ſometime Wilkame : quickly Spirir, Pro. Irather thinke | 
Thou ſhalterclong be free. - You haue not ſought her helpe, of whoſe ſoft grace 
| | Ariel jugs, and belps to attire bins. For the like loſe, I have her ſoucraigne aid, 
Where the Bee ſucks, there ſuck [, And reſt my ſelfe content. 
| In « Cowſlips bell, 1lie, Ale. Youthe like loſſe ? | 
| T here | coweh when Owles doe crie, Pro. As great to we, as late, and ſupportable 
On the Batis becks 1 doe flie To make the deere loſſe,haue I meanes much weaker 
| after Sommer merrely. Then you may call co comfort you ; for I 
Herr, merrily, ſhall I live now, Haue loſt my daughter, 
Vwder the bloſſoms that hangs on the Bow. Ale, A daughter? | | 
Pro, Why that's my dainty Arie#: 1 ſhall miſſe Oh heauens, thar they were living both in Nahes 
| Thee, but yet thou ſhalt have freedome : {o,ſo,to. The King and Queene there, that they were, L wiſh | | 
To the Kings hip, inuifible as thou are, My ſelfe were mudded in that 00-zic bed | 


Where my ſonne lies: when did you loſe your daughter? | 


There (halt thou finde the Marriners aſleepe 
Pre. In this lat Tempeſt, I percciue theſe Lords 


: 


Vndes the Hatches : the Maſter and the Boat-{waine 


) Being awake, enforce them to this place ; At this encounter doe {ſo much admire, 
'} Andpreſently, Ipre'thee, That they deuoure their reaſon, and ſcarce thinke | 
't Ar. Idrinkethe aire before meg,andreturne Their cies doe offices of Truth : Their words | 
,| Orere your pulſe twice beate. Exit. Are naturall breath : bur howſaeu'r you haue 
| Gon. All rorment, trouble, wonder, and amazement | Beene iuftled from your ſences, know for certain 
Inhabits heere : ſome heauenly power guide vs That] am Profpero, and that very Duke - /-.  ;- 
Out of this featefuli Country, Which was thruſt forth of Millaine, who moſt Rirangely | 
Pro. Behold Sit King Vpon this ſhore(where you were wrackt) was landed | 
|| The wronged Duke of Afellaine, Proſpero: To be the Lord on't: Ne more yer of this, | 
For more afſurance that a ling Prince | For *tis a Chronicle of day by day, 
Do's now (prake to thee, I cmbrace thy body, | Not a relation for a break-faft, nor 
{ And to thee, andthy Company, 1 bid ' Befitting this firſt meeting :; Welcome, Sirz 
A hearty welcome, | This Cell's my Court : heere have ] few attendants, 
Als. .'Where thou bee'fi he or no, And SubicRs none abroad: pray you looket in 
Or ſome inchanted trifile to abuſe me, /' My Dukedome fince you hauc giuvea me againe, 
(As late Thave my not know : thy Pulle + | I will requite you with as good a thing, 
4 Beats as of fleſh, and blood : and fince I law tbee, Art leaft briog forth a wonder, x0 content ye 
| Th'affliftion of my minde-amends, with which As much, as me my Dykedome. ſo EY 
|| Ifeare nmatinefſe held me >this muſteraue, | Here Proſpero diſcowers Ferdinand and, Miranda, play- | 
{ (And ifthis be ar all) a moſt trangeRtory.. + | | tinge "= vaT 
| | Thy Dukedome I refigne, and doe entrear! |: Mir. Sweet Lord, you play me falſe, 
| Thoupariloomemy wrongs : But how ſhold/Profpers Fer. No my dearcſt love, Ty 
Beliuing, avd, by heete ? "7 ; | I would notforehe world, (wrangle, | 
| Pre. Firſt, noble Frendy, + 1 ed 1 es 1140 Mir. Yes , fora ſcore of Kingdomes, you ſhould '| 
' | Letmeembracethine age, whoſe honor cannat And 1 would call it faire play. IIs 2:2 | 
Be meaſur'd; orcontin'd. | | Als. Ifthis proue 
Genz,, Whether this bey:i/ ' A viſion of the Iſland, one deere Sonne 
Or be not, le not (weare.\1-1”, - | ShallI twice looſe. 
om Pro. Yeudodyet tafts 7 Seb. Amoſt high miracle. 
| Some ſubtleries/o'th'WMezrbar will not let you Fer. Thought Seas threaten they are mercifull, 
Beleeue things certaine: Wellcome my friends all, I haue curs'd without cauſe, 
| Buryou,my brace of Lords, were 1 ſo minded Ale. Now all the bleſſings 
ſ I hecre could plucke his Highneſſe frowneypon you Of a glad father, compaſſe thee about : 
And iuftifie you Traitors : at thiytime | Ariſe, and ſay how thou cam | heere, 
I will cell no tales. | | Mw. O wonder | b 
Seb. The Diuecll ſpeakes in him: How many goodly creatures arethere heere ? | 
Pro, No: How beautcous mankinde is? O braue new world il 
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The Tempeſt 


Pre. 'Tis new to thee, (phy? 
| Alo, What is this Maid, with whom thou was'tat 
Your eld acquaintance camor be three houres : 
Is ſhe the goddeſle that hath ſeuer'd vs, 

And brought ys thus together © N 
Fer. Sir, ſhe is morrtall ; 
But by immorrall prouidence, ſhe's mine; 
I choſe her when I could not aske my Father 
For his aduifc : nor thought [ had one : She 
Is daughter to this famous Duke of Mikarne, 
Of whom, ſo often I haue heard renowne, 
But neuer {aw before : of whom | have 
Recciu'd aſecond life ; and ſecond Father 
This Lady makes him to me, 
Alo, lam hers, 
But O, how odly will it ſound, that I 
Mult aske my childe forgiucneſſe ? 
'Pro, There Sir ſtop, 
| Ler vs not b urthen our remembrances, with 
A heatineſle that's gon. 
Goa. I haueinly wept, - 
Or ſhould haue ſpoke cre this : looke downe you gods 
nd on this couple drop a blefled crowne; 
| For it is you; that have chall'd forth the way 
| Which brought vs hither, 
Alo, I ſay Amen, Gonzalls, 


Should become Kings of Naples? O reioyce 
Beyond a common ioy, and ſet it dovine 


| Wich gold on laſting Pillers : In one voyage 
| Did //aribelther husband finde at 7wns, 


And Ferdinand her brother, found a wife, | 
Where he himſelfe was loſt + Proſpers,his Dukedome 
In a poore Iſle : and all of vs;our ſelves, wy 
When no man was his owne. 
Alo, Give me your hands: 
Let griefe andſorrow Rill embrace his heart, 
Gon, Beit {o, Amen, 
Emer Ariel,with the Maſter and Boatſwaine 
Is amazcaly following. | 
O lookeSir,looke Sir, here js more of vs : 
I propheſi'd, if a Gallowes were on Land. 
This fellow could not drowne : Now blaſphemy, 
That ſwear Grace ore-boord,not ati oath on ſhore, 
Haſt thou no mouth by land? wn + 
"Whatisthenewes? 46 . 
Bot, The beſt newes is, that we haweſafely found 
Our King, and company : The next : out Ship, 
Which bur three glaſſes fines, we gane oor ſplir, 
Fs ryte, nd yare, and bravclyrig'd, aswhen 


| WefirlVpur ont to Sea. 


Ar. Sir, all this ſeruice” 
Haue I done tince I went. 
' Pro, My trick(ey Spirit, | 
eAlr. Theſe are not naturall evens, they ſtrengthen 
From (trange,to (tranger : fay, how came you hither ? 
For.” Tf | &id thinke, Sir,l were well awake, 
I'1d ſtriue to tell you : we were dead of fleepe, 
And (how we know not) all clap vnder hatches, 
\Where, but even now, with trange,and ſeverall noyſes 
Ofroring,ſhreeking,howling, gingling chaines, 
And mo diuerſitic of ſounds, all horrible. 
We were awak'd : ſtraight way, atliberty ; 
\Where we, in all our trim, freſhly beheld 


' 


Gon, Was Millaine thruſt from AMillaine, that his Iſſue | 
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Our royall, good, and gallantShip : our Maſter 
Capring toeyc her: on trice, ſo pleaſe you, | 
Even in a dreame, were we divided from F 
And were brought 

Ar. Was't well done? 

Pre.: Brauely (my diligence) thou ſhaltbe free, 

Ale. This is as ftrange a Maze, asere men tred, 

And there is in this bufinefſe, more then nature | 
Was euer conduR of : ſomeOracle | 
Mutt reRifie our knowledge. 

Pro, Sir, my Leige, 11 
Doe not infelt your minde, with beating on | 
The firangenefle of this buſineſſe,at picke leiſure 
(Which ſhall be ſhortly ſingle) Fle reſolue you, 
(Whichto youſhall ſeeme probable) ofevery— -. | 
Theſe happend accidents : till when, be cheereful! | 
And thinke of each thing well: Come hither Spirit, 

Set Caliban, and his companions free : 
Vntye the Spell : How fares my gracious Sir ? 
There are yet miſſing of your anie 
Some few odde Lads, tharyouremember not. 
Enter Ariell, driving in Caliban, Stephano, and | 
Trinculo in their ftolne Apparel, 

Ste, Euery man ſhift for all the reſt; and cr | 
No man take care for himſelfe ; for all is 
Bur fortune :( oragio Bully-Monſter Corafio, 

Tri. If theſe be true ſpies which I weare i n my bead, 
here's a goodly fight, | 

Cal. O Serebox, theſe be braue Spirits indeede : 

How fine my Maſter is? Iamafraid 
He will chaltiſe me, 

Seb, Ha; ha: | 
Whar things are theſe, my Lord Amtbonis ? 

Will money buy em ? 

Ant, Very like : one of them 
Is a plaine Fith, and no doubt marketable, 

Pro, Marke but the badges of theſe men,my Lords, 
Then ſay if they be true: This miſhapenknavez 
His Mother was a Witch, and one ſo ftrong + 
Thar could controle the Moone ; make flowes,aud ebs, 


| And deale in her command, withour her power : 


——  — 


Theſe three haue robd me,and this demy=diuelt ; 

(For he's a baſtard one) had plotted wirhthem 

To take my lite : rwo of thele Fellowes, you 

Muſt know,and owne, this Thing of darkeneſſe, I 
Acknowledge mine. »- : © aft 04 0 x 

Cal, T ſhall bepinchero death.” T-| 

Ale. Is northis $ my drunken Bacler ? 

Seb, He is dronke now; '- "o n0 210 | 
Where had he wine? 22/\sC yal 

Aloe, And Triacslo isreeling ripe * whereſhould hey! 
Findethis grand Liquor that hath gilded'em? > | 
How cam'it thou in this pickle? L 

Tri. Thaue bin in ſuch apicklefince 1 ſawyoulaſt,' 
That I feare me will never out of my bones: - '* 1 >®! | 
I hall not feare fly-blowing.! SEO | 

Seb. Who how now Stephano ? ; 1 

Ste, Otouch me not, 1 amnor Szephavs,but aCramp. 
Pro, You'ld be King o'the Ifle, Sirha? C 
Ste. I ſhould have bin a ſore one then; C 
Alo, This is a ſtrange thing as ere Hook'd on. 

Pro. Heisas difproportion'd in his Manners 
As in his ſhape : Goe Sirha, romy Cell, 
Take with you your Companions : as you looke 
To haue my pardon, trim it handſomely. 

Cal. Ithat I will: and Ile be wiſe hereafter ,_ 


, 
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moaping hither, 1 
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And ſecke tor grace : what a thrice double Aſſe 
Was I tocakethis drunkerdfora god C ” 
And worſhip this dufl foale? L : 
Pro, Goe to, 4wey-- {an 

Alo. » and beſtow your VET 

Seb. olett rhe. 

Pro, Sir, I invite your Highneſle, and your traine 
To my poore Cell ; where you = take yourreſt, 
For this onenight, which party! fir, Ile waſte 


With ſuch dif, \ r,ſhall make | it 
Goe quickghi4 9 5 RJ y life, ( } } | 
And the particular accidents, gon by 
Since I came to this Iſle : And in the morne__ 

Vie bring you to your ſhip , and {oto Naples, 7 


Where I hauc hope to ſee the ma nuptiall 
Of theſc our decre-belou'd, lJatemnized, 
+ And thence retire me to wy Ailleive, where 
wn oy Ong ſhall be my graue. 
To heare the of yourlife ; which muſt 
Takethe eare ſtarngely. 

Pre, Tle deliver all, 
And promiſe you calme Seas, auſpicious gales, 
And faile, ſo expeditious, that ſhall catch 
YourR allflegre farre off : My Arie! ;chicke 
Thar is hy y charge: Then to the Elements 
Be free, ol fare thou well : pleaſc you draw neere. 
Exennt omnes, 


| 
' 
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f poken by Proſpero. 


Ne» my Charmes are ell pre-throwne, 
And what ſlrength 1 have 's mune owne. 
Whick « moſt ſunt : now tis truc | 
Þ muſt be beere confinde by you, 


| Or ſent toNaples,Ze: ablo; 


SinceT baue hey Duked gs 


| The Scene,an vn-inhabired Iſland 


Names of the Attors. 


Alonſo, K, of Naples: 
 Sebaſtiam bis Brother, 
Proſpero, the right Duke of Millaine. 


| Anthonio his brother ghe ſurping Duke of Milltine, 


| Ferdinand, Sen to the King of Naples. 
| Gonzalo, an honeſt CE, Conncellor, 


| And pardon'd jbe deceiner, awe | Adrian, & Franciſco, Lords. my 
| para uny- 1, by your Od, | Caliban, «ſalnage and deformed ſlane, * Ne 
| But releaſeme from my | Trinculo, a lefter. 
with the helpe of your condande: : Stephans, 4 drunken Butler, 
Gentle breath of yours, wiy;Sailes Maſter of a Ship. 
Muſt fill, or elſemy projet? failes, | Boate-SWaine- 
which was to pleaſe: Now Iwant | _ Marriners. 
Spirits fe Art to inchant, _. . | Miranda  Aavghter fro Profjers, 
And my 6 deſpartes v, «1 | Ariell | An aynie ſpirit. | 
Vmnleſſel be relies d byprater a1 7”; 
Which pierces ſo, that it aſſaults \ Ceres v 
Mercy.it ſelfe, and frees all faults. | Inno Spirits, » 
As you cromes would pardowd be, | Nywphes 
Rl = tt) me free, Exit. Reapers has 
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T'wo Gentlemen of Verona. 
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A turprimus, Scena prima. 


—_ 


Valentine : Pr othemd, atid Spe:d. 


Valentine. 
Kale to perſwade. my louing Prothen ; 


| Home-keeping youthylaue ever homely wits, 
e Wer'c not affeQtion chaines thy tender dayes . | 


[o the ſweet glaunces of thy honout'd Louc, 
I rather would entreat thy company, 
To (ee the wonders of the worid abroad, 1. 
Then (living dully fluggardiz'd at home) . 
Weare out thy youth with ſhapeleſle idlcheſſe. 
Bur fince thou lou'ſt ;loueNill, and thrive therein, 
Euen as I would, when [| rolove begin, 
Pro. Wilt thou be gone? Sweet Yaleatine ad ew, 
Thinke on thy Protheas, when tliou(hap'ly) (ectt 
Some rare note-worthy obie(t in thy travaile. 
Wihh me partaker in thy "ap ineflc,. | | 
When thou do'{t meet good hap; and in thy danger, 
(If ever danger doe cnuiron thee) | 
Commend thy grieuance to my holy prayers, 
For I will be thy beadeſ-man, Valentine. 
. Ual. Andon a loue-bookepray for my fucceſſe ? 
Pre. Vpon ſome bookeT loue, J'lepray-for thee. | 
Val. That's on ſome ſhallow Stotie of deepe loue, 
How yong Leander crolt the __— | 

Pro. That's a deepe Stotic, of a deeper loue, 
For he was more then ouer-ſhooes in loue. 

Ual. 'Tis true; for you ore over-bootes in loue, 
And yer you neuer ſworn the Helleſpont. ' 

Pro. Ouer the Bootes ? nay give me not the Boots. 

Val, No, I will not; for it boors theenor. 

Pro. What? (grones : 

Ual, Tobeinlove; where ſcorne is bought with 
Coy looks, with hart-ſore {ighes : one fading moments 
Wirh twenty -watchfull, weary,tedious nights; (mirth, 
Ifhap'ly won, perhaps a hapleſle gaine ; 
If loft, 22" grieuous labour won ; 
How ever : but a folly bought with wir, 
Or elſe a wit, by folly vanquiſhed. 

Pro. $0, by your circumſtance,you call me foole, 
Ual. So,by your —— feare you'll proue. 
Pro. "Tis Lone you cauill at, Tam not Love. 

Val. Loue is your maſter, for he maſters you ; 

And he that is ſo yoked by a foole, 
Me thinkegſhould not be chronicled for wiſe. 

Pre, Yet Writers ſay ; 2s inthe ſweeteſt Bud, 
The cating Canker dwels; fo eating Loue 
Inhabirs in the fineſt wits of all. 

Val, Aod Writers ſay ; as the moſt forward Bud 


. 
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| to Inlia? 


; Is eaten by the Cankerereit blow, 

Euen ſo by Loue, the yong,and render wit 

Is rurn'd to folly, blaſtinginthe Bud, 
Loofing his verdure, even inthe prime, 

And all the faize efteRs of future _ 

Burt wherefore waſte I time to counſaile thee 
That art a votary to fond defire ? 

Nnce more adieu: my Father at the Road 
Expects my-comming, thereto ſee me ſhip'd, 


Pre. And thither will I bring thee Valentine, 
Val. Sweet Prothews, no : Now let vs take our leave; 


To CMilame let me heare from thee by Letters 
Ofthy tucceſſe in love ; and what newes elſe 
Betideth herein abſence of thy Friend; 

And I likewiſe will yifice thee with mine, 


Pro, All happinefſe bechance to thee in Milline, 
Val. As much to you at home: and ſo farewell, Exw. 
Pro, He after Honour hants, Fafter Logvey —+ 


He leaues his friends,co dignifie chem more; 
I loue my ſelfe, my friends, and all fox loue : 
Thou /v{4. thou halt metramo 
Made me negle& my Studies, loofetny time ; 


his'd me: 


. 


Warre with good counfaile; ſet the world ar nought; 


Made Wit with mufing, weake; hartfick with thought. 
Sp. Sir Prothews : '(auc you :;faw you my Maſter ? + 
Pro. But now he parted hence toembatquefor Aſilleie, 
Sp. Twenty to one ahian,hois flip'd already, - 
And I haue plajdthe ing nk ng 


, i , v , ' 
Pro. Indeede a Sheepe doth very. « 08 
And if the Shepheatd be awhile AR _—_ | 


Sp. You couclude that my Maſteris a Shepheard then, 
and I Sheepef 
Pro, 1 | 
Sp. Why then my hornes are his hornes, whether 
wake or ſleepe. 
Pro, Alilly anſwere, and firting well a Sheepe. 
Sp. This proues me ſtill a Sheepe. 
Pro, True : and thy Maſter a Shepheard, 
Sp. Nay, that I can deny by a circumſtance. 
Pro, It ſhall goe hard but ile proue it by another, 
Sp. The Shepheard ſeckes the Sheepe, and not 
Sheepe the Shepheard ;z bur I ſeeke my Mafter, and m1 
Maſter ſeekes not me; therefore I am no Sheepe. 
Pro, The —_ for fodder follow the Shepheard, 
the Shepheard for foode followes not the Sheepe : thou 
for wages followeſt thy Maſter, thy Maſter for wages 
followes not thee : therefore thou art a Sheepe. 
Sp, Such another proofe will make me cry bad. 
Pro, But do'ſt thou heare: gauſt thou my Letter 
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| Sp. ISir : I (aloſt-Mutton) gave your Letter to her 
(alacd-Murton) and ſbe (alac'd- Mutton) gaue mee (2 
loſt-Murtgs) nothing for mylabour. _ _ 

kro, Hexe's roo imall 3 Paſtuge for ſuch ſtore of 
Muttons. '. - | 

Sp. If the ground he ouer-charg'd, you were beſt 
ſicke her, Dj 

Pro, Naygin that you arc aſtray : 'ewere beſt pound 


ou. * 
f Sp. Nay Sir, leſſe then a pound ſhall ſerue mefor car- 
rying your Letter, 
Pro, You miſtake ; I meane the pound, a Pintold. 
Sp. From a poungto a pin? foldir over and ouer, 
'Tis threefold roo little for carrying alctter to your louer 
Pro, But what ſaid the 4 
Sp. I. 
Pro, Nod-l, why that's tioddy. 
Sp. You miſtooke vir: | fay ſhe did nod; 
And you aske me it ſhe did nod, and I ſay l. 
Pro. And that (ct together is noddy. ; 
Sp. Now you haue taken the paines to ſet it toge- 
ther,take it for your paines. - 
Pro. No,no, you ſhall have it for bearing the lerter. 
Sp. Well, I perceive | muſt be faine to beare with you, 
Pro, Why Sir,how doe you beare with ine ? 
| Sp. MarrySir, the lecter very orderly, ; 
| Having nothing but the word noddy tor my paines. 
Pro, Beſhrew megbut you haue a quicke wit. 
Sp, And yet it cannot ouer-take your ſlow purſe, 
| Pro. Come, come, open the matter in bricte z what 
ſaid ſhe. 
Sp. Open yourpurſe; that the money,and the marcer 
may be borh at once delivered. 
Pro. Well Sir : here is for your paines: what ſaid ſhe? 
Sp. Truely Sir, I thinke you'll hardly win her, | 
Pro, Why? could't thou perceiue ſo much from her? 
$p. Sir, 1 could perceive nothing ataall from her; 
No,not ſo much as a ducker for delivering your letter : 
And being {dhard ro me,that brought your minde; 
1 feare ſhe'll proue 85 hard to/you in relling your minde, 
Give her no token bur ſtones, for ſhe's as hard as ftecle. 
Pro. What faid ſhe, nothing £ : 
Sp. No,not ſo much as take this for thy pains: (me; 
To teſtifie your bounty, I thank you, you haue ceſtern d 


Which camnotperiſh hauing thee aboard, 
| Being definyd'to a drier death on ſhore >, + 
I muſt goe fend ſome berter Meſſenger, 


Li 'l , 
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Enter Imbidand Lucetta,: * i 

THESES EY 01:3 "L A 

Int, \But ſay Lacetts (now wenrealone) ) . -t. 

Would thou then coundailemoero faitin loue? :. :.i4 
Luc. I Madam; ſoyowftimble yoeerheedfully, | 

Tul. Of all thefaire reſo of Gentlegien, 2! +12! 

That every day withparid entountermey-+ 2 1-1-1 


——  — 


In thy opinion which is worthieſloue ? 

Ln. Pleaſe you repeat their names,ile ſhew wy minde, 
According to my ſhallow ſimple skill. 

_ yrs __ of the faire fir Eglamwowre? 

As of a Knight, well-ſpoken and tine; 

But were I you,he = Clabes _ 

{u, What think't thou of the rich CMercatio? 

Lu, Well of his wealth; but of himclfe,ſo,ſo, 

{x. What think'ſ thou of the geutle Prothems ? 

Ls. Lord, Lord : to ſee what folly raignes in vs, 

1s, How now? what meanes this —_—_ at his name? 
Lu. Pardon deare Madam,'cis apafling ſhame, 
That I (vnwortby body as I am) 
| Should cenſure thus on lovely Gentlemen. 
1u. Why not on Prethexs,as of all the reſt? 

; #£u. | henthus :of many good, I thinke him beſt. 

| Ind. Yourreaſon? _ 

; Cx. I havenootherbuta womans reaſon- 

| Ithinke him ſo, becauſe Ithinke him ſo, 

{ul. And would'ft thou haue me caft my loue on him? 

Le, I: if you thought your loue not caſt away. 

Iul. Why he,of all the reſt, hath neuer mou'd me. 

Lu. Yet he,of all thereſt,I thinke beſt loues ye. 

[u/, His lictle ſpeaking ſhewes his loue but ſmall. 

Ls. Fire that's cloſeſt kept,burnes molt of all, 

\ Il. They doe not loue,that docnotſhew their loue, 
Lu. Oh,they loue lealt, that let men know their loue, 
Iul, 1 would I knew his minde. | 
Lu, Peruſe this paper Madamn, 

Int, To [lia : (ay,trom whom ? 
| Ls. Thatthe Concents will ſhew, 

In'. Say,fay : who gaveitthee? -. 

Lu. Sir Valentines page: & ſent I think from Prothems; 
He would haue given it you,but | being inthe way, 
Did in yourname recciue it : pardon the faulr I pray, 

Iu. Now (by my modeſty) a goodly Broker : 

Dare you preſume to harbour wanton lines ? 

To whiſper, and conſpire againſt my youth ? 

Now truſt me, 'tis an office of great worth, 

And you an officer fit for the place : 

There : take the paper : ſee is be return'd, 

Or elſe returne no more into my light. 

Lu. To plead for love, deſerucs more fee,then hate. 

Inl, Will ye be gan? 


—O—— —— ———— Oo ” —— 2 — 
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In requital whereof. henceforth,carcy your lerters your [| L». That you may ruminate, Exit, | 
ſelfe; And fo Sir, I'le commend you to my Maſter. \, - [ul. And yet I would I had ore-look'dthe Letter ; 
Pro. Go,go,be gone,to ſaue your Ship from wrack, | It were a ſhameto call her backe againe, 


And pray her to a faule,for which I chid her. 
What foole is ſhe, that knowes I am a Maid, 
And would not force the letter to my view? 


I feare my [ulia would not daigne my lines, . | Since Maides, in modeſty, ſay no,to that, 
Recciuing the from ſucha worthleſſe poſt, Exit. | Which they would bauethe profterer conſtrue, I, 
Se 1 yo? 2 ohitiQu"2 103 23 Fie, fic : how way-ward is this fooliſh loue ; 


That (like ateftie Babe) will ſcratch the Nurſe, 
And preſently, all humbled iſle the Rod? 
How churliſhly, I chid Lacetca hence, 

When willingly, I would hauc had her here? 
How angerly 1 taught, my brow to frowne, 


wy | When inward joy enforc'd wy heart to ſmile? | 


My pennance/is,$0 call Lacetra backe_ ... 
Ada remiſſion, fox-my-folly paſt. _ 
What hoe : Lacetta. We. 
Ln, What would your Ladiſhip? -, 
Isl. 1s'tneere dinner time ? 
Ls. I wouldit were, 
| That you wight kill your ſtomacke on your meat, 


—  ,——_ 
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T he two Gentlemen of Verons. 


And not ypon your Maid. 

In. Whart in't that you 
Tooke yp lo gingerly? 

Lu, Nothing. 

Is. Why didſt thou ſtoope then ? 

Ln. To take a paper vp,that I let fall, 

1«!, And is that paper nothing ? 

Ls. Nothing concerning me. 

I«ul. Then let it lye,for thoſe that it coricernes, 

Ls. Madam,it will not lye where it concernes, 
Vnleſſe it haue a falfe Interpreter, 

In!, Some loue of yours,hath writ to you in Rime, 

Ls. That [ might ling it (Madam) co atune : 
Giue me a Note, your Ladiſhip can fer 

Inl. Aslictle by ſuch toyes,as may be poſſible : 
Beſt ling it tothe tune of Light O, Lowe. | 

Ln. It is too heauy for ſo light arune, 

Is. Heauy? belike it hath ſome burden then ? 

L«. 1: and melodious were it, would you fing it, 

I», And why not you? 

Lu, I 6annotreach ſo high, 

In, Let's ſee your Song : 

How now Minion? 

Lu. Keepe tune there till; ſo you will fing ir out 
And yet me thinkes I donor like this tune. 

Js, You doe not? 

Lu, No (Madam) tis too ſharpe, 

Is, You (Minion) are tooſaucic, 

Lu, Nay,now you are too flat ; 

And marre the concord, with too harſh a deſcant ; 
There wanteth but a Meone tohill your Song, 

Is, The meane is dround with you vnruly baſe, 

Ls. Indeede I bid the baſe for Prothews. 

Is. This babble ſhall not henceforth trouble me ; 
Here is a coile with proteſtation - | 
Goe, get you gone: andlet the papers lye - 

You would be fingring them, to anger me. 

Lu. She makes it ftrage,but ſhe would be beſt pleas'd 
To be ſo angred with another Letter, 

lu, Nay,would I were ſo angred with the fame: 
Nh hateful! hands,to teare ſuch loving words ; 
Iniurious Waſpes, to feede on fuch tweet hony, 

And kill che Bees that yeelde it, with your (img ; 
' Nle kiſſe each ſeuerall paper, for amends : 
Looke,here is dy Iulia : ynkinde ulis, 
As in revenge of thy ingratitude, 
I throw thy name againſt the bruzing-ſtones, 
Trampling contetypruouſly on thy diſdaine, 
And here is writ, Lexe wounded Prothera. | 
Poore wounded name: my beſome,az a bed, 
$ hall lodge thee till thy wound be throughly heal'd; 
And thus I ſearch it with a ſoueraignekiſfe. 
But twice, or thrice, was Prothexs written downe : 
Be calme (good winde)blow nota word away, 
Till I have found cach lerter, in the Letter, 
Except mine own name: That, ſome whirle-winde beare 
Vato a ragged;fearefull, hanging Rocke, 
Aud throw it thence into the raging Sea. 
Loe here in one line is his name twice yrit - 
Poore forlorxe Prothens, paſſionate Prodhes : 
To the ſweet Inhia : that ile tearc away : 
And yet I will not, fith ſo prettily - 
He couples it, to his complaining Names; 
Thus will I fold them, one ypon another ; 
Now kiſſe, embrace, contend, doe what you will, 


Lu, Madam : dinner js ready : and your father Naies. 


penis; = As 


Is, Well,letvs goe, 

Lu. What,ſhall theſe papers lye,like Tel-tales here ? 

In, If you reſpe&them; beſt to rake them vp, 

Ls. Nay,lI was taken vp,for laying them downe. 
Yer here they ſhall nor lye, for catching cold, 

Is, 1 _ you have 2 P_ minde to them. 

Lu. I (Madam) you may ſay what fights you ſee; 
I ſee things cooghbough you iudgel kt 

[u, Come,come,wilt pleaſe you goe, Exoeuns, 


_—— 
— —” 


Scena Terta. 


CY 


Enter Antonio and Panthins, Prothems. 


eAvnt. Tell me Paxibino, what ſad talke was that, 
Whetewith my brother held you in the Cloytter ? 
Pan, Twas of his Nephew Prothew,your Sonne. 
Ant, Why? what of him? 
Pax, He wondred that your Lordſhip 


; Would ſuffer him,to ſpend his youth at home, 


— 


CI 


— 


Whilc other men, of {lender reputation 

Pur forth their Sonnes, to ſeeke preferment our. 
Some to the warres, to try their fortune there ; 
Some, to diſcouer I{lands farre away : 


| Some,to the fiudiovs Vniuerfities ; 


| For any,or for all theſe exerciſes, 
; He ſaid,that Prochew,your ſonne, was meet ; 


— 


And did reque(t me, to importune you 
To let him ſpend his time no moreat home ; 
Which would be great impeachment to his age, 
In having knowne no trauaile in his youth, 
Ant. Nor need'|t thou much importune me to that 
Whereon,this month I have bin hamering, 
I haue coalider d well, his lofſe of time, 
And how he cannot be a perfe man, 
Nat being tryed, and tutord in the world : 
Experience is by induſtry atchieu'd, 
And perteRed by the ſwift courſe of time : 
Fhen tell me,whether were I beſt to ſend him ? 
Par. I chinke your Lordſhip is not ignoranc 
How his companion, youthfull /alentine, 
Attends the Emperour in his royall Court, 
Amt. Iknowirt well. (tbither, 
Pan, 'T were good, Ithinke, your Lordſhip ſenchim 
There ſhall he practiſe Tiles, and Turnamenrs | 
Heare ſweet diſcourſe, conuerſe with Noble-men, 
And bein eye of cuery Exerciſe 
Worthy his youth, and nobleneſle of birth, 
Ant. 1 like thy counſaile : well haſt theu aduis'd: 
And that thou maiſt perceive how well I like it, 
The execution of it ſhall make knowne; 
Euen with the ſpecdieſt expedition, 


I will diſpatch him to the _ Court, GG 

Pas. To morrow, may it pleaſe you,Don Abphon 
With other Gentlemen * _ - 48% 
Arc iournying, to ſalmethe "x 
And to commend their ſervice to his will, 

Ant. Good company: with them ſhall Prothews.go : 


Andin good time: now will we breake with him. 

Pro, Sweet Loue,ſweet lines, ſweet life, | | >. 
Here is her hand, theagent ofherheart; / 1 () ' | 
Here is her oath for loue, her honors paune;  -: + - 

O 
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| | T he two Gentlemten of Uerona. y- - 
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| O that our Fathers would applaud our loves | + Val. Goetoylir, tell me:do-you know Madan Silnia? 
| To ſcale our happineſſe with cheir conſents. Speed. Shee that your worſhip loues ? 
Pro. Oh heauenly /ulia, | _ Fd. Why, bow know you that I amin louc? 
Ant.How now? Whac Letter are you reading there? Speed. Marry by theſe ſpeciall markes : firſt, you hane 
Pro. May't pleaſe your Lordſhip, 'tis a word or ewo | learn'd (like Sir Prothews ) co wreath your Armes like a 
Of commendations ſeat from Valemine; Male-content: to relliſh a Loue-ſong, like a R obin-red- 
Decliuer'd by a friend, that came from him, breaſt : ro walke alone like one that had the peſtilence : 
Amt. Lend me the Letter : Let me ſee what newes. to figh, like a Schoole- boy that had loſt his 4. B, C. co 
Pro, There isn0 newes (my Lord)but that he writes | weep like a yong wench that had buried her Grandam : 1 
How happily he-hues, how well-belou'd, to faſt, like one that rakes diet : to watch, like one that x 
And daily graeed by the Emperer ; feares robbing : to ſpeake pulivg , like a beggar at Hal- 
Wiſhing me with higs, partner of his fortune. low-Mafſe:Y ou were wonc,when you laughed,to crow 
Ant. And how ſtand you affected to his wiſh? like a cocke;z when you walk'd, to walke like one of the 
Pre, As one relying on your Lordſhips will, Lions : when you falted , it waspreſcnily after dinner : 
And not depending oa his triendly wilh. when you look'd ſadly, it was for want of money : And 
Am, My will is ſomething fonted with bis wiſh : now yo! are Metamorph:s'd with a Miftris, that when 1 
Muſe not that I thus ſodainly proceed; looke on you, I can hardly thinke you my Matter. 
For what I will, I will, andthere-an end: — Pal. Arealltheſe things percew'd inme? 
I amreſolu'd, that thou ſhalt ſpend ſome tenne Speed. They are all perceiu'd without ye. 
| With Yalextizae, in the Emperors Count : Val. Without me ? they cannor. , 
Whar mamntenance he from his friends receives, {peed. Wirtbout you ?nay, that's certaine : for with- 
Like exbibition rhou ſhalt have from me, _, out you were {o (imple, none elſe would: bur you are 
To morrow+be in readinetle, to goe, ſo without theſe follies,that theſe follies are within you, 
| Excuſe it not: for I am peremptory. and ſhine through you like the water in an Vrinall : that 
Pro. My Lord I cannot be to ſuone provided, not an cye that ſees yOu ,, but is a Phyſician to comment 
| Pleaſe you deliberate a day or two, on your Malady. 
Ant, Look what thou wanr'ſt ſhalbe ſent after thee: al. But tell me:do'ft thou know my Lady Sifnia? 
No more of ſtay: to morrow thou mult goe; Spred, Shee that pa gazc onſo,as ſhe firs ar (upper? 
Come on $094 0K you hall be imployd, Val. Haſt thou obſerv'd that ? even ſhe 1 meane, 
| To haſten on his Expedition, | Speed, Why fir, I know her not. 
Pre. Thus have 1 ſhund the fire, for feare of burning, Val. Do'ftthou know her by my gaziog on her,and 
And drench'd me in the ſea, where I am drown'd, yet know'ſt her not ? {27 
I fear'd to ſhew my Father /«/ias Lerter, Speed. Is ſhe not hard- fauowr'd,, fir? 
Leaſt he ſhould take exceptions to my love, / Val, Norſofaire (boy) as well fauour'd. 
And with the vantage of mite owne excuſe i (4 Speed. Sir, I know that well enough, 
Hath he excepted moſt againft my loue. Ual. What doſtthou know ? | 
Oh, how this ſpring of loue reſembleth Speed. Thar ſhee is not ſa faire, as ( of you) well-fa+ 
| The vncerraine glory of an Aprill day, vourd £ | 
Which now ſhewes all the beauty of the Sun, Val. Tmeane that her beauty is exquiſite, - 
And by and by a clowd rakes all away. Bur her fauour infinice, 
Pan. Sir Prothevs, your Fathers call's for you, \ Speed. That's becauſethe one is painted,” andche 0- 
He is in haſt, therefore I pray you go. ther out of all coun. pu nil da . 
Pro, Why thisir is : my keart accords thereto, Val. How painted? and how out of count 2. 
And yet athouſand times it anſwer's no. Speed, Marry fic, ſo painted to make her faize; thatno 
| Exennt, Finir, \ man counts of her beauty.; 
Yal. Howeftcem'ſt thou me?Taccount of her beanty, | 
nociny 6 | — Speed. You neuer ſaw = hon ſhe was deform'd, 
, | UVal. Haw long hath ſhe beenedeforty'd2 - 
eA Tus ſecundus: Scena Prima. Spred, Euer he———s lou'd hes. > | 
ai | Val. 1 have lou'd her euer hinee I faw her. 
"NS T—_ ba bw + And ſti}} I ſee her beautifull, - 
Enter Valentine, Speed, Silnia, | Speed. lf you loue her, you cannot ſec her.. 
/ 1924 TE p of Val. Why?: ISNT 
Speed, Sir, your Giloaue. - | T Speed. Becauſe Loue is blinde'z O that you had wine 
Falee. Not mine ; my Gloues are on, eyes, or your owne eyes had ahe lights they were wont 
Sp. Why then this may be yours: for this is but one. | to have, when you chidde at Six Prothewe, for going vn- 
Val. Ha? Let me ſee], giucirme, it's mine; garter'd, ITE 
Sweet Ornament, that deckes athing diuine, Val. What ſhould I ſee thep? AO 
Ah Silnia, Siluis. » Va Speed, Your owne preſent folly , and her paſſing Ge- | 
Speed, Madam Si/nia : Madam Silnia, faramie : for hee becing in loue, could nor-jec to garter | 
#al.- How now Sirha? | his hoſe; aud you, beeing in loue ; cannot ſee xo put on | 
Speed. Shee is not within hearing Sir. your boſe. Y ” \ (mog 
Val. Why fir, whiob&d you-chtther? Val. Belike (boy) then you are jn loue, for laſt mor- 
| ——— — joerclſe imiſtooke, You could not wipe my ſhooes.-; 7 | | 
Val. Well: yew Will berooforwad, |» : 21 Speed. True fir: I was in loue with my bed,/] chapke is 
| Speed. And yec Twas hat chiddenfor being to! flow, you, you ſwing'd me for my lowe; which makes _ | h 
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; bolder to chide you, for yours, | 
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| And yet 
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Val. In cenclufion, I Rand affeCted to her, 

Speed, I would you were ſer, ſo your affection would 
ceale, 

Val. Laſt night ſhe enioyn'd me, 
To write ſome lines to one ſhe loues, 

Speed, And haue you? 

Val. I haue. 

Speed. Are they not lamely writr? 


The two Gentlemen of ms. 


Val. No(Boy)butas well as I can do them : 

Peace, here ſhe comes. | 
Speed, Oh excellent motion; oh exceeding Puppet: 

Now will he interpret to her, | 

Val. Madam & Miſtres, a thouſand good-morrows, 

Speed. Oh, *giue ye-good-cy'n : heer's a million of 
manners. 

Sil. Sir Valentine,and ſeruant, to you two thouſand. 

Speed. He ſhould gue her intereſt: & ſhe giues it kim. 

Val. As you intoynd me; I have writ your Letter 

Vnto the ſecret, nameles triend of yours : 

Which I was much vnwilling to proceed in, 

Bur for my duty to your Ladiſhip. (done, 
$:l. ] rhanke you (geatle Seruant) *cs very Clerkly- 
Val. Now truſt me(Madam)it came hardly-ott : 

For being ignorant to whom it goes, 

I writat randome, very doubtfully. * 
$i..Perchance you think roomuchof ſo much pains? 
Val. No(Madam)ſoufteed you, I will write 

(Pleaſe you command) athouland tines as much: 


Sil. A pretty period : well: I gheſſe the ſequell ; 
And yet I will notname it zand yet I carenor. 


And yet, take this againe:z and yer Ithanke you : 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 
Speed. And yet you will : and yer, another yet. 
Val, What meaaes your Ladiſhip ? 
Doe you not like jr? | 
Sil, Yes, yes: the lines are very queintly writ, 
Bur (fince voawillingly) take them againe. 
Nay, take them. 
Val. Madam, they are for you, | 
Sw. I, I: you writ them S1r,at my requeſt, 
But I will none of them : they are for you : 
I would have hadthenrwrit more mouingly : 
Pal. Pleaſe you, Ile write your Ladiſhip another, 
$4, And when ir's writ : for my ſake read it ouer, 
And if it pleaſe you, ſo : if not: why ſo: | 
Val. If it pleaſe me, (Madam? ) what then ? 
$4, Why ifir pleaſe you, take it for your labour; 
And ſo goad-morrow Seruant, Exu. Sil, 
Speed. Oh left vnſeene : inſcrutible :Invifible, 
As a noſe on a mans face,or a Wethercocke on a ſteeple : 
My Maſter ſues to her: and ſhe hath taught her Sucor, 
He being her Pupill,ts become her Tutor. 
Oh excellent deviſe, was there cuer heard a better ? 
That, my msſter being ſcribe, 
To himſelfe ſhould write the Letter ? 
Val, How now Sir ? @ | 
W har are you reaſoning with your ſelfe ? 
Speed, Nay: T was riming :'tis you y hauethe reaſon, 
Val, To doe what ? 
Speed. To be a Spokel-man from Madam Swe, 
Ual. To whom? 
Speed, To your ſelfe : why, ſhe woes you by a figure, 
Val. What figure? X 


Speed. By a Letter, I ſhould (ay. | 


Ual, Why ſhe hath not writ to me ? | 
Speed, Whar need fhe, 

When ſhee hath made you write to your ſelfe? 

Why, doe you not perceiue the jeſt? 

Val, No, belecuc me, 

Speed, No belecuing you indeed fir : | 
Bur did you perceive her carneſt ? 

Val. She gaue me none, except an angry word, 

Speed, Why ſhe hath giuen you a Letter. 

Val. That's the Letter I writ te her friend. 

Speed. And y letter hath ſhe deliuer'd, & there an end, 

Val. I wouldit were no worſe, 

Speed. Ile warrant you, 'cis as well : 

For often haue you writ to her : and ſhe in modeſty , 
Or elſe for want of idle rime,could not againe reply, 

Or fearing els ſome melleger,y might her mind diouer 
Her ſelf hath taught her Love himſelf, to write vnto her 
All chis ] fpeak in print, forin print I foundit. (lover, 
Why mufe you fir, *tis dinner time. | 

Ual. I have dyr'd. 

Speed. I, bur hearken fir : though the Cameleon Loue 
can teed.on the ayre, I am one that am nouriſh'd by my 
victuals ; and would faine haue meate : oh bee nortlike 
your Mittreſle, be moued, be moued, E xennt. 


— —_— ___ 


Scana ſecunda. 


Enter Protheus, Iulia, Panbion. 


Pro, Haue patience, gentle Julia: 
Iul. I nv{t whereisnor * 
Pro, Whea poſſibly I can, I will rerurne, 
[ul, It you turne nor: you will rerurn the ſooner: | || 

Keepe chis remembrance for thy /nlia's ſake. - / , % 
Pro. Why chen wee'll make exchange; 'T 

Here, take you this. | | 
[ul. And \cale the bargaine witha holy kifle, '- + 
Pre. Here is my hand, for my true-conſtancie; 

And when that howre ore-ſlips me in the day, 

Wherein 1 figh not ([w/ia) for thy ſake, - 

The next enſuing howre, ſome foule miſchance 

Torment me for my Loues forgerfulneſle : 

My father ſtaies my comming : anſwerenor : 

The tide isnew : nay, not thy tide of teares , 

That tide will ſtay me longer then I ſhould, 

Islia, farewell : what, gon without'2 word? 

I, ſo true loue ſhould doe : it cannox ſpeake, _ 

For truth hath better deeds,then words to grace it, 
Pamb. Sir Prothens : you are Raid for: 

» Pro. Goe:I come, I come: 
Alas, this parting ſtrikes poore Lovers durabe. 
; Exennt, 
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Scena Tertia. 
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Enter Lameee, Panebion.” 1 
Lance, ar bee this howreere Ihaue done 
weeping : all the Kinde of the Lawncer , thauethi 
—_— by 


my —_— 
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Sonne, and am going with Sir Prothews to the Imperialls 
Court : 1thinke Crab my dog , be the fowreſt natured 
dogge that lives : My Mother weeping : my Father 
wayling : my Sifter crying : our Maid howling: our 
Carte wringing her bands, and all our houſe in a great 
perplexitic, yet did not this cruell-hearred Curre ſhedde 
one teare : heisa ſtone, avery pibble ſtone, and has no 
more pitty in him then a dogge 2 Iew would haue wept 
to haue ſeenc our parting : why my Grandam hauing 
no eyes, looke you, wept her ſelfe blinde at my partivg: 
nay, Ile ſhew youthe manner of ir, This ſhoce 1s my fa- 
ther : no, this left ſhooe is my father ; 110, no, this left 
ſhooe is my mother : nay, that cannot bee ſo neyther ; 
yeszitisſo, itisſo : ithath the worler ſole: this ſhooe 
with the hole in it, is my mother : and this my father : 
a veng'ance on't, there 'tis : Now fir, this ſtaffe is my fi- 
ſter : for, looke you, ſhe is as white as a lilly, and as 
ſmall as a wand : this hatis Nan our maid ; 1 am the 
dogge : no, the dogge is himlelfe, and I am the dogge: 
oh,the dogge is me, and I am my ſelfe : I; ſo,fo : now 
come I to my Father ; Father, your bleſſing : now 
ſhould not the ſhooe ſpeake a word for weeping : 
now ſhould I kiſſe my Father, ; well, hee weepes on : 
Now come I to my Mother : Oh that the could ſpeake 
now , like a would-woman : well, I kiſſe her : why 
there*ris ; heere's my mothers breath vp and downe: 
Now come I to my fifter ; marke the moane ſhe makes : 
now the dogge all this while ſheds not a teare + nor 
ſpeakes a word : but ſee'how 1 lay the duſt with my 
LCAares. 

Panth, Lawnce, away, away : 2 Boord : thy Maſter is 
ſhip'd, and thou areto poſt after with oares ; what's the 
matter ? why weep'lt chou man ? away ale, you'l looſe 
the Tide, if you tarry any longer. 

Laxn. It isno matter if the tide were loft, for it is the 
ynkindeſt Tide,thar ever any man tide, 

Panth, What's the vnkindeſt tide? 

Las, Why he that's tide here, Crab wy dog. 

Pant, Tut, man : I meane chou'lt looſe the lood, and 
in looſing the flood, looſe thy voyage,and in looſing thy 
voyage, looſe thy Maſter, and in looſing thy Maſter, 
looſe thy ſervice, and in loofing thy ſeruice : why 
doſt thou Rop my mouth? 

Lat, For feare thou ſhouldſt looſe thy tongue, 

Panth. Where ſhould I looſe my tongue ? 

Lawn, To thy Tale, 

Panth, Inthy Taile. 

Lawn. ethe Tide, and the yoyage , and the Ma» 


fter,and the Service, and the tide: why man, if the River | 


weredrie,I am able to fill it with my teares :if the winde 

were downe, I could driue the boate withmy fighes, 
Panth, Come : coine away man , 1 was ſent to call 

thee. 

Lav. Sir : call me what thou dar'ft, 

Pant. Wilt thou goe? 

Lawn, Welk, I will goe. 


— - _ ———_—___—_—___ axes 


| Scena Quarta. 


Enter Valentine, Silwia,Tharie,Specd, Divks, Prothemes. 
Sil. Seruant. 2”! 
Vd. Miſtris. 


| 
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Sper, Maſter, Sir Thario frownes on you. P | 
Fai. I Boy, it's tor love, 
Fpee, Not of you, 
al. Of my Miſtreſle then. 
Spee, Twere good you knockt him, 
S:;. Seruant, you are ſad, 
Vai, Indeed;Madam, I ſeeme ſo, 
T hs, Seeme you that you are not ? 
Val. HaplylI doe. 
Thu. So doe Counterfeyts. 
Vl. So doe you. 
The, What ſeeme I that I amnot? 
Val. Wile. 
The. What inſtance of the contrary ? 
Fal. Your folly. 
Th. And how quoat you my folly ? 
TVa/, I quoat it in your lerkin, 
Thu. My Ierkin is a doubler, | 
Val, Well then,lle double your folly, 
Thu. How? 
Si!. Whart,angry,Sir Thario,do you change coloui? 
Val. Giue him leaue, Madam, he 18 a kind of Camelion. 
Tha. That hath more minde to feed on your bloud, : 
then live in your ayre. 
Val. You have ſaid Sir, 
Tbs. I Sir,and done toe for this time. 
Val. 1 know it wel fir, you alwaies end ere you begin. 
S4.A fine volly of words, gerulemeE, & quicklyſhos oft 
Val. "Tis indeed, Madam, we thank the giver, | 
Sil, Wiio is that Seruant ? | 
Val, Yourſelfe({weer Lady)for you gauethe fice, 
Sir Thurio borrows his wit from your Ladiſhips lockes, | 
And ſpends what he borrowes kindly in your company 
The. Sir,if you ſpend word for word with me, | ſhall 
make your wit baakrupr. (words, 
Val, Iknow it well fir : you haue{an Exchequer of 
And I thinke, no other treaſure to giue your followers: 
For it appeares by their bare Liverzes 
That they liue by your bare words, 
3:1, No more, gentlemen, no more: 
Here comes my father, 
Dwk, Now,daughter Silzia, you are hard beſet, 
Sir Valentine, your father is in good health, 
What (ay you to a Letter from your friends 
Ot much good newes ? 
Val. My Lord, I will be thankfull, 
To any happy meſſenger from thence, 
Du, Know ye Don Antonio,your Countriman ? 
Val. I,my good Lord,l know the Gentleman 
To be of worth, and worthy eftimation, 
And not without deſert ſo well reputed. 
 Dw#k, Hath he not a Sonne? 
Ual. I, my good Lord,a Son,that well deſerves 
The honor,and regard of ſucha father, 
Dwhb. Y ou know him well 2 
Ual. 1 knew him as my ſelfe : for from our Infancie 
We hauec conuerſt,and ſpent our howres together, 
And though my ſelfe haue beene an idle Trewant, 
Omicting the ſweet benefit of time 
To cloath mine age with Angel-like perfeQion : 
Yet hath Sir Prothew( for that's his name) 
Made vie,and faire aduantage of his daies : 
His yeares but yong, but his experience old - 
His head yn-mellowed,but his Iudgememt ripe; 
And in a word (for far behinde his worth 


Comes all the praiſes that I now beſtow.) 
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He is compleat in feature, ard in minde, 
Withall good grace, to grace a Gentleman. 
Duh, Beſhrew me fir, butifhe make this good 
He 1s as worthy for an Empreſſe love, 
As meet to be an Emperors Councellor : 
Well, Sir : this Gientleman is come to me 
With Commendation from great Porentates, ' 
And heere he meanes to ſpend his time a while, 
I thinke *tis no vn-welcomenewesto you. 
Ual. Should I have wiſh'd a thing, it had beene hes 
Dk. Welcome him then according to his worth : 
S!/a14,] ſpeake to you, and you Sir 7 burio , 
For Valente, | need not cite him to it, 
| will ſend him hither to you preſently. 
Val. This is the Gentleman I told your Ladiſhip 
Had come along, with me, but that his Miſtreſle 
D1d hold his eyes, lockt in her Chriftail Jookes, 
$:/. Be-like that now ſhe hath enfranchis'd chem 
Vpon lome other pawne for tealty, 
Val, Nay ſure,1 thinke ſhe holds them priſoners ſtil, 
Sil. Nay then he ſhould be blind, and being blind 
How could he fce his way to feeke nur you ? 
Uak Why Lady, Louc hathtwenty pane of eyes, 
Thur. They ſay that Louc hath not an eye at all, 
Vat. To ſee ſuch Lovers, T hwrio, as your iclte, 
Vpon a homely obieQ, Loue can winke. 
Si, Hane done, haue done : here comes F gentleman, 


Confirme his welcome, with ſome ſpeciall fanor. 
$11, His worth is warrant for his welcome hether, 
If this be he you oft hauc wiſh'd to heare from. 
Ual, Miſtris, it is : ſwect Lady,cntertaine him 
To be my fellow-ſeruant to your Ladiſhip, 
Sil, Too low a Miſtres for {o bigh a feruant. 
Pro. Not ſo,ſweet Lady,but roo meane a {cruant 
To haue alooke of ſuch a wortby a Milireſle, 
Val. Leaue off diſcourlie of dilabilitic ; 
Sweet Lady,entertaine him for your Seruant. 
Pro. My dutie will I boatt of, nothing eilc- 
$4, And dutzeneuer yet did want h1s mced, 
Seruant,you are welcome to a worthlefſe Miſtreſle. 
Pro. Ile die on him thart {aics ſo but your lelte, 
Sil. That you are welcome ? 
Pro. That you ace worthleſle. (you. 
Thur, Madam,my Lord your father wold (peak with 
Si, 1 wait ypon his-pleaſure : Come Sir Thwrio, 
Goe with me : once more, new Seruant welcome ; 
le leaue you to confer of home affaires, 
When you haue done, weloake too heare from you. 
Pro. Wee'll both attend vpon your Ladiſhip. 
Lal. Now tell me: how dosl from whence you came? 
Pro,Y our frends are wel,& haue the much comended. 
Val. And how doe yours ? 
Pro, left them all in health. 
Yal, How does your Lady?& how thriues your loue? 
Fro, My tales of Loue were wont to weary you, 
! know you joy notin a Loue-diſcourſe, 
Val. 1 Protbeus but that hfe is alter'd now, 
I have done pennance for contemning Love, 
Whoſe high emperious thoughts have puniſh'd me 
With bitter fafts, with penicentiall grones, 
; With nightly teares,and daily hart-(ore (ighes, 
| For in reuenge of my contermpr of loue, 
| Lovychathchavg'd(leepe from my enthralled eyes, 
And made them watchers of mine owne hearts {utrowW., 
; O gentle Prathexs, Loue's a mighty Lord, 
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' Andot ſo great a fauor growing progd, 


| Good Prothews goe with mete my chamber , 
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And hath ſo humbled me,as I confefſe 
There is no woe to his corretion , 
Nor to his Seruice,no ſuch joy en earth : 
Now,no diſcourſe, except it be of loue: 
Now can I breake my faſt,dine, ſup,andleepe, 
Vpon the very naked name of Love. 
Pro. Enough; I read your fortune in your eye : 
Was this the Idell,that you worſhip ſo? 
Val, Euen She; and is ſhe not a heavenly Saint ? 
Pro. No; But ſheisancarchly Paragon, 
Val. Call her diuine, 
Pro, | will not flatter her, | 
Val. O flatter me: for Loue delights in praiſes, 
Pro, When 1 was fick, you gaue me bitter pils, 
And I muſtminiſterthe like co you. 
Val. Then ſpeake the truth by her; ifner divine, 
Yet let her be a principalitie, 
Soucraigne toall the Creatures on the carth, 
Pro, Except my Miftreſle. 
Lal. Sweet : except not any, 
t x-ept thoa wilt except agaiuſt my Love, 
ro, Haue Inot reaſonto prefer mine owne ? 
Val. And1 will help thee to prefer her to: 
Shee (hall be dignified with this high honour, | 
1obeare my Ladies traine, leſt the baſe earth | 
Should from her yelture chance to ſteale a kifſe, | 


Diſdaine to roote the Sommer-{welling flowre, 
And make rough winter euerlaſtingly. 
Pro, Why Ualen/114, what Bragadiſme is this ? | 
Val. Pardon we (Prothews) all I can is nothing, 
To ber,whole worth, make other worthies nothing 
Shee 15 alone, 
Pro, Then let her alone. 
Val. Not for the, world : why man;ſhe is mine owne, 
And 1 as rich in having ſuch a Jewell 
As twenty Seas,ifall their ſand were pearle, 
The water, Nectar, and the Rocks pure gold, 
Forgiue me that ] doe not dreame on thee, 
Becauſe thou ſceſt me doate ypon my loue: 
My fooliſh Rivall that her Father likes 
(Onely for his poſſeſſions are ſo huge) | 
Is gone with her along, and I mult after, 
For Loue (thou know'ſ is full of icalouke.) 
Pro, But (he loues you ? (kowre, 
Val. I,and we ace betroathd : nay more, our mariage 
With all the cunning manner of our flight 
Determin'd of : how | muſt climbe her window, 
The Ladder made of Cords, and all the means | 
Plorted, and *greed on for wy happineſle. | 


In theſe affaires co aid me with thy counſaile, 
Pro. Goe on before : I ſhall enquire you forth: 
I muſt ynto the Road,to diſ-embarque 
Some neceſſaries, that I needs muſt vie, 
And then lle preſently attend you. 
Val. Willyou make haſte ? Exit. 
Pro, I will, 
Euen as one heare, another heate expels , 
Or as one naile,by Ay on out another, 
So the remembrance of my-former Loue 
Is by a newer obicR quite forgotren, 
It is mine, or Yalemtines praiſe? 
Her true perfeQtion, or my falſe tranſgreſſion? 
That makes me reafonleſſe, te reaſon thus ? 
Shee is faire ; and {o is /w(ja that I loue, 


(Thar \ 


—__ 


i 


— —_— 


—— 


| 


th. 


_ 


i. 


" Thar I did loue, fornow my loue is thaw'd, 


Which like a waxen Image*gainſt afire 
Beares no impreſſion of thething it was.) 
Me thinkes my zeale to Valentines cold, 
| And that 1loue him not as] was wont * 
O; bur Lone his Lady to6-roo much, 


1 And that's the reaſon 1lovehim(ſo lirtle. 


How ſhall I doate 6n her with more advice, 
That thus without advice begin to love her ? 
Tis but her picture I have yer beheld, 

And that hath dazeVd my reaſons light: 

But when Iooke on her perfeQions , 

There is no reaſon, but ] ſhall be bliade. 

If 1 can checke my erringlove, I will, 

Ifnot, to compaſſe her Ile vie my kill. 


Frennt. 


Scena Quinta. 


— —— — ——— 


Emer Speed and Launce. 


Speed, Launce,by mine honeſty welcome to Padua, 

Lan», Foriweare not thy felfe, ſweet youth, for | am 
not welcome. I reckon this alwaies,that a man is neuer 
| yndon till hee þe hang'd, nor never welcome to a place, 
till ſome certaine ſhot be paid, and the Fioſteffe ſay wel» 
come, 

Speed. Come-on you mad-cap : Ile tothe Ale-houſe 
with you preſently ; where, for one ſhor of five pence, 
chou (halt have five thouſand welcomes : But firha,how 


| did thy Maſter part with Madamny Julie ? 


Lax. Marry after they cloas'd in earnelt, they parted 
very fairely in ielt, 

Spee; Bur ſhall ſhe marry him? 

Las. No. 

Spee, How then ? ſhall he marry her? | 

Las, No, neither. 

pee What, are they broken? 
| No; they are both as whole as a fiſh, 

Spee, Why then, how ſtands the matter with them ? 

Las, Marry thus, when it ſtands well with him, it 
Rtands well with her. ; 

Spee, What an affe art thou,T vnderſtand thee nor, 

Lax. Whata blocke art thou, that thou canſt not ? 
My ſtaffe vnderftands me ? 

Spee. What thou ſailt ? 

Las. I,and what I do too : looke thee, Ile bur leane, 


| and my ſiaffe vnderſtands me. 


Spee. It ſtands vnder thee indeed, 

Lan, Why,ftand-vnder: and vnder-ftand is all one. 

Spee. Bur tell me true, wiPc be a arch? 

Las. Aske my dogge, if he ſay 1, it will F if hee ſay 
no, it will: hee ſhake his taile, and fay nothing , it 
will, 

Spee. The concluſion is then, chat it will. 

Las, Thou ſhalt neuer ger ſuch a ſecret from me, bur 
by a parable. 

Spee. *Tis well thacT ger ir ſo: but Lawxce, how f(aift 
thou that that my maſter is become a notable Louer ? 

Las. I neuer knew him otherwiſe, 

Spee, Then how? 

Las. A notable Lubber : as cthoureporreſt him to 
bee. 
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Spee. Why,thou whorſon Aﬀe,thou miftak'k me, 
Lav, Why Foole , I meavt not thee , I meant thy 

Mafter. 

Spee. Itell thee, my Mafter is become 2 hor Louer. 

Las. Why, 1 tellthee, I care not, though hee burne 
himſelfe in Loue. If thou wilt goe with me to the Ale- 
houſe : if not, thou art an Hebrew,a lew,and not worth 
the name of a Chriſtian, | 

Spee. Why ? | " 

Lax. Becauſe thou haſt not fomuch-charity in thee as 
to goe tothe Ale witha Chriſtian > Wilt thoy poe ? 

Spee, Atthy ſervice. 


Exenas, 


——_— — — 


Scena Sexta. 


® Enter Protheus ſolu. 


Pro. Toleaue my J#/:a; ſhall I be forſworne? 
To loue faire Silwia; ſhall I be forſworne? 
To wroag my friend, I ſhall\be mnch forſworne. 
And ev'n that Powre which gaue me firft my oath 
Prouokes me to this three-fold perinric, | 
Loue bad mee {weare,and Love bids me for-ſ{weare ; 
O ſweer-ſuggelting Loue, ifthou haſt fin'd, 
Teach me(thy rempred ſubieR) roexcule it, 
At firſt I did adore a twinkling Starr, 
Bur now I worſhip 4 celeſtiall Sunne : 
Vn-heedfoll yowes may heedfully be broken, 
And he wants wit, that wants refolued will, 


| Tolearne his wir, 'exchange the bad for better; 


Fie,fie,vnreverend tongue, to call her bad, - 
Whoſe ſoueraignty ſo oft thou haſt preferd , 
With twenty thouſand ſoule-confirming oathes, 
I cannot leaue to love; and yet I doe : 

Bur there I leaue to Joue, where 1 ſhould loue: 
[ulis 1 looſe,and Valentine | looſe, 


| If I keepe them, I needs muſt looſe my ſelfe: 


If 1looſe them, thus finde 1 by their lofſe, 

For Valentine, my ſclfe : for [ulia,Silxia, 

I to my ſelfe am deerer then a friend, 

For Love is ſtill moſt preciqus in ir ſclfe, 

And Si/nia (witneſſe heauen that made her faire) 

Shewes /ulia bur a (warthy Ethiope. 

I will torgert that /ulza is aliug , 

Remembring that my Loue to her is dead, 

And Valentine Te hold an Enemie, 

Ayming at Sulnia as a ſweeter friend. 

I cannot now proue conſtant to my ſelfe, 

Without ſome treachery vs'd te Valentine, 

This night he meancth with a Corded-ladder 

To climbe celeſtial! Si/nia's chamber window , 

My ſelfe in counfaile his cempertitor, 

Now preſently Ile giue her father notice 

Oftheir diſguifing and pretended flight : 

Who (ll inrag'd) will baniſh Valentine: 

For Thwrjo he intends ſhall wed his daughter, 

But Valentine being gon, Ile quickely creffe 

By ſome flietricke, blunt Therio's dull proceeding, 

Lowe lend me wings, to make my purpoſe ſwift 

As thou haſt lent me wit, to plot this drift. 

Exit, 
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Scena ſeptima, 


Enter Julia ard Lucetta, 
Iu]. Counſaile, Lucerta,gentle girle aſſiſt me, 


| Andeu'n in kinde Joue, I doe coniurethee, 


Who art the Table wherein all my choughts 
Are viſibly CharaQter'd, and engrau'd, 
To leſſon me, and tell me ſome good meane 
How with my honour [ may vndertake 
A iourney te my louing Prethers. 
Luc, Alas, the way 1s weariſome and long. 
Inl. Arrue-deuoted Pilgrime is not weary 
To meaſure Kingdomes with his feeble eps, 
Much leſſe ſhall ſhe that hath Loues wings to flie, 
And when the flight is made to one lo deere, 
Of ſuch diuine perfeCtion as Sir Protheus, 
Lu:, Better forteare,till Pretheus make returne, 
In/: Oh,know'(t } not, his looks are my ſoules food? 
Pirty the dearth that I have pinedin, ; 
By longing for that food ſo long a time, » 
Did thou but know the inly touch of Loue , 
1hou woulilſt as ſoone goe kindle fire with ſnow | 
As {-cke to quench the fire of Loue with words, 
Luc. 1 doe not ſeeke to quench your Loues hot fire, 
But qualihe rhe fires extreame rage , 
Leſt it ſhould burac aboue the bounds of reaſon, 
[+]. The more thou dam it vp,the more it burnes: 
The Current chat with gentle murmure glides 
(Thou know'R) being ttop'd,iimpatiently doth rage: 
But when his faire courle 1s not hindered , 
He makes ſweet mulicke with thenameld tones, 
Giuing a gentle kiſſe to every ledge 
- He over-taketh in his pilgrimage. 
And ſo by many winding nookes he ſtraics 
With willing ſport to the wilde Ocean. 
Then let me goe,and hinder not my courſe : 
Tle be as patient as a gentle [treame, 
And make a paſtime of each weary ſtep, 
Till the laſt ſtep hane brought me to my Loue, 
And there lle reſt,as after much turmoile 
A bleſſed (oule doth in Elizuum. 
Luc, But in what habit will you goe along ? 
Iul. Notlike a woman, for I would prevent 
The looſe encounters ot laſciuious men : 
Geutle Lucerte, fit me with ſuch weedes | 
As may beſeeme ſome well reputed Page. 
Luc, Why then your Ladiſhip muſt cut your haire. 
I/, Nogirle,lle knir it vp in filken ſtrings, 
With twentie od-conceited true-loue knors : 
To be fantaſtique, may become a youth 
Ot greater time then I ſhall ſhew to be, (ches? 
Lac, \V hat faſhion (Madam) ſhall I make your bree- 
[u!. That fits as well,as tell me(good my Lord) 
What compaſle will you weare your Farthingale? 
Why eu'n what faſhion thou belt Iikes(Lacerta.) 
Luc. You muſt needs haue the with a cod-peece (Ma- 
[al. Out, out,( Lucettc)that wilbe illfauourd. (dam) 
Luc. Around hoſe(Madam)now's not worth a pin 
Valeſſe you have a cod-peece to ſtick pins on, 
Iul. Lucetta,as thou lou'ſt me let me have 
What thouthink*lt meet, and is molt mannerly, 
Burt tell me(wench) how will the world repute me 
For vndertaking ſo vnſtaid a iourney ? 
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Theiwo Gentlemen kane, 


— 


I feare me it will make me (candaliz'd, 
Luc. It you thinke ſo, then ſtay at home, and genor. 
1s/. Nay, that I will not, eines 
Luc. Then never dreame on Infamy,but go 2 

If Prothexs like your iourney, when you come, 

No matter who's diſpleas'd, when you are gone: | 

I feare me he will ſcarce be pleas'd with all, 

Iul. That is the leaſt(Lacerrs)of my feare : 

A thouſand oathes, an Ocean of his teares, 

And inſtances of infinite of Loue, 

Warrant me welcome to my Protbems, 

Luc, All theſe are ſeruants to deceitfull men, 
ul, Baſe men, that vſe themto ſo baſe effeR; 

Bur truer ſtarres did gouerne Prothews birth, 

His words are bonds, his oathes are oracles, 

His loue (incere, his thoughts immaculzte, 

His teares,pure meſſengers, ſent from his heart, 

His heart, as far from fraud;as heauen from earth. 

Luc. Pray heau'n he proue ſo when you come to him, 

Inl, Now,as thou lou'ſt me,do him not that wrong, | 
To beare a hard opinion of his truth: 
Onely deſerue my love, by louing bim, 
And preſently goe with me to my chamber | 
Totake a note of what IRand in need of, | 
To furniſh me vpon my longing iourney : 
All that is mine | leaue at thy diſpoſe , 

My goods, my Lands, my reputation, 

Onely, in lieu thereof, diſpatch me hence : 

Come ; anſwere not : but to it preſently, 

I am impatient of my tarriance, 


Exenn. 
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Atus T ertius,Scena Prima. 


muy. 


Enter Duke, Tharie, Prothema,V alentine, 
Lawnce, Speed. 


Duke. Sir Thurio,giue vs leaue(I pray)a while, 
We hape ſome lecrets to confer about. 
Now tell me Prothexs, what's your will with me ? 
Pro. My gracious Lord,that which I wold diſcover, 
The Law ot friendſhip bids me to conceale, 
But when I call tominde yonr gracious fauours 
Done to me (vndeſcruing as I am) 
My dutie pricks me on to ytterthar 
Which elſe,no worldly good ſhould draw from me: 
Know (worthy Prince) Sir Valentine my friend 
This night intends ro fteale away your daughter : 
My ſelfe am one made priuy to theplot. 
I know you haue determin'd to beſtow her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter bates , 
And ſhould ſhe thus be ſtolne away from you , 
It would be much yexation to your age. 
Thus (for my duties ſake) I rather choſe 
To croſle my friend in his intended drift, 
Then (by concealing it) heap on your head 
A pack of ſorrowes, which would prefſe you downe 
(Being vnprevented) to your timeleſle graue. 
Duke. Prothews, I thank thee for thine honeſt care, 
Which to requite, command me while I live, 
This loue of theirs, my ſelfe haue often ſeene , 
Haply when they haue iudg'd me faſt aſleepe, 
And oftentimes haue purpoy'd to forbid 


Sir 
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Sir Valentine her companie; md my Court. | 
| Bur fearing teſt my tealous ayme mightetrre; 
And ſo (vaworrhily) diſgracethe man. ' 

(A raſhneſſe thar I euer yet haueſhun'd) 

I gaue him gentle lookes; thereby to firide 
That which thy ſelfe haſt now'difclos'd tome. 

| Andthar thou maiſt perceive my feare of thiv, 
Knowing that tender youth is ſoone ſuggeſted, 
' Inightly lodge her im an ypper Towre, 

The key wherevf, my ſelfe hve ever kept : 
And thence ſhe cannot be conuay'd away, 

Pro. Know (noble Lord)they haue deniv'd a meane 
How he her chamber-window will aſcend, 

And with a Corded-ladder ferch her downe: 
For which, the youthfull Lover now is gone, 
And this way comes he with it preſently, 
Where (if it pleaſe you) you may intercept him. 
But (good my Lotd) doe it focunningly = 
That my diſcovery be not aimed at : 
For, loue of you, not hate-vntomy friend, 
Hath made me publiſher of this pretence. 

Duke, Vpon mine Honor, he ſhall neuer know. 

That I had any light froth thee of this, 
Pro. Adiew, my Lord, Sir Valentine is comming; 
Duk, Sir Palentine, whether away to fatt ? 
Val. Pleaſe it your Grace, there is a Meſſenger 
| Thar ſtayes ro beare my Letters ro my friends, 
AndI am going to deliuer them. 
'  D»k, B<= they of much import? 

Val. The tenure of them doth bur ſignifie 
My health, and happy being ar your Courr, 

Dak, Nay then no matter : ſtay with me a while, 
lamto Up 4 with thee of ſome affaires 
That touch me neere : wherein thou muſt be ſecrer. 
'Tis not ynktiown to thee, that I have ſought 
To match my friend Sir Thwrio, to my daughter. 

Val. 1 know ir well (my Lord) and ſure the Match 
Were rich and honourable : befides, the gentleman 
Is full of Vertue, Bounty, Worth, and Qualities 
Beſeeming ſuch a Wife,as your faire daughrer : 
Cannot your Grace win her to fancic him ? 

Dw#k. No,ruft me, She is peeuiſh, ſullen,froward, 
Prowd, diſobedient, ftubborne, lacking duty, 
Neither regarding that ſhe is my childe, 

Nor fearing me, as if I were her father: 

| And may I ſay to thee, this pride of hers 

(Vpon aduice) hath drawne my loue from her, 

And where | thoughttheremnant of mine age 
Should haue beene cheriſh'd by her child-like durie, 
I'now am full reſolu'd to take a wife, | 

And turne her out, to who will take her in: 

Then let her beauty be her wedding dowre:. 

For me, and my poſſeſſions ſhe eſteemes nor. 

Val. What would your Grace have merodo in this? 

Dub. There is a Lady in Verona heere 
Whom I affeQ : but ſhe is nice, and coy, 

And naught efteemes my aged eloquence. 
Now therefore would Thaue thee to my Tutor 
(For long agone I have forgorto court , 
Beſides the fafhion of the time is chang'd) 
How, and which way I may beſtow my ſelfe 
To be regarded in her ſun-bright eye. £ 

Val. Win her with gifts, if ſhe reſpe& norwords, 
Dumbe Tewels often intheirfilentkiode 2 
Morethen quicke words,doe moue's womminyminde. 

Dk, But ſhe did feorne apreſent that Iſent ber, 
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| Flatter, and 


| 


| 
| 


1 1pray thee let me feele thy cloake vpon me. 


Val. A woman ſomtimeſcorns what beſt ebtents her, 
Send her another : never giue herore, | 
For ſcorne at firſt, makes after-loue the more, 

It ſhe doe frowne, *tis not in hate of you, 

But rather to beger more loue m you, 

If ſhe dee chide, 'tis not to haue you gene, 

For why, the fooles are mad, if left alone: 

Take no repulſe, what euer ſhe doth ſay, 

For,get you gon, ſhe doth not meane away, 

praiſe, commend, extoll their graces : 
Though nere fo blacke, ſay they haue Angellsfaces, ' * 
That man that hath a tongue, I ſay is no man, 
If with his-rongue he cannot win a woman, 

D#k, Bur ſhe I meane;ispromis'd by het friends 
Vuto a youthfull Gentteman of worth, 3 21,2 | 
nd kept ſeverely from rforrt ofmen, (2 beth. | 
That no man hath acceſle by-day to her, | 

Val. Why then I wouldrefort rother by night. : | 

Dk, I, but the doores be lockr, and keyes kepc lafe, | 
That no man hath recourſe to her by-nighr. #1 

Ual. Whar lerrs but one may enter at her window ? | 

Dat, Her chambgg is aloft, far from the ground, 

And built fo ſheluing,that-one cannoc climbe - - 
Without apparant hazard of his life, does! 

Ual. Why then a Ladder quaintly made of Cords 
Tocaoſt vp, with a pare of anchoring hookes, 

Would ſerue to ſcale another Hero's towre, 
So bold Leander would adventureſit, © 

D#k. Now as thou art a Gentleman of blood 
Aduiſe me, where I may haue ſuch a Ladder. 

Val. When would youvſeir? pray fir,tel}mie that, 

Duk, This very aight ; for Loucis like a childe 
Thar longs for every thing that he can come-by, 

Val. By leauen a clock ile get you ſucha Ladder. 

D#*k But harke thee : I will goe to her alone, 

How ſhall I beft conuey the Ladder thither? 
Val. Ie will belight (my Lord)that you niaybeare it 
Vader a cloake, that is of any length, TY, 

Dwk. Acloake as long as thine will ſcrue the turne? 

Ual. I my good Lerd, q | 

Dak, Then let me ſee thy cloake, 

Ile yer me one of ſuch another length, | 

Val. Why any cloake will ſeruerthe turn (my Lord) 

Duk. How ſhall I faſhion me to weare a cloake ? 


What Letrer is this ſame ? what's here? to Silnia? 
And heere an Engine fit for my proceeding, 
Ile be ſo bold ro breake the ſeale for once. 


MN thoughts do harbour wub my Silnia nightly, 
And [laxes they are to me, that ſend them flymg. 
Oh, could their Maſter come, and goe as lightly, 
Himſelfe would lodge where ( ſenceles) they ave tying. 
My Herald Thoughts, in thy pure boſome reſt-thems, 
While I (therr King) that thither them importane 
Doe curſe the grace that with ſuch grace hath bleſt them, 
Becauſe my ſelfe doe want my ſeruants fortune, 

1 curſe my ſelfe, for they are ſent by me, | 

That they ſhould barboxr where their Lord ſhould be, 


What's here ? Silnia, thy night 1 will enfranchiſe thee. 
'Tis ſo : and heere's the Ladder for the purpoſe, 
Why Phaeton (for thou art CMerops fonne ) 

Wilt thou aſpire to guide the heauenly Car ? 

And with thy daring folly burne the world ? 

Wilt chou reach ſtars, becauſe they ſhine on thee ? 
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The wo Gentlemenof Verona. 


| Goe baſe Intruder, ouer-weening Slaue, 
Beſtow thy fawning {mileson <quall mazes, 
And thinke my patience, (morethen thy deſert) 
Is priuiledge for thy departure hence, 
Thanke me tor this, more then for all the fauors 
Which (all roo-much) 1 haue beſtowed onthee, 
Burtif thoulinger in my Territories { 
Longer then (witcelt expedition 
W1ll giue thee time to leaue our royal! Cour, 
By heauen, my wrath ſhall farre exceed rhe4ouc 
[ euer bore my daughter, or thy ſelfe. 
Be gone, I willnot heare thy vaine excuſe, 
Burt as thou lou'ſt thy lite,make ſpeed from hence. 
Val. And why not death,rather then luing torment? 
To die, is to be baniſhtfrommy ſelte , 
And S:lsi4is my (clfe : baniſh'd from her 
[s ſelfe from ſelfe. A deadly baniſhment : 
{| What light, is light, if Silwrs be not ſcene ? 
1 What oy is ioy, if S/aie be not by? 
| Vanleſſe it be to thinke that ſhe is by 
And feed upon the ſhadow of pertection. 
Except I be by S:/mra in thenight, 
There is no muficke in the Nightingale. 
| Vnleſſe I looke on Siinie in the day, 
There is no day for me to looke vpon, 
Shee is my efſence, and I leaue to be ; 
If I be not by her taire influence 
Foſter'd, illumin'd, cheriſh'd, kept aliuc. 
I flie nordeath, to flie his deadly doome, 
'Tarry I heere, L bur attend on death, 
Bur flie 1 hence, I flie away from life. 
Pro. Run(boy) run, run, and ſecke him our, 
Laws. $o-hough, Sos hough 
Pro, What ſeeſt thou ? 
| Las, Himwe goeto fade, 
{ There's not a haire on's head, but Vis a Valentine, 
Pro. Valentine ? 
Val. No. 
| Pro, Whothen? his Spirit ? 
fr. Neither, 
Pro, What then ? 
Ua!. Nothing. 
Las. Can nothing ſpeake? Mafter, ſhall I fitike? 
Pro, Who would(t thou ſtrike ? 
Lan, Nothing. 
Pro.. Villaine, forbeare. 
Las. Why Sir, lle ftrike nothinge I pray you. 
Pro. Sirha, I ſay forbeare: friend YValextme,a word. 
Val, My eares are ſtopr, & cannot hear good newes, 
| So much of bad already hath poſſeft them, 
Pro, Then in dumbe filence will I bury mine, 
For they are harſh, vn=tuncable, and bad, 
Vat. 1s Silwia dead? 
Prn, No, Valentine. 
Val. No Valentine indeed, for {acred Silnia, 
Hath (ke forſworne me ? 
Prs, No, Valentme. 
Val. No Valentine, if Siluia have forlworne me, 
What is your newes ? 
Las, Sir, there is a proclamation, yyouare vaniſhed, 
Pro, That thou art baniſh'ds: oh that's the newes, 
From hence, from $:/#:4,and from me thy friend, 
al. Oh, I haue fed vpon this woe already, 
And now exceſle of it will make me furtet. 
Doth S:/xia know that T am baniſh'd ? 
|  Py2, 1, 1: and ſhe hath offered to the doome 
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( Which ſands in effeRuall force) 

A Seaof meking ,which ſome call reares; - 

Thoſe at her fathers chucliſb feere (he render, 

With them vpon her knees, her humble ſelfe, |} 

Wringing her hands, whoſe whitenes ſo became them 4 

As if but now they waxed pale for woe : 

Bur neither bended knees, pure hands held vp, 

Sad ſ1ghes, deepe grones, nor filuer-ſhedding teares 

Could penetrate her yncompaſſionate Sire ; 

Burt Valentine, it he be tance, muſt die, 

Befides, her interceſſion chaf'd bim fo , 

When ſhe for thy repeale was ſuppliant, 

That to cloſe priſon he commanded her, 

With many birter zhreats of biding there. | 
Val. Nomore: ynles the next wordthat thou ſpeak'(t |. 

Haue ſome malignant power ypon my life : 

It ſo: I pray thee breath it in mine eare, 

As ending Antheme of my endleſſe dolor, 

Pro, Ceaſe to lament for that thou canſt not hel 

And ftudy helpe for that which thou lament, 
Time is the Nurſe, and breeder of all good ; 
Here, it thou (tay,thou canſt not ſee thy loue ; 
Belides,thy ſtaying will abridge thy life : 
Hopeis a louers (tafte, walke hence with that 
And manage it, againſt deſpairing thoughts : 
Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence, 
Which, being writ to me, ſhall be deliuer'd 
Enen inthe milke-white botome of thy Loue. 
The time now ſerves not to expoſtulate, 

Come, Ile conuey thee through the City-gate, 

Andere I part with thee, confer at large 

Ofall char may concerne thy Cation : 

As thou lou'{t Silwia (iHMigh not for thy ſelfe) 
Regard thy danger,and along with me, 

Val. lpray thee Lawsce,and if thou ſceſbgny Boy 
Bid him qzake haſte,and meer me atthe North-gate, 

Pro. Goe (irha, finde him out : Come Valentine. 

Val Oi my deere Silaia; hapleſle Valentine, 

L awnce, I am but a foole, looke yau , and yer I haue 
the witto thinke my Maſteris a kinde of a knaue : but 
that's all one, if he be but one knaue : He liues not now 
that knowes meto be in loue, yer Lamin loue,, but a 
Tecme of horſe ſhall not plucke that from me : nor who 
'ris I loue : and yet 'tis a woman; but what woman, I 
will nottell my ſelfe: and yer*tis a Milke-maid : yet 'cis 
not a maid: for ſhee hath had Goſlips : yet 'tisa maid , 
for ſhe is her Maſters maid, and ſerues for wages, Shee 
hath more qualities then a Water-Spaniell , which is 
much in a bare Chriſtian : Heere is the Cate-log of her 
Condition, Jnprims, $hee can fetch and carry : why 
a horſe can doe no more ; nay, a horſe cannot fercb,buc 
onely carry, therefore is ſbee better then a Jade, tems. 
She can milke, looke you, a ſweet vertue in a maid with 
cleane hands. 

Speed. How now Signior Lawnce ? what newes with 
your Maſterſhip ? 

La. With my Maſterſhip ? why, it is at Sea': 

Sp. Well, your old vice ſtill: miſtake the word: what 
newes then in your paper? 

Le. The black'{t newes that ener thou heard'ſt. 

Sp. Why man? how blacke? 

La, Why, as blackeas Inke. 

Sp. Letme read them? 

Ls. Fie on thee Tolt-head, thou capft not read; 

Sp: Thou lyeſt : 1can, 

Za, I will try thee : tell me this : who begor thee? 


5p. Marry, | 
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' breath, 


| faſt : read on. 


| talke, 


| La, Ohvillaine,that ſet this downe among her vices; 
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Grand-mother : this proves thasthou cank not read, 

Sp. Came: foale, come 4 airy meinthy papers 

Las. There : 30d SNichdlas be thy (peed. 

Sp. Inprimis ſhe can milke.; | 

La. 1hatſhecan, +: 1 | 

Sp. Item, ſhe brewes.gagd Ale. = 
., La. Andihercof cames the prouerbe: (Bleſſing of 
Jour beart yas brew gaed Ale,) 

Sp. Itemyſhe can (owe. | 

| La. That's as muchas to lay (Canſhe ſo?) 
Sp. Icem (hg can knit... © | 
La. Whatnecde a man care for a ſtock with a wench, 
When ſhe can knit him a ſhacke ? 

Sp. Item,ſhe can waſh and ſcoure, 

La. A ſpecia!l vertue ; farihgſhee neede not be 
waſh'd,and ſcowr'd. 

Sp. Item,ſhe can ſpin, 

La. Then gaay | {erthe world on wheeles, when ſhe 
can ſpin for her liviog., - 

Sp, Item,(he hath many nameleſle vertues. | | 

La. That's as much as to ſay Baſtard-vertues : that 
indeede know not their fathers; and therefore haye no 
names. h 

Sp. Here follow her vices. 

Le. Clolec at the heeles of her vertues. -. - 

Sp. Item, {nee isnot to be faſting in reſpeR of hex 


_—_ 


La. Well : that fault may be mended with a break- 


Sp, Item,(he hath a ſweet mouth, 

La, That makes amends for her ſoure breath, 

Sp. Item,ſhe doth talke in her {leepe. 

Las It s no matter for that; ( qee (Ieepe nat in her 


Sp. Item,ſhe is (low in words. 


To below in words,is a womans onely yertve : 

I pray thee out with'c, and place ut for her chicte vertve. 
Sp, . Item, ſhe is proud, 
La. Out with that too : 

It was Ewes legacie,and cannot be t'anc from her. 

Sp. Item, ſhehath noteeth, | f 

La. 1 care not for that neither : becauſel loue cruſts- 

Sp. Item,ſhe is curſt, 

La. Well : the beſt is, ſhe hathno teeth to bite. 

Sp. Item,ſhe will often praiſe her liquor. 

La. If her liquor be good,ſhe ſhall - if ſbe will not, 
I will; for gogd things ſhould bepraiſcd. 

Sp, Iceny,he is tooliberall, | 

La. Ofher tongue ſhe cannot zfor that's writ downe 
ſhe is ſlow of: of her purſe, ſhee ſball not, for thar ile 
keepe ſhut : Now,of another thing ſhee may, and that 
cannot I helpe, Well, proccede. | 

Sp. Item, {hee hath more haire then wit, and more 
faults then haires, and more wealth then faults. 

La. Skap there : Ile haue her ; ſhe was mine, and not 
mine, twice ar thricein that laſt Article: rehearſe that 
once more. 

Sp. Item, ſhe hath more haiechen wit, | 

La. More haite thenwit zit may be ileprove it : The 
couer of the ſalt, hides the (alt, and it is more 
then the ſalt; the heire that covers the wir, js more 


| pe Monpoboien of my Gand-tfabers,/, |; . | 
Ohillucraiclogroses 4 it was the ſonne of thy 


then the wjtz tfos the greater hidcs the lefſe: Whar's | 


next ? 


tt. 


| 
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Sp. And more faults then haires, 

La That's monftrous > oh that that were our. 

Sp. And more wealth then favlcs. 

La. Why that word makes the foults gracious: 
Well, ile haue her: andif it bea match, as nothing is 
impoſſible, 

Sp, What then? 

La, Why then, will I tell thee, that thy Maſter ftaies 
for thee at the North gate. 

Sp. For me? 

Ls. For thee? I,who art thou? he bath ſaid for a bet- 
ter man then thee. 

Sp. And muſt I goeto him ? 

La. Thou muſt run to himgfor thou halt Raid to long, 
that going will ſcarcelerve the turne. 

Sp. Why didft nox tell me ſooner ? 'pox of your loue 
Lecters. 

La, Naw will he be ſwing 'd for reading my Letter; 
An vnmannerly (laue , that will thruſt bimſelfe into ſe- 
crets:lle after,to reioyce inthe boyes correRtid. Exeunt. 


S—— 


te , 


Scena Secundi. 


Re —_— 


Enter Duke, Thario, Protheac, 


Ds. Sir Tharie,feare not, but that ſhe will loue you 
Now /al/entme is baniſh'd from her ſight, 

Th. Since bisexile ſhe hath de(pis d me moſt, 
Forlworne my company, and rail'd at me, 

That | am delperate of obtaining her. 

D#. This weake impreſle of Loue, is as 2 figure 
Trenched in ice, which with an houres heate 
Diflolues to water, and doth looſe his forme, 

A little time will melt her frozen thoughts, 
And worthlefſe Valentine ſhall be forgot, 
How now fir Prothexs, is your countriwan 
(According to our Proclamation) goa ? 

Pre, Gon, my good Lord, 

Da. My daughter takes his going grieuouſly ? 

Pro, Alietletime (my Lord) will kill that griefe, 

Du. Solbelecue: but Thyriothinkes nor (o ; 
Protheus, the good conceit] hold of thee, 

(For chou haſt ſhowne ſome figne of good deſert) 
Makes me the berter to confer with thee. 

Pro, Longer then I proue loyall to your Grace, 
Let me not liue,to looke ypon your Grace, 

Ds. Thou know'ſt how willingly,I would effe&t 
The match betweene fir Thario,and my daughter 2 

Pre. I doe my Lord, 

Ds. Andallo,] thinke, thou art not ignorant 
How ſhe oppoſes her againſt my will ? 

Pro. She did my Lordgwhen Valentine was here, 

Ds. 1,and perucrſly,ſhe perſcuers ſo - 

What might we doe to make the girle forget 
The loue of Valentime,and louec fir Thwrio? 

Pro, The beſt way is,to ſlander Valewtine, 
With falſchood,cowardize, and poore diſcent : 
Three things, that women highly hold in hate, 

Ds, I, but ſhe'll thioke, that it is ſpoke in hate, 

Pro. 1, if his enemy deliver it. 

Therefore it muſt with.circumſtance be ſpoken 
By one, whom ſhe eſteemeth as his friend, 

D#. Then you muſt vadertake co {lander him, 

_—_ 


— 


| 
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L ipecially againſt his very friend, 
 - Du. Where your good word cannot aduantage him, 
| Your ſlander never can endamage him; 
Fherefore the office rs indifferent, 
Being intreated to ic by your triend, 
Pro. You have preuail'd (my Lord) if I can doe it 
By ought that I can ſpeake in his diſpraiſe, 
She ſhall not long continue louets him : 
ur lay this weede her loue from Yalentine, 
ic followes not that the will loue hr Three. 
Th. Therefore,as you veywinde her loue from him; 
j Leaſtic ſhould rauell,and be good to none, 
| You muſt prouideto bottome it on me: 
; Which muſt be done, by praiſing me as much 
As you,in worth diſpraile, fir Valentme. 
D#, And Prothera,we dare truft you in this kinde, 
Becauſe we know (on Valentines repor:) 
You are already loues firme-votary, 
And cannot ſoone reuolt, and change your minde, 
V pon this warrant, ſhall you have accellc, 
Where you,with Siwia,may contcrre at larye. 


- 


| 
| 
| 


+ For ſheis lumpiſh, heauy, mellancholly, 


And (for your friends ſake) will be glad of yon 
Where you may temper her, by your periwalion, 
To hate yong Ualentire,and loue my triend. 

Pro. As much as I can doe, I will effect : 
But you (ir Thwro,are not ſharpe enough : 
You muſt lay Lime,to tangle her dehires 
By walefull Sonnets, whoſe compoſed Rimes 
Should be full fraught with ſerviceable vowes, 

Ds. I,much is the force of heanen-bred Poehe, 
| Pro, Saythatvponthe altarof her beauty 
You ſacrifice your teares,your ſ1ghes,your heart : 
Writetill your inke be dry: and with your teares 
Moiſt it agaiue: and frame ſome fceling line, 
That may diſcover ſuch integrity : 
For Orpheus Lute,was ftrung with Poets hnewes, 
| Whole golden touch could ſoften ſteele and ſtones; 
Make Tygers tame,and huge Leniathans 
Forlake vaſounded deepes,to dance on Sands. 
After your dire-lamenting tlepies, | 
Viſit by night your Ladies chamber-window 
With {ome {weer Conſort; To their Inftruments 
Tune a deploring dumpe : the nights dead filence 
Will well become ſuch ſweer complaining grievance : 
T!:is, or elle nothing, will inherit her. 

D#, This diſcipline,ſhowes thou haſt bin in lone. 

Th. And thy aduice,thisnight,ile put in praQtife : 
Theretore,ſweet Prothew,my direCtion-giner, 
Let vs intothe Cuty preſently 
To tort ſome Gentlemen,well skil'd in Muſicke, 
I haue a Sonnet, that will ſerue the turne 
To giue the on-ſet to thy good aduile, 

Ds. About itGentlemen. 

Pro, We'll wait vpon your Grace, till afcer Supper, 
And afterward determine our proceedings. 

D#s, Eucn now about it,l will pardon you, Exennr. 


—— ——— 


— 


” Wy 


eAftnus Ouartus. Sceena Prima. 


Enter V alentine,Speed,and certaine Ont-lawes, _ 
1.Owt-l. Fellowes, ftand faſt : I ſcea paſſenger, 


| 


2.0ut, ]f chete be ten,ſhrinke not;but down with'em. 
3.0»r. Stand fir,and throw ys that you have abour'ye. 
If not : we'll make youſit, and rifle you, - 
Sp. Sir we are yndone ; theſe are the Villaines 
Thar all the Trauailers doe feare ſo much; 
Ual. My friends. 
1.Out, That's not ſo, fir : we are your enemies, 
2. Out. Peace: we'll heare him. 
3-Owt, I by my beard will we : for he is a proper man. 
Val, Then know that I have little wealelite looſe; 
A man I am, croſs'd with aduerhiie : | 
My riches, are theſe poore habiliments, 
Ot which, if you ſhould here disfurniſh me, 
You take the ſum and ſubſtance that I have, 
2.0ut, Whether trauell you? 
Val. To Verona. 
1.0ut, Whence came you ? 
Ual. From Millame. 
3.0, Haue you long ſoiourn'd there ? (Raid, 
Val. Some fixteene moneths, andlonger might hanc 
If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 
1.0ut. What, were you baniſh'd thence ? 
Val. 1 was. 
2.Out. For what offence? 
Val. For that which now torments me to rehearſe; 
I kil'd a man, whoſe death | much repent, 
Bur yer I flew him manfully,in fight, 
W thour falſe vantage, or baſetreachery. 
1.0«t. Why nere repent it,if it were done ſo; 
But were you baniſht for ſo ſmall a fault? 
Val. 1 was, and held me glad of ſuch a doome, 
2.0ut. Haue you the Toogues ? 
Val. My youthfull trauaile,therein made me happy, 
Or elle I often had beene often miſerable. 
2.One. By the bare ſcalpe of Robin Heed: fat Fryer, 


- —<— = — ————— —_—— — > ——-- w—_ 
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This fellow were a King, tor our wilde faRtion. 
1.0#t. We'll have him : Sirs, a word, 
Sp. Maſter, be one of chem: 
It's an honourable kinde of theeuery, 
Val. Peace villaine, 
2.0ut. Tell vsrhis ; hauc youany thing to take to? 
al. Nothing but my fortune. 
2.Out, Know then,that ſome of vs are Gentlemen, 
Such as the fury of vngouern'd youth 
Thruſt from the company of awfull men, 
My telfe was from /erona baniſhed, 
For practiſing to ſteale away a Lady, 
And heire and Neece, alide'ynto the Duke, 
2.0ur, And 1 from Mantss for a Gentleman, 
Who,in my moode,] ftab'd vnto the heart, 
1.0#;, AndI,for ſuch like petty crimes as theſe, 
Burt tothe purpoſe: for we cite our faults, 
Thar they may hold excus'd our lawlefſe lives ; 
And partly ſeeing you are beautifide 
With goodly ſhape ; and by your owne report, 
A Linguiſt,and a man of ſuch perfeRion, 
As wedoe in our quality much want. 
2.Owut, Indeede becauſe you area baniſh'd man, 
Therefore,aboue the reſt, we parley to you : 
Are you content to be our Generall ? 
To make a vertue of neceſſity, 
And liue as we doe in this wildernefle? 
3.0ur. What ſaiſt chou? wile thou be of our conſort ? 
ay I.and bethe capraine of vs all : | 
Yeu doe thee howage,and be rul'd by thee, 


ouc thee,as our Commander,and our King. 
1.0m, 
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1.Out, Bur if thou ſcorne our curtefie, thou dyeſt, 


Val. 1 take your offer,and will live with you, (fer'd. 
Prouided that you dono outrages | 
On filly women,or poore paſſengers. 

3-Ont, Nogwe deteſt ſuch vile baſe praftiſes, 
Come, goe with vs, we'll bring thee ro our Crewes, 


' W bich,with our ſelues,all reſt at thy diſpoſe, 


And ſhow thee all the Treaſure we haue got ; 
Exewnt. 


—_— 
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Sena Secunda. 
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Enter Protheus ,Thurie, Inlia, Hoſt Muſitian,Silnig, 


Pro. Already haue I bin falſe to Valentine, 
And now I mult be as vaiuſt to Therso , 
Vnder the colour of commending him, 
I haue acceſſe my owne loue to prefer, 
But S/vis is too faire,tootrue,too holy, 
To be corrupted with my worthleſle guifts ; 
' When [proteſt true loyalty to her, 
Shetwits me with my falſehood to my friend ; 
Whento her beauty I commend my yowes, 
She bids me thinke how I haue bin forſworne 
In breaking faith with /«/is,whom I lou'd ; 
And notwirhitanding all her ſodaine quips, 
The leaſt whereof would quell a louers hope - 
Yet (Spaniel-like) the more ſhe ſpurnes my loue, 
The more it growes,and fawneth on her ſtill; 
But here comes Thwrio ; now muſt we to her window, 
And giue ſome euening Muſique to her care, 

. Hownow,fir Protbews,arc you crept before vs ? 

Pro, I gentle Thwrio,for you know that loue 
Will creepe in ſeruice, where it cannot goe. 

Th. 1,but I hope, Sir,that you loue nar here. 

Pre. Sir, but ] doe: or eiſe I would be hence. 

Th. Who, Silnia? 

Pra, 1,Suluia, for your ſake, 

Th. Ithanke you for your owne : Now Gentlemen 
Let's tune :and too it luſtily a while, 

He. Now,my yong gueſt; me thinks your' allycholly ; 
I pray you why is it ? 
In. Marry(mine Hoſt) becauſe I cannot be merry. 

. He. Come, we'll haue you merry: ile bring you where 
you ſhall heare Muſique, and ſce the Gentleman that 
you ask'd for, 

Is. But ſhall I heare him ſpeake. 
Ho. I that you ſhall, 

Is. That will be Muſique. 

He. Harke,harke, 

Is. 1s he among theſe? 

He. 1: but peace, let's heare'm., 


Song. Who « Silmia? what is ſhe ? 

That all wr Swaines commend ber ? 
Holy faire,and wiſe is ſhe, 
The beaxen ſuch grace did lend her, 

- that (be might admired be. 
Is ſbe kinde as foe ts faire ? 

| For beauty lines with kindneſſe : 

Lone doth to ber eyes repaire, 
To helpe bizs of bus Glindueſſe : 


2.Owut, Thou ſhalc not live,to brag what we haue of. | 


T be two Gentlemen of Verona. 


| 


——_— 
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Hnd being bely'd,inbabits there. 
Then to Silma Jet vs ſing, 
Thar Silwia is excelling ; 
Sbe excels each mortall thing 
Vpon the dull earth dwellme, 
To her let vs Garland: ug. 


Ho. How now? are you ſadder then you were before; 
How doe you, man? the Muicke likes you nor. 
Is. You miſtake : the Mufitian likes me not. 
Ho. \Why,my pretty youth ? 
In. He plaies falſe (father.) 
Ho, How,out of tune on the ſtrings, 
lu. Notſo : buryert 
So falſe that he grigues my very heart-ſtrings. 
He. You haue a quicke eare. (heart. 
1%, 1,1 would 1 were deafe : it makes me have a ſlow 
Ho, 1 perceive you delighenot in Muſique, 
Is, Not a whit, when it iars ſo. 
Ho, Harke, what fine change is inthe Muſique. 
Is, I :thatchange is the ipight. 
Ho. Y ou would have them alwaies play bur one thing, 
Iz. 1 would alwaies haue one play but one thing, 
Bue Hoſt,doth this Sir Protbews,that we talke op, 
Nften reſort ynto this Gentlewoman ? ; 
Ho. Itell you what Lawnce his man told me, 
He lou'd her out of all nicke, 
lu, Where is Launce? | 
Ho. Gonetofecke his dog, which to morrow,by his 
Maſters command, hee muſt carry for a preſent to his 
Lady. 
he. Peace,ftand afide,the company parts, 
Pro. Sir 1hurw,feare not you, 1 will ſo pleade, 
That you ſhall ſay,my cunnipg drift excels. 
Th, Where meete we? 
Pre. At Saint Gregories well, 
Th. Farewell. 
Pre. Madam: good eu'nto your Ladiſhip. 
S$:{, I thanke you for your Muhique(Gentlemen) 
Who is that that ſpake 2 
Pro, One (Lady)it you knew his pure hearts truth, 
Yeu would quickly learne toknow him by his voice. 
Sil, Sir Prothews, as | take it, fr 
Pro. Sir Protbew(gentle Lady)and your Servant, 
Sil. What's your will? 
Pro. That I may compaſſe yours. 
$1. You haue your wiſh : my will is even this, 
That preſently you hic you home to bed : 
Thou fubrile,periur'd,falſe, diſloyall man : 
Think' chou I am ſo ſhallow,ſo conceirleſle, 
To be ſeduced by thy flattery, 
Thar has't deceiu'd ſo many with thy yowes ? 
Rerurne,returne. and make thy loue amends : 
For me(by this pale queene of night I ſweare) 
I am ſo farre from granting thy requeſt, 
That 1 deſpiſe thee, for thy wrongfull ſuite; 
And by and by intend to chide my ſelfe, 
Euen for this time I ſpend in talking to thee, 
Pro, I grant (ſweet loue) that I did loue a Lady, 
Bur ſhe is dead, 
Is. 'Twere falſe,if I ſhould ſpeake it; 
For I am ſure ſhe is not buried. 
Sil. Say that ſhe be : yer Valentine thy friend 
Suruiues ; to whom (thy ſelfe art witneſſe) 
Iam bertroth'd ; and art thou not aſham'd 


| To wrong him, with thy importunacy ? 


Pro, 
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Pres. I likewiſe heatc that Valente is dead, 
Si. And ſo ſuppoſe am I; for in her graue 
Aſſure thy (elfe,my loue js buried. | 
Pro, Sweet Lady,let mertake it from the earth, 
$44. Goeto thy Ladies graue and call hers thence, 
Or at the leaſt,in hers,ſepulcher thine. 
[ul. He heard not that, 
Pro, Madam: if your heart be ſo obdurate : 
Vouchſafe ie yet your Picture for wy loue, 
The Picture that is havging in your chamber : 
To that ile ſpeake,to that ile figh and weepc : 
For fince the ({ubſtance of your perfcRt ſelfc 
Is elſe deuoted, | am but a ſhadow ; 
And to your ſhadow, will | make true love, 
Int. lf'rwere 2 tubſtance you would ſure deceiue it, 
And make it but 2 hadow,as ] am. 
$4, I am very loath to be your [doll Sir ; 
Bur,fince your falſchood ſhall become you well 
To worſhip ſhadowes,and adore falſe ſhapes, 
Send ro mcinthe morninggand ile fend it: 
And (o,good reft. 
Fre, As wretches have ore-niglit 
That wait for execution in the morne. 
Iul. Hoſt, will you goe ? 
Ho. By my hall\dome,1l was faſt aflcepe. 
Iul. Pray you, where lies Sit Frother ? 
Ho. Marry, at my houſe 1 
Truſt me,Irhinke*is almoſt day. 
ul. Nor ſo : but it hath bin the longeſt uighr 
That ere I watch'd,and the molt heauielt. 


Scena T ertia. 


—_ ——_—u@n 
—_— Ind 


Enter E elamore, Silure, 


Ez. This is the houre that Madam Si/uie 
Entreated me to call,znd know her miage : 
Ther's ſome great matter ſhe'ld employ me in, 
Madam, Madam, 

Sil, Who cals? 

Eg. Yourſeruant,and your friend; 

Oae that attends your Ladiſhips command. 
Sil. Sir Eglamore, a thouſand times good morrow. 
Ep. As many (worthy Lady) to your ſelfe : 

According to your Ladiſhips impoſe, 

I am thus carly come,to know what ſeruice 

It is your pleaſure to command me in, 
$i, Oh Eglamonre, thou art a Gentleman : 

Thinke notI flatter (for I (weare 1 doenot) 

Valiant, wiſe,remorſe-full,well accompliſh'd. 

Thou arrnot ignorant what deere good will 

] beare vnto the baniſh'd Valentine: 

Nor how my father would enforce me marry 

Vaine Thar (whom my very ſoule abho1'd.) 

Thy ſelfe haſt lou'd, and T haue heard thee ſay 

No griefe did euer come ſo neere thy heart, 

As when thy Lady,and thy rrue-loue dide, 

Vp on whoſe Graue thov yow*dſt pure chaftitie ; 

Sir Fg/amoxre : | would toPalentine 

To Mavtsa, where | hcarc,he makes aboard; 

And for the waies are dangerous to paſle, 


doe defire thy worthy company, 


| 


— 


| 


Thetwo Gentlemen of Verona. 


Vpon whoſe faith and honor, I repoſe. 
Vrge not my fathers anger (Eg/amewe ) 

Burt thinke vpon my griefe(a Ladies gricfe) 
And on theiuſtice 4 my flying hence, 

To keepe me from a moſt vrholy march, 
Which heaven and fortune ill rewards with plagues, 
I doe deſire thee, euen froma heare 

As ful! of ſorrowes,as the Seca of ſands, 

To beare me company,and-goe withme : 

If not,to hide what I have ſaidito thee, 
Thatl may venture to depart alone. 

Ezl. Madam, I pitty much your gricuances, 
Which, fiace I know « hou vertyouſly are plac'd, 
I give conſent to goe along with you, 
Wreaking as little what betideth me, 

As much,I wiſh all good befortune you. 
When will you goe? 

Si, This evening comming. 

Eg. Where ſhall I meete you? 

Sd. At Frier Patricker Cell, 

Where I intend holy Confefſion, 

Ez. 1will not faile your Ladiſhip : 

Good morrow (gentle Lady.) 


Sil, Good mortow,kinde Sir Eglamours. Exemnt, 


——— — 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Lawnce, Protheus, Inlia, Silwia, 


Law. When a mans ſeruant ſhall play the Curre with 
him (looke you) it goes hard : one bo I brought vpof 
a puppy :one that I ſau'd from drowning,when three or 
foure of his blinde brothers and ſiſters went to it : 1 haue 
taught him (cuen as one would fay preciſely, thus 1 
would teacha dog) I was ſent to deliver him, as apre- 
(entro Miſtris Sduta, from my Maſter; and I came no 
{ſooner into the dyning-chamber, bur he ſteps me-to her 
Trencher, and ſteales her Capons-leg ; O, *ris a foule 
thing, when a Cur cannoc keepe himlelfe in all compa- 
nies : I would haue (as one ſhould ſay)onethar cakes vp= 
on him to be a dog indeede, to be,as1t were, a dog at all 
things. If I had not had more wit then he,to take a fault 
vpon methat hedid, Ithinke verily hee had bin hang'd 
for't 7fure as I live he had ſuffer'd for'c : you ſhall judge: 
Hee chrufts me himſelfe into the company of three or 
foure gentleman-like-dogs,ynder the Dukes table ; hee 
had not binthere (blefſethe marke) a pifſing while, but 
all the chamber ſmelt him : out with in dog(ſaies one) 
whart cur is that (ſajes another) whip him our (ſaies the 
third ) hang him vp (ſaies the Duke.) Ihauing bin ac- 
quainted with the ſmell before, knew it was Crab; and 
goes me tothe fellow that whips the dogges : friend 
(quoth I) you meane to whip the dog : 1 marry doe I 
(quoth he)you doe himthe more wrong(quoth [ )'rwas 
I did the thing you wot of : he makes meno more adoe, 
but whips me out ofthe chamber : how many Mafters 
would doe this for his Seruant ? nay,ile be ſworne I have 
fat in the Rockes,for puddings he hath ſtolne, otherwiſe 
he had bin executed: I baue tood on the Pillorie for 


Geeſe he hath kil'd, otherwiſe he hat ſufferd for't :, thou- 


think'ſt not of this now : nay, I rememberthe rricke you 
ſeru'd me, when I tooke my leaue of Madam Silx:a : did 


nor .. 
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\ The Iwo Gentlemen of Verona, 


3) 


j not I bid thee till marke me, and doe as I'dogwhen did'lt | 


thou ſce me heave vp my legs and make water againſta 
Gentlewomaus farthingale? did'ftthou euer fee me doe 
ſuch artricke? T6 4 
Pro. Sebaſtian is thy name : I like thee well, 
Angwill impley thee in ſome ſeruice preſencly. 
Is. In what you plcaſe,ile doe what ] can. 
Pro. I hope thou wilt. 
How now you whar-fon pezant, 
Where have you bia theſe rwo dayes loytering? 
La, Marry Sir, I carried Miſtris S{{wia the dogge you 
bad me. 
Pro. And what ſaies (he tomy little Jewell? 
La, Marry ſheſaies your dog was a cur,and tels you 
curriſh thanks is good enough tor ſuch a preſent, 
Pro, But (he receiu' d my dog? 
La. No indeede did ſhe not: 
Here haue I brought him backe againe. 
Pro, What,didit chou offer her this from me ? 
La. I Sir,the other Squirrill was ftolne from me 
By the Hangmans boyes in the marker place, 
And chen 1 offer'd her mine owne, who is a dog 
As big as ten of yours, & therefore the guitt the greater, 
Pro, Goe, get thee hence,and finde my dog againc, 
Ar nere returne againe into my fight. 
Away,l ſay : ſtaye(t thou to vexe me here; 
A Slaue,that till arend,turnes me to ſhame : 
Sebaſtian, | haue entertained thee, 
Partly that I haue neede of ſuch a youth, 
That can with ſome difcretion doe my bufineſſe : 
For *rtisno truſting to yond fooliſh Low ; 
Bur chiefely, for thy face,and thy behauiour, 
Which (if my Augury decciue me not ) 
Wirneſfle good bringing vp, fortune,and truth ; 
Therefore know thee, for this I entertainerhee, 
Go preſently,and take this Ring with thee, 
Deliuer it ro Madam Silma; 
She lou'd me well ,deliuer'd it to me. 
ITul. It ſcemes you lou' not her,nor leave her token : 
She is dead belike ? 
Pro, Not ſo: I thinke ſhe lives, 
Isl. Alas. 
Pro. Why do'ſt thou cry alas ? 
- ſul, 1 cannotchooſe bur pitty her. 
Pre. Wherefore ſhould*(tchov pirty her ? 
Inl. Becauſe,methinkes that ſhe lou'd you as well 
As youdoelone your Lady Silnis : 
She dreames on him,that has forgot her loue, 
You doate on her, that cares not for your loue. 
'Tis pitty Loue,ſhould be {o contrary : 
And thinking on it, makes me cry alas. 
Pro. Well > gone her that Ring, and therewithall 


— 


- 


as 


This Letter-5thar's her chamber z Tell my Lady, 


I claime the promiſe for het heavenly Pictore : 


Your meſſagedone,bye home vnto my chamber, 

Where thou thalc finde me fad, and folitarie. | 
Int: flow aaiy women would doc ſuch ameſſage? 

re Prothews;thou haſt encertain'd tf $166 4 

A Foxe,to be the Shepheard of thy Lambs; 

Alas, poorefoole,why doeT pitty him es 

That with his very beqgrt 7 eth me? 

Becauſe he loues Wer; ht deſpiſerh me; 

Becauſe 1 louc him, I muſt pitty him. EE. 

This Ring I gaue him, when he parted from me, 

To binde him to remember my good will : 


| 


And now am1 (vnhappy Meſſenger) - ©». 


—_ 


To plead for that, which I would not obtaine; 
To carry that, which I would have refus'd 


. 
by 


| To praiſe his faith, which I would hauc diſprais'd, 


I am my Maſters true confirmed Loue, 
Bur cannot be true ſeruant tomy Maſter, 
Vnleſle [ proue falſe traitor tomy lelfe. 
Yer will I woe for him, bur yer ſocoldly, 
As (heauen it knowes) I would not have him ſpeed. 
Gentlewoman, good day : Ipray you be my meanc 
To bring me where to ſpeake with MadamSils1a. 
— "$4, What would you with her,it that I be ſhe ? 
In. It you be ſhe, | doe icreat your patience 
To heare me ſpeake the meſlage 1 am ſent on. 
Sit. From whom ?. 
lu!. From my Matter, Sir Prothews, Madan, - 
$4/, Oh: he ſends you tor a Piure ? 
Isl. 1, Madam, 
Sil. /rſula, bring my PifQure there, 
CGoe,giue your Matter this : tell him from me, 


| One {u/a,that his changing thoughts forger 


Would better tit his Chamber,rthen this Shadow. 
[nl, Madam, pleaſe you peruſe this Lerter ; 
Pardon me (Madam) ] have vnaduis'd 
Deliuer'd you a paper that I ſhould nor z 
This is the Letter to your Ladiſhip, 
Sil. I pray thee let me looke on that againe, 
Iu. It may not be : good Madam pardon me, 
$1. There, hold : | 
I will not looke ypon your Maſters lines ; 
I know they are ſtuft with proteſtations, 
And full ofnew-faund oathes,which he will breake 
As eaſily as I doe teate his paper, 
[ul. Madam, he lends your Ladiſhip this Ring. 
S:{, The more ſhametor him,thar be ſengs ir me ; 
For I hauc heard him ſay a thoulagd times, 
His [#/ia gaue it him, at his departure : 
Though his falſe finger haueprophan'd the Ring, 
Mine ſhall not doe his /#/54 ſo much wrong. 
Tul. She thankes you, 
$:{. Whar fait thou ? 
[ul. | thanke you Madam,that you tender her : 
Poore Gentlewoman, my Maſter wrongs her much. 
$:f. Do'ft thou know her? - . 
ul, Almoſt as well as I doe know my ſelfe, 
Tothinke vpon her woes, I doc protelt 
That I haue wept a hundred ſeuerall times. 
Si, Belike ſhe thinks that Prothew hath forfook her? 
Iu], 1 thinke ſhe doth; and that's her cauie of ſorrow 
Sil. Is ſhe not pafhing faire ? | 
, 41ml, Shehath bin fairer (Madam) theo ſhe is , 
When ſhe did thiake my Maſter lou'd her well ; 
She,in my iudgement, was as faire as you, 
Bur ſince ſhe d1d pegleR her looking-glaſle, 
And threw her Sun-expelling Maſque away, 
The ayre hath Rary'd the rofes in her cheekes, 
And pinch'd the lilly-tinQure of her face, 
That now ſhe is become as blacke as 1, 
$4, Howtall was ſhes _ - | 
Iul, About wy ftature: for at Pentecoſt, 
When all our Pageants of delight were plaid, 
Our youth got me to play the womans part, 
And I was trim'd in Madara In{ras gowne, 
Which ſerued me as fic,by all mens judgements, 
As if the garment had bin made for me - 
Therefore I know ſhe is aboat my heighr, 
And at that time I made her weepe a good, 
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| 


For I did play 2 mentble part. 


| { Madam) 'twas Ariadne, paſhoning 


For Theſms periury,and vniult flight ; 
\Which I to liuely ated with my teares: 
That my poore Miſtris moved therewithall, 


| Wept bitterly: and would I might be dead, 


It [in thought felt noc her very lorrow, 
$11. She 1s beholding to thee (gentle youth ) 

Alas (poore Lady) delolate,ond lett ; | 

| weepe iy lelfe ro thinke vpon thy words ; 

| l:re youth: there is my purle I give thee this (well. 
t or thy (weet Miftris ſake, becaule thou lou'ſt her, Farc- 

[n!, And ſhe ſhall thanke you tor't, if ere you know 

A vertuous gentlewoman,milde,and beautifull. (her. 
| hope my Maſters ſuit will be but cold, 

Since ſhe reſpeRs my Miſtris louc fo much, 

Alas, how loue can trifle with it ſelfe - 

Hereis her PiQture - let mc {ce,] thinke 

If I had ſuch a Tyre, this face of mine 

Were full as louely,as is this of hers ; 

And yet thePainter flatter'd her a little, 

Valeſſe I flatter with my ielfe roo much. 

Her haire is Abwrne,mine 1s perte&t Yellow ; 

It that be all the difterence in his loue, 

Ile get me ſuch a coulour'd Perrywig : 

Her eyes are grey as glaſle,and lo are mine: 

I, but her fore+head's low,and mine's as high - 

Whar ſhould it be that he reſpects mn her, 

Bur 1 can make relpeQtue in my ſelfe? 

If this fond Loue, were not a blinded god, 

Come ſhadow, come, and take this ſhadow vp, 

For'tis thy riuall : O thou ſenceleſle torme, 

Thou ſhalt be worſhip'd, kiſs'd,lou'd,and ador'd ; 

And were there ſence in his Idolatry, 

My ſubſtance ſhould be ſtatuezn thy ftead, 

le vie thee kindly, for thy Miſtris ſake 

That vs'd me fo : orelfe by /ove,] vow, 

| hould haue ſcratch'd out your vnſeeing eyes, 
To make my Maſter out of loue with thee, 
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Aus Qumtus, Scena Prima. 
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Enter E7lamoure, Siluia, 

Eg!. The Sun begins to guild the wefterne skie, 
And now it is about the very houre . . 
That Silxia,at Fryer Patricks Cell ſhould meet me, 
She will not faile; for Louers breake not houres, 
Valeſlſe it be to come before their time, 
So much they {pur their expedition, 
See where ſhe comes : Lady a happy evening. 
| Sil. Amen,Amen : goc on (good Eglemonre) 
Our at the Poſterne by the Abbey wall; 
I feare 1 am attended by ſome Spies, 

Egl, Feare not : theForreſt is not three leagues off, 
If we recouer that, we are ſure cnough. £xennt, 


_—_— _— — —_ 
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Scena Secunda. 


i 


Enter Thwrio,Protheus, [nlia, Dake, 
Th, Sit Prother, what laies Silnia to my ſuit ? 


Thetwo Gentlemenof Uerons. 


— — > 


— 
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- Fre. OhSir,I finde her milder then ſhe was, Z 
And yet ſhe takes exceptions at your perſon. 
The, What ? that myleg is teolong ? 
Pro, No,that it is too little, (der. 
Thu, Ile wearea Boote, to make it ſomewhat roun- 
Pro. But loue will not be ſpurd to whar it loathgs. 
The, Whar ſaies ſhe to my face ? 
Pro, Sheaics it is a faire one, 
3s. Nay then the wanton lyes : my face is blacke, 
Pro. But Pearles are faire; and the old laying is, 
Blacke men are Pearles, in beauteous Ladiezeyes, 
Thu, Tis true,ſuch Pearles as put out Ladies eyes, 
For I had rather winke, then looke onthetn, 
Thu,” How likes ſhe my diſcourſe 2 
Pro, Ill, when you talke of war, 
The, Burt well, when I diſcourſe of loue and peace. 
[ul. But better indeede,when you hold you peace, 
Thu, Wart (ayes ſhe to my yalour? | 
Pro, Oh Sir, ſhe makes no doubt of that, 
ul. She ncedes not, when ſhe knowes it cowardize, 
Thu, What faies ſhe to my birth? 
Pro. That you are well deriu'd. 
[al. True: trom a Gentleman, to a foole, 
Thu, Conſiders ſhe my Poſſefſions ? 
Ire, Oh, I: andpitties them, 
Thu, Wherefore? i 
[ul, That ſuch an Aﬀe ſhould owe them. 
Pro. That they arc out by Leaſe, 
Is. Here comes the Duke, 
Ds. How now fir Frother ; how now There? 
Which of you ſaw Eg/amenre of late? 
Tbs, NotI. 
Pro. Nor]. ; 
Du, Saw you my daughter? 
Pre. Neither, 
Ds. Why then 
She's fled vnto that pezant, Palentine ; 
And Eg/amonre is in her Company ; 
'Tis true: for Frier Lawrence met them both 
As he,in pennance wander'd through the Forreſt : 
Him he knew well : 8ad gueld that it was ſhe, 
Bur being mask'd, he was not ſure of it, 
Beſides ſhe Jid intend Conſefhon 
At Patricks Cell this cuen,and there ſhe wasnot, 
Theſe 11kelihoods confirme her flight from hence; 
Therefore I pray you tand,not to diſcourſe, 
But mount you preſently, and meete with me 
Vpon the rifing of the Mounraine foote 
That leads toward Mantua, whether they are fled: 
Diſpatch (ſweet Gentlemen) and follow me. 
Thu, Why this it is,to be a peeviſh Girle, 
That flies her fortune when it followes her : 
Ile after ; more to be reueng'd on Eglemenre, 
Then for the loue of reck-lefſe Silmia, 
Pre, And I will follow, more for Silwas loue 
Then hate of Eglamonre that goes with her, 
Id. And1 will follow;mere to crofle that loue 


Then hate for S:/w:«,thatis gone for loue, Exennt. 
Scena T ertis. 
Sitnie, Ons-lawer. | 
1.0, Come, come be pacient : 
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The Meny Wi Jaws of Windſor. 
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We muſt bring you toour es 
Sil, A thouſand more miſchances then this one 
Haue learn'd me how to brooke this patiently, 
2 Out, Come, bring her away. 
1 Out, Where is the Gentleman that was with her? 
3 Out, Beingnimble foored, he hath our-run ys. 
But Moyſes and Valerie follow him : 
Goe thou with her to the Weſt end of the wood, 
There is our Captaine: Wee'll follow him thar's fled, 
The Thicket is beſet, he cannot ſcape. 
1 Owe, Come, I muſt bring yon to our Caprains caue. 
Feare not : he beares an honourable minde, 
And will not vſe awoman lawleſly, 
Sil. OY alentine : this 1 endure for thee, 
Exennt. 


AUO 


Scena Quarta, | 
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Enter Valentine, Prothems, Silwia, [ulia, Dake, Thurio, 
Ont-lawes, 
Val. How vſe doth breed a habitin a man? 
This ſhadowy deſart, vnfrequemted woods 
I better brooke then flouriſhing peopled Townes : 
Here can 1 ft alone, vn-ſeene of any, : 
And to the Nightingales complaining Notes 
Tune my diftreftes, and record my woes, 
O thou that doſtinhabic in my breft, 
Leaue not the Manſion ſo long Tenant/leſſe, 
Leſt growing ruinous, the building fall, 
And leaue no memory of what it was, 
Repaire me, with thy preſence, Silia : 
Thou gentle Nimph, cheriſh thy for-lorne ſwaine, 
What hallowing, and what ſtir is this to day ? 
Theſe are my mates, that make their wills their Law, 
Haue ſome vnhappy paſſenger in chace 
They loue me well: yet I have much to doe 
To keepe them from vnciuill ourrages, A 
Withdraw thee Valentine : who's this comes heere? 
Pro, Madam,this ſeryice IT haue done for you | 
(Though you reſpe&not aughr yoor ſeruant doth) _ 
To hazard life,and rezkew you from him3 
That would haue forc'd your hbnoar, and your loue , 
Vouchſafe me for my meed, but one faire looke: -- 
(A —_— _ then this] canvot beg, - y,... | 
And lefſe then this, Lary ſure you canvorgiue. ),...., ; 
Ual. How likea meter p this? I Vir LI : 
Loue, lend me patience to ferbeare a while, 
Sil. O miſerable, vnhappy that I am, 
Pro. Vahappy were you (Madam) ere I came : 


— 


When women cannot loue, where they're belou'd. 
Sil, When Prothexs cannot loue, where he's belou'd: 
Read ouer /u{a's heart, (ty firft beſt Loue) 
For whole deare ſake, thou didftthen rend thy faith 
Intoa thouſand oathes ; and all thoſe oathes, 
Deſcended into periury, to loue me, 
Thou haſt no faith left now, ynleſſe thou'dſt two, 
Andthat's farre worſe then none : better have none 
Then plurall faith, which is too much by one: 
Thou Counterteyr, to thy truc friend. 
Pro, In Love, | 
Who reſpeRs friend ? 
Sil. All men bur Prothens. 
Pro, Nay,if the gentle ſpirit of moning words 
Canno way change you to a milder forme ; 
Ile wooe you like a Souldier, at armes end, 
And loue you 'gainſt the nature of Loue: force ye. 
$41. Oh heauen, 
Pro, lle force thee yeeld to my deſire. 
Val. Rufhan : let goe that rude ynciuill touch, 
Thou friend of an ill faſhion, 
Pro. Ualentine, 
Val. Thou c6mon friend, that's withour faith or loue, 
For ſuch is afriend now: treacherous man, 
Thou haſt beguiF'd my hopes ; nought but mine eye 
Could haue perfwaded re {gon I . not fay * 
I have one friend aline; thou wouldſt diſproueme : 
Who ſhould betruſted, when ones right hand 
Is periured tothe boſcme ? Prothers 
I am ſorry I muſt never truſt thee more, 
But count the world a ſtranger for thy ſake: 
The priuate wound is deepeſt: oh time, moſt accurft: 
'Mongſt all foes that a friend ſhould be the worſt ? 
Pro, My ſhame and guilt confounds me: 
Forgiue me / alentine : ifhear ſorrow 
Be a ſufficient Ranſome for vw tare 
I render't heere: I doe as truely ſuffer, - 
Asere I did commit, 
Val. Then 1am paid: 
And once againe, I doe recciue thee honeſt ; 
Who by Repenrance is nor ſatisfied , 
Is nor of heaven, nor earth ; fortheſe are pleas'd: 
By Penirence th'Etervalls wrath's appeas'd-; 
And that my loue may appeare plaine and free, | | 
All that was mine, in S454, ] giuerthee, - | 
Inl. Oh mevnhappy. ? | 
Pro, Looke ta the Boy, 
Val. Why, Boy? | © | 
Why wag:how now? what's rhe matter?look vp: ſpeak; 
In/.O good hir,my maſter charg'd me to deliver aring 
to Madam Silwia: W (out of my negleR)was neuer done, 
Pro. Where is that ring ? boy ? 
Iul, Heere tis; this is it, 
.- Pro, How? let me ſee, 


But by my comming, I haue made you happy. 

Si, Bythy 't me moſt vnhappy. x 
Is}, And me, when he approcheth to your prgf 
Sil. Had I beene ceazed by a hungry Liong®+ 

I would haue beene a break-faft to t,. a 
Rather then have falſe Prothews reskue me : 

Oh heaven be judge how 1 loue Yalentine , 

Whoſe life's as tender to me as my .oule, 


ch (for more there cannot be ) 
5 ce te yo periur'd Prothens : 


Therefore be gone, ſollicit meno more. 
Pre. What dangerous ation, ſtood it next to death 


or rs is the ring I gaueto /ulia. 
. Oh, cry you mercy fir, I haue miſtooke : 
_ This is the ring you ſentto Silvia. 

Pro, But how cam'ft thou by this ring ?at my depart 
I gaue this vnto /ulia. 

Iul. And Iniia her (elfe did giue it me, 
And [nlia her ſelfe hath brought ir hither, 

Pro, How? Ilia? 

lul. Behold her, that gaue aymeto all thy oathes, 
Andenterrtain'd 'em deepely in her heart. 


a, © "WOIDEY 


Would I not yndergoe, for one calme looke : How oft haſt thou with perjury cleft the roote ? 
Oh'tis the curſe in [one nad Rill approu'd | Oh Prothems, let this habit —_ thee bluſh. 
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Be thou aſham'd that I haue tooke vpon me, 
Such an immodeſt rayment z if ſhame liue 
In a diſguiſe of loue ? 
Ic is the lefſer blot modeſty findes , 
Women to change their ſhapes, then mentheir minds, 
Pro. Then men their minds?cis true;oh heuen, were man 
But Conftant, he were pertect; that one error 
Fils him with faults: makes him run through all th'fins ; 
Inconſtancy falls-off, ere it begins : 
Whar is in $:{#ia's face, but I may [pie 
More freſh in /slia's, with a conſtant eye? 
Ual. Come,come : a hand from either : 
Let me be bleſt ro make this happy cloſe : 
'T were pitty two ſuch friends ſhould be long foes. 
Pro, Beare witnes (heauen) I have my wiſh for cuer. 
Is!, And ] mine. 
Onut-l, Aprize: aprize: 4 prize, 
Val. Forbeare,forbeare 1 ſay : Itis my Lord the Duke. 
Your Grace is welcome to a man diſgrac'd, 
Baniſhed Valentine. 
Duke. Sir alentine ? 
Thu, Yonder is Silmia : and Silxia's mine, 
Val. Thnrio give backe ; or elſe embrace thy death: 
Come not within the meaſure of mywrath : 
Doe not name'Si/uia thine : it once againe, 
Uerens (hall not hold thee: heere ſhe ſtands , 
Take bur poſſeſſion of her,with a Touch: 
I dare thee, but to breath vpon my Loue, 
Ther. Sir Valentine, 1 care not for her, I: 
I bold him bur a foole that will endanger 
His Body, for a Girle that loues him not : 
I claime her not,and therefore ſhe is thine. 
Duke. The more degenerate and baſe art thou 
\ To make ſuch meanes for her,as thou haſt done, 
And leauc her on ſuch ſlight conditions. 


_ 


The Merry Wines of Windſor. 


| Know then, I heere forget all former greefes, 
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Now,by the honor of my Anceſtry , 
I doe applaud thy ſpirit, Valentine, 
And thinke thee worthy of an Empreſle loue : 


Cancell all c, repcale thee home againe 
Plead a we in thy vn-riual'd merit, 
To which I thus ſubſcribe : Sir Valentine, 
Thou art a Gentleman,and well deriu'd, 
Take thou thy Silia, forthou haſt deſeru'd her, 

Ual. I thaak your Grace, 5 gift hath made me happy: 
I now beſcech you (for your daughters ſake ) 
To grant one Boone thar I ſhall aske of you. 

Dwke. I grant it (for thine owne) whatere it be. 

Val. Theſe baniſh'd men,that I have kept withall, 
Are men endu'd with worthy qualities : 
Forgiue them what they haue committed here, 
And let them berecall'd fromtheir Exile : 
They are reformed, ciuill, full of good, 
And fic for great employment (worthy Lord.) 

Duke. Thou baſt preuaild,I pardon them and thee : 
Diſpoſe of them,as thou knowſt their deſerts, 
Come,let ys goe, we will include all iarres, 
With Triumphes, Mirth, and rare ſolemnity. 

Val, And as we walke along, 1 dare be beld 
With our diſcourſe, to make your Grace to ſmile, 
Whar thinke you of this Page (my Lord?) 

Deke. Ithink the Boy hath grace in him, he bluſhes, 

Pal. I warrant you(my:Lord)more grace,then Boy, 

Dake, What meane you by that ſaying ? 

Val. Pleaſc you, llerell you,as we baſſe along, 
That you will wonder what hath fortuned : 
Come Prothews, *tis your pennance,but to heare 
The ftory of your Loues diſcouered, 
That done,our day of marriage ſhall be yours, 
One Feaſt,one houſe, one mutuall happineſle. Exemnt, 


— 


bo —— 


—_— 
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The names of all the Actors. 
| Duke : Father to Siluia. 
pe the rwo Gentlemen. 
Amthonio: father to Prothens. 
Thurio: 4 fooliſh riuall to Valentine. 


| Eglamonre : Agent for Siluia in her eſcape. 
Hoſt: where ile bp EY 
Out-lawes with V alentine. 

Speed: a clowmſb ſeruant to Valemiine. 
Lawnce : the like to Prothews. 

Panthion: ſeruant to Antoni. 

Siluia: belowed of V alentine. 

Lucetta: weighting -woman 10 Inlia, 
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Merry VV ices of \Viindlor. 


?A (lu; primus, Scena prima. 


| 
Enter Iuftice Shallow, Slender, Sir Hugh Evans, Mfr | 
Page, Falftoffe, Bardolph, Nym, Pittoll, Anne Page, 


gb, perſwade me not : I will makea Star- 


DE lob Falftoffr, he ſhall not abuſe Rebert Shallow 


| 


; 


| 


J—_— 


"»* Eſquire, (Coram, 
Slen, 1n the County of Glecefter, Tuſtice of Peace and 

Shal. 1 (Coſen Slewder) and Cuft-alorum. | 

Sler. 1, and Rate loramtoo ; 2nd a Gentleman borne 
(Maſter Parſon) who writes himſclife Armigers, inany 
Bill, Warrant, Quittance,or Obligation, Armigers. | 

Shal. IthatI doe,and haue done any time thele three 
hundred yeecres. 

Sler. All his ſucceſſors (gone before him)bath don't: 
and all his Anceſtors ( that come after bim) may : they | 
may give the dozen white Luces in their Coate. 

Sbal. Ir is an olde Coare, 

Enass, The dozen white Lowſes doe become an old 
Coar well :itagrees well paſſant : It isa familiar beaſt to 
man,and f1;3nifies Love. | 
y Leu The Luſe is the freſb-fiſh, the ſalr-fiſh,is an 01d 

ate, 


Slen, I may quarter (Coz), | 


Shal, You may,by marrying. 


Eams. ft is marring indeed, if he quarrer it. | 


Sbal. Not a whit. 

Exuan, "(es per-lady : if he ha's a quarter of your coat, 
there is buc three Skirrs for your ſelte, in my fimple con- 
:jeQuures 3 bur that is all one : if Sir Jobs Falftaffe baue 


committed diſparagements ynto you, Lam of the Church | 


and will be glad to do my beneuolence, to make attone- 
. ments and! compremiſes betweene you, 

Shal. "he Councell (hall heare it, it is a Riot, 

Ems. It is not meet the Councell heare a Riot: there 
is no fear of Got ia a Riot: The Councell (looke you) 
ſhall deſire to heare the feare'of Got, and not to heare a 

: Riot : rake your viza-ments in that, 

Shal. Ha; o'my life,if I were yorg againe, the ſword 
ſhouldend ir, 

Evans, Igis petter thatftiends is the ſword, and end 
it : and there js alſo another device in wy praine, which 
peraduentuie prings goor diſcrerions with it, There is 
Anne Page ,, which is daugtterto Maſter Thomas Page , 
which is pretty virginity, þ 

Slew. AMiſtris Anne Page? ſhe has browne baire, and 


Miftreſſe Ford, HMiſtreſſe Page, Simple, 


23 Chamber matrer of it, if hee were ewenty Sir | 


ſpeakes ſmall like 8 woman, 


aw 


— 


Enans, It is that ferry perſon for all the ox1d, as iuft as 
you will defire, and ſeuen hundred pounds of Moneyes, 
and Gold, and Siluer,is her Grand-tire vpon his deaths- 
bed, (Gor deliuer to a ioyfull reſurreCtions) giue, when 
ſhe is able ro ouertake ſeuemeene yeeres old, I werea 
goot motion, if we leaue our pribbles and prabbles,and 
defire a marriage betweene Maſter Abraham,and Miftris 
LAnne Page, 

Slen, Did her Grand-fire leaue her ſeauen hundred 
pound ? 

Ewan, 1, and her father is make her apetter penny. 


Slen, Iknowthe young Geatlewornan,ſhe has good | 


gitrs. 

Env, Seven hundred pounds, and poſſibilities, is 

goot gifts. | 
Shal. Wel,let vs ſee honeſt M* Page: is Falftaffe there? 

Enan. Shall I tell you a lye? I doe deſpiſe a lyer, as ] 
doe deſpiſe one that is falſe,or as I deſpiſe onethar is not 
true : the Knight Sir /obs is there, and I beſeech you be 
ruled by your well-w:llers : I will peat the doore for MF. 
Page. What hoa? Got-pleſle your houle heere, 

AM".Page. Who's there ? 

Ewen. Heres go't's pleſſing and your ftiend, and Tu- 
tice Shallow,and heere yong Maſter Slender + that perad- 
ventures ſhall cell you Sock tale, it matters grow to 
your likings. 24 

M' Page. lam Fad to ſee your Worſhips well : 1 
thanke you for my Veniſon Maſter Shallow, 

Shal. Maſter Page,I am glad to ſee you; much good 
doe it your good heart: I wiſh'd your Veniſon berter, it 
was ill killd : how doth good Miftreſfe Page? and 1 thank 
you alwaies wurh my bearr, la: with my heart, 

A. Page, Sir, ]thanke you, 

Shel. Sir, I thanke you : by yea, and vo 1 doe, \ 

M.Pa. lampgladto fee you, good Maſter Slender. 

Slen. How do's your fallow Greyhound; Sir, I heard 
ſay he was out-run on otſaf. 

M.Pa. It could not be iudg'd, Sir, 

Slen, You'll not confefle : you'll not confeſle, 

Shel. That he will not, tis your faulr,*tis your fault : 
'tisa good dogge, 

M.Pa, A Cur, Sir, 

Sbal, Sir : hee's a good dog,and a fairedog,can there 
be more ſaid? heis good, and faire, 1s Sir ob» Fa/ftaſſe 
heere? | 

M.Pa. Sir, hee is within: and ] would I could doe a 
good office be rweene you. 

Enan, Itis fpoke as a Chriſtians ought to ſpeake, 

Sbdl. He hath wrong'd me (Maſter Page.) 

M.Pa. Sir,he doth in ſome fort coofes: it, 


D 2 Shal, 
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Shal. Ifir be confeſſed jitisnotredrefled; is not that | 


ſo ( M.Page? ) he hath wrong'd me, indeed he hath, at a 
word he hath: belecue me, Robert Shallow Eiquire,faith 
he is wronged, 

HMa.Pas Here comes Sir [ohn. 


The Merry Wines of Windſor. 


Fal. Now, Maftcr Sballow, you'll complaine of me to | 


the King ? 
Shal. Knight, you haue bearen my men, kil'd my 


deere, and broke open my Lodge, 


Fal. But not kib'd your Keepers daughter ? 

Sbal, Tut, a pin: this ſhall be anſwer'd. 

Fal, 1 will anſwere it trait, | have done all this : 
Thar is now an{wer'd. 

Shal, The Councell ſhall know this, 

Fal, 'T were better tor you if it were known in coun= 
cell; you'll be laugh'd at. 

Ex. Pancaverba; (Sir [ohn) good worts, 
Fal. Good worts? good Cabidge ; Slender, I broke 
your head : what matter haue you againſt me? 

Slen, Marry fir, | haue matter in my head againft you, 
and againſt your cony-caiching Ralcalls, Bardolf, Nym, 
and Piſtoll. | 

Bar. You Banbery Cheele. 

S$len, 1, it 15 no matter. 

Pift. How now, Mepheſtophi/ma ? 

Slen, I, it is no matrer. 

Nym, Slice,l ſay ; pauca.pauca: Slice,thai's my humor, 

Slen, Where's Simple my man? can youtell, Colen ? 

Ema, Peace, Ipray you : now let vs ynderttand: there 
is three Vmpires 1n this matter, as I vnderſtand ; that is, 
Maſter Page (fidelicet Maſter Page, ) & there is my ſelfe, 


| (fidelicet my ſelfe) and the three party is ( laſtly , and fi. 


nally) mine Hoſt ofthe Gater. 

Ma Pa. Wethree to hear it,& endit between them, 

Enuan, Ferry goo't, I will make a priefe of it in my 
note-booke,and we wil atterwards orke vponthe cauſe, 
with as great diſcreetly as we can, ; 

Fal, Piſtol. 

Pift. He heares with eares. 

Exav, The Teuill and his Tam : what phraſe is this? 
he heares with care? why,it is aftcAations, 

Fal. Piſtol, 41d you picke M. Sender; purſe? 

Slew, 1, by theſe gloues did hee, or I would I might 
never come in mine owne great chamber againeelſe, of 
ſeauen groates in'mall-ſ1xpences, and two Edward Sho- 
uelboords, that coſt me two ſhilling and two pence a 
peece of Tead M.ller : by theſe gloues, , 

Fal, Is this wrue, P:ſi oll? 

Euan, No, it is falfe, if it is 8 picke-purle. 

Piſt. Ha, thou mountaine Forreyner : Sir Joby, and 
Maſter mine, | combat challenge of this Latine Bilboe : 
word of denialſin thy /abras here; word of denial; froth, 
and ſcum thou lieſt, 

Slen. By theſe gloues, then 'twas he. 

Nym. Beauis'd (ir, and paſſe good humours : Twill 
fay marry trap with you, if you runne the nut-hooks hu- 
mor on me, that is the very note of it. 

Slen, By this hat, then heinthe red facehadit : for 
though I cannot remember what I did when you made 
me drunke, yet | am not altogether an aſſe, 

Fal. Whart ſay you Scarlet,and lobn ? 

Bar. Why fir, (for my part) 1 ſay the Gentleman had 
drunke himie!te out of his five ſentences, 

Ew, It 1s his five fences ; he, what the ignorance is, 

B.ir, And being fap, fir, was(as they ſay) caſheerd ;and 
ſo concluſions paſt the Car-cires. 


: 
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Slen, I, you ſpake in Lattenthen to: bur 'xis no mate» 
ter; llenere be drunk whilRt I live againe, bur in honeſt, 
ciuill, godly company for this tricke: if I be drunke, Ile 
be drunke with thoſe that haue the feare of God, and nor 
with drunken knaues, 

Exuan, So _ eme, that is a vertuons minde, 

Fal, You heare all theſe matters deni'd, Gentlemen ; 
you heare it, | 

Mr ,Page Nay daughter, carry the wine in, wee'll 
drinke within, | 

Slen, Oh heauen : This is Miſtreſſe Amne Page, 

M*.Page How now Miftris Ford? 

Fal. Miſtris Ford,by my troth you are very wel mer : 
by your leaue good Miftris. 

M,Page. Wite,bid theſe gentlemen welcome: come, 
we haue « hot Veniſon paſty co dinner ; Come gentle- 
men, I hope we ſhall drinke downe all vnkindneſfle, 


Slex. I had rather then forty ſhillings I had my booke F 


of Songs and Sonnets heere : How now Simple, where 


have you beene ? 1 muſt wait on my ſelfe , muſt I? you |, 


haue not the booke of Riddles abour you, haue you ? 

Sim. Booke of Riddles ? why did you notlend it to 
Alice Short-cake vpon Alhallowmas laſt, a fortnight a- 
fore Michaelmas. 

Shal. Come Coz,come Cor,we ſtay for you: a word 
with you Goz; marry this, Coz : there is as*rwere a ten= 
der,a kinde of tender, made a farre-off by Sir Hugb here: 
doe you ynderſtand me? 


Slen. 1Sir, you ſhall finde mereaſonable; if it be ſo, 
- 


I ſhall doe that that is reaſon, 

Shal, Nay,but vnderſtand me, 

Slew, Sol doe Sir. | 

Enay, Giue exre to his motions ; (M*.Slewder) I will 
deſcription the matter to you, if you be capacity of it. 

Slen, Nay, I will dogas my Cozen Shallow Lies IS | 
pray you pardon me, he's aIuftice of Peaccein his Coun- 
tric, hmple though I ſtand here. 

Ewan, But that is notthe queſtion : the: queſtion is 
concerning your marriage. 

Shal. I, there's the point Sir. 

Eu, Marry is it ; the very point of it, to Mii. An Page. 

Slen, Why ifit beſo 1 will marry her v,pon any rea» 
ſonable demands, 

En, But can you affetionthe '0-man, let vs command 
to know that of your mouth, or of your lips : for divers 
Philoſophers hold,that the lips is parcell of the mouth : 
therfore preciſely,ci you carry your good wilto f maid? 

Sh, Coſen Abrabam Slender can you lou t her? 


Slew, I hope fir, I will do as it ſhall becorne one that. 


would doe reaſon. | 


Eu, Nay, got's Lords,and his Ladies,you rnuft fpeake 


poſhrable,if you can carry=her your defures terwards her, 
Shal. That you muſt : ; | 
Will you, (vpon good dowry) marry her ? 
Slen, 1 will doe a greater thing then that, ypon your 
requeſt (Coſen)in any reaſon. 8 
Sbal. Nay congeiue me, conceive mee, ( ſweet Coz): 
-_ I doe is to pleaſuge you (Coz:) can you loue the 
maid ? ! 
Slen, I will marry her (Sir) at yourrequeſt ; bur if 
there bee no great loue in the beginning, yet Heaven 
may decreaſe it ypon better acquaintance, when wee 


are married, and haue more occaſion to know one ano- 


ther : I hope vypon familiarity will grow more content : 
bur if you ſay mary-ber, I will mary-her, that I am freely 
difſolued,and difſo]ucely. | 
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Ew, Itis a fery diſcerion<gnſwere z lay fall igin | 
theofd,diſſolucely : the ort is (according ts our mea- 
ning) reſolutely : his meaning is good.  _ 

; $86. F:Tthinkemy Cole meat well, | © 
$1. 1, or elſe 1 would Imighr be bang'd (14.) © 
- $6; Here comes faire Miſtris Arne; would,l were 
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Es. Nay,it is petter yet : giue her this lecter z for it is 
a'oman that altogeathers acquaintice with Miſtris Aune | 
Page; and che Letter is to dehire, and require ber to ſoli- 

x your Maſters defires, to Miftris Awe Page : I pray 
you be gori: I will make an end of my dinner ;ther's Pip- 
pins and Cheele to come. Exeunt, 


yong for your ſake, Miltis Awe, © 
Axu. The dinneris on the Table, my Father defires 
your worſhips company. © | 
Sh. I'wilt wait on him, (faire Miftris Anne.) 
Es, Od's plefſed-wil:I wil not be abſ{Ece at thegrace, 
An. Wilt pleafe your worſhip to come in,Sir ? 
*$1, No,1 thank you forſooth, bartely;I am vecy well. 
Aw. The dinner attends you, Sir. p15, ee 
Sl. Tam'not Lang Fake you, forſooth: goe, 
Sirha, for all you are my man, goe wait vpon my Colen 
Shalew : a Tuſtice of pence fomerme may be beboiding 
to his friend, for a Man ; I keepe but three Men, and a 
Boy yer, till my Mother be dead : but what though, yer 


{Ilivelike a poore Gentleman borne, 
+ -" An. I may not goe in without your worſhip : they 
will nor fit till you come, 


$1, Ifaith,tle cate nothing : I thanke you as much as 
though I did, | 
As. 1pray you Sir walkein. | 
SL. Thad rather walke here (1 thanke you) I bruiz'd 
my ſhinth'other day, with playing at Sword and Dag- 
er with a Maſter of Fence (three veneys for a diſh of 
'd Prunes)and by my trath,I cannor abide the ſmell 
of hot meate ſince, Why doe your dogs barke ſo? be: 
there Beares ith Towne? | 


Lu 


| Jn. Ithinkethereare,Sir, I heard them talk'd of, | 


SL. Tloue the ſport well, but 1 ſhall as ſoone quarte!l 


' at it, as any man in £vgland: you are afraid if you ſee the 


Bearelooſe,are you not ? 
An. 1 indeede Sir. 


A 


Sackerſon \ooſe,twenty times,and haue taken him by the 
Chaine : but (1 warrant you) the women haue ſo cride 
and ſhrek at it, that it paſt : Bur women indeede,cannor 
abide'em , they are very ill-fauout'd rough things. 
Ma.Pa.Come,gentleM.Slender,come; we ay for you. 
$!. Ile cate nothing, I thanke you Sir, 
Ma. Pa. By cocke and pie, you ſhall not chooſe, Sir ; | 
, COMe,come. 
Sl. Nay,pray you lead the way. 
AMa.Pa, Come on, Sir. | 
S!. Miftris Awne : your ſelfe ſhall goe firſt. 
An. Not1Sir, pray you keepe on, 
SI. Truely I will not goe fit: trucly—la ; I will not | 
doe you that wrong. 
An. 1pray you Sir. 
SL. le rather be ynmannerly, then troubleſome: you 


doe your ſelfe wrong indeede-la. Exeant, 
Scena Secunda. 
Enter Enans, and —_ 
Es, Go your waics, and aske of Door Cains houſe, 


whichis the way; and there dwels one Miſtris Quickly ; 
which is in the manner of his Nurſe;or his dry-Nurſe;or 


| his Cooke; or his Laundry ; his Waſher,and his Ringer, 


$5, Well Sir, 


— 


$1, That's meate and drinke tome now: Thaue ſeene | 


q 


| ——————— Es —_ lt 


Scena T ertia. 


—{ 


Enter Falſt «ffe, Hoſt, Bardole, Nym,Pift oll, Page, 
_ Fal. Mine Hoft of the Garter * 

Ho, Whar ſaies my Bully Rooke ? ſpeake ſchollerly, 
and wilely. 

Fal. Truely mine Hoff ; I muſt curne away ſome of my 
followers. : 

He. Diſcard,(bully Hercaler)caſheere;let them wag; 
trot,trot, | 

Fal. I fit atten pounds a weeke. 

He. Thou'rt an Emperor (Ceſar, Keiſer and Pheazar) 
I will entertaine Berdo{fe : he ſhall draw;he ſhall tap;ſaid 
] well (bully Hettor? ) 

Fa. Doe ſo (good mine Hof. 

He, 1 haue ſpoke: let him follow:let me ſee thee froth , 
' and live : lam at a word : follow. 
Fal. Bardolfe follow him : a Tapfter is a good trade ; 
| an old Cloake,makes a new lerkin: a wither'd Seruing- 
; man, a freſh Tapſter : goe, adew. 
Ba. Ir is a life that I haue defir'd : I will thriue. 
Pit, O baſe hungarian wight: wilt y the ſpigot wield. 
| Ni,He was gotten indrink:is not the humor c6ceited? 

Fal. I ans glad I am fo acquit of this Tinderbox : his 
Thetts were zoo open: his filching was like an ynskilfull 
Singer, he kept not time, 

Nj, The good humor is to ſteale at a minutes reſt. 

Pift. Conuay : the wilc it call ; Steale? foh : a fico for 
the phraſe. 

Fal. Well firs, I am almoſt out at heeles, 

Piſt, Why then let Kibes enſue, 

Fal. There is no remedy:T muſt conicatch, I muſt ſhiſt, 

Piſt. Yong Ranens muſt haye foode, 

Fal, Which of you know Ford of this Towne? 

Pit. Ikenthe wight the is of ſubſtance good, 

Fal. My honeſt Lads, I will tell you what I am abour. 

Pift, Two yards, and more. 

Fal, No quips now Pyfoll: (IndeedeIamin the waſte 
twoyards about : but I amnow about no waſte: 1 am a- 
bour chrift) briefely : I doe meane to make loue to Fords 
wife : I ſpie entertainment in her ; ſhee diſcourſes ; ſhee 
carues : ſhe giues the leere of invitation: 1 can contiruc 
the action ot her familier ſtile,& the hardeſt voice of her 
bebavior(to be engliſd'd rightly)is, / an#Sir [obs Falſt afs. 

Pit. He hath Rtudied her will;zand tranſlated her will : 
out of honetty,into Engliſh. 

Ni. The Anchor is deepe: will that humor paſſe? 
| Fal. Now,thereport goes, ſhe has all the rule of her 
busbands Purſe : he bath a legend of Angels. 

Pift. As many diuels entertaine: and to her Boy ſay 1, 
Ni.The humor riſes:it is good; humor me the angels, 
Fal, 1 haue writ me here a letter to her : & here 8no- 
ther to Pages wife, whoeuennow gaue mee good eyes 
toozexamind my parts with moſt judicious illiads:lome- 
times the beame of her yiew, guilded my foote : ſorne- 


times my portly belly, 
| * wy ny DF. 
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Pi#. Then did the Sun on dung-hill ſhine, ., . 
Ni. Ithanke thee for that humour, mama 
Fal. O ſhe did ſowvourſc o're my exteriors With ſuch 
a greedy intention, that the appetite of her eye,did oops 
er 


— 


- ro ſcorch me vp like a burnipg- laſſe : here's and 


letter to her : She beares the Purſe toq : She isaRegion 
in Guiana : all gold, and bountic : I will be Cheaters to 
| them both, and they (hall be Exche mee : they 
ſhall be my Eaſt and Weſt Indies, and I will trade to 
them both : Goe, beare thourhis Letter to Miftris Page; 
and thou this to Miſtris Ford: we will thriue (Lads) we 
will chriue, Y 

Pit. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become, b 
And by my fide weare Steele? then Lucifer take all, 

Ni. 1 will run no baſe humor : here take the humor- 
Letter ; 1 will keepe the havior of reputation, 

Fal. Hold Sirha,beare you theſe Lerters tightly, 
Saile like my Pinnafſero theſe golden ſhores. | 
Rogues, hence,auaunt,vaniſh like haile-({tones ; goe, 
T1dge; plod away ith? hoofe : ſeeke ſhelter,packe : 
Faiſi.iffe will learne the honor of the age , 

Freuch-thrift, vou Rogues, my lelfe, and skirted Page. 

Pi. Let Vultures gripe thy guts : for gourd, and 
Fullam holds:& higin and low beguiles therich& poore, 
Teſter ile haue in pouch when thou ſhalt lacke, 

Baſe Phrygian Turke, 

N', 1 haue opperations, 
Which be humors of reuenge, 

Piſs. Wilr thou revenge ? 

2, By Welkin,and her Star, 

Pit, With wit,or Steele? 

Nj, With both the hamors, I - 

T will diſcuſſe the humour of this Loue to Ford. 

;/t, AndIto Page ſhall eke vofold 
How Falſtafe (varlct vile) 
| His Doue will prove; his gold will ho!d, 

And his ſoft couch defile, . 

Ni. My humour ſhall not coole: I will incenſe Ford 
todeale with poyſon : I will poſſeſſe him with yailow- 
veſſe, for the revolt of mine is dangeruus : that is my 
truce humour. 

Pift. Thou artthe Mars of Malecontents : 1 ſecond 
thee: troope on, Exennt, 


—_ — 


| 


——_————_—__— -_—_ — 


——_— 


Scena (Quarta, 


— 


Enter Miftrus Quickly, Simple, lohn Rugby, Dottor, 
Car, Fenton, 
De, Whar, lob» Rugby, 1 pray thee goeto the Caſe- 
ment, and ſee if you can ſee my Maſter, Maſter DoQter 
Eairs comming : if he doe (V'faith) and finde any body 


| inthe houle; here will be an old abuſing of Gods pati- 


ence,and the Kings Engliſh, ow 

Rn. lle goe watch. 

Pu. Goezand we'll have a poſſet for't ſoone at night, 
(in faith) ar the latter end of a Sea-cole-fire : An honeft, 


willing,kinde fellow,as euer ſeruant ſhall come in houſe 
withall : and I warrant you, no tel-tale, nor no breede* 
bate: his wortt faulr is, that he is giuen to prayer; hee is 
ſomething peeviſh that way : but no body but has his 
fault : bur let that paſſe, Peter Simple, you ſay your 
name1s? 


The Mer} Wares Windfor. 


| paper : tarry you alittell-a-while, 


$;, 1: for fauls of a bercer. 


©». And Mafter Stender's your Maſter >... 
= Ho. {1 ..naider voi 
2x. Do's heaor weare a great round Beard, like a 
Glouers pairiog-kaife? - _ , | - My2e.1 V; 
,. $5, No forſooth : he hath þur a lictle wee-iace ; with 
alittle yellow Beard t a Caine calour " ER 
Qs, Alofily-ſprighted man,isbe not? ..T ... 
$:. I forſooth: buthe is as tall a man of his hands,as 
auy is berweene this and his head ; he hath tought with 


a Warrener, ' 


3, 
lit y 


-» ow Ls F . 
4 % 3- %£# # 


Si, Yes indeede do's he. 


Tell Maſter Parſon Ezars,I will doe what I can for yo 
Maſtec: Amne 1s a good girle, and I wiſh —;, : , 
Rs, Out alas: here comes my Maſter, > 1. ..- 


Au, We ſhall all be ſhea : Run in Neve goo 


-comes not home : (ad downe downe,adowne' a.cc. 


you goeand vetch me in my Cloſſer,vnboyteene verd; 
a —— greene-a-Box ; do intend vat I ſpeake? a greene- 
a-Box, : 

2w. 1 forſooth ile ferchit you : 

I am glad hee went not in himſelfe: if he had found the 
yorg man he would haue bin horne-mad. 

Ca. Fe, fe fe fe,maifoy,il fait for chands, lc man wi « le 

' Court la grand affaires, 
s, Is itthis Sir? | | 

(4. Ony mette le au mon pocket de-pc:ch quickly : 
Vere is Fs 0apor Rugby? MR 

us, What [obn Rugby, Tobn 4 

Rs, Here Sir. 

Ca, You are Zohn Rugby, 22d you are Iacke Rughy : 
Come, take-a-your Rapier, and comg after my heele to 
the Court, | 

Ru, Tis ready Sir, here in the Porch. 

Ca. By my trot: I tarry too long ; 0d's-me ; ie 
oublie: dere is ſome Gimples inmy Cloſſer, dat 4 ons 
for the varld I ſhall leaue behinde. 

Qs. Ay-me,he'll finde the yong man there,& be mad, 

Ca. O Diable,Diable : vatis inmy Cloſlert? 


Villanie,La-roone : Kugby,my Rapier, 
| 2s. Good Maſter be content, 


Ca. Wherefore ſhall I be content-a? 

£2u, The yong man is an honeft man. 

Ca. What ſhall dehoneſt man doin myCloſſet: dere 
isno honeft man dat ſhall come in my Cloſſer, 

Lu. Ibeſeech you be not ſo flegmaticke: heare the 
truth of it, He came of an errand ts mee, from Parſon 
Hugh. 
Ca. Vell. | 

Si, I forſooth : to defire her to — 

2, Peace, I pray you, 

Ca, Peace-a-your tongue : ſpeake-a-your Tale. 

Si. Todefirethis honeſt Gentlewoman(your Maid) 
to ſpeake a good word to Miſtris Avuze Page,for my Ma- 
ſter in the way of Marriage, 

Qs. This is all indeede-la: bur ile nere put my fing «cr 
in the fire,and neede not, 

Ca. Sir Hugh ſend-a you? Rvgby, ballow mee {7 


C 
ft . 
x. 


CC — 


— 


———— —— 
: 


Ln, Well,heauer ſend Ame Page, no worle.forrane: 


man : goe into this Clofſer : he will not ſtay long - what. | 


lobn Rugby ? Tobn : what lobn ] lay ? goe /obn, goeen- || 
quire for my Maſter, I doubthebe not well, that -hee | 


(4. Vatis you ling? Idoenotlike des-toyes : pray |' 


| 
| 


CC 
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: 


... 2%, Iampglad be is f(o/quiet zitthe had bin dhrough- 
| ga ({bould hawerheard-ham fo toud;and 1o 5 
.aucholly : bug notwithfianding. man, Lledoeyve your 
Maſter what goed 1 can: and:the ;&-the no is,} 
French DoRos my Maſter,, ((Linay call bm wwy-Maſter, 
looke vou,forlkeepe his houſe ;and I walb,ring, brew, 
bake; (cowmre,drefle meat anddiinke,make the beds,and 
doe all my (elfe;) 


hand. | 
| Oai. Arc you a-uis'do'that>you ſhall finde ice great 
charge : and co be yp early, arddown later but notwith- 
ſanding,(to tell you in ythureare, 1 wold haue no words 
of it ) my Maſter bimſelfe is in Joue with Miltcis Anne 
Page; but notwithſtanding that] know A»; mind,that's 
neither heere nor there. | 111 

({ains, You, lack 'Nape : giut-'a this Letter to Sir 
Hog, by gar itisafhallenge-; 4 will cur his-troatin de 
Parke, and 1 will teach a fouruy lack-a-nape Prieſt to 
| meddle, or make : — you may be gon : it is hot good 
you tarry hete: by gar Lwillcut all-histwo ſtones : by 
gar, he ſhall not have a ſtone to throw at his dogge. 

ui. Alas ; be ſpeakes but for his friend, 

Cain, It is no matter'a yer dat : donor you tell-a-me 
dat I ſhall have Anne Page for my leife ? by gar, I vill 
kill de Iack-Prieft.: and I haue appointed mine Hoſt of 
de Iarteerto meaſure our weapon: by gar, I wil my lelte 
| haue Anne Page;. + | 

Q#j. Sir, the maid loues you, and all ſhall bee well; 
We muſt giue folkes leaue to prate : what the good-ier. 

Caim, Rugby, come to the Court with me: by gar, if 
I haue not Anze Page, I ſhall eurne your head our of my 
| dore: follow my heeles, Rugby. 


| 


. 
: 
FT © 


No, I know Ans mind for that : never a woman in Wind- 
ſor knowes more of Ans minde then I doe, nor can doe 
more then I doe with her, I chanke heauen, 

Fenton. Who's with in there, hoa ? 

Qi, Who's there, Icroa? Come neere the houſe I 
pray you. 

Fen, How now(good woman)how doſt thon 2 

Dui. The better that it pleaſes your good Worſhip 
to aske? 

Fen, What newes? how do'spretty Miſtris Anne? 

Q4, In truth Fir, and ſhee is prerty, and honeſ}, and 
gentle, and onethat is your friend, I can tell you that by 
the way, I praiſe heauen for it. 

Fes,” Shall I'doe any good thinkſt thou ? ſhall I not 
looſe my ſuit? 

Os. Troth Sir, all is in his hands aboue: .butnot- 
withſtanding ( Maſter Fexton)) Ile be ſworne on a booke 
ſhee loues you : haue not your Worſhip a wart aboue 
your eye ? 

Fen, Yes marry haue I, what of that ? 

Oxi, Wel, thereby hangs atale : goodfaith,it is ſuch 
another Nev; (bur (I deteſt) an honeft maid as cuer 
broke bread : wee had an howres talke of that wart ; I 
ſhall never laugh bur in that maids company 2. but (in- 
deed) ſhee is giuen too much to Allicholy and mutiug : 
bur for you — well -- goe too 


ney for thee : Letmee hauethy yoice in my behalfe : if 
thou ſeeſt het before me,, commend me, —— 

Oni. Will 1? Ifaith that wee will : And I willtell 
your Worſhip more of the Wart the next time we haue 
confidence; and of other wooers. 


. Simp- Tis 3 great charge to come vnderone bodies 


Fen, Well :I ſhall ſee her to day : hold, there's mo= 


| Fen, Well, fare-well, Iam itgreat haſte now. 


Qai, You ſhall haue An-tooles head of your owne : | 


—  — 


Ls. Fare-well to your Worſhip : rruely an honeſt 
Gentleman : bur A#*>lcues hiim not: for 1 know er: 
minde as well as anether do's : out vpon't : what have I 


forgor. = Ext, 


_— 


Atlus Secundus, Scena Prima. 


—_—_— ——— 
— — — — 


——  — — ————— 


Enter Miſtris Page, Miſtris Ford, Maſter Page, Maſter 
Ford, Piſtoll, Nim, Quickly, Hoſt, Shallow. - 


Aſſt. Page, "Nhat, have ſcap'd Love-letrers In the 


_— 


holly. day-time of my beauty , and am I nowa ſubicR | 


for them ? let me ſee? 


Arke me noreaſon why I lone you, for theugh Lowe vſe Re 4- 
ſon for bus preciſian, bee admits bim not for bis { ounſailour : 
you are not yong, no more am 1: goe totben,there*s ſimpathie : 
104 are merry, ſo am 1 : ba, ba, then there's more ſimpathie : 
you lone ſacke, and ſo do | : would you _ better ſimparbie? 
Let it ſuffice thee (Miſtras Page ) at the leaſt if the Lone of 
Sonldier can ſuffice, that [ lowe thee + I will not ſay pity mee , 
tus not a Souldier-like phraſe; but 1 ſay, lone me : 

by me, thint owne true Knight,by day or night : 
Or any kinde of light, with all bu might , 
For thee 10 fight, lohn Falſtaffe. 


What a Herod of [aris is this ?O wicked, wicked world: 
One that is well-nye worneto peeces withage 

To ſhow himſelfe a yong Gallant ? Whar an vnwaied 
Behaviour hath this Flemiſh drunkard pickr ( with 
The Deuills name) out of my conuerſation,that he dares 
In this manner aſſay me? why, hee hath not beenethrice 
In my Company : what ſhould I fay to him? I was then 
Frugall of my mirth: ( heaven forgiue mee: ) why Ile 


Exhibit a Bilt in the Parliament for the putting downe 


of men : how ſhall I bereueng'd on him? for reveng'd ] 
will be? as (ureas his guts are made of puddings. 

AMif Ford, Miſtris Page,truit me,I was going to your 
houſe. 

Miſ Page. Anderuſt me,I was comming to you: you 
looke very ill, 

Miſ. Ford. Nay, Ile nere belecee that ; Thaye to ſhew 
to the contrary. 

CMiſ.Page. *Fajth but you doe in my minde, 

Myſ. Ford, Well : 1 doe then: yer I ſay, I could ſhew 
you to the contrary : O Miſtris Page, giue mee {ome 
counſaile, 

Miſ Page. What's the matter, woman ? 

Mi, Ford. O woman : if it were not for onetrifling re- 
ſpeR, I could come to fuch honour, 

Mi.Page. Hang the trifle (woman) take the honour : 
what isit? diſpence with trifles : what is'it? 

Mi.Ford, If I would but goeto hell, for an eternall 
moment,or ſo: I could be knighted. 

Mi.Page. What thou lieft ? Sir Alice Ford ? theſe 
Knights will hacke, and ſo thou ſhouldft not alter the ar- 
ticle of thy Gentry. 


CHMi.Ford. Wee burne day-light: heere ,read,read : 


perceiue how I might bee knighted, I ſhallthinke the 
worſeof fat men, as long as I haue an eye romake diffe- 
rence of mens liking ; and yer hee would not {weare : 

, p73! le 
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ehaued reproofe to al yncomelineſle, that I would haue 
ſworne his diſpoſition would haue gone to the truth of 
his words.: but they doe rio more adhere and keep place 
togecher,then the hundred Pſalms to the tune of Green- 
flecues : Whattempeſt (I troa) threw this Whale,(with 
ſo many Tuns of oyle in his belly) a'ſhoare at Windſor ? 
How (hall I bee revenged on him ? I thinke the beft way 
were, tocntertaine him with hope, .cill the wicked fire 
of luſthave melted him in his owne greace: Did you e- 
uer heare the like f 

Miſ Page. Letter for letter ; but that the name of 
Page and Ferd differs : to thy great comfort in this my- 
ſtery of ill opinions, heere's the ewyn-brother of thy Let- 
ter : bur ler thine inherit firſt , for I proteſt mine never 
ſhall :1 warrant he hath a thouſand of theſe Letters, writ 
with blancke-ſpace for difterent names (ſure more); and 
theſe are ofthe ſecond edition : hee will print them our 
of doubt : for he cares not what hee purs into the preſle, 
when he would put vs two : I had rather be a Gianteſle, 
and lye vnder Mount Pelion: Well ; I will find you twen- 
tic laſciuious Turtles ere one chaſte man. 

Miſ.Ferd. Why this is the very (ame : the very hand: 
the very words : what doth he thinke of vs ? 

Miſ. Page. Nay I know not : it makes me almoſt rea- 
die to wrangle with mine owne honeſty : Ile entertaine 
my ſelfe like one that I am vor acquainted withall : for 
ſure vnleſſe hee know ſome ſtraine in mee , that I know 
not my ſelfe, hee would neuer haue boorded me in this 
furie, 

Mi. Ford. Boording,call you it ? Ile bee ſure to keepe 
him aboue decke. 
Mi.Page. So willI : if hee come vnder my hatches, 


Tle neuer to Sea againe : Ler's beereveng'd on him :ler's | 


appoint him a meeting : giue him a ſhow of comforr in 
his Suit,and lead him on with a fine baited delay, till hee 
hath pawn'd his horſes to mine Hoſt of the Garter, 

Mi.Ford.Nay, I wil conſent to aCt any villany againſt 
him,that may not ſully the charinefle of our honeſty : oh 
that my lwsband ſaw this Letter : it would giue eternall 
food to his icalouhe. 

Miſ.Page. Why look where he comes; and my good 
man too: hee's as farre from iealouſie, as I am from gi- 
ving him cauſe, and that (lhope) is an ynmeaſurable di- 
ance, 

AMiſ.Ford. You are the happier woman, 

AMiſ.Page. Let's conſult together againſt this greafic 
Knight : Come hither. 

Ford, Well: I hope, it benot ſo. 

Piſt, Hope is a curtall-dog in ſome affaires : 

Sir /obn affeAs thy wile. 

Ford, Why fir, my wife is not young. 

Piſt. He wooes both high and low, both rich & poor, 
both yong and old, one with another (Ford) he loucs the 


4 Gally-mawfry (Ford) perpend. 


Ford. Loue my wite ? 

Pift. Wirth liver, burning hot : prevent: 
Or goe thou like Sir Alteon he, with 
Ring-wood at thy heeles : O,odious is the name, 

Ford. What name Sir? 

Psſ#, The borne 1 ſay : Farewell: 
Take heed, have open eye, for theeues doe foot by nighr, 
Take heed,creſommer comes,or Cuckoo-birds do ling. 
Away fir Corp orall Nw: 
Belecuc it (Page) he ſpeakes ſence. 

Ford. 1 will be patient ; I will find out this, 


T be Merry Winesof Windſor. 


Nim. Andthis is true: Tlike not the humor of ying: 


hee hath wronged mee in ſome humors: I ſhould hauc 
borne the humour'd Letter to her : but I have a ſwors: 
and it ſhall bite ypon my necefitie: he loves your wife; 
There's the ſhort and the long : My name is Cor 

Nim: | ſpeak, and I auouch ;*tis true : my name is Nine: 


and Faiſtaffe loues your wife : adicu, I loue not the hu- 


mour of bread and cheeſe : adievu, 

Page. The humour of it (quoth'a? )heere's a fe 
frights Eogliſh out of his —_ = 

Ford. 1 will ſecke out Falfeffe. 

Page. I newer heard ſuch a drawling-affeRing rogue, 

Ford, If Idoefinde ir: well. oh”: 

Page. 1 will not beleeue ſuch a Cataian, though the 
Prielt o*' th"Towne commended him for a true man, 

Ford, *T was a good ſenſible fellow : well, 

Page. How now CMeg ? 

Miſt. Page, Wherher goe you(Geerge?) barke you. 

Miſ Ford, Hownow(iweet Frank) why art thou me- 
lancholy ? ; 
Ford I melancholy ? I am not melancholy : 

Get you home : goe, 

Mrſ. Ford, Faith,thou haſt ſome crochers in thy head, 
Now: will you or, Miſtris Page? 

Miſ.Page, Have with you : you'll come to dinner 
George ? Looke who comes yonder : ſhee ſhall bee our 
Meſlenger to this paltrie Knight, 

Msſ.Ford, Truſt me,I thought on her: ſhee'll fir ir, 

Alif. Page. You are come to ſee my daughter Anwe ? 

Q»4. Itorſooth : and I pray how do's good Miſtreſſe 
Amnne ? 

Miſ. Page. Go in with vs and (ce; we haue an houres 
talke with you, | 

Page. How now Maſter Ford ? 

For. You heard what this knaue told me,did younot? 

Page. Yes,and you heard what the other told me ? 

Ford. Doe you thinke there is truth in them ? 

Pag. Hang 'em laues : Idoenotthinke the Knight 
would offer it : Buc theſe that accuſe him in his intent 
towards our wiucs, are a yoake of his diſcarded men: ye- 
ry rogues, now they be our of ſeruice, 

Ford, Were they his men? 

Page, Marry were they, 

Ford, Ilike it never the beter for that, 

Do's he lye at the Garter ? 

Page. Imarry do's he: if hee ſhould intend this voy- 
age toward my wife, I would turne her looſe to him; 
and what hee gets more of her, then ſharpe words, let ic 
lye on my head, 

Ford. 1 doe not miſdonbt my wife : butT would bee 
loath to turne them together : a man may be too confi» 
dent : I would haue nothing lye on my head :; I cannot 
be thus ſatisfied, 

Page. Looke where my ranting-Hoſt of the Garter 
comes ; there is eyther liquor in his pate, or mony in his 
purſe ,\ when hee lookes ſo merrily : How now mine 
Hoſt? 

Heft. How now Bully-Rooke :; thou'rt a Gentleman 
Caueleiro Tuſtice, I ſay. 

Shal. I follow, (mine Hoſt) I follow : Good-cuen, 
and eweaty (good Maſter Page,) MafterPage,wil you go 
with vs? we haue ſport in hand. 
= _ Tell him Caueleiro-Iuftice : tell him Bully- 

ooke. | 

Sball, Sir, there is n fray to be wo 015 ar Sir 
Hegb the Welch Prieſt, and Caiw the DoRar. 

Ford. Good 
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Ford. Good mine Holt o'th'Garter: a word with you. 

Hoſt, What ſaiſt thov, my Bully-Rooke ? 

Sbal. Will you goe with vs to behold it 2 My merry 
Hoft hath had the meaſuring of their weapons ; and (1 
chinke) hath appointed them contrary places : for ( be- 
leeue mee) I heareche Parſon is no Tefter : harke, I wall 
zell you what our ſport (hall be. 


Heſt. Halt thou no ſuit againſt my Knight?my gueſt- 


Caualcire? 

Shal. None, I proteſt : but Ile give you aportle of 
burn'd ſacke, to giue me recourſeto him, and tell him 
my name is Broome : onely for a1cſt. 

Hoſt. My hand, (Bully : ) thou ſhalt haue egrefle and 
regreſſe, (1aid I well?) and thy name ſhall be Broome. Ir 


The Merry Wines of W indſer. 


is a merry Knight: will you goe An-heires ? 

S$bal, Haue with you mine Hoſt. | 

Page. I haue heard the French-man hath good skill | 
io his Rapier. : 

Shal. Tut fr: I could have told you more : In theſe | 
times you ſtand on diftance: your Paſſes, Stoccado's,and | 
I know not what : 'tis the heart ( Maſter Page)'tis heere, 
*cis heere : I haue ſcene the time, with my long-1word, I 
would haue made you fowre tall fellowes $skippe like 
Rattes, 

Hoſt. Heere boyes,heereheere : ſhall we wag ? 

Page. Haue with you : | had rather hearg them ſcold, 
Fro, he, 

Ford, Though Page be a ſecure foole, and ftands ſo 
firmely on his wines frailty ; yet, I cannot put-off my 0- 
pinion ſo eaily : ſhe was in his company ar Pages houſe : 
and what they made thece, I know not. Well, I wil looke 
further into'r, and I haue a diſguiſe, ro ſound Falſfaffe; if 
I finde her honeſt, I looſe not my labor: ifſhe be other- 
wiſe, 'tis labour well beſtewed, Exeunt, 


| your Coach-fellow Niw;or elſe you had look'd through 


} &riger loſt the handle of her Fan, Itook typon mine ho- 


| as I can doe to keepe the:rexwes of my hononor preciſe : 
1 1,1, 1 wy {elfe ſometimes, leguing the feare of heauen on 


Scena Secunda. 


__——_ 
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Enter Falſaffe, Piſtoll, Robin, Quickly, Bardolfte, 
Ford. 


Fal. 1 will not lend thee a penny. 

Pit, Why then the world's mine Oyſter, which 1, 
with ſword will open, 

Fal, Not apenny : I have beene content (Sir,). you 
ſhould lay my countenance topawne : I have grated vp- 
on my good friends for three Repreeues for you, and 


the grace, like a Geminy of Baboones : Iamdamn'din 
hell, for ſwearing to Gentlemen wy friends , you were 
Souldiers, and tall-fellowes. And when Miſtrefle 


nour thou hadſt it not. » {125141 
Pf. Didſt nor thou ſhare ? hadſt thownor fifteene 
pence ? | | 


Fal. Reaſon,you roague geaſon : thinkſt thou lleen- 
danger my ones ? at a word, hang no mote aboux 
"mee, I an no gibber for you : goe, aſharr knife, and 3 
throng, to your Mannor of Picks-batch : goe, you'll not 


bearea Letter fur mee you roague ? you ſtand ypon your | 


| 


honor : why, (thou vnconfinable baſeneſſe) iris as much 


45. 


the left hand, and hiding mine honor inwy necefſity,am 
taine to ſbuffle : ro hedge, and to lurch, and yet, you 
Rogue, will en-ſconce your raggs; your Cat-a-Moun- 
taive-lookes, your red-lattice phraſes , and your bold. 
beating.oathes, vnder the ſhelter of your honor 2 you 
will noc doe it? you? 

Pit, 1 doerelent : what would thou more of man ? 

Robin. Sir,here's a woman would ſpeake with you. 

Fal. Let her approach, 

©m.Giue your worſhip good morrow. 

Fal. Good-morrow, good-wife,s 

©», Not fo and'c pleaſe your worſhip, 

Fal, Good maid then, 

Qui, le be ſworne, 

As my mother was the firſt houre I was borne, 

Fa!, I doe beleeve the ſwearer ; what with me ? 

Li, Shall I vouch-ſafe your worſhip a word, or 
ewo ? 

Fat. Two thoufand (faire woman) and ile youchſafe 
theethe hearing. 

Oni. Thereis one Miſtreſſe Ford, ( Sir) I pray come a 
little neerer this waies : I my (clte dwell with M.Dogor 
Can : | 

Fal. Well, on; Miſtreſſe Ford, you ſay. 

Qi, Your worſhip faies very true : I pray your wor- 
ſhip come a little neerer this waies, | 

Fal. 1] warrant thee, no-bodie heares : mine owne 
people, mine owne people, 

Qns:, Arethey lo? heauen-blefſe them, and make 
them his Seruants, x 

Fal, Well ; Miſtreſſe Ford, what of her ? 

ni, Why, Sir; ſhee's a good-creature; Lord, Lord, 
your Worſhip's a wanton; well ; heauen torgiue you, 
and all of vs, I pray 

Fal. Miſtreſſe Ford : come, Miſtreſle Ford. 

Qi. Marty this js the ſhort, andthe long of it : you 
haue brought her into ſuch Canaries, as 'tis wonder- 
full : the beſt Courtier of them all ( when che Courr lay 
at Windſor) could neuer haue brought her to ſuch a Ca- 
narie : yer there has beene Knights,and Lords,and Gen- 
tlemen, wichtheir Coaches ; | warrant you Coach after 
Coach,lerter atter letter, gift after gift, ſmelling ſo ſweet» 


ly ; all Muske, andſo ruſhing, I warrant you, in flke 


an4 golde, and in ſuch alliganc termes, andiin ſuch wine 
and ſuger of the beſt, andthe faireſt, that would haue 
wonne any womans heart: and I warrant you,they could 
never get an eye-winke of her: I had my ſclferwentie 


Angels given me this morning, bur I defic all Angels(in | 


any ſuch ſort, as they ſay) but in the way of honeſty : and 
I warrant you, they could never get her ſo much as ſippe 
on a cup with the prowdeſt of themall, and yet there has 
beene Eatles : nay, ( whichjs more ) Pentioners, bur I 
warrant youall is one with her, |» | 

Fal, Pur what ſaics ſhee tomee ? be briefe my good 
ſhee- Mereurie. 

Qus. Marry, (he hath receiu'd your Letter : for the 
which ſhethankes you a thouſand times ; and ſhe giues 
you tonotifie, that her husband will be abſence from; his 
houſe,betweene ten and eleven, 

Fal. Ten, and cleuen. 

£24. 1,torſooth : and then you may come and ſce the 

i&ure (ſhe ſayes)that you wot of: Maſter Ford her huſ- 
and will be oe home: alas, the {\weet woman leades 
an ill life with him : hee's a very iealouſic-man; ſhe leads 
ayery frampold life with him, (good hart.) 

.. Fal, Ten, andelcuen, 
| ' Woman 
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Qsi, Why, youſay well : But I naue another meſſen- 
ger to your worſhip : Miſtreſle Page hath her beartie 
commendations to youro : and let mee tell you in your 
care, ſbee's as fartuous a c1uill modeſt wife, and one (1 
tell you ) that will not mifſe you morning nor evening 
prayer, as any is 1n #/mmdſor, who ere beethe other : and 
ſhee bade me tell your worſhip, that her husband 1s ſel- 
dome from home, bur ſhe hopes there will come a time. 
I never knew a woman ſodoate vpon aman ; {urely I 
| thinke you have charmes,}a: yes in truth, 
| - Fal., Not I, I »flure thee; ſetting the attra$tion of my 
| good parts afide, | haue no other charmes. 

Om, Bleſſing on your heart for'c, 
Fal, But I pay thee tell me this : has Fords wife, and 
| Pages wife acquainted each other, how they loue me ? 
Dui, That were a ieft indeed ; they haue not (olittle 
gracel hope,that werea tricke indeed : Burt Miltris Page 
would defire you to lend her your little Page ot al loues: 
heir husband has a maruellous 1infectis to the little Page * 
and zruely Maſter Page is an honeft man ; never a wite in 
Winer leades a beiter lite then ſhe do's: doe what ſhee 
will, ſ:xy what ſhe will, rake all,pay all, goc to bed when 
| ſhe liſt, riſe when ihe lit, all is as ſhe will : and rrvly he 
| deſerves it; for if there be a kinde womzn in Wwmd{or,the 
is one; you muſt ſend her your Page,noremcdie, 

Fal. W by, 1 will, 

#, Nay7. but doe fo then, and looke you, hee may 
come and g\C berweene you both; and in any calc haue 
| anay-word , that you may know one anothers minde , 
and the Boy neuerneede to vnderſtand any thing ; for 
'tis not govd thar children ſhould know any wickednes: 
olde folkes you know, haue diſcrerion, as they ſay, and 
know the world. 

Fal. Farerhee-well, commend mee to them both : 
there's my purſe , Iamyetthy debrer : Boy, goe along 
with this woman, this newes diſtracts me. 


4 Pi, This Puncke 1s one of Cupids Carriers, 


| Clap on moreſailes, purſue: vp with your fights: 

Giue fice : ſhe is my prize, or Ocean whelme chem all, 

} Fat. Saiftthou fo (old /acke) go thy waies : Ile make 
more of thy olde body then | haue done : will they yer 
| looke after thee ? wilt thou after the expence of ſo much 


-| money,benow 2 gainer ? good Body, | thanke thee : ler 


them {ay tis groſlely done, fo it bee fairely done , no 


| marcer, 
Bar. Sir lobn,there's one Maſter Broome below would 


| faine ſpeake with you, and be acquainted with you ; and 


| hath ſent your worſhip a mornings draught of Sacke, 


Fal. Broome is his name? 


| Bay. I Sir. 
| Fail. Call iimin : fuch Froomes are welcome to mee, 


| that ore'flowes fuch liquor: ah ha,Miſtrefſe Ford and Mj- 
fireſſe Page, haueT encompals'd you? goe to, v4. 
Ford. *Blefle you fr. 
Fal. And youlir ; would you fpeake with me? 
Ford. 1 make bold, toprefie, with fo little prepwa- 
tion vpont you, | 
| Fal. You'r welcome, what's your will ?giue vs feaue 
Drawer. 
Fora. Sir, 1 am 2 Gentleman that have ſpent much , 
my name is Broome. | 
Fal, Good Maker Breemre, I deſire more acquaintance 
of you, 
Fard. Good Sir Jobs, I fuc for yours : not to charge 
you , for I wuft ler you ynderſtand, Ithinke my ſelfe in 


= — 


| 


— 


| 


| ſpendit, ſpendir , ſpend more ; ſpend all T have, oncly | 


berter plight for « Lender, then you are: the which hath 
ſomething emboldned me to this vnſeaſon'd intruſion : 
for they ſay, if money goe before, all waies doe lyc 
open. 

Fal. Money is a good Souldier (Sir) and will on, 

Ford, Txoth, and I haue a bag of money heere trou- 
bles me : if you will helpe to beare ir (Sir /ob») rake all, 
or halfe, for caſing me of the carriage, 

Fal. Sir, I know not how I may deſerne to bee your 
Porter, 

Ford, I will tell you fir , if you will give mee the hea. 
ring. 

Fat. Speake (good Maſter Broome) I ſhall begladto 
be your Sernant, 

Ford, Sir,I heare you arc a Scholler : (I will be briefe 
with you) and you haue been a man long knowne to me, 
though [ had never ſo good means as deſire, to make my | 
ſelfe acquainted with you. I ſhall diſcouer athing to 
you, wherein ] muſt very much lay open mineowne ime 
perfection : bur (good Sir Joby) as you haue one eye vp- 
on my follies, as you heare them ynfolded,turne another 
into the Regiſter of your owne,, that I may paſſe with a 
reproote the eaſier, fith you your felfe know how caficit 
is to be ſuch an offender, 

Fal. Very well Sir, proceed, 

Ford. There is a Gentlewoman inthis Towne, her 
husbands name is Ford, 

Fal. Well Sir, 

Ford. 1 have long lou'd her, and T proteſt toyou, be- 
Rowed much on her : followed her with a doating ob- 
ternance: lngroſs'd opportunities to meete her : fee'd e- 
very ſlight occaſion that could but nigardly giue mee 
fight of her :not only bought many pretents to give her, 
bur haue giuen largely to many, to know what ſhee 
would have piuen : briefly , I have puriu'd her, as Love 
hath purſued mee, which hath beene on the wing of all 
eccations: bur whatſoever I have merited, either in my 
minde, or in my meanes,meede | ara {ure ] haue 1eccived 
none, vyleſſe Experience be a Jewell, that Thaue purcha- | 
oy 3t an infinite rate, and that hath taught mee to ſay 
this, 

** Lowe like a ſhadow flies,ehen ſubſt ance Lone purſues, 

* Purſuing that that flies, and fixing what purſues, 


Fal. Haue you rectiu'd no promiſe of ſatisfaQion at 
her hands? 
Ford, Never, | 
Fal, Have you importun'd her to ſuch a purpeſe? 
Ford. Neuer, | 
Fal. Of what qualitic was your loue then? 
Ford, Like a fair houſe,built on another mans ground, | 
ſo that I have loſt my edifice , by miſtaking the place, 
wherel ercedir, | 
Fal. To what purpoſe have you vofolded this to me? 
For, When F haue told youthar,F have rold you all: 
Some ſ{ay,that though ſhe appeare honeſt to mee, yet in 
other places ſhee re. aura) her mirth ſo farre, thatthere 
is ſhrewd conſtrution made of het, Now (Sir /obn)here 
is the heart of my purpoſe : you area gentleman of ex 
cellent breeding, admirable diſcourſe, of great admit- 
tance, authenticke in your place and perſon, generally 
allow'd for your many warelike, court-like, and learned 
preparations. 
Fal. OSir. 
Ford, Belceveit, for you know it : thete is money, | 


give | 
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giue me ſo much of your cime in enchange of it, as to lay 
an amiable ſiege to the honeſty of this Fords wife : vie 
your Artof wooing ; win her to conſent to you : if any 
man may,you may as ſoone as any. 

Fal. Wouldit apply well tothe vehethency of your 
affeion that I ſhould win what you would enioy ? Me- 
thinkes you preſcribe to your ſelfe very p erouſly. 

Ford, O, vnderſtand my drift : ſhe dwells ſo ſecurely 
on the excellency of her honor, that the folly of my ſoule 
dares not preſent it ſelfe : ſhee is too bright to be look'd 
againſt, Now, could I come to her with any deteQion 
in my hand ; my defires had inftance and argument to 
commend them(clues , I could driue her then from the 
ward of her purity, her reputation, her marrnage-vow, 
and a thouſand other her defences, which now are too- 

too ſtrongly embarraild againſt me : what ſay you too't, 
Sir lobn? 

Fal, Maſter Broome, ] will firſt make bold with your 
money : next, giue meeyour hand : and laſt, as lama 
gentleman,you ſhall, if you will, enioy Fords wife. 

Ford. O good Sir. 

Fal. I fay you ſhall. 

Ford. Want no money (Sir /ohn)you ſhall want none. 

Fal. Want no Miſtrefſe Ford( Maſter Broome)you ſhall 
want none : I ſhall be with her (I may tell you) by her 
owne appointment, euen as you came into me, her afſ1- 
ſant,or goe-berweene, parted from me : I fay I ſhall be 
with her berweene ten and eleuen : for at that time the 
icalious-raſcally-knaue her husband will be forth : come 


| you tome at night, you ſhall know how I ſpeed. 


Ford, I am bleſtin your acquaintance: do you know 
FordSir? 
Fal. Hang him ( poore Cuckoldly knaue) I know 


— 


_— 


the icalous wittolly-knaue hath maſſes of money, for 
the which his wife ſcemes ro me well-fauourd : I will vſc 
| her as the key of the Cuckoldly-rogues Coffer, & ther's 
my kharueſt-home. i 

Ford. 1 would you knew Ford, Gr, that you might a« 
void him,if you ſaw him, 

- Fl, Hang him, mechanicall.falt-butter rogue; I wil 
Rare him our of his wits : 1 will awe-him with my cud- 
gell : it ſhallhang like a Meteor ore the Cuckolds horns: 
| Maſter Broome, thou ſhalt know, I will predominate 0- 
ver the pezant, and thou ſhalt lye with his wife. Come 
to me ſoone at night : Ford's a knaue, and L will aggra- 
| ware his ſtile : thou (Maſter Broome ) ſhalc know him for 
knaue, and Cuckold, Cometo me ſoone at right. 

Ford, What a damn'd Epicurian-Raſcall is this? my 
heart it ready to cracke with impatience : who ſaiesthis 
is improuident iealoufic 2 my wife hath ſent to him , the 
howre is fixt, the matchis made : would any; man have 
ry 6: this ? ſee the hell of having a falle woman : my 
bed ſhall be abus'd, my Coffers ranſack'd, my reputati- 
on gnawne at;and I ſhall notonely receive this villanous 
wrong, bur fland vnder the adoptien of abhominable 
termes, and by bim that does mee this 4 Termex, 
names : Amaimon ſounds well: Lacifer, well ; Barbaſon, 
well : yet they are Diuels additions, the names of fiends: 


— 


hath not ſuch a name. Page 1s an Ae, a ſecure Aﬀſe ; hee 
will truſt his wife , hee will net be icalousz }will rather 
truſt a Fleming with my butter;, Parſon Hugh the Feſh- 
men with my Cheeſe, an /rj/h-mas with my. Aqua-vitz- 
bottle, or a Theefe to walke mya gelding,then 
my wife with her ſelfe, Then ſhe plots, then ſhee rumi- 


— 


him not : yet I wrong him to call him/poore : They lay | 


But Cuckold,: Wittoll, Cuckold ? the Divellhimſelfe | 


uates, then ſhee deuiſes : and what they thinke in their 

hearts they may effe; they will breake theic hearts but 
they will + Heauen bee prais'd for my icalouſic: 
eleuen o'clocke the howre, I will preventthis, dere 
my wife, bee reueng'd on Fa{ftffe, and laugh at Page. 1 
will abour it, better three houres too ſoone,, then a my- 
nute too late : fie, fie, fie : Cuckold, Cuckold, Cuckold. 

Ext. 


Scena Tertia. 


Gre _ 


Enter Cam, Rugby, Page, Shallow, Slender, Hoſt. 
Caine, Tacke FL No! : jw 
Rug, Sir, 

Cains, Vatis the clocke, lack. 

Rug. 'Tis palt the howre(Sir)that Sir Hwgb promis'd 
to meet, 

Cai. By gar, he has ſave his ſoule,dat he is no-come: 
hee has pray his Pible well, dat he is no-come : by gar 
([ack Rugby) he is dead already, ifhe be come. 

Rng. Hee is wiſe Sir; hee knew your worſhip would 
kill im if he came. P 

Cai. By gar, deherring is no dead, ſoas[ vill kill 
him: take your Rapier, (ache) I vill tell you how I vill 
kill him, 

Rug. Alas fir, I cannot fence. | 

Cai. Villanie,take your Rapier, 

Rag. : heer's company, 

Heft. "Bleſſe thee,bully-DoQtor, 

Sbal, *Saue you Mr, DoRtor Caine, 

Page. Now,good M*. DoRor, 

Slen, 'Giue you good-morrow, fir. 

Caine, Vatbeall you one,two,tree,fowre,come for? 

Heft. To (ce thee fight,to ſee thee foigne,to ſee thee 
traverſe, to ſee thee heere, ro ſee thee there, to ſee thee 
paſſe chy punto, thy ftock, thy reuerſe,thy diſtance, thy 
montant:Is he dead,my Ethiopian ? Is he dead,my Fran- 
ciſco? haBully? what ſaies my Eſculapixe ? my Galien?my 
heart of Elder? ha ? is he dead bully-Stale? is he dead? 

(4i. By gar,heis de Comard-lack-Pricſt of de vorid: 
he is not ſhow his face. 

Heft, Thou art a Caſtalion-king.Vrinall : Heftor of 
Greece (my Boy) . 

Cai, I pray you beare witneſſe, that mehaue ſtay, 
fixe or ſeuen, rwo tree howres for him, and hee isno- 
come. 

Sb. He1s the wiſer man (M.DoQo)rhe is a curer of 
ſoules,and you a curer of bodies: if you ſhould fight, you 
oe againft the haire of your profeſſions : is it nor true, 

aſter Page? 

Page. Maſter Shallow ; you haue your ſclfe beene a 
great fighter, though now a man of peace, 

Shal. Body-kins M. Page, though I now be old, and 
of the peace ; if I ſee a word out, my finger itches to 
make one : though wee are Iuſtices, and Doors ; and 
Church-men (M. Page) wee haue ſome ſalt of our youth 
in vs, we are the ſons of women (M.Page,) 

Page, 'Tis true, MF, Shallow, 

Shal, It wil be found ſo,(M.Page:) M.DoRor Cains, 
| Tam cometo fetch you home: I am {worn of the peace: 
you haue ſhow'd your ſelfe a wiſe Phyſician, and Sir 
| Haghhathſhowne himſelfe a. wiſe and patient Church- 
| man ; you muſt goe with me, M.DoQor, 
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Hoſt, Pardon , Gueſt-Iuſtice ; a Mounſeur Mocke- 
water, 

Cai, Mock»vater? vat is dat? 

Hoſt, Mock-water, in our Engliſh tongue, is Valour 

(Bully,) | 

Cas. By gar, then I haue as much Mock-vater as de 
Engliſhman : ſcuruy-lack-dog-Prieſt ; by gar, mee vill 
Cut his eares. 

Hoſt. He will Clapper-claw thee tightly(Bully.) 

Cas. Clapper-de-claw ? vat is dat? 

Hoſt, That is, he will make thee amends, 

Cai. By-gar, me doe looke hee ſhall clapper-de-claw 
me, for by-gar, me vill have it. 

Hoſt. And I will prouoke himto t, or let him wag, 

Cai. Metanck you for dat, 

Hoſt. And moreouer , (Bully ) but firſt , Mr, Gheeft, 
and M. Page, & ccke Caualciro Slender, goe you through 
the Towne to Frogmore. 

Page. Sir Hagh is there, is he ? 

Hoff. He is there, ſee what humor he is in: and 1 will 
bring the Door about by the Fields: will it doe well ? 

Shal. We will doe it, 

All, Adicu, good M, Door. 

Cai. By-gar, mevill kill de Prieſt, for he ſpeake for a 
lack-an-Ape to Anze Page. 

Hoſt, Let him die: ſheath thy impatience : throw cold 
water on thy Choller : goe abour the fields with mce 
chrough &. 199, will bring thee where Miftris Anne 
Page is, at a Farm-houſe a Feaſting: and thou ſhalt wooe 
he r : Cride-game, ſaid 1 well? 

Cai. By-gar, mee dancke you vor dat : by garl loue 
you : and I ſhall procure 'a you de good Guelt : de Earle, 

de Knight, de Lords, de Gentlemen,my patients, 

bY For the which, I will be thy aduerſary toward 

Anne Page: (aid I well? 
Cai. , ago oxen good : vell ſaid. 
Hoſt, Let vs wag then. 


Cai. Come at my heeles, [ack Rugby. 
Excunt, 


& 


Atlus Tertins. Scena Prima. 
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Enter Exans, Simple, Page, Shallow, Slender, Hoſt, Cain, 
Rugby. s 
Enans, 1 pray you now, good Maſter Slender: ſeruing. 


man, and friend Simple by your name ; which way haue 
you look'd for Maſter Cans , that calls himſelfe Door 


of Phiſicke, 
Sim, Marry Sir, the pittie-ward , the Parke-ward : 


euery way 2 olde Findſor way , ard every way butthe 


| Towne-way. 

Exan, 1moſt fehemently deſire you,, you will alſo 
looke that way, 

Sim, I will fr, 

Euanr, 'Pleſſe my foute: how fult of Chollors I am,and 
trempling of minde +1 {hall be glad if he have deceived 
me: how melancholics I am ? I will knog his Vrinalls a- 
bout his knaues coſtard, when I haue good oportunities 
for the orke :*Plefſe my ſoule : Toſballow Rujcrs to whoſe 

falts : mel»dions Birds ſings Madvigaltt: There will we maks 
our Peds of Roſes - and a thouſand fragrant poſies, To ſbal+ 


low : *Mercie on mee, I haue a great diſpoſitions to cry | 
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| about your knaucs 


| ny Body-Curer, 


Melediou birds fg Madrigals : —= When a 1 (at in Pa 
bilon : and 4 thouſand vagram Poſies, Toba ou 
Sim. Yonder heis comming, this way,Sir Hegh, 


Enan, Hee's welcome: Toſhallow Riners, to whoſe fats : 
Heaven proſper the right : what weapons is bes 4 

Sim. No weapons, Sir: there comes my Maſter, Mr. 
Shallow, and another Gentleman ; from Frogwore , ouer 
the ſtile, this way. 
© Evan, Pray you give meemy gowne, orelle keepe it 
in your armes, 

Sbal. How now Maſter Parſon ? good morrow good 
Sir Hwgh : keepe aGameſter from the dice, and a good 
Studient from his booke, and it is wonderfull, 

Slen, Ah ſweet Anne Page, 

Page. 'Saue you, good Sir Hugh, 

Enar. Pleſſe you from his mercy-ſake,all of you. 

Shal, What? the Sword,and the Word ? 

Doe you ftudy them both, M.Parſon ? 

Page. And youthfull ſtill, in your doublet and hoſe, 
this raw-rumaticke day ? 

Enan, There is reaſons, and cauſes for it, 

Page, Weare come to you, to doe a good office, Mr, 
Parſon, 

Enan, Fery.well : what is it? 

Page. Yonder is a moſt reverend Gentleman 5 who 


(be-like) having received wrong by ſome perſon, is ar 


—_— with kis owne gravity and patience,that euer 
ou ſaw. 

Shal, Ihaueliued foure-ſcore yeeres, and vpward :1 
neuer heard a man of his place,grauity, and learning, ſo 
wide of his owne reſpe&. | 

Euan, What is he? 

Page. Ithinke you know him : Mr, Door Cai the 


renowned French Phyſician, 
Euan, Gor's-will, and his pafſion of my heart : Thad 
as lief you would tell me of a meſſe of porredge. '\ 
Page. Why? 


Exan, He has no more knowledge in Hibocrates and 
Galen, and hee isa knaue befides : a cowardly knave, as 
you would defires to be acquaiured withal. 

G Page, I warrant youhee's the man ſhould fight with 
im, 

Slen, O ſweet Anne Page. | 

Shad. Ir appeares ſo by his weapons : keepe them a- 
ſunder : here comes DoRor Caine, 377 9 

Page. Nay good MF, Parſon, keepe in your weapans 

" Shat. Sodoe you, good Mr, DoQtor, a 

Hoſt, Diſarme them, and let them queſtion: letthem 
keepe their limbs whole,and hack onr Engliſh. 

Cai. 1 pray you let-a-mee ſpeake a word with your 
eare; vherefore vill you not meet-a me ? 

Enan, Pray you vie your patiencein _—_ O4, 

Cai, By-gar, you are de Coward: de Jack dog : Iohin 
Ape. | q 

Enan. Pray you let ysnot be laughing-ſtocks to other 
mens humors : I defire you in friendſhip, and I will one 
way or other make you amends :1 will knog your Vrinal 

combe <, pink * 25 mcer 

Cai, Diable : Tack Rugby i mine Hoſt de Jarteer: have 
notſtay for him, to kill him ? have Inor ar deplaceI did 

int ? th IT - ,» Aeft 
nn AsJam a Chriſtians-foule , now looke your: 
chis is theplace appointed, Ile bee iudgement by mine 


Heſs, Peace, I ſay, Gallia and Geule,French & Welch, 
Cai. 1 


. 
o , 
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'| were wont to be a follawer, burnow you.area Leader: 
| whether had you rather lead mine eyes, or cyc your ma- 
| ters heeles ? | 


| then followhim like a dwarfe 
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 ThederyW ines of Windſor. 


Cai. 1,datis vory goad, excellanc, 1 

Heſt.. Peace, Liay ; mine Hoſt of the Garrer, 
Am 1 politieke? Am1I ſubile? Aml a Machivell? 
Shall Ilooſe my Door ? No, hee gives me the Potions 
and the Motions, Shall I looſe my Parſon ? my Pricft? 
my Sir Hugh ? No, he ou methe Prouerbes, and the 
No-verbes. Giueme thy hand (Celeſtiall) ſo : Boyes of 
Art, I baue decciu'd you both : 1 hauedireted you to 
wrong places: your hearts are mighty, your skinnes are 
whole, and lec burn'd Sacke bethe iſſue; Come, lay their 
ſwords to pawne ; Follow me, Lad of peace, follow,fol- 
low, follow, Z 

Shal, Truſt me, a mad Hoſt : follow Gentlemen, fol- 
low, 

Slew, O ſweet Anne Page, 

Ca. Ha'do I perceive dar? Haue you make-a-de-ſot 
of ys, ha,ba? Y 

Exa. This is well, he has made vs his vlowting-ſtog: 
I defire you that we may be friends: and let vs knog our 
praines together to be revenge on this ſame icall (cur- 
uy-cogging-companion the Holt of the Garter. _ 

Cai. By gar, with all my heart : he promile to bring 
me where is A»ne Page: by gar hedeceiue me too. 
Evan, Well,I will imite his noddles; pray you follow. 


—_ 
—— 


Scena Secunda. 


—_——_ 


ET | | 
Miſt Þ «ge, Robin Ford, P age, Shallow,Slender, Hoſt, 
Euans, (, ai.” 


Mift.Page. Nay keepe your way (little Gallane) you 


Reb.1 had rather (forſooth) go before you like a man, | 
(Courrtier, 
M.P&0 you are a flattering boy, now I {ce you'l bes | 
Ford. Well met miſtris Page,whether go you. . 
24.2a.Truly Sir, to ſee your wife,is ſhe at home ? 
Ford.l, and asidle 8s the may hang together for want 


of company : I thinke if your husbands were dead, yo 


two WO 
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b 
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| |" Ati. Ford, What Tobm, what Robert * | 
emeindeed? } - 
+ 


wiltull Aeon, and to theſe violcne proceedings all my , 
neighbors ſhall cry aime. The clocke gives me my Qu, | 
and my aſſurance bids me ſearch, there I ſhall finde Fa/- 
ftaffe : 1 ſhall be rather praiſd for this, then mock'd, for 


it is as poſitive, as thecarthis firme, that Falſtaffe is | 


there: I will go. 

Shal. Page,5c, Well met Mr Ford. 

Ford, Truſt me,a good knocte; I haue good cheere at 
home,and 1 pray you all go with me. 

Shal. I muſt excuſe my ſelfe M' Ford, 

Slen, And fo muſtI Sir, 


We haue appointed co dine with Miſtris 4ane, Sf 


And I would not breake with her for more mony 
Then Ile ſpeake of, _ . 

Shal. We hane linger'd about a match betweene An 
Page, and my cozecn Slender, and this day wee ſhall hauc 
our anſwer, 

S!en. I hopel haue your good will Father Page. 

Pag. You haue Mr Slender, 1 ſtand wholly for you, - | 
But my wife (M* DoQtor) is for you altogether, | 

(4. I be-gar, and de Maid is loue-a-me ; my nucſh- 
a-Quickly cell me ſomuſh. 

Hoſt. What fay youto yong M* Fenton? He capers, 
he dances, he has cies of youth : he writes veries, bee 
{peakes holliday, he ſmels April and May, be wil carry's, 
he will carry',”cis in his buctons, he will carry't, | 

Page. Not by my conſent Ipromiſeyou. The Gentle- | 
man 18 of no having, hee kept companie with the wilde 
Prince,and Pops : he is of too higha Region, he knows, 
too much 2 no, hee ſhall not knit a knot jn his forguges,' 
with the finger of my ſubſtance: ifhe take her, let bias 
take her ſimply : the wealth I hauc waits op my coaleas, 
and my conicut goes not that way. ; "4% 

Ford, I beſecch you heartily, ſome of you goe home 
with me to dinner ; befides your cheere you Gal have 
ſport, I will ſhew youa monſter ; Mr Doftor, ot 
g®,ſq ſhall you Mr Page,and you Sis Hugh, TIBET 

Sha. Weil,farc you well : 

We (hall haue the freer woing at M* Pager, 

Car. Go home lohn Rugby,l come anon, -_ EY 

Hoſt. Farewell my hearts, l will to my honeſt Knight 
Falſtaffe, and drinke Canarie with him, | 

Ford, -] thinke 1 ſhall drinkein Pipe-wine firſt with 
him, Ile make bim dance, Will you go, Genules? | 

All, Have wich you, to ſee this Monſter, *, Exennt 
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"  Scena Tertia, one nin 


....i Ford, Page, Cains, Enans. a | 


a9, | 


Enter M.Ford, M.Page,Seruants, Rebin Falftaffr, 2.1 
(1172 "9 


... M\Pager, Quickly,quickly: Is the Buck-basket==. | 
Af ror JEedeF What RebinTlaye' 1, © 


1-1, Come, core, come, = TY 
Miff.Ford. Heere,ſet it downe. * | 


| £LWE! le 85 cali, M.Pag.Giue your metithe charge,we muſt he briefe, | 
a Canon pyllſhoor poing; lanke twelue ſcore : hee pee” M.Fard Marrie,as I ro!d = betore(lobn & Robert) 
ce4 outhis wivegincHnatinazbe giues bex.folly motion \| be ready here hard-by inthe Brew-houſe, & when I ſo- 
h 28c; 1d gowmdhe's.goingto.my witt,& Fal- | dainly call you,come forth, and (withau: any pauſe, or 
[ebay whe Aman mag ay heare this ſhowre 1g | Raggering)rake this basker op yout ſhoulders: y done, | 
inthe winde; and F, boy with her : good plots, | ttudge witt itinall hat ada it among the White | 
they are laide, and wincs damnation | Rersi1: Datcber Mead and there cmpty it itiche moddte | 
together; Well, ill im, then Te ditch,cloſe by the Thames fide. TENN. 
plucke the boxrawee fake ſorſee-, | _ 24.Page: You will doit? | £5 (dizeRion. | 
ming Miſt. Page, div ora ſecure and | .Ford. 1 batold them or and over, they es | 


_— — 


—_ 
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Be gone, and come when you are call'd. 

M.Page. Here comes little Robiw. (wirh you? 

Mi/t.Ford. How now my Eyas-Musket, what newes 

Rob. My M.Sir lohn is come in at your backe doore 
(MiR.Ford,and requeſts your company, 

M.Page.Noulitle Iack-a-lent,haue you bin true to vs 

Reb.1, Ile be ſ\worne: my Maſter knowes not of your 
being hcere : and hath threatned coput me into cuerla- 
ſting liberty, if I cell you of it ; for he ſweares hell turne 
me away, 

Miſt.Pag. Thou'rt a good boy: this ſecrecy of thine 
ſhall be a J'ailor to thee, and ſhal make thee anew dou- 
bler and hoſe. Tle go hide me, 

AMi.Ford. Do fo : go tell thy Maſter, I amalone : Mi- 
ſtris Page, remember you your Ls, 

Miſt. Pag.1 warrant thee,if I donot a&t it, hifſe me. 

Mift.Ford, Go-too then : we'l vſe this vnwholſome 
humidiry,this groſle- watry Pumpion; we'll reach him 
to know Turtles from Tayes. 

Fal. Have I caught thee, my heavenly Tewell? Why 
now let me die,for I have liu'd long enough : This is the 
period of my ambition : O this bleſſed houre, 

Mif. Ford, O\(weet Sir John. 

Fal. Miſtris Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate {Mift, 
Ford) now ſhall I fin in my wiſh ; I would thy Husband 
were dead, Ile ſpeake it before the beſt Lord, 1 would 
make thee my Lady. 

Af. Ford. 1 your Lady Sir /obn? Alas, 1 ſhould bee a 
pittifull Lady. 

'Fal. Letthe Court of France ſhew me ſuch another: 
| Iſeehow thine eye would emulate the Diamond : Thou 


| 


| haſtthe right arched-beauty of the brow, that becomes 


the Ship-ryre,the Tyre-valiant, or any Tirc of Venctian 
admittance. 
| © HMheLFord, Aplaine Kerchiefe, Sir Jobs: 
My browes become nothing elſe,nor tbat well neither. 
Fal. Thou art atyrant to lay ſo : thou wouldfſt make 
an abſolute Courtier, and the firme fixture of thy foore, 
would giue an excellent motion to thy gate, ina femi- 
circled Farthingale. Iſce what thou wert it Fortune thy 
foe, werenot Nature thy friend : Come, thou canſt not 
| hideir. 

Myft.Ford.Beleeue me,ther's no ſuchthing in me. 

Fal, What made me loite thee ? Let that perſwade 
thee, Ther's ſomething extraordinary in thee ; Come, I 
1 cannot cog; and ſay thou artthis'and that, like a-manie 

of theſe = ane buds, that come like women 
in mens apparrell, and fme]l ke, Bucklers-berry in fim- 
ple time : 1 cannor, but Ioue thee, none but thee; , and 
thou deſeru'ſt ir, 

M.Ferd.Do nqt betray me fir,] fear you lone M. Page. 

- Fal, Thou mightſt as well ſay, 1 loue ro walke b & 
Counter-gats, Which is as hace ull to me, as the receke of 
a Lime-kill, x De 

Miſ Ford, Well, heauen knowes how] loyveyou, 
And yauhall one day finde it, _ =” 

Fal, Keepe in that minde, Tledeſerue it, + 

Mift.Ford, Nay, I muſt cell you, ſo you doe; 

Orelſe I could not be in that minde, ” | 

Rob, Miſtris Ford, Miflris Ford: heere's Miftris Page at 
the doore, ſweating, and blowing, and looking wildely, 
and would needs ſpeake with you preſently. 

Fal. She ſhall not ſee me, I will enſconce me behinde 
the Arras. A | 
'. M.Ford.Pray you do fo, ſhe's a very tatling woman, 
Whats the matter? How now ? oy 


| — 


— 


The Merry Wines of Windſor. 


| Why then make ſport at me, then fer me be yourieft 


T X CE 
_ Mift.Page.O maiftris Ford what have you done ? 

You'r ſham'd, y'are ouerthrowne, y'are vndonefor ever, 

M.Ford, What's the matter, good miſtris Page ? 

M.Page, O weladay,mift. Ford, having an honeft man 
to your husband,to grue him ſuch cauſe of ſuſpition, 

M.Ford. What cauſe of ſuſpitiou? 

M.P age. What cauſe of ſuſpition ? Out ypon you: 
How am Imiſtooke in you ? 

M.Ford, Why (alas)what's the matter ? 

M.Page. Your husband's comming hether (Woman) 
with all che Officers in Windſor, to {carch for a Gentle» 
man, that he ſayes is heere now in the houſe; your 
conſent totakean il] aduantage of his abſence : you are 
vndone, 

MHM.Ford, Tisnot ſo, I hope. 

M. Page. Pray heaven it be not ſo, that you haue ſuch 
a man heere: but 'tis moſt certaine your husband's com- 
ming, with halfe Wineſor at his heeles, to ſerch for ſuch 
a one, I come before to tell you: If you know your ſelfe 
clecre, why I am glad of it : but if you have a friend here, 
conuey, conuey him out, Benot amaz'd, call all your 
ſenſes to you, defend your reputation, or bid farwell to 
your good life for ever, 

M.Ford, What ſhall Ido? There is a Gentleman my 
deere friend: and I feare not mine owne ſhame ſo much 
as his peril, ] had rather then a thouſand pound he were 
out of the houſe. | 

MPage. For ſhame, never ftand (you had rather,and 
you had rather; ) your husband's heere at hand, bethinke 


you of ſome conueyance: in the houſe you cannot hide | 


him. Oh, how haue you deceiu'd me? Looke, heere is a 
basket, if hc be of any reaſonable Rature, he ma creepe 


in heere, and throw fowle linen ypon him, as if it were 


going co bucking : Oritis whiting time, fend him by 
your two men to Datchet. Meade; 
M.Ford, He's too big to go in there: whatſhall I do? 
Fal. Let meſce't, let meſce't, Oletmeſect: 
le in, Hein : Follow your friends counſel}; Ilein. - * 
 M.Page. What Sir [obs Faiſtafſe ? Are theſe your Let- 
ters, Knight ? 
Fal. Tlone thee, helpe mee away : letme creepe in 
heere : ile never 
M.Page. Helpeto cover your maſter (Boy: ) Call 
your men (Fre) You diſſembling Knighh. - 
M.Ford, What Tohn, Rbert, Tolm; Go,take vp theſe! 
cloathes heere,quickly : Whet's the Cowle-ftaffe? Look 
how you drutnble ? Carry them tothe Landreſſg in Dat- 
chet mead': quickly, come.” 1 | 
' Ford. *Pray you come nere:ifT{uſpeRt 


1 


png | 
r'cauſe,| 


I deſerueit : How now? Whether beareyourhiy>- © | 
Ser. EPI oth ? 4 "1 9446% | 
M. Ford. Why, what haue you rodoe wherherthey 

beare it? You worebeſtmeddl? with buck. aſhinp; | 

_ _ Ford, BuckeI'woold I could waſhiny fel 

Bucke, bucke, bucke, 1 backe 2f witrane 
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Follow me Gentlemen, 
Euans. This is fery fantafticall humors and icalouhes, 
Caine, By gar, 'tisno-the faſhion of France : 

It is not icalous in France, 

Page. Nay follow him (Gentlemen) ſee the yſſue of 
his ſearch, 

Mift.Pagels there not a double excellency in this ? 

Miſt. Ford. 1 know not which pleaſes me bercer, 
That my husband is deceiued,or Sir /oby. 

Mift.Page. What a taking washeein, when your 
husband askt who was in debate 

Miſt. Ford, T am halfe affraid he will haue neede of 
waſhing: ſo throwing him into the water, will doe him 
a benefit, 

Miſt.Page. Hang him diſhoneſt raſcall : I would all 
of the ſame (tcaine, were in the ſame diſtrefle. 

MyYft. Ford. 1 chinke my husband bath ſome ſpeciall 
ſuſpition of Fa/affs being hecre : for ] neuer ſaw him fo 
grofle in his icaloutie till now, 

Mif..Þage, 1 will lay a plonito try that, 2nd wee will 
yet haue moretrickes with Falſtaff : his diflvluce diſeaſe 
wil! ſcarſe obey this medicine. 

Mi. Ford Shall we lend that foolithion Carion,Miſt, 


#:chly to him, and excuſc his throwing into the water, 


uniſhment ? 

Mift.Page, We will doit: let him be ſent forto mor- 
row eight a clocke to haue amends, 

Ford. I cannot finde him: may be the knaue bragg'd 
of that he could not compaile, 

Af. Page. Heard you that ? 

Aliſ. Ford, Yau vie me well,M. Ford? Do you ? 

Ford, 1,1 doo. | 

CAM. Ford, Heauen make you better then your thoghts 

Ford. Amen.) | 

AMi,Page.You do your (clfe mighty wrong(M.Fora) 

Ford. 1,1:1nwſt beare it, 

Em. If there be any pody inthe houſe, & inthe cham- 
bers,and in the coffers, and inthe preſſes : heaucn for- 
giue my (ins at the day of iudgement. 

Caine, Be gar, nor I too: there is no-bocies, _ 

' Page. Fy,ly,M.,Ford,are you not aſhem'd 2 What ſpi- 
ric, what divell ſuggefits this imagination ? I wold not ha 
your diftemperin this kind,for 9 welth of Uindſor caſtle. 

Ford, Tis my fault (M,Page)i ſuffer for ir. 

Euans, You ſuffer for apad conſcience; your wife is 
as honeſt a.o'mans, 25T will ceſices among five thou- 
ſand,and fine hundred too, 

Cai By gar, 1 ce ris an honeſt woman. 

Ford, Well, I promitd you a dinner:come,come,walk 
in the Parke, I pray you pardon me: I wil hercafier make 
| knowneto you why I have done this, Come wife, come 
Mi.Page,I pray you pardon me,Pray lartly pardon me. 

Page. Let's go in Gentlemen, but(rruſt me) we'l mock 
him: [ doe invite you to morrow morning toiny houſe 
to breakfaſt: after we'll a Birding together, 1hauea fine 
Hawke for the buſh, Shall it be ſo; 
| Ford. Anything. 

Ex,Ifthere is ene, I ſhall make two in the Companie 

Ca.If there be one, or two, I ſhall make-s-therurd. 

Ford, Pray you go, M. Page. 

Exa.] pray you now remembrance to morrow on the 
lowfie knaue, mine Hoſt, 

Cai. Dar is good by gar, wichall my hearr. 

Eua, A lonia knaue, to hauc his gibes, and his moc- 
keries, Exennt, 


and giue him another hope , to betray him to another” 


The Merry Wines of Windſor. 


Scena Quarta, | 


_— 


Enter Fenton, Anne, Page, Shallow, Slender, 
Quickly, Page, Mi. Page. 
Fen: I ſee I cannot get thy Fathers loue, 
Therefore no more turnemeto him (ſweet Nao.) 
eAnne. Alas, how then ? 
Fex. Why thou muſt be thy ſelfe, 
He doch objeQ, I am too great of birth, 
And that my ſtate being gall'd with my expence, 
Liceke toheale it onely by his wealth. 
Belides thele, other barres he layes before me ; 
My Riots paſt, my wilde Societies, 
And tels me*cis athing impoſſible 
I ſhould loue thee, bur as a property, 
Az, May be hetels you true, 
No, heauen ſo {; pecd me in my time to come, ' 
AldeitI will confefle, thy Fathers wealth 


Vas the firſt moriue that I woo'd thee (Anne:) | 


Yet wooing thee, I found thee of more valew 
Then flampes in Gold, or ſummes in ſealed bagges : 
And tis the very riches of thy ſclfe, - 
Thatnowl aymeat, 

Sn. Gentle M. Fentos, | 
Yer ſeeke my Fathers louc, ſtill ſecke it fir, | 
It opportunity and humbleſt ſuite | 
Cannot atraine it, why then harke you hither, 

Shal. Breake their talke Miſtris Aickly, 
My Kinſman ſhall ſpeake for himſelte, 
Slen,lle make a ſhaft or a bolt on'r,{lid, tis but: yentu- 
Shal, Benotdiſmaid, (ring. 
Sley, No, ſhe ſhall not diſmay me : | 
I care not for that, but that 1am affeard. 
Lui. Hark ye,M.Slewder would ſpeak a word with you 
Ar, 1 come to him. This is my Fathers choice: 
O what a world of vilde il[-fauour'd faults 
Lookes handſome in three hundred pounds a yeere? 


Lui. And how do's good Mafler Femton? * | 


Pray you a word with you, 
Shal. Shee's comming ; to her Coz: 
O boy, thou hadſt a father, 
Slen. 1 had a father( 34. An)my vocle can.tel you good 


ieſts of him: pray you Vncle tel Milt, Awzethe ieft how | 


my Father ſtole rwo Geeſe out of a Pen, good Vncklg. 

Shal, Mifttis 4n»e,my Cozen loues you. 

Sen. T that I do, as well as I louc any womanin Glo- 
ceſterſhire, , : 

Shal, He will maintaine you like a Gentlewoman. 

Slen, ] that I will, come cur and long-raile, ynder the 
degree of a Squire. 

Sbal. He will make you « hundred and fiftie pounds 
1oynture, 

_ Good Maiſtcr Sballew let him woo for him» 
ſelfe. 

Shal. Marrie Ithanke you for it : I thanke you for 
that good comfort : ſhe cals you (Coz) Ileleaue you, 

Amnxze. Now Maſter Slender, 

Slen, Now good Miſtris Anxe, 

Anne, What is your will ? 

Slen. My will > Od@s-hart-lings, that's a prettic 


teſt indeede: Ine'remade my Will yer (Ithanke Hea- 


ven:) Iam notſuch a fickely creature, 1 giue Heauen 
praiſe,” 
E 2 | As. 
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Anne. 1 meane ({M.Slender)what wold you with me? 
'Slen, Truely, for mince owre part, I would littleor 


— 


motion» :ifit bemy lucke,fo; it not, happy man bee his 


| dole, they can tell you how things go, betcer then Ican; 


you may aske your father, hcere he comes, 

Page. Now M- Slender ; Loue him daughter Anne, 
Why how now? What does Mr Fexter here ? 

You wrong me Sir,thus ſtill to haunt my houſe. 
I cold you Sir, my daughter is diſpoſd of, 

Fen, Nay MF Page, be normpatient, 

Miſt Page, Good M. Fenton.come not to my child; 

Paze. She is no match tor you, 

Fen, Sir, will you heare me? 

Parr, No, good M. Fenton, 

Come M. Shallow: Come ſonne Slender, in y 
Knowing my minde,you wrong me(M. Fenton.) 

Oni. Speake to Miltris Page, « 

Fen, Good Miſt, Page,for that I loue your daughter 
In ſuch a righteous faſhion as I do, | 
Perforce,againſt all checkes,rebukes,and manners, 

[ mutt aduance the colours of my loue, 
Ard aotretire, Let me haue your good will. 

An. Good mother, do not marry me to yond foole, 

Mit,Pags. 1 meanc it not, I ſecke you a better huſ- 
band , 

94, That's my maſter, M.Dottor, 

em, Alas I had rather be ſet quick i'th earth, 

And bowl'd to death with Turnipr, | 

AMt.Page. Come, trouble not your ſelfe good M. 
Fenton, I will not be your friend, nor enemy : 

My daughter will I queſtion how ſhe loues you, 
And as I finde her, ſo am affeed : 

Till then, farewell Sir, ſhe muſt needs goin, 

Her father will be angry. 

Fen. Farewell gentle Miſtris : farewell Van. 

Oui, This is my doing now : Nay, ſaideI, will you 
calt away your childe on a Foole,and a Phyſitian : 
Looke on M. Fenton, this is my doing, 

Fen, Ithanke thee : and I pray thee once to night, 
Give my ſweet Nan this Ring : there's for thy paines. 

Dui, Now heauen ſend thee good fortune, a kinde 
heart he hath: a woman would run through fire & wa- 
ter for ſuch a kinde heart. Burt yet, I would my Maiſter 
had Miſtris Azre, or I would M.Slender had her: or (in 
ſooth) I would M. Fenton had her; I will do whatI can 
for them all three, for ſo I haue promiſd, and lle bee as 
good as my word, bur ſpeciouſly for M. Ferten, Well, I 
muſt of another errand to Sir /obn Falitaffe from my two 
Miſtreſſes : what a beaſt am I ro ſlacke it, Exeunt 


Scena Quinta. 


—— — — —  —— 


Emer Falſt affe, Bardolfe, Q uickly,Ford, 

Fal. Bardolfe1 ay. 

Bay. Heere Sir, 

Fal. Go, fetch me a quart of Sacke,putatoſt in't, 
Haue I liu'd to be carried in a Basket like a barrow of 
butchers Offall ? and co be throwne in the Thames?Wel, 
if I be ſerw'd ſuch another tricke, Ile have my braines 
*rane out and butter'd, and giue them to a dogge for a 
New-yeares gift. The rogues {lighted me into the river 
with as little remorſe, as they would have drown'de a 


i 
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| nothing with you : your father and my vncle hat made | ing : if the bottome were as deepe as hell, I ſhold down, 


| 


| 


_— 


blinde bitches Puppies, fifteene i'th litter: and you ma 
know by my ſize, that I have a kinde of alacrity in fink- 


I had beene drown'd, but that the ſhore was-ſheluy and 
ſhallow : a death that 1 abhorre : for the water ſowelles a 
man ; and what a thing ſhould I have beene, when 1 
had beeneſ{wel'd ? I ſhould haue beenea Mountaine of 
Mummie, 

Bar. Here's M. Owickjy Sir to ſpeake withyou, 

Fal.Come, let.me pourc in ſome Sack to the Thames | 
water: for my bellies as cold as if I had ſwallow'd ſnows 
bals, for pilles to coole the reines. Cali her in, 

_ Bar, Come in woman. 

©xi, By yourleaue: I cry you mercy? 
Glue your worſhip good morrow, 

Fal. Take away theſe Challices : 

Go, brew me aportle of Sacke finely, 

Bard, With Egges, Sir? 

Fal, Simple of it ſelfe : Ile no Puller-Sperſme in my 
brewage. How now ? 

2m Marry Sir,l come to your worſhip fram M, Ford. 

Fal. Miſt. Ford? 1 haue had Ford enough: 1 was thrown 
into the Ford ; I haue my belly full of Ford. 

Qui. Alas the day, (good-heart) that wasnot her 
faulc; ſhe do's ſorake on with her men ; they miſtooke 
their ereion. (promiſe, 

Fal. So didT mine,to build vpon a fooliſh Womans 

wi. Well, the lamencs Sir for it, that it would yern 
= heart to ſee it : her husband goes this morning a 

irding; ſhe defires you once more to cometo her, an 
tweene eight and nine : I muſt carry her word quickely, 
ſhe'll make you amends I warrant you. 

Fal. Well, I will vifit her, tell her ſo : and bidde her 
thinke what a-man is : Let her conſider his frailery, and 
then iudge of my merit. | 

Qi, I will tell her, 

Fal. Do ſo, Betweene nine and ten ſaift thou? 

Lui. Eight and nine Sir. 

Fal, Well, be gone: I will not mifſe her. 

Qi, Pexce be withyou Sir, 

Fal. 1 meruaile I heare not of M* Broowe : he ſent me 
word to ſtay within : ] like his money well, 

Oh, heere be comes, 

Ford. Bleſſe you Sir, 

Fal. Now M. Zreome, you cometo know 
What hath paſt betweene me, and Fords wife, 

Ford. That indeed (Sir loh»)1s my bufineſſe. 

Fal. M. Broome 1 will notlye to you, 

I was at her houſe the houre ſhe appointed me. 

Ford, And ſped you Sir? 

Fal. very il|-fauouredly M. Broome, 

Ford, How ſo fir,did ſhe change her determination ? 

Fal.No(M. Broome)but the peakirig Curnuro her. huſ- 
band(M.Broome)dwelling in a continual larum of ielou- 
fie, coms me in the inſtant of our encounter after we had 
embraſt,kiſt, proteſted, 8&(as ir were)ſpoke the prologue 
of our Comedy : and at his heeles,a of his compa 
nions,thither prouoked and inftigated by his diftemper, 
and(forſoorh)ro ſerch his houſe Be his wiues Loue, 

Ford. What? While you were there ? 

Fal. While I was there. | 

For, And did he ſearch for you, 8 could not find you? 

Fal. You ſhall heare. As good lucke would haucit, 
comes in one Myſt. Page. giues intelligence of Fords ap - 
proch: and in her invention, and Fords wiues diftraction, 
they conucy'd me into a bucke-basker, 


Ford 
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\ Ford. A Buck-basket? 

Fal. Yes : a Buck-basket : ram'd mee in with foule 
Shirts and Smockes, Socks, foule Stockings, greahe 
Napkins, that (Maſter Broome) there was the rankeſt 
compound of villanous ſmell, that ever offended no- 
ficill. 

Ford. And how long lay you there ? 

Fal. Nay, you ſhall heare (Maſter Broome) what I 
haus» ſufferd, ro bring this woman to euill, for your 
good : Being thus cram'd in the Basket, a couple of 
Fords knaues, his Hinges, were cald forth by their Mi- 
firis, tro carry mee-in the name of foule Cloathes to 
Datchet-lane : they tooke me on their ſhoulders : met 
| the icalous knaue their Maſter in the doore; who 
ask'd them onceor twice what they had in their Baſ. 
ker? I quak'd for feare leaſt the Lunatique Knaue 
would have ſearch'd it : bur Fate (ordaining he ſhould 
be a Cuckold) held his haiid : well, on went hee, for 
a ſearch, and away went I for foule Cloathes : Burt 
marke the ſequell ( Maſter Broome) 1 ſuffered the pangs 
of three ſeuerall deaths : Firſt, an intollerable fright, 
to be derefted with a icaljous rotten Bell-weather : 
| Next to be compaſs'd like a good Bilbo in the circum- 
| ferenceotaPecke, hilt to point, heele to head, And 
| then tobe ſtopt in like a firong diſtillation with ſtink- 
iog Cloathes, tha: fretted in their owne greaſe: 
thinke of that, a man of my Kidney; thinke of thar, 
that am as ſubieR to heate as butter; a man of conti-. 
nuall diſſolution, and thaw: it was a miracle to ſcape 
ſuffocation. And in the height of this Bath (when I 
was more then halfe ſtew'd in greaſe (like a Dutch- 
diſh) ro be throwne into the Thames, and 
coold, glowing-hot, in that ſerge like a Horſe- 
ſhoo; thinke of that ; hiſſing hor : thinke of that(Maſter 
Broome.) 

Ford. In good ſadneſſe Sir,] am ſorry,that for my ſake 
you have ſuffecd all chis, 
My ſuite then is deſperate : You'll vndertake her no 
more? 

Fal, Maſter Broome : 1 will be throwne into Etna, 
as I haue beene into Thames,cre I will leaue her thus; 
her Husband is this morning gone a Birding: 1 
haue receiued from her another ambaſſhe of mee- 
ting - *ewixt eight and nine is the houre ( Maſter 
Broome.) 

Ford. 'Tis paſt eight already Sir." 

Fal. Is ie? I will then addreſſe mee to my appoint- 
ment : Come co mee at your conuenient leiſure, and 
you ſhall know how 1 ſpeede: and the concluhon 
ſhall be crowned with your enioying her: adiew : you 
ſhall haue her (Maſter Broome) Matter Broeme, you ſhall 
cuckold Ford. 

Ford. Hum: ha? Is thisa viſion? Is this adreame? 
doe 1 {leepe? Maſter Ford awake, awake Maſter Ford : 
ther's a hole made in your beft coate (Maſter Ford:)this 
'risto be married; this *tisto have Lynnen, and Buck- 
baskers : Well, I will proclaime my ſelfe what ] am : 
I will now take the Leacher : hee isat my houſe : hee 
cannot ſcape me: 'tis impoſſible hee ſhould: hee can- 
not creepe into a halfe-penny purſe, nor intoa Pepper- 
Boxe: But leaſt the Diuell that guides him, ſhould 
aide him.,, 1 will ſearch impoſſible places: though 
what I am, I cannot auoide; yet to be what I would 
not, ſhall not make me tame : If I have hornes, tomake 
one mad, let the prouerbe goe with me, Ile be horne- 
mad, Exewnt. 


Actus Quartns, Scaena Prima, 
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Enter Miſtris Page, Qnicklr WW illiam,Enanc. 
Miſt. Pag. Is he at M. Fords already think'R thou ? 
Ar, Sure he1s by this; or will be preſently ; bur 
truely he is yery couragious mad, about his throwing 
into the water, Miftris Ford defires you to come ſo- 
dainely. 

Mift.Pag. Wlebe with her by and by : Ile but bring 
my yong-man here to Schoole ; looke where his Maſter 
comes ; tis a playing dayIfee: how now Sir Hugh, no 
Schoole to day? 


Eng. Ne: Maſter Slender is let the Boyes leaueto play. 


Qni *Bleſſing of his heart. 

Miſt. Pag. Sir Hugh,my husband ſaies my ſonne pro- 
fits nothing in the world at his Booke: Ipray youaske 
him ſome queſtions in his Accidence. 

Eu, Come hither William; hold yp your head;come. 

Miſt.Pag. Come-on Sirha; hold vp your head; an. 
{were your Mafter, be not afraid. 

Exa. Williaw, how many Numbers is in No 

Will, Two. F Ei en 

2x. Truely, I thought there had bin one Number 
more, becauſe they ſay od's-Nownes. 

Ena. Peace, your tatlings, What is (Faire)Willian ? 

will. Pulcher, 


. Ln. Powlcats? there are fairer things then Powlcats, 
ure. 

Ewa. Youare a very fimplicity o'man: I pra 
peace, Whatis (Laps) Wille <4 hl 

Will, A Stone. 

Exa. And what is a Scone (Williams ?) 

will, APeeble. 

Exa. No; itis Lapis : Ipray you remewber in your 
praine. 

will. Laps. 

Eua, Thatis a good William: what is he(Williew)that 
do's lend Articles, 

Will, Articles are borrowed of the Pronoune; and be 


 thusdeclined. S ingulariter nominatiuo hic hac,hoc, 


Eua. Nominatino big bag hog : pray you marke : geni- 
tino huizs : Well ; what is your Accnſatine-caſe ? 
Hull. Accuſatino hinc. | 
Eu4, I pray you haue your remembrance (childe) Ac- 
euſatiuo hing hang hog. 
Os. Hang-hog, is latten for Bacon,I warrant you. 
Ea, Leaue your prables (o'man) Wha is the Focs- 
time caſe (William? ) 
will. O, Vacatino, O. 
Eua, Remember Wilkam,Focatine, is carer. 
Qs. And that's a good roote. 
Eua, © man, forbeare, 
Myſt. Pag. Peace, 
Eua: What is your Genitine caſe plur all (William?) 
will. Genitine caſe? 
Enxa, ). 
Will, Genitine horum harm horum , 
Qu, 'Vengeance of Ginyes caſe; fie on her; never 
name her(childe) if ſhe be a whoce. 
Ena, For ſhame o'man, 
un, You doeilltoteach the childe ſuch words : hee 
reaches him to hic, andro hac; which they'll doe faft 
enough of themſelues, and to call zorum; fie vpon you. 
E.9q | Eua, Oman 
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Enuans. O' man, art thou Lunates ? Haſt thouno vn- 
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deiftandings tor thy Cales, &,the numbers of the Gen- |} 


Acre? Tho art as fooliſh Chrifltian creacures, as I would 
del: [T$, : 
AM. Pave. Pre'thee hold thy peace. 

Eu, Shew menow (4/itam)lome declentions of your 
Pronounes. 

Will. Forſoorh, I haue forgot. 

En. Itis ,2ni, que, quod ; it you torget your Qwies, 
your Qes,and your Qzeds,you mult be preeches: Goc 
your waies and play, £0. 

M.Pag He is a better ſcholler then I thought he was. 

Ex, He 1s 2 200d {pragp-memory: Farewel rs, Page. 

Aiſ.Page, Adieu good Sir Hugh : 


Get you hume boy, Come we ſtay roo long, Exennt. 


Scena Secunda. 


— ——— — 


— — 


Lnter Falſtoffe, Miſt. Ford, Miſt. Page, Seruants,Ford, 
Page,Cains,Enans, Shallow, 


Fal. Mi. Ford, Your ſorrow hath eaten vp my ſuffe- 
rance; I ſee you ace obſcquious in your loue, and I pro- 
feſſe requirall ro a haires bredth, not onely Miſt, Ford, 
inthe {imple office of loue, but in all the accuſtrement, 
complement, and ceremony of it - But are you ſure of 
your husband now ? | | 

Meiſ. Ford, Hee's a birding(ſweet Sir [ohy,) 

Miſ.Page. What a oe Ford : what hoa, 

CMi/.Ford, Step into th chamber, Sir John. 

AMiſ. Page. How now ({weete heart) whoſe at home 
beſides your ſelte ? 

iſ Ford Why none but mine owne people, 

AMiſ Pare. Indeed? 

Afsſ. Ford. No certaivly : Speake louder, 

Aiſt. Pag.Troly,Ilam lo glad you haue no body here, 

CA. Ford, Why ? . NY 

if Page. Why woman, your husband is in his olde 

ſo takes on yonder with my husband,fo 

Il married mankinde ; fo curſes all Emes 
daughters,of vat complexion locuer : and ſo buffertes 
himfelfe on the fotchead : crying peere-out, peere-out, 
that any madneſle I ever yer beheld, lcem'd but tame- 
neſle, ciuility, and patience to this his diſtemper he is in 
now : 1 am glad the fat Knight is not heere, 

Mift.bord. Why, do's he talke of him? 

AMſt.Page, Ofnone bur him, and ſweares he was ca» 
tied out the [alt time hee [earch'd for him, in a Basker : 
P:otelts tro my husband he is now heere, & hath drawne 
him and the reſt of their company from their ſport, to 
make another experiment of his {uſpition: Bur lam glad 
the Knight is not here - now he ſhall lee his owne toos 
lerie, 

AMit.Ferd, How neere is he Mifttis Page? 

Miſt .Pag Hard by,at ſtreet end ; he wil be here anon, 

Ak. Ford, I am vadone,the Knight is heere. 

M?.Page, Why then you ate vtterly ſham d,& hee's 
but a dead man, Wiiat a woman are you ? Away with 
him, away with him » Better ſhame,then murther, 

Mift.Ford. \Which way ſhould be go? How ſhould I 
beftow him ? Shall pur him mto the basker againe? 

Fal. *No, Ile come no more ''th Baskert ; 


l:nes againe ! 
rates againſt 


| May I not go outerc he come? 


—— OS — — 


—— 
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CAft.Page. Alas : three of Mr, Fords brothers watch 
the doore with Piſtols, that none ſhall iNſue out + other- 
wile you might ſlip away ere hee came : But what make 
you heere 2 

Fal. What ſhall I do? le creepe vp into the chimney, 

Aft. Ford. There they alwaics vieto ditcharge their 
Birding-peeces : creepe into the Kill-hole. 

Fal, Where is it? 

Mitt. Ford, He will ſceke thereon my word : Neyther 
Preſle, Coffer, Cheſt, Trunke, Well, Vault,but he hath 
an abftrat for the remembrance of ſuch places,and goes 
tothem by his Note : Therc is no hiding you in the 
houſe, 

Fal, lle go out then, 

CMff. Ford. If you goe out in your owne ſemblance, 
you die Sir /ohy, leſs you go out diſpguis'd, 

Mift. Ford. How might we diſguite him * 

AMift.Page, Alas the day I know not, there is no wo« 
mans gowne bigge enough for him : otherwiſe he might 
put on a hat, a muffler, and a kerchiefe, and ſoeſc 

al. Good hearts, deuiſe ſomething : any extremitie, 


; rather then a miſchiefe, 


| 


AMift. Ford, My Maids Aunt the fat woman of Brain- 
ford,has a gowne aboue, 


Miſt, Page. On my word it will ſeruc him: ſhee's as 


| big ashe is : and there's her thrum'd hat,and her muffler 


too : run yp Sir /ohn, 

Mift. Ford. Go,go, ſweet Sir lohs : Mftriis Page and 
I will looke ſome linnen for your head, 

Mift Page. Quicke, quicke, wee'le come dreſle you 
ſtraight : put onthe gowne the while, 

Miſt. Ford, T would my husband would mecte him 
in this ſhape ; he cannot abide the old woman of Brain- 
ford z he ſweares ſhe's a witch, forbad her my houſe,and 
hath threatned to beate her, 

Miſt.,Page. Heauen guide himto thy husbands cud- 
gell: and the diuell guide his cudgell afterwards, 

Miſt.Ford. Butis my husband comming ? 

Miſt.Page. lin good ſfadneſle is he, and talkes of the 
basket too, howſocuer he hath had incelligence, 

Miſt. Ford, Wee'l try that: forTle appoint my men to 
carry the basket againe, to meete him at the doore with 
it,as they did laſt time, 

Myft. Page. Nay, but heel beheere preſently:let's go 
dreſſe him like the witch of Brainford, 

Mift, Ford, le firſt dire& diret my men, what they 
ſhall doe with the basket: Gee vp, lle bring linnen for 
him ſtraight, | 

Msft.Page. Hang him diſhoneſt Varler, 

We cannot miſuſe enough: 

We'll leaue a proofe by that which we will doo, 
Wiues may be merry, and yet honeſttoo ; 

We do nor acte that often, ieſt, and laugh, | 
"Tis o1d,bur true, Still Swine eats all the draugh. 

Miſt.Ford, Go Sirs, takethe basker apaine on your 
ſhoulders : your Maſter is hard at doore : ifhee bid you 
ſet it downe,obey him; quickly, diſpatch, 

4 Ser. Come, come,take it vp. 

2 Ser. Pray heauen it be not full of Knight againe, 

1 Ser. I hope not, I had liefe as beare ſo much lead. 

Ford. I, bur if it proue true (MF. Page) have youany 
way then to vafoole:me againe, Ser downe the basker 
villaine: ſome body call my wife: Youth in a basket ; 
Oh you Panderly Raſcals, there's a knot : a gin,a packe, 
a conſpiracie againſt me: Now ſhall the diuel be ſham'd, 
What wife I ſay : Come, come forth : behold what ho. 


_heft | 
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nett cloathes you tend forth to bleaching, 


Page. Why, this paſſes M. Ford: you arenot to gee | 


loote any longer, you mult be pinnion'd, 

Enans, Why, this1s Lunaticks : this is madde, as a 

mad dogge. | 
Shall. Indeed M. Ford, thi is not well indeed, 

Ford. So ſay I too Sir, come hither Miftris Ford, Mi- 
Aris Ford, the honeft woman, the modeſt wife,the vertu- 
ous creature, that hath the icalious toole to her husband: 
I ſpſpe& without cauſe (Miſtris)do 1? 

Miſt.. Ford. Heauen be my witnefſe you dee, if you 
ſuſpect me in any diſhoneſty. 

Ford, Well ſaid Braz.on-tace, 
ſirrah. 

Page. This paſſes. 

Miſt.Ford, Are you not aſham'd,let the cloths alone, 

Ford, I ſhall finde you anon. 

Enua, *Tis vnreaſonable;will you take vp your wiues 
cloathes? Come, aways | 

Ford, Empry the basket I ſay, 

M. Ford, Why man, why ? 

Ford, Maſter Page, as T ama man, there was one con» 
uay'd out of my houſe yeſterday in this basker : why 
may not he be there againe, inmy houſe ] am ſure he is: 
my Intelligence is true, my iealouhie is reaſonable, pluck 
me out all the linnen, 

24i/#,Ford.1f you find a man there, he ſhall dye a Fleas 
death, 

Page. Heer's no man. 

Sbal. By my fidelity this is not well MF, Ford: This 
wrongs you. a. | 

Euans, Mr Ford, you muſt pray, and not follow the 
imaginations of your owne heart : this is icalouſies, 

Ford. Well hee's not heere I ſeekefor. 

Page. No, nor no where elſ6bur in your brane. 

Ford, Helpe to ſearch my houfe this one time:ifI find 
not what ſeeke, ſhew no colour for my extremity : Let 
me for euer be your Table-ſport : Let them ſay of me yas 
jealous 85 Ford, that ſearch*d a hollow Wall-nut for his 
wiues Lemman., Satisfie me once more,once more ſerch 


FY 
hold it out: Come forth 


| with me. 


1. Ford, What hoa (Miftris Page,) come you and 
the old woman downe : my husband will come inte the 
Chamber, 

Ford. Old woman? what old womans that? 

M.Ford, Why it is my maids Aunt of Brainford, 


do's ſhes We are {imple men, wee doe not know what's 
brought to paſſe vnder the profeſſion of Fortune-relling, 
She workes by Charmes, by Spels, by th'Figure,& ſuch 
dawbry as this is, beyond our Elemept : wee know no- 
thing. Come downe you Witch, you Hagge you,come 
downe l ſay, | 

Miſt. Ferd. Nay, good ſweet husband, good Gentle- 
men, let him ſtrike the old woman. 

Miſt, Page. Come mother Prat, Come giue me your 
hand. 


you Ragge, you Baggage, you Poulcar, you Runnion, 
out, out : Tle coniure you, Ile fortune-rell you, 
Mift.Page. Are you not aſham'd? 
Ithinke you naue kilPd the poore woman, 
e Miſt, Ford. Nay he will do it, *tis a goodly credite 
for you. 
| Ford. Hang her witch. 


| p Ewa, By yea,andno, Ithinkethe o'man is a witch in. | 
ecce:Thk Lv 2 has ; 
[ikenot when 2 o'man has a great peard ; L ſpice 


| agreatpeard vnderhis mutfler. 


| Ford. Will you follow Gentlemen, beſcech you fol. 

| low: {ee bur the iſſue of my icalouſie ; If I cry out thus 

' vponno erale, never truſt me when] open againe, 

| Page, Let's obey his humour a little ſurther ; 

Come Gentlemen, | 
Aff. Page. Truſt me he beate him moft pirtifully, 
Miſt. Ford. Nay by th*Maſſe thathe did not: he beate 

him moſt vypittifully, me thought, 

Mift. Page. Ne have the-cndgell hallow'd, and hung 
ore the Alrar, it hath done meritorious ſervice, 
Miſf.Ford, What thinke you? May we with the war- 
rant of woman hood, and the witnefſe of a good confci- 
ence, purſue him with any further revenge ? 
A. Page. The pirit of wantonnefle is ſure ſcar'd out 
of him, 1t the diucll have him nor in fee-fmple, with 
hne and recovery, he will never (I thioke) inthe way of 


ene om mnatmm__EIIERD——m_. 


Ford, A witch,a Queane, an oldecouzening queane: | 
Haue I not forbid her my houſe, She comes of errands | 


waſte, attempt vs againe, - 

Myft.Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how wee haue 
fcru'd him ? 

Mijt.Page, Yes, by all meanes: ifitbe bur to ſcrape 
the figures out of your huzbands braines: if they can find 
in their hearts, the poore ynuercuous far Knight ſhall be 
4 turther afflicted, wee two will ſtill bee the mini- 

ers. 

Miſt.Ford. Tle warrant, they'l have him publi 
ſham'd, and methinkes there Nould be no onfiod xa 
ieft,ſhould he not be publikely ſham'd, 

Miſt. Page, Come, to the Forge with it, then ſhape it : 
I would not haue things coole. Exeunt 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Hoft and Bardolfe, 
Bar. Sir, the Germane deſires to hane three of your 
horſes : the Duke himſelfe will be co morrow at Court, 
and they are going to meet him, | 

Hoſt, What Duke ſhould that be comes ſo ſecretly ? 
I heare not of him in the Court : let mee ſpeake withthe 
Gentlemen, they ſpeake Engliſh? 

Par. 1 Sir? He call him co you, 

Hoſt, They ſhall haue my horſes, bur Ile make them 
pay: Ile ſauce them, they haue had my houſes a week at 
commaund : I haue turn'd away my other gueſts, they 
mult come off, Ile ſawce them, come. Exemunt 


— — 


Scena Quarta, 


Enter Page, Ford, Miſtris Page, CMiſtris 


Ford, Ile Prat-her : Out of my doore, you Witch, | 


Ford, and Enans. 

£44, Tis one of the beſt diſcretions of a o'man as e- 
| ver I did looke vpon. | 
| Page. Anddidhefend you borh theſe Letters at an 
| inſtant? 

Mift.Page. VVithin 2 quarter of an houre, 

Ford, Pardon me (wife) henceforth do what F wilt: 

I rather will ſuſpect the Sunneawith gold, 

| Then thee with wantonnes : Now doth thy honor ſtand 


| 
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(In him that was of late an Heretike) 
As firme as faith. 

Page. *'Tis well, tis wcll, no more: 
Be not as-extreme in ſubmiſſhon, as in offence, 

But let our plot go forward: Let our wines 
Yet once againe (to make vs publike ſport) 
Appoint a mecting with this old fat-fellow, 
Where we may take him, and diſgrace him tor it. 

Ford, There is no better way then that they ſpoke of, 

Page. How? to ſend him word they ll meete him in 
the Parke at midnight? Fic,fie, he'll neuer come. 

En. You'ſay he has bin throwne in the Riuers : and 
has bin greeuouſly peaten, as an old o'man : me-thinkes 
there ſhould be terrors in him, that he ſhould not come: 
Me-tlinkes his fleſh is puniſh'd, hee ſhall haue no de- 
fires. 

Paye. So thinke I too. 

2M. Ford, Deuiſe but how you'l vſe him whe he comes, 
And let vs ewo deuile to bring him thether. 

Miſ Page. There is an old tale goes, that Herne the 
Hunter ({ometime a keeper heere in Windſor Forreſt) 
Doth all the winter time, at ſtill midnight 


| _——O— 


Welke round about an Oake,with greatrag d-hornes, * 


And there lie blaſts the tree, and rakes the cattle, 
And make milch-kine yeeld blood,and ſhakes a chaine 
[n a moit hideous and dreadfull manner, 
You hauc heard of ſuch a Spirit,and well you know 
The ſuperftitious idle-headed-E1d 
Recciu'd, and did deliuer to our age 
This tale of Herne the Hunter, for a truth, 

Page. Why yer there want not many that do feare 
In deepe of night to walke by this Hernes Oake : 


. But what of this? 


Mift.rord. Marry this is our deviſe, 
That Falitaffe at that Oake ſhall meete with vs. 
Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll come, 


| Andinthis ſhape, when you haue brought him thether, 


\W hat ſhall be done with him? Wha is your plot? 
Miſt.Pa,Thatlikewiſe haue we thoght vpon:& thus: 


| Nan Page (my daughter)and my little ſonne, 


And three or foure more of their growth,wee'l dreſſe 
Like Vechins, Oupbes,and' Fairies, greene and white, 
With rounds of waxen Tapers on their heads, 

And rattles i» their hands; vpon a ſodaine, 

As Falſtaffe, ſhe, and I, are newly met, 

I ct them from torth a ſaw-pit ruſh at once 

With ſome diffuſed ſong : Vpon their tight 
Wetwo, in great amazedneſſe will flye : 

Then let them all encircle him abour, 

And Fairy-like to pinch the vnclcane Knight 3 

And aske him why that houre of Fairy Reuell, 


' In their ſo ſacred pathes, he dares to tread 


In ſhape prophane. 

Ford, And till he cell the truth, 
Let the ſuppoſed Fairies pinch him, ſound, 
And burne him with their Tapers. 

Miſt Page. The truth. being knowne, 

We'!l all prefent our ſelues; diſ-horne the ſpirit, 
And mocke him home to Windſor, 

Ford. The children muſt 
Be practis'd well to this, or they'll ner'r doo'r, 

FEna, 1 will teach the children their behaviours: and I 
will be like a Iacke-an-Apes alſo; to burne the Knight 
with my Taber, 

Ford. That will be excellent, 

Ile go buy them vizards, 


The Merry Wives of Windſor. 


| 


| And marry her at Eaton: go, ſend to Fal#affe Rraight, 


—R 
— —— — — 


Miff.Page. My Nas ſhall be the Queene of all the 
Fairies,finely attired in arobe of white, 

Page. Thar filke will I go buy, and in that time 
Shall M.Slender ieale my Nas away, 


Ford. Nay, lle to him againe inname of Broome 

Hee”! - me = his purpoſe: ſure hee'l come. 
Miff.Page. Feare not youthat : Go get vspr 

And tricking for our nated, Es 
Enans. Let vs about it, 

Itis admirable plealures, and terry honeſt knaueries. 
Miſ.Page.Go Miſt.Ford, 

Send quickly to Sir /ohn, to know his minde t 

Ileto the Doctor, he hath my good will, 

Andnone but he to marry with Nan Page : 

That Slender (though well landed) is an Ideot : 

And he, my husband beſt of all afte&s : 

The Doctor is well monied, and his friends 

Potent at Court : he, none but he ſhall hauc her, 

Though twenty thouſand worthier come to creucher, 


. 


Scena Quinta. 


—— 


Enter Hoſt, Simple, Falftaffe, Bardelfe, Enans, 
Caine, Q nickly, 


Heſt.What wouldſt thou haue? (Boore ) what? (thick 
_y [peake, breathe, diſcufle : breefe, ſhort, quicke, 

nap. 

Simp. Marry Sir, I come to ſpcake with Sir Joby Fal- 
ftaffe from M, Slender, 

Hef. There's his Chamber, his Houſe, his Caflle, 
his ſtanding-bed and rryckle-bed : 'tis painted about 
with the {tory of the Prodigall, ſreſh and new:go,knock 
and call : hee'] ſpeake likean Anthropophaginian vnto 
thee : Knocke 1 ſay, 

Simp. There's an olde woman, a fat woman gone vp 
into his chamber : Ile be ſo bold as ſtay Sir till the come . 
downe: | come to ſpeake with her indeed, 

Heſt. Ha? A fat woman? The Knight may be robb'd : 
Ile call, Bully-Knight, Bully Sir /obn : ſpeake fromthy 
Lungs Military: Art thou there? It is thine Hoſt, thine 
Epheſian cals. 

Fal. How now, mine Hoſt ? 

Hojt, Here's a Bohemian-Tartar taries the commin 
downe of thy fat-woman : Let her deſcend (Bully) ler 
her _—_ ; my Chambers are honourable : Fie, priua- 
cy e Fic, 

Fal. There was (mine Hoſt) an old-fat-woman euen 
now with me, bur ſhe's gone. 

Simp, Pray you Sir, was'tnot the Wiſe-woman of 
Brainford ? 

Fal. I marry was it (Muſlel-ſhell) what would you 
with her ? 

Sirmp. My Maſter (Sir) my maſter Slender,ſent to her 
ſeeing her go thorough the ftreets, ro know'(Sir) whe- 
ther one Nm (Sir) that beguil'd him of a chaine, had the 
chaine, or no, 

Fal. I (pake with the old woman about it, 

Sim, And what ſayes ſhe, I pray Sir? 

Fal. Marty ſhee iayes, thatthe very ſame man that 
beguil'd Maſter Slexder of his Chaine,cozon'd him of it, 

Srmp, I would I could hauc ſpoken with the Woman 
her 


— 
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too, from him. 

Fal, What are they ? let vs know. 

Hoſt.1 : come: quicke. 

. Fal. hmay not conceale them (Sir.) 

Hoſt. Conceale them, or thou di'ſt. 

Sim. Why fir, they were nothing bur about Miftris 
Anne Page, to knowit it were my Maſters fortune to 
haue her,or no. 

Fal. 'Tis,'tis his fortune, 

Sim, What Sir ? 
Fal. To haue her, orno: goe; ſay the woman told 
me lo. 

S:m, May l be bold to lay lo Sir? 

Fal. 1 Sir :like who more bold, 

Sim. 1thanke yout worſhip: I ſhall make my Maſter 
glad with theſe tydings. 

Hoſt, Thou are clearkly : thou art clearkly(Sir /ohs) 
was there a wiſe woman with thee ? 

Fal. 1 that there was( mine Hoft)one that hath taught 
me more wit, then euer I learn'd before in my life : and 
I paid nothing for it neither, but was paid for my lear- 
ning. 

1 Our alas (Sir) cozonage : meere cozonage, 

Hoſt, Where be my horſes? ſpeake well of them yar- 
letto. 

Bar. Run away with the cozoners : for ſo ſoone as 
] came beyond Eaton, they threw me off, from behinde 
one of them, in aſlough ot myre; and ſet ſpurres, and 
away; like three Germane-diuels ; three Dottor Fax- 
ſtafſes. 

Hoſt. They are gone but to meete the Duke (villaine) 
doe not fay they be fled : Germanes arc honeſt men, 

Euan. Where is mine Hoſt? 

Hoſt, What is the matter Sir? + 

Exan, Haue a care of your entertainments : there is a 
friend of mine come to Towne, tels mce there is three 
Cozen-Iermans,that has cozend all the Hoſts of Reading, 
of Maidenhead; of Cole-brooke, of horſes and money : 1 
teJl you for good will (looke you) you are wiſe, and full 


you ſhould be cozoned. Fare you well, 

Cai. Ver'is mine Hoſt de Larteere? 

Hoſt, Here(Maſter Dottor)in perplexitic,and doubt- 
full delemma. 

Cai, 1 cannot tell var is dat : bur it is tell-a-me, dat 
you make grand preparation for a Duke de [amanie : by 
my trot: der isno Duke that the Courris know, $0 
come: I rell you for good will : adicu, 

Hoſt. Huy and cry, (villaine) goe: aft me Knight] 
am vndone: fly, run: huy, and cry (villaine) I am yn- 
done. 

Fal. 1 would allthe world might be cozond, for I 
haue beene cozond and beaten too : if it ſhould come 
to the eare of the Coutt, how I haue beene transformed; 
and how my transformation hath beene waſhd, and 
cudgeld, they would melt mee our of my fat drop hy 


but long enongh; I would repent: Now? Whence come 
ou? oy ; 
Qui. From the two parties forſooth, 


of gibes, and ylouting-ſtocks: and 'tis nor conuenient | 


, 


— — 


td. 


her ſelfe, 1 had other things to have ſpoken with her 


— +— 


; 
' 
: 


fer'd more for their ſakes ; more then the villanous in- 
c onſtancy of mans diſpotition is able to beare, 

Qsi, And have nor they (uffer'd? Yes,] warrant;ſ-e« 
ciouſly one of them; Miftris Ford{ good heart)is beaten 
mg and blew, that you cannot leea white ſpot about 

er, 

Fal, What tell t thou mee of blacke, and blew? 1 
was beaten my {elte into all the colours of the Raine- 
bow : and I was like to be apprehended for the Witch 
of Brameford, but that my admirable dexteritic of wit, 


my counterfeiting the action of an old woman deliuer'd. 


me,the knaueConſtable had ſet me ith'Stocks,ith* com- 
mon Stocks, for a Witch. 

Q#, Sir: let me ſpeake with you in your Chamber, 
you ſhall heare how things goe,and (J warrant) to your 
content : here is a Letter wil! fay ſomewhat : (good- 
hearts) what a-doe here is to bring you together ? Sure, 
one - you do's not ſeruc heauen well, that you are fo 
croſPd, 


Fal, Come vp into my Chamber, Exennt, 


— 


— 


$cena Sexta. 


Enter Fenton, Hoſt. 

Hoſt. Maſter Fenton, talke not to mee, my minde is 
heauy : 1 will giue ouer all, ; . 

Fen. Yet heare me jpeake: aſſiſt me in my purpoſe 
And (as lama gentleman) ile give thee : 
A hundred pound in gold, more then your lofſe. 

Hoſt. I will heare you( Maſter Fenton) and I will (at 
the leaſt) keepe your counſell. 

Fen, From time.to time,] have acquainted you 
With the deare [oue I beare to faire Am Page, 
Who,murvally, hath anſwer'd my affeCtion, 

(So farre forth, as her ſelfe might be her chooſer) 
Euen to my wiſh ; I haue a leerer from her 

Of ſuch contents, as you will wonder at; 

The mirth whereof, [0 larded with my matter, 

Thar neitber (fingly) can be manifefted 

Without the ſhew of both : far Falſt affe 

Hath a great Scene; the image of the ieſt 

Ile ſhow you here at large (harke good mine Hoſt:) 
To night at Hernes-Okz,uult 'twixt twelueand one, 
Muſt my [weet Nan preſent the Faerie- Lucene : 
The purpoſe why,is here : in which diſguiſe 
VVhile other leſts are ſomething ranke on foote, 
Her father hath commanded her to {lip 

Away with Slender,and with him,at Eaton 
Immediately to Marry : She hath conſented : Now Sir, 
Her Mother,(euen ſtrong againſt that match 

And firme for DoQor Caims) hath appointed 

Thact be ſhall kewile ſhuffle her away, 

While other ſports are rasking of their mindes, 


&And at the Dearry, where a Prieſt attends 


drop, and liquor Fiſhermens-boots with me-I warrtt | Strait marry her : tothis her Mothers plot 

they would whip me with their fine wits, till 1 were as | She {cemiagly obedient) likewiſe hath 
creſt-falne as a dride-peare: Ineuer proſper'd, fince I | Made promite to the Doftor : Now,thus it reſts, 
forſwore my ſelfe at Primers: well, it my: winde were | Her Father meanes ſhe (hill be all in whice ; 


| 
| 
| 


And in that habit, when Slender ſees his time. 
To take her by the hand,and bid her goe, 


\ She ſhall! goe with bim: her Mother hath intended 
Fel. The Diuell take one partie; and his Dam the | (The betterto deuote her tothe Dottory/ 
other :* and ſo they (hall be both beſtowed; I haue ſuf- | For they muſt all be mask'd,and vizarded) 


C& 


That 


"SO 


ag 


—_—— 


vos = _ 
p — 
= — - 


> 
—— -+ 
RE 
d 


* * 
Mi ; ESE. TRY . : 
. * Much ; « pho—dgs ant gas 
A wa. % ae : 4 \* Po aA 4 # 
. 4 - fomy es pP_ - ond m—_ 
” . OY _— >. 7" : a" "V - - T -— a. « i < 


"" Hr 
_—_ wee”. "os" - 
- = hed 
P Fe. —_ 
- at x 
Lo 


LN 


18 | 


That quaint in greene, fhe ſhall be looſe en-roab'd, 
[With Ribonds-pendant, flacing *bour her head ; 
And when the Doctor ipics hjs vantage ripe, 
To pinch her by the hand, and 0" that token, 
The maid hath given content to go with him, 
Hoſt, W aich meancs ſhe to deceiue ? Father, or Mo- 
q ther, 
! | Fen, Both (my good Hoſt) to go along with me: 
And heerte it reſts, ghar you | procure the Vicar 
To (tay for me at Church, twixttwelue,angone,' 
(þ- 1/2 And in thelawfull name of marrying, 
To giuc our hearts vnited ceremony, 
Hoſt, Well, husband your deuice; lic tothe Vicar, 
Bring you the Maid, you ſhall nor lacke a Prieſt, 
Fen, So ſhall I crermore be bound to thee; 
Beſides, Ile make a pretent recompence. 


_— 


Excurt 
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| | Adus Quintus, Seena Prima, 
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the third tune ; I hope goodlucke lies 1n odde numbers: 


Ether in naciuity, chance, or death; away, 
| | 2... Weprouide you a chaine, and lic do what I can 
F | to get you a paireot hornes, 

Fall, Away I ſay, time weares, hold vp your head & 
mince. How now M. Broome ? Maſter Broome, the mat- 
ter will be knowne co night, or never, Bee you in the 
| Parke about midnight, at Hernes-Oake, and you ſhall, 
ice wonders, 

Ford, Went you not to her yeſterday(Sir)as you told 


— 


The Merry Wines of Windſor. 


Fal, Pre'chee no more pratling : go, Ne hold, this 1s | 


Away, go, they lay there is Divinity in odde Numbets, | 


| we know one another. 


Shal. That's good too : But what needes cither your 
| Mum, or her Budget? The white will decipher her well 
enough, It hath ftrooketen a*clocke, 

Page. Thenight is darke, Light and Spirits will be- 
come it wel : Heauen proſper our ſport, No man means 
| euil] but the deuill,and we ſhal know him by his hornes, 
| Lets away : follow me. Exewnt. 


— — 
— > ——— ———  —— — — 
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Scena Tertia. 


_ — 


Ec 
» 


Enter Mit. Page," Miſt. Ford, Cains, 


i. Miſt, Page. Mr DoQtor,my daughter is in green,when 
| youſee yourtime, take her by the hand, away with her 
| tothe Deaneric, and diſpatch it qyickly ; go beforeinto 
| the Parke: we two muft go together, 
Cai. 1 know yatl haue todo, adieu. 
| Mift Page, Fare you well (Sir.) my husband will not 
reioyce {o much ar the abuſe of Faltaffe, as he will chafe 
at the DoQors marrying my daughter : But 'tis no mat- 
ter; berrera little chidiog, then a great deale of heart- 
breake. 
Miſt. Ford, Where is Nan now? and her troop of Fai- 
ries? and the Welch. dcuill Herne ? 
Miſt, Page, They are all couch'dinapirhard by Hernes 
Ooke, with obſcur'd Lights; which at the very inftanc 
| of Faſſtaſſe; 2nd our mecting, they will at once diſplay to 
the nicht, 
AMiſlt Ford, That cannot chooſe but amaze him. 
Aſt. Page. It he be notamaz'd he will be mock'd ; If 
he be amaz'd,he will euery way be mock'd, 


me you nad appointed ? 

Fal. 1 went to her (Maſter Broome) 25 you fee, hkea 
poore-old-man, bucI came from her (Maſter Broome ) 
like a poore-v1d-woman that ſame knaue (7ord hir hul- 
band) hath the fineſt-mad diuell of 1ealouhe tn him(Ma- 
ſter Broome) that ever gouern'd Frenſte, I will cell you, 
he beate me greeuoully, inthe ſhape of a womanz,(tor in 
the ſhape of Man (Matter Broome) I feare) not Goliah 
with a Weauers beaine, becavie ] know allo, lite is a 
Shuttle) I amin halt, go along with mee, lle tell you all 
(Maſter Broome: fince I pluckt Geeſe, plaide Trewant, 
q and whipe Top, 1 knew not what *rwas to be bearen, till 
lately. Follow mee, Ile tell you ſtrange things of this 
knaue Ford, on whom to night I will be reuenged, and] 
will deliucr his wite into your hand , Follow, ſtraunge 
things in hand (M.5709me ) follow, Exennt, 


Scena Secunda. 
a ho 


_ > — —_— —— 


—  — -- - 


Enter Page, Shallow Slender. 


-T%9 Pare. Come, come: wee'll couch i'th Caftle.ditch, 


till we ſceche light of our Fairies, Remember ſou S/en- 
| der, my _ F 
| Slcn, 1 forſooth, I have ſpoke with her, & we haue 
=. anay-word, how to know one another. I come to her 
in white, and cry Mum; ſhe cries Budget, and by that 


— — 


Miſt.Ford. Wee'll betray him finely, 
Aſt. Page, Againſtſuch Lewdfters,and their lechery, 
Thole that betray them, do no treachery. 
Mift.Ferd, The houre drawes-on :to the Ogke,to the 
Oake, Exennt, 


—_— 


_——_— | 


ng 
Scena Quarta. { 


— — 


Exter Euans and Fairies. 

-Euans. Trib, trib Fairies : Come, and remember your 
parts: be pold (I pray you) follow me into the pit, and 
when I giue the watch-'ords, doas I pidyou :; Come, 
come, trib,rrib. Exeunt 


— 


— — 


 Scena Quinta. 


n= 


® Enter Falſtaffe, Miſtris Page, Mittru Ford, Ewans, 
Anne Page, Fairies,Vage,Ford, 2 mckly, 

Slender, Fenton,Caim,Pittoll. | 

Fal, The Windſor-bell hath ftroke rwelue :1the Mi- | 

nute drawes-on: Now the hot-bloodied-Gods aſſiſt me: 

Remember lous, thou was't a Bull for thy Exrepa,Louc 

ſet on thy hornes. O powerfull Loue, thatin ſome re- 

ſpecs makes a Beaſt a Man ; in ſom ether,a Man a beaſt, 


| You were alſo (Iupiter) a Swan, for the loue of Leda: O 
omiupoten | 
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The Aderry Wines of Windſor. 


FI 


omnipotent Loue, how nere the God drew:to the com- 
lexion of a Gooſe: a fault done firſt in che forme of a 
(0 love, a beaftly fault: ) and then another favulr, 

in the ſemblance of a Fowle, rhinke on't (loue) a fowle- 
faulr. When Gods haue hot backes, what ſhall poore 
men do? For me, I am heere a Windſor Stagge, andthe 
farreſt (1 thinke) i'th Forreſt. Send me a coole rut-time 

(Ioue) or who can blame meto piſſe my Tallow ? Who 
comes heete 2 my Doe? 

CM.Ford. Sir lon? Art thou there (my Deere? ) 

My male-Deere? 

Fal. My Doe, with the blacke Scut ? Letthe skie 
raine Potatoes : let it thunder, to the tune of Greene- 
fleeves, haile-kiſfing Comfits, and ſnow Eringoes : Let 
there come a tempett of prouocation, I will ſhelter mee 
heere. 

M. Ford, Miſtris Page is come with me({weet hart.) 

Fal. Diuide me like a brib*d-Bucke,cach a Hauneh : 
I will keepe my.fides tomy ſelfe, my ſhoulders for the 
fellow of this walke ; and my hornes 1 bequeath your 
husbands. Am I a Woodman, ha? Speake I hike Herne 
the Hunter ? Why, now is Cupid a child of conlicience, 
hemakes reftnution. As Lam a true ſpirit, welcome. 

M.Page. Alas, what noile? 

M.Ford. Heauen forgiue our fnnes, 

Fal. What ſhou!d this be ? 

M.Ford. M.Page. Away, away. 

' Fal. Ithinke the divell wil not have me damn'd, 
Leaſt the oyle that's in me ſhould fer hell on fire; | 
He would neuer elſe crofſe me thus. 

Enter Fairies, 

Qi, Fairies blacke, gray, greene,and white," 
You Moone -ſhine reuellers,ond ſhades of night, 
You Orphan heires of fixed deſtiny, 

Attend your office, and your quality. 
Crier Hob-goblyn, make the Fairy Oyes, 

Piſt. Elues, liſt your names : Silence you aiery toyes, 
Cricket, to Windſor-chimnies ſhalt thou leape ; 

Where fires thou find*ſt vnrak'd, and hearchs ynſwept, 
There pinch the Maids as blew as Bill-berry, 

Our radiant Queene, hates Sluts,and Slurtery. 

Fal. They are Fairies,he that ſpeaks to them ſhall die, 
He winke,and couch : No man their workes muſt eie. 

Eu. Wher's Bede?Go you,and where you find a maid 
Thatere ſheſleepe has thrice er m_—_ ſaid, © 
Raiſe yp the Organs of her fantahe, _ 

the as ſound as careleſſcinfancie, 
But thoſe as ſlcepe, and thinke not on their fins, 


1 In tate as wholſome, as ioflare*' cis fir; 


| Hronks 


| 1 Like Saphire-pearle, andrich embroiderie, | 


Piachichenrarries, legs backes ſhoulders, fdes;& ſhins, 
AH. About,ubour :": Taem , Hy 9029 £1120 FT 

Scarch Windſor Caftle(Elues)within,and out,” 

Strew good ucke(Ouphes)vireacty facredroome, 

That it may ftand till the perpernall doome,-"* =o 77 | 

13.4 tv 
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DIES the Ownet tro" i® + 
ThefſtucraltChaires of Otderzthbke you feowte” | 
With iuyce of Balme ; and every precious flowre, 
Each faire Inſtalment, Coats, and ſeu'rall Creſt, 

With loyall Blazon, cuermore be bleft, 


And Nightly meadoye-Friner, looke you ſing 

Like to the Garters-Compatic, in aring, | 

Th'expreſſure that it beares: Greene let itbe, & | |// 
eferti then all the Field to ſee: 

And, How un Mal-y-Pence, write 

In Emrold-tuffes, Flowres purple, blew,and white, 
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| Buckled below faire Knight-hoods bending knee ; 


* 2. ——_ 


money, which muft be paid to MF Broome, his 


| = Ford, 41, 
| +. 


Ba 


Fairies vſe Flowres for their charaQterie, 
Away, diſperſe : Bur till 'cis one a clocke, 
Our Dance of Cuſtome, round about the Oke | 
Of Herne the Hunter, ler vs not forger. (fer: | 

Ewan.Pray you lock hand in hand:your ſelues in order 
And twenty glowewormes ſhall our Lanthornes bee 
To guide our Meaſure round about the Tree, 
Bur ſtay, I ſmell aman of muddle earth, 

Fal. Heauens defend me fromthat Welſh Fairy, 
Leaft he transforme me to apeece of Cheeſe, 
£ _ Vilde worme, thou watt ore-look'd eucn 

irth, 

2m. With Triall-fire touch me his finger end 
If he be chaſte, the flame will backe deſcend 
And turne him tono paine : bur it he ſtarr, 
It is the fleſh of a corrupted hare, 

Piſt, Arriall, come, 

Ena, Come: will this wood take fire? 

Fal. Oh, oh, oh. 

Qi. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in deſire, 
About him (Fairies) ſing a ſcornfull rime, 
And as yourtrip, ſtill pinch him to your tine, 


in thy 


The Song. | 
Fie on finnefwll phantaſit * Fie on Luſt, and Luxurie : 
Luft # but a blondy fire, kindied with vnchatte deſire, 


Fed in beart whoſe flames aſpire, 
es thoughts do blow them big her and higher. 


Pinch bim (Fairies) mutwall : Pinch bins for bu villanie. 
Pizch him, and burne bims, and turne him about , 
Till Candles, & Star-light, & CMoone-ſbine be ont, 


Page. Nay dp not flye, I thinke we have watcht you 
now: VVill none but Herne the Hunter ſerue your 
eurne ? . 

M. Page.] pray you come, hold yp the ieft no higher. 
Now (good Sir /obn) how like you #/mdſer wiues ? 

See you theſe husband ?Do nor theſe faire yoakes 
Become the Forreſt better then the Towne ?-. 

Ford. Now Sir, whoſe a Cuckold now? 
Mr Broome, Falitaffes a Knaue,a Cuckoldly knave, 
Heere are his hornes Maſter Broome: --. 
And Maſter Broome, he hath enioyed nothin 


of Fords, 
but his Buck-basker, his cudgell, and wen 


—_ of 
orſes are, 
arreſted for it, MF Broome, || 
Ad. Ford. Sir fobn, we have had ill lucke t 'wee could 
neuer mecte : I will never take you for my Louc againe, 
but I will alwayes count you my Deere. | 


Fal. 1do to perceive thar I ar mede an Aﬀe, 
an-Oxetoo: borh the proofes ace ex- 


"Fa, Andtheſearenor Fairies + - me 

1 wasthree ot foure times in thethought they were not 
Fairies, and yet the guiltineſſe of my minde, the ſodaiie 
ſurprize of my powers, droue the groſſenefſe of the fop- 
pery into a receiu'd belcefe, in deſpight of the teeth of 
all rime and reaſon, that they were Fairies, See now 
how wit may be made a Iacke-a-Lent, when 'tis vponill 


Cc 


loyment. 

| San Sir John Falitaffe, ſerue Got, and leaue your 
res,and Fairies will not pinſe you. rs 

© Ford, VVellfaidFairy Hugh, | 

Exuani, And leaue you your icalouzies too 

you, 


, ] pray 


r 
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Ford, 1 will never miſtruſt my wife againe, till chou 
art able to woo her in good Engliſh. 

Fal. Haue I laid my braine in the Sun, and dri'deit, 
that it wants matter to preuent ſo groſle ore-reaching as 
this? Am I ridden with a Welch Goate too? Shal I have 
a Coxcombe of Frize? Tis time | were choak'd with a 
pecce of toalted Cheelc, | 

Em. Sceſe is not good to giue putter; your belly is al 
putter. , g 
Fal, Sceſe, and Putter? Haue TI liu'd to Rand at the 
taunt of one that makes Fritters of Engliſh + This is e- 
nough to be the decay of luſt and late-walking through 
the Realme. 

Mift.Page. Why Sir [ohn, do you thinke though wee 
would hauc thruſt vertue out of our hearts by the head 
and ſhoulders, and haue given our ſelues without fcru- 
pleto hell, that cuer the deuill could have made you our 
delight? 

Ford What,a hodge-pudding ? A bag of flax ? 

Mift.Page, A putt man? 

Page. Old, cold, wither'd, and of intollerable en- 
trailes ? 

Ford, And one that is as {landerous as Sathan ? 

Page. And as poore as lob? 

Ford, And as wicked as his wife ? 

Euax, And giuen to Fornications, and to Tauernes, 
and Sacke, and Wine, and Metheglins, and to drinkings 
and ſwearings, and ſtarings ? Pribles and prables ? 

Fal. Well, Iam your Theame : you haue the ftart of 
me, I amdeiced : I amnot able to ani{wer the Welch 
Flannell , Ignorance it ſelfe is a plummezt ore me, vie me 
as you will, 


Ford, Marry Sir, wee'l bring you to Windſor to one | 


M * Broome, that you haue cozon'd of moncy, ro whom 

ou ſhould haue bin a Pander : ouer and abouc that you | 
bins ſuffer'd, I thiake, to repay that money will be a bi» 
ting afflition. 

Poge. Yer be cheerefull Knight: thou ſhalt eat a poſ- 
ſet tonight at my houſe, wher 1 will defire thee to laugh 
at my wife,. that now laughes at thee; Tell her Mr S/en- 
der hath matried her daughter. 

My.Page. Doors doubtthat z . 
If Anne Page be my daughter, ſhe is (by thixg) DoRour 
Cains wife. 

Slex. Whoa hoe, hoe, Father Page. 

Page. Sonne? How now 7 How now Sonne, 

Haue you diſpatch'd ? MP | 

Sles. Diſpatch'd ? Ile make the beſt in' Glofterſhire | 
know on't : would I were hang'd la, cle... 

Page. Of what ſonne ? 

Slen. 1 came yonder xt Eaton to marry Mifiris Arne 
Page, and ſhe's a great lubberly boy. If it had not bene 


The «Merry Wines of Windſor. 
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| Page. Vponmy life then, you rooke the wrong, 
Slew, What neede you tell mecthat? I think ſo,when 
I crooke a Boy fora Girle : If I had bene married co him, 
(_ he was in womans appatrell) I would not hauec 
ad him, 


| Page. Why this is your ownefolly, 


Did not I tell you how you ſhould know my daughter, 
By her garments? - 

Siem, I went toherin greene, and cried Mum, and 
ſhe cride budget, as eAwne and I had appointed,and yer 
it was not eAnne,but a Peſt-maſters boy, 

Mift,Page. Good be not angry, I knew of 
your purpoſe: rurn'd my daughter into white, andin- 
deede ſhe is now with the Door at the Deanrie, and 
there married. 

Cai, Veris Miſtris Page + by garT am cozoned, I ha 

| marticd 0on Garſoon,a boy; oon pelant,by gar, A boy, 
itis not An Page, by gar,l am cozencd. 

| CAM Page, VVhy?didyoutake her in white ? 

Cai, 1 bee gar, and 'tisa boy: be gar, Ile raiſe all 
Windſor. 

Ford. This is ſtrange : Who hath got the right Anne? 
Page. My heart miſgiues me,here comes M* Fenton, 
How now MT Fenton ? | 

Anee. Pardon good tather,good my mother pardon 

Page. Now Mittris : 

How chance you went not with Mr Slender ? | 
M.Page. Why went you not with Mi Door, maid? 
Fen. You do amaze her : heare the truth of it, 

You would haue married her moft ſhamefully, 

Where there was no proportion held in loue; 

The truth is, ſhe and 1 (long fince contracted) 

Arc now ſo ſurethat nothing can diffolue vs x 

Th'offence is holy, that ſhe hath committed, 

And this deceit looſes the name of craft, 

Of diſobedience, or vaduteous title, 

Since therein ſhe doth evitate and ſhun 

A thouſand irreligious curſed houres w 

Whichforced marriage would haue brought vpon her, 
Ford, Stand not amaz'd, here is no remedie: 4 

In Loue, the heauens themſclues do guide the ſtate, 

Money buyes Lands,and wiues are {old by fate, 

Fal. Tam glad, though you have tane a ſpecial ſtand 

to ſtrike ac me, that your Arrow hath glanc'd. | 

Page, Well, what remedy ? Fenton, heauen givethee 

ioy, what cannot be eſchew'd, muſt be embrac'd. | 
= When night-dogges run, all ſorts of Deere are 

chac'd. | ft 

| - Mift. Page. Well, I will muſe no further : M* Fenton, 

ceauen giue you many, merry : 

Good husband, let ere An ——_ 


————_—_—_ mmm 


—_ 


— 


i*ch Church, I would have ſwing'd him, or hee ſhould 
haue ſwing'd me. If Idid notthinke jt had beene Anne 


Page,would I might'neuer (tirre,and. tis a Poſt-maſters | To Maſter Broowe, you yerſhall hold 


Boy. 


And laugh this ſport ore by 3 Coumriefize, - - 72 
( Sir /obs and all. | 'T 
Ford. Let it be ſo (Sir lobn;) = nt | 
word, // | 

For he, tonight, ſhall Iye wich Miſtrs Feed 


as of xp þ 
\ 143M. 4 
” my = 


* 
d ff 


a. 


— 
—_— 


— * 
LILLE 
. # I - 

. 
. wh + 8 
N . 
, 
. , 
. x 


_—_— __ Y 


F \ 
>» ASS he oy 


Gd fot, For Mealure. 


eA tus primus, 


Scena prima. 


oj 


Emer Duke, Eſcalua, Lords, 


\ 


| 


Þ=— OM can my part in him aduertiſe ; 


Hold therefore Angelo: 


} In our remoue, be thou at full,our ſelfe : 


Mortallitie and Mercic in Vienna | 
Live in thy tongue,and heart : Old Eſcalus 


Eſc. My Lord. (fold, 
3 Dwk. OftGouernmene,the properties to va- 
"Would ſceme in me Taffe&t ſpeech & ditcourte, | 
Since I am put to know, that = owne Science 
Exceedes (in that) the liſts of all aduice 
My ſtrength can give you : Then no more remaines 
But that, to your fufficiency,as your worth is able, 
And let them worke : The nature of our People, 
Our Cities Inſtitutions, and the Termes 
For Common Juſtice, y'are as pregnant in 
As Art,and praQife, hath inriched any 
That we remember : T here is our Commiſſion, 
From which,we would not have you warpe; call hither, 
I fay, bid come before vs Angels - 
What figure of vs thinke you, he will beare, 
For you muſt know, we have with ſpecial! ſoule | 
EleQted him our abſence to ſupply ; 
Lent him our terrot,dreft him with our loue, 
And giuen his Depucation all the Organs 
Ofour owne powre : What thinke you of ic ? 
Eſe. If any inVieuna be of worth 
| To rndergoe fuch ample grace,and honour, 
Ir is Lord Avgels. 


Enter Angelo. 


Duk. Looke where he comes. 
Ang. Alwaycs obedient to your Graves will,, 1 
I come to know your pleaſure, p 
Dake. An E- 4 \ nas. Wi 
-There is a kinkeof Charger jn tbylife, | 
"That to th'obſeryier, doth thy hiftpry : 2d 
Fully vnfold: y ſelſe,andrhy belongings 'T = 
Are not thine owne ſo proper,asto walte , _ 
Thy ſelf; rponthy vertuey they thee: © |. \ 
it 
Fot if 


Heauen doth with ys, as we,w orches doe; ” 
Not light them forthemſclues : Fot if our vertves | 
Diner! oe forth of vs, 'twere all alike, 
Az] chad 


- 
—_ Ee Ce EIT —_——— 


2d them uot: Spirirs are not finely tonch'd, 
: ut to fine iſſues: nor, fhature yer lends IK 
The ſmalleſt ſcruple of berexcelſence,. 
But like athrifty goddeſſe, ſhe determines” *, 
Her ſelfetheglo of a ctedicour, © nh, 92 | 


+ | Andwe 


Though fit in quettion, is thy ſecondary. 
Taker hy Chamnithes : 
Ang. Now good my Lord 

Ler there be ſome more teſt, made of my met: le, 
Before ſo noble, and (o great a figure 
Be ſtamp*c vpon it, 
| Dxk, No more euafion: hs 
. We haue with a leauen'd,and prepared choie 

Proceeded to you; therefore take your honors ; 
Our haſte from hence is of ſo quicke condition, 


| That it prefers icſelfe, and leaues ynqueſtion'd , _ 
{| Matters of needfull yalue : We ſhall write to you. . 


Astime,and our concernings ſhall inportune, 

| Howir goes with ys, and doe looke to know 
What doth befall you here. So fare you well ; 

To th' hopefull execution docT leaue you, 

Of your Commiſſions, , | . 

| Ang. Yet giueleaue (my Lord,) 

T hat we may bring you lomething on the way, 

Dw#k, My hafte may not admit it, . 

Nor neede you (on mine honor) have to doe 

With any ſcruple : your ſcope is as mine owne, 

| Soto by Fouts qualifie the Lawes ; 
As to your ſoule {cemes good: Giue me your hand, . 


{ Neprivily away : I love the people, 


Bur doe notlike to ſtage me to their eyes : 
Though it doe well, ] doe nor relliſh well 
Their lowd applauſe, and Aues vehement ; ' 
Nor doe] thinke the,man of ſafe diſcretion 
That do's affeQt ir, Once more fare you well, 
| Ang. Theheauens giue ſafety to your purpoſes, 
| Eſc. Lead forth, and brig 950 backe "in happi- 
neſſe. b. | _—_ - 
Dah, Ithanke you, fare you well, NE 
_ Ee. Iſhall defre you, Sir,to giue me letue | 
To haue free ſpeech with you ; and it concernes tne' 
To looke inte the bottome of my place: : 
A powreT have, but of whart ſtrength and nature, 


| I am not yet infiructed, 


Ang. Tis ſo with me : Let vs with-draw together, 
ſoone our fatisfaRtion have 

Touching that point, 

Exeant, 


Beth thanks, and vic; but I dobend my ſpeecb* © 


_— —— 


+ Eſe. Ne wait ypon your honor, 
F Scava 
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i Meaſure for Meaſure. 


Scena Secunda. 


————— 
_ 0 


Enter Lucio, and two other Gentlemen, 

Luc. If che Dake, with the other Dukes, come not to 
compoſition with the King of ugary,why then all the 
Dukes fall ypon the King, 

1.Gexr, Heauen grant vs its peace, but not the King 
of Hungaries. F 

2.Gent. Amen. \ 

Lac. Thonconclud'ſt like the SanAtimonious Pirat, 
that went to ſea with the ten Commandements, but 
{crap'd one out of the Table, 

2.Gent, Thou ſhaltnot Steale? 

Lac. I, that he raz'd, 
1.Gemt, Why?'rwas a commandement, to command 
the Caprtaine and all the reſt from their tunRtions : they 
put forth to ſteale : There's not a Soulher of vs all, that 
inthe thank(-giuing before meate,do ralliſh che petition 
well, that praies for peace. 

2.Gent, Ineuer heard any Souldier diſlike ir. 

Luc, 1 beleeue thee : for Ithinke chou never was't 
where Grace was ſaid, 

2.Gent, No? a dozen times atleaſt. 

I.Gent. What? In mecter? 

Lc. In avy proportion. orin any language. 

1.Gent, Ithinke, or-in any Religion, 

Lac. 1, why, not ? Grace,is Grace,deſpight of all con- 
trouerhe : as for example; Thou thy (clfe arra wicked 
villaine, deſpight of all Grace. 

1.Genf, Well : there went but apaire of ſheeres be- 
eweene vs, 

Ive, I grant : as there may betweene the Liſts, and 
the Veliter, Thou art the Lift. 

1-Gent.' And thou the Veluet; thou art good veluet; 
thou'rt a three pild-peece I warrant thee : Thad as liete 
be a Lyſt ofan En liſh Kerſey, as bepil'd, as thou art 
pil'd,for a Frerich Veluet. Do 1 ſpeake fcelingly now? 

Lac. 1 thinke thou dot : and indeed with moſt pain- 
full feeling of thy ſpeech : I will, out of thine owne con- 
feſſion, learne to begin thy health; but, whilſt] live for- 
get todrinke after thee, 

1.Gen,] think | haue done my ſelfe wrong, baue Tnor? 

2. Gent. Yes,that thou haft; whether thou art tainted, 
or free, Enter Bawde. 

Lwc.Behold, behold, where Madam Mitigation comes. 
I haue purchaſ'd as many diſeaſes ynder her Roofe, 

As come to 

2.Gent, To what, I pray? 

Luc, ludge, 

2. Gent, Tothree thouſand Dollours a yeare, 

1.Gent, I,and more, 

Luc. A French crowne more, 

1.Gent, Thou art alwayes figuring diſcaſes in me;but 
thou'art full of error,l am ſound. 

Luc, Nay, not (as one would ſay ) healthy : but ſo 
ſound, as things that are hollow ; thy bones are hoHow; 
lmpiery has made a feaſt of thee, 

1.Gent. How now, which of your hips has the moſt 
profouhd Ciatica? 

Bawd, Well,wcll : there's one yonder arrefled, and 
carried to priſon, was worth five thouſand of you all, 

2.Gent. Who's that I pray*thee? 

Band. Marry Sir,tbat's Clawaie,Signior (lawdie, 


LU 


— 


1.Gent, Clandis to priſon ? 'tis notſo. 

Bawd, Nay,burt I know *tis ſo : Haw him arrefted : 
ſaw him carried away : and which is more , within theſe 
three daies his head to be chep'd of. 

Luc, Ber, after allthis fooling, ] wouldngrhaue it ſo: 
Art thou ſure of this? 

Bawd, lam too ſure of it: andir is for getting Madam 
Inlietta with childe, 

Luc, Beleeue methis maybe the promis'd to meete 
me two howres fince, and he wa$ever preciſe in promiſe 
keeping, 

2.Gent, Beſides you know, it drawes ſornthing neere 
to the ſpeech we had to ſuch a purpoſe. 

1. Gent. Bur moſt of all agreeing with the proclamaris. 

Luc. Away: let's goe learne the truthofit, Exit. 

Band. Thus, what with the war; what with the ſwear, 
what with the gallowes, and what with pouerty, 1 am 
Cuſtom-ſhrunke. How now ? what's the newes with 
you. Enter Clowne. 

Cle, Yonder man is carried to priſon, 

Baw, Well : what has he done? 

Clo, A Woman, 

Baw. But what's his offence £ 

Clo. Groping for Trowts,in a peculiar Riuer, 

Baw, What? is there a maid with child by him? 

Clo. No : but there's a woman with maid by him-: 
you hauenot heard of the proclamation, haue you? 

Baw, What proclamation, man ? 

('ow, Allhowſes in the Suburbs of Fiewns muſt bee 
pluck'd downe. 

Bawd, And what ſhall become of thoſe in the Citie? 

Clow. They ſhall tandfor ſeed: they had gon down 
to, but chat a wiſe Burger pur in for them. 

Bawd, Bur fhall all our houſes of reſort inthe Sub. 
urbs be puld downe ? 

Clow. To the ground, Miftris, 

Bawd, Why heere's a change indeed inthe Common- 
wealth : what ſhall become of me? wy 

Clow, Come : feare not you: good Counſellors lacke 
no Clients: though you change your place , youneede 
not change your Trade : Ile bee your Tapſter Aifl z cou- 
rage, there will bee pitty taken on you ; you that haue 
worne your eyes almoſt our in the ſeruice, you will bee 
confidered, | 

Bawd. What's to doe heere, Thomas Tapſter ? let's 
withdraw ? | 

Clo. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the Prouoſt 
to priſon : and there's Madam [wliet, Exemnt. 


* Scena- Tertiia. 


Enter Prouoſt, Claudio, Iniiet,Officers, Lucie & 2.Gent. _ 
Cla. Fellow,why do'ft thou ſhow me chus to th*woflt? 
Beare me topriſon,where I am conimitted. o 
Pro. I do it not in euill diſpoſition , 
Bur from Lord .4nyelo by ſpeciall charge. by 
Claw, Thus can thedemy-god (Auboriey) +1 
Make vs pay downe, for our offence, by waight | 


| The words of heauen ; on whom it wil , it will, 


On whom it will not (Toe) yer ſtill *ris iuft, fraior, 
Luc, us boon Sonoran ary yn Nis te- 
Cla. From too much liberty, (my Zxcis) Liberty 

he fe Ce LEO hag 

So euery Scope by the immoderate vie | 

Turnes to reftraint : Our Natures dee purſue 
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| Meaſure for Meaſure, 


\ Like Rars that rauyn downe'their proper Bane, 

A chirſty cuilt, and when wedtinke, wedie, 
Lac. If I could fpeake fo wiſely rnder an arreſt, I 
| would ſend for cerraine of my Creditors: and yet,to fay 
| the truth, I had © lieſhaverhe foppery of freedome, as 
the mortality of impriſcament : whar's thy cffence, 
C laudio ? F 
| (a. What(butto ſpeake of) would offend againe. 

Luc. Whar, is't murder? 

Cla. No. 

Luc. Lecherie ? 

Cla, Call i ſo, 

Pro, Away, Sir, yoit muſt goe. 

{la. One word, good fiiend : 

Lucio,a word with you," *, | 

Luc. A hundred: ' 

If they'll doc you any good: Is Leckeryſo look'd after? 

Cla. Thus ſtands it with me : ypon atrue contract 
[ got poſſeſſion of Inlietas bed, 

You know the Lady, ſhes faſtmy wife, 

Saue that we doe the denunciation lacke 

Of outward Order, This we camenort to, 

Onely for propogation of a Dowre 

Remaining in the Coffer of her friends, 

From whom we thought it meer to hide our Love 
Till Time had made them for vs; Bur it chances 
The ſtealth of our moſt mutuall entertairmenc 
With CharaQter roo groſle, is writ on /wlit, 

Luc, With childe, perhaps ? 

Cla. Vnbappely, euen ſo. 

And the new Depatie, now for the Duke, 
Whether it be thefault and glimpſe of newnes, 
Or whether that the body publique, be 

A horſe whereon the Gouernor doth ride, 

Who newly in the Seate, chat it may know 

He can command ; lets it trait feele the ſpur ; 
| Whether the Tirranny be in his place, 
| Or in his Eminence that fills it vp 

I ſtagger in : But this new Gouernor 

Awakes me all the inrolled penalties 
Which haue (like vn-ſcowr'd Armor) hung by th'wall 
So long that ninteene Zodiacks haue gone round, 
And none of them beene worne; and tor a name 
Now puts the drowſie and negleted AQ 
\ Freſhly on me: 'tis ſurely for a name. 

Luc. I warrant it is : And thy head ſtands ſotickle on 
thy ſhoulders, that a milke-maid,if ſhe be in loue, may 
gh ir off: Send after the Duke, and appealeto him, 

Cle. 1haue done (o, but hee's not to be found, 

I pre'thee (Lucio) doe me this kinde (eruice : 
This day, my fifter ſhould the Cloyſter enter, 
And there recciue her approbation, 

Acquaint her with the danger of my tate, 
Implore her, in my voice, that ſhe make friends 
To the ftritdepurie : bid her ſelfe aſſay him, 
Thaue great hope i that: forin her youth 
There is a prone and ſpeechleſſe dialeR, 

Such as moue men : beſide,ſhe harhproſperous Art 
When ſhe will play with reaſon, and diſcourſe, 
And well ſhe can perſwade. 

Luc. I pray ſhee may; aſwell for the encouragement 
of the like, which elſe would ftand vnder greevous im 
poſition: asfor the enioying ofthy life, who I would be 
ſorry ſhould bee thus fooliſhly loſt , at a game of ticke- 
tacke: Ile to her, 


Cle. Ithanke you good friend Lacie. 


ME ————— 
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Lac. Within two houres, 
(a. Come Officer,away, 


$ cena Quar 4. 


Enter Duke and Frier Thomas. 

Dk, No; holy Fatber,throw away thatthoughit, 
Belecue nor that the dribling dart of Loye 
Can pierce a compleat boſome : why,1 defire thee 
To giue me ſecret harbour, hath a purpoſe \ 
More graue,and wrinkled,then the aimes, and ends 
Of burning youth. 

Fri. May your Grace ſpeake of it? | 

Duk, My holy Sir, none better knowes then you 
How 1 haue ever lou'd the life remoued | 
-—y held in idle price, to haunt affemblies 

here youth, and coſt, witleſſe br keepes, 

I have deliverd to Lord «Awgelo wr: þ 

(A man of ftriture and firme abſtinence) 

My abſolute power,and place here in Views, 
And he ſuppoſes me trauaild to Poland, 

(For fo ] have ſtrewd it in the common care) 
And fo it is receiu'd : Now (pious Sir) 

You will demand of me, why I d6 this, 

Fri. Gladly,my Lord, 

Duk, We haue ftrit Starutes,and moſt bicing Laws, 
(The needfull bits and curbes to headftrong weedes,) 
Which for this fourercene yeares, we haue ler lip,- 

Euen like an ore-growne Lyonin a Caue | 
That goes not our to prey: Now,as fond Fathers, | 
Hauing bound vp the threatning twigs of birch, | 
Onely to ſticke it in their childrens hght, 4 
For terror,not to vſe: in time the 

More mock'd,then fear'd : ſo our Decrees, 

Dead to infliction, tothemſclues are dead, 

And libertie,plucks Juſtice by the neſe; 

The Baby beates the Nurſe,and quite athw ate 
Goes 8ll decorum, 

Fri, Itreſted in your Grace \ - 
To vnlooſe this tyde-vp Iuſtice,when youpleaſd; | 
And it in you more dreadfull would haue ſeem'd 
Thenin Lord Angelo. | 

D#k. I doe feare : roo dreadful! ; 

Sith *ewas my fauic,to giuethe people ſcope, 

'T would be my tirrany to ſtrike and gall then, 

For what I bid them doe: For,we bie this be done 
When euill deedes bave their permiſſive paſſe, 

And not the puniſhment : therefore indeede (my father) 
I have on Angeloimpor'd the office, 

Who may in th'ambuſh of my name, ftrike home, 
And yer,my nature neuer in the fight 

Todo in ſlander ; And to behold his ſway 

I will, as 'twerea brother of your Order, 

Vid both Prince,and People : Therefore T pre'thee 
Supply me with the habir,and inſtru me 

How I may formally in perſon beare 

Like a true Frizy : Moe reaſons for this aRKion 

At our more leyſure,ſhall I render you; 

Onely,this one : Lord Avgelo is preciſe, 

Stands at a guard with Enuie : ſcarce confeſſes 
That his blood flowes : or that his appetite 

Is more to bread then tone : hence ſhall we ſee 


If power change purpoſe : what our Seemers be, Exit. 
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64 Meafurt far AMeafure. 


Enter Iſabell and Franciſca a N'ns. 


Iſa. And have you Nw; no farther priviledges ? 

Nun. Are not thele large enough ? 

Iſa. Yes truely ; | ſpeake not as deſiring more, 

uc rather wiſhing a more (tri reſtraint 
Vponthe Siltcrſtood,the Vorarilts of Saint Clare, 
| L «cio wthm,- 

Luc, Hga? peace be this place. 

Iſa: Who's that which cals? 
| Nun, It is a mans voice : gentle 1ſabells 
Turne youthe key,and know his bukaneſle of him; 
You may ; I may not: you ate yet ynl[worne : 
| When you hauc vowd, you mult nor {peake with men, 
Bur in the preſence of the Prioreſſe 3 
Then if you ſpeake,you mult nor ſhow your face; 

Or if you ſhow your tace,you muſt not ſpeake:; 
He cals againe - I pray you anſwere him. 

Iſa. Peace and proſperitie; who is't that cals? 

Luc, Haile Virgin, (if yeu be)as thoſe cl.ceke-Rofes | 
Proclaime you arenolcſic : can you lo fteed me, 
As bring me to the fight of /ſabela, 

A Nouice of this place, and the faire Siſter 
To her vnhappic brother Clandro? 

1ſa. Why her vahappy Brother Let mie aske, 
The rather for I now muſt make you know 
I am that /ſabella, and his Siſter, 

Luc. Gentle & taire - your Brother kindly greets yeu ; 
Not to be weary with you he's in priſon. 

Iſa, Woe me; for what f 

Lac, For that, which if my ſelfe might be bis Judge, 
He (hould receiue his puniſhment,in thaokes : 

Heath got his fricnd with childe, 

Iſa. Sir,make me not your ſtorie. 

Luc,'Tis true;l would not,though 'tis my familiar (in, 
Wirth Maids to ſeeme the Lapwing,and to ielt 


| 


Tongue,far from heart : play with all Virgins {0 z | 
{I hold you as a thing en-skied, and ſainced, 


{ By your renouncement, an unortall ipicic 
And to be talk'd with in fincerity, 
As with a Saint. 
Iſa. You doc blaſphemethe good, in mocking me. 
Luc, Doe not belecue it : fewnes,andiruth; us thus, 
Your brother,and his louer have embrac'd ; 
Asthoſe that feed, grow full-as bloſſoming Time 
That from the ſcedaes,the bare tallow brings 
To tcemiug foyſon - euen ſo her plenteous wombe 
Expieſſcth his ful! Tilth,and husbandry, 
Iſa. Some one with childe by him? my coſen [ulier? 
Luc, 15 ihe your cofen ? | 
Iſa. Adoptedly,as {choole-maids change their names 
By vaine,though apt affection, 
Lac. She it is. 
1{a. Oh, let him marry her. 
Inc. This is the point, 
The Duke is very (traugely gone from hence ; 
Boxe mavy gentlemea (my telfe being one) 
In hand, and hope ot aCtion: but we doe learne, 
By thoſe that know the very Nerves of State, 
His giuing-out, were of aninfimte diſtance 
F:om his truc meant deſi,gne : vpon his place, 


L Scena Ouinta, | 


. Serting it vp to feare the Birds of prey, 


Re. 


( And with full line of hisauharity) 
Gouernes Lord Angels; Aman,whole bloed 
Is very ſnow-broth: one, who neuer feeles | 
The wanton ſtin motions of the ſence; 


| But doth rebate, and blunt his naturall edge 


With profits of the minde : Studie,and f: 
He{to giue feare to vſc,and libertie, 
Which haue,for long,cun-by the hideous law, 
As Myce,by Lyons) hath pickt out ana, 
Vnder whole heauy ſence, your brothers life 
Fals into forfeit : he arreſts him on ir, 
And followes cloſe the rigor of the Statute 
To make him an example : all hope is gone, 
Volefle you haue the grace,by your faire praicr 
To ſoften Angelo: And that's my pith of buſineſſe 
'T wixt you,and your poore brother. 

Iſa. Doth he ſo, 
Secke his life? 
Luc. Has cenſur'd him already, 
And as I heare,the Prouoſt hath a warrars 
For's execution, 

Iſa. Alas: what poore 
Abihyie's in me,to doc him good, 

Luc. Aſſay the powre you haue. | 
Iſa. My power ? alas, I doubr. 
Lxc. Our doubts are traitors | 

And makes vs loole the good we oft might win, 

By fearing to atterapt : Goe to Lord Angelo 

Andler bim learne to know, when Maidens ſye 

Men giue like gods : but when they weepe and kneele, 
Al their petitions, are as freely theirs [- 
As they themſclues would owe them. | 

Iſa. Ile ſce what I can doe. 

Luc. But ſpeedily, 

Iſa. 1 will about it trait; 

No longer laying, bur co giue the Mother 
Notice of my affaire: I humbly thanke you : 
Commend me to my brother ;ſaone at night 
Ile ſend him certaine word of my ſucceſle, 

Lne. I take my leaue of you, 


Iſa. Good fir,adieu, Exemnt. 


———— 


Aflus Secundus. Scena Prima. 
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Enter _ Eſcalus, and ſernants,Inſtice. 
Ang, We muſt not wake a {car-crow ofthe Law, 


Andletit keepe one ſhape,cill cuftome make it 
Their pearch, and not their terror, 
Eſc, 1, butyer 

Let vs be keene,and rather cut alittle 
Then fall,and bruiſe to death: alas,chis gentleman | 
Whom 1 would ſauce, had a moſt noble father, 
Let but your honour know | 
(Whom 1 beleeue co be moſt ſirait in vertue) 
That in the working of your owne affeQtions, 
Had time coheard with Place, or place with wiſhing, 
Or that the reſolute w_ of our blood 
Could have attaind th'efteR of your owne purpole, |} 
Whether you had not ſometime in your life = | 
Er'd in this point, which now you cenſure him, 
And puld the Law ypon you, 

Avg. 'Tis one thing to be tempted (Eſcalmr) 


Another | 
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Another thing to fall : Inor deny 


\ The Jury pafling on the Priſoners life 
| May in the {wotne-rwelue haue athiefe,or two 


Guiltier then him they try; what's open made to Tuftice, 

That Iuſtice ceizes ; Whar knowes the Lawes 

That theeues do paſſe on theeues? 'Tis very pregnant, 

The Iewell that we finde, we Roope,ar:d rake't, 

Becauſe we ſee it ; but what we doe not ſee, 

Wetread ypon,and neuer thinke of it. 

You may not ſq extenuate his offence, 

Forl haue had ſuch faults ; bur rather rell me 

When I, that cenſure him,do ſo offend, 

Let mine owne Iudgement patterne out my death, 
And nothing come in pattiall. Sir,he muſt dye. 

Enter Pronefſf. 

Eſc. Be it as your wiſedowe will, 

Ang. Where is the Proxoſt ? 

Pro. Here if it like your honour, 

Ang, See that Claudio 
Beexecuted by nine to morrow morning, 

Bring him his Conteſſor,lec him be prepar'd, 
For that's the vtmoſt of his pilgrimage. 

Eſc. Well : heauen orgiue him; and forgive vs all : 
| Some riſe by ſinue,and ſome by vertue fall : 

Some run from brakes of Ice,and anſwere none, 
And ſome condemned for a fault alone, 
Enter Elbow, Froth, Clowne, Officers. 

Elb, Come, bring them away - if theſe be good peo- 
ple in a Common-weale, that doe nothing bur vſe their 
abuſes in common houſes, I know no law: bring them 
| AWAY. | 
® How now Sir, whaz's your name? And what's 
the matter ? 
| El6. Ifirpleaſe your honour, Iam the poore Dukes 
Conftable, and my name is Elbow; I doe leane ypon Ju- 
ſice Sir, and doe bring in here before your good honor, 
two notorious BenefaQors. 

Ang. BenefaQtors? Well: What BenefaQtors are they? 
Are they not MalefaCtors ? 

Elb. 1fir pleaſe your honour, I know not well what 
they are: Buc preciſe villaines they are, that I am ſure of. 
and yoid of all prophanation in the world, that good 
Chriſtians ought to haue, 

Eſe. This comes off well : here's a wiſe Officer. 

Ang. Goeto: What quality are they of ? Elbow is 
| your name P 
Why do'ſtrhou not ſpeake Elbow? 
| Clo, He cannot Sir : he's our at Elboyy, 

Ang, Wharare you Sir? 
. HeSit: a Tapter Sit: parcell Baud'; one that 
ſerues a bad woman: whoſe houſe Sir was (as they ſay) 
luckr downe in the Suborbs* and now (hee profeſſes a 
Forhouſe ; which, I thinke is a very i} houſe too, 

Eſe. How know youthat ? | 

Elb. My wife Sir ? whom I deteſt before heauen, and 
your honour,” ' ons att yy . 

Eſc, How ? thy wife? ME 

Elb, 1Sir: who I chanke heaven is an honeſt wo- 
man, a ks 

Eſe. Do'ſt thou derefther therefore? 

El6. 1 fay fir, I will deteſt my ſtlfe alſo, as well as the, 
that this bouſe,ifir be not a Bauds hoilſe,itispirry ofher 
life, for it is apauphrty Houſe, 1? 0 7» 
bs El How thou knowehir Conſtable? 
| Eh. Marry fir, by my wife, who,if ſhe had bina'wo- 
man Cardinally given, might have bin accus'd in forni- 


Meaſure for 


| cation,adultery,and all yncleanlinefſethere. 
Eſc. By the womans meanes ? 

Elb. I tir,by Miſtris Ower-dons meanes: but as ſhe ſpi 
in his face, ſo ſhe defide him. 

( !e. Sir, if ic pleaſe your honor,this is not ſo, 

Elb, Prouc it before theſe varlets heregthou honora- 
ble man, proue it. % 
Eſc, Doe you heare how he miſplaces ? 

Clo. Sir, ſhe came in great with childe; and longing 
(ſauing your honors reverence) for ftewd prewyns; fir, 
we had but two inthe houſe, whichat that very diſtant 
time ſtood, as it were in a fruit diſh(a diſh of ſome three 


} pence;your honours have ſeene ſuch diſhes)chey are not 


China-diſhes, bur very good diſhes, 

Eſc. Go too : go treo: nomatter for the diſh fir. 

Clo. Noindeede firnot of a pin; you are therein in 
the right : but, tothe point : As I ſay, this Miſtris Elbow, 
being (as I fay) with childe, and being great bellied,and 
longing (a5 I ſaid) for prewyns: and having but ewe in 
the diſh (as I ſaid) Maſter Froth here,this very man, ha- 
uingearen the reſt(as I ſaid)&(as I ſay) paying for them 
very honeſtly : for,as you know Maſter Froth,] could nor 
giue you three pence againe. 

Fro, No indeede, 

Clos, Very well: you being then (if you be remem- 
bred) cracking the ſtones of the foreſaid prewyns. 

Fre, 1,ſo 1 did indeede. 


Clo. Why,very well :-I telling you then (if you be 


; remembred) that ſuch a one, and ſucha one, were paſt 


 #— 
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cure of the thing you wor of, ynleſſe they kept yery good 
diet, as I rold you, 

Fro, All this is true, 

Cle. Why very well then. 4 

Eſe, Come : you are atedious foole : tothe purpoſe : 
what was done to E/bewes wife, that hee hath cauſeto 
complaine of ? Come meto what was done to her, 

{. Sir,your honor cannot come to that yer. 

Eſc. Nofir,nor ] meane irnot, 

C/s, Sir, but you ſhall comerto it, by your hovours 
leaue : And I beſeech you, looke into Maſter Froth here 
fir, a man of foure-ſcore pound a yeare; whoſe father 
died at Hallowmnas: Was't not at Halowma Maſter 
Froth? 

Fro. Allhallond-Eue. 

Clo. Why very well: I hope here be truthes: he Sir, 
fitting (as I ſay) m a lower chaire, Sir, twas in the bunch 
of Grapes, where indeede you haue a delightto fit, have 
younot ? 

Fro, Thaue fo, becauſe it is ap open roome,and good 
for winter, | 

Clo, Why very well then : I hope here be truthes. 

Ang. This will laſt out anightin Reſria 
W hen nights are longeſt there : Ne take my leaue, 

And leaue you to the hearing of the cauſe ; 
Hoping yu finde good cauſe to whip themall. . Exir, 
- Eſe. Ithinkenoleſſe: good morrow to your Lord. 
ſhip. Now Sir, come on: What was done to Elbewes 
wife, once more? | 
' Clo, Once Sir? there was nothing done to her once. 

Elb. 1beſcech you Sir,aske him what this man did to 
my wife, 

(ls. I beſcech your honor,aske me. 

Eſc. Well fir, what did this Gentleman to her ? 

'- Clo, I beſeechyou fir, looke in this Gentlemans face: 


good Maſter Freth looke vpon his honor; *tis for a good 
purpoſe: doth your honor marke his face ? 
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Eſc, I fir, very well. 

{!o. Nay, I beſeech you marke it well, 

Eſc, Well, I doe ſo. 

Clo, Doth your honor ſce any harme in his face ? 

Eſc, Why no, 

Cle. lie be ſuppoſd vypona booke, his face is the worſt 
thing about him; goodvhen: jHhis face be the worſt 
thing about him, how could Maſter Freth doe the Cone 
ſtables wife any harme? I would know that of your 
honour, 1 . 

Eſc. He's inthe right (Conſtable) what ſay you to it? 

Elb, Firſt, andirt like you, the houſe is 8 reſpected 


| houſe ;next,this is areſpected fellow; and his Miltris is 


areſpefted woman, 

( #9.-By this band Sirghis wife is a more reſpeRed per- 
ſon then any of vs all. 

Elb, Varlet,thou lyef; thou lyeſt wicked varlet: the 
time is yet to come that ſhee was euer reſpected with 
man, woman,or childe, 

Cle. Sir,ſhe was reipeCted with him, before he mar- 
ried with her. 

Eſc, Which is the wiſer here ; [uſtice or Iniquitic? 1s 
this true ? 

Elb, O thou caytiffe : O thou varlet : O thou wick- 
ed Hannibail; ] reſpeted with her,before I was married 
to her? If cuer I was reſpeRted with her, or ihe with me, 
ler not your worſhip thinke mee the poore Dekes Ofh- 
cer 2 proue this, thou wicked Hanniball, or ile haue 
mine action of battry on thee, Y 

Eſc. Ifhe tooke you a box 'oth'care, you might haue 
your aQtion of {lander too. 

Elb, Marry Ithanke your good worſhip for it : what 
is t your Worſhips cre ba I ſhall doe with this wick- 
ed Caitiffe ? 

Eſc, Truly Officer, becauſe he hath ſome offences in 
him, that thou would(t diſcouer, if thou couldR, let him 
continue in his courſes , till thou knowſt what they are. 

Elb. Marry I thanke your worſhip for it : Thou ſeeſt 
thou wicked yarle: now, what's come vpon thee. Thou 
art to continue now thou Varlet,thou art to continue, 

Eſe, Where were you borne, friend? 

Froth. Here in Vienna, Sir. 

Eſc. Are you of fourcicore pounds a yeere ? 

Froth, Yes, and 't pleaſe you hr. 

Eſc. So: what trade are you of, fit ? 

Clo, A Tapſter, a poore widdowes Tapficr, 

Eſc, Your Miſttis name? 

Clo. Miſtris Ouer-dov. 

Eſc, Hath ſhe had any more then one husband ? 

Clo, Nine, fir : Ouer-don by the laſt, 

Eſc. Nine? come hether to me, Maſter Froth ; Maſter 
Freth, | would not haue you acquainted with Tapfters 
they will draw you Maſter Froth,and you wil hang them: 
get you gon, and let me heare no more of you, 

Fro, I thanke your worſhip : for mine owne part, I 
neuer come into ally roomein a Tap-houſe, but Iam 
drawne in. 


Eſc, Well : no more cf it Maſter Froth : farewell :* 


Comeyou hether to me, MF, Tapſter : what's your name 
Mr, Tapfiter? 

Clo, Pampey. 

Eſc, What elſe? 

Clo, Frm, Sir, | 

Eſc. Troth,and your bum is the greateſt thing about 
you , ſo that in the beaſtheſt ſence, you are Pompey the 


JE ah _ 


| tell me true, it ſhall be the berter for you. 


n 4 


great ; Pompey, you are partly a bawd, Pompey ; howſo- 
euer you colour it in being a Tapſter,are you not? come, | 


Cle, Truly fir, I ara a poore fellow that would live, 

Eſc. How would you live Pompey? by being a bawdy 
what doe you thinke of the trade Pompey? is it a lawfull 
trade ? 

Clo. If the Law would allow it, fir, 

Eſc. But the Law will not allow it Pompey ; nor it 
ſhall not be allowed in Viewns, 

Clo, Do's your Worſhip meane to geld and play all 
the youth of the City s | 

Eſc. No, Pompey, 

Clo, Truely Sir, in my poore opinion they will too't 
then : if your worſhip will rake order for the drabs and 
the knaues, you need not to feare the bawds. 

Eſc. There is pretty orders beginning I cantell you: 
Ic is but heading, and hanging, 

Clo, If you head, and be all that offend that way 
but for ten yeare together ; you'll be glad to give out a 
Commiſſion for more heads : if this law hold in Fienws 
ten yeare, ile rent the faireſt houſe init after three pence 
a Bay : it you live to ſee this cometo paſſe, ſay Pompey 
told you lo, | 

Eſc, Thanke you good Pompey : and in requirall of 
your propheſie, harke you : I aduiſe youlet me nor finde 
you before me againe vpon any complaint whatſocuer; 
no,not for dwelling where you doe : if I doe Pompey, I 
ſhall beat youto your Tent, and proue a ſhrewd Ceſar 
to you: in plaine dealing Pompey, 1 ſhall have you whipt; 
{o for this time, Pompey, fare you well, 

Cle, Ithauke your Worſhip for your good counſell ; 
but I ſhall follow it as the fleſh and fortune ſhall better 
determine. Whip me? no,no, let Carman whip his Iade, 
The valiant heart's not whipt out of his trade, Exit, 

Eſc. Come hether to me, Maſter Elbow : come hicher 
Maſter Conſtable : how long have you bin in this place 
of Conſtable ? 

Elb, Seven yeere, and a halfe fir, | 

Eſc. 1 chought by the readineſſe inthe office, you had 
continued in it ſome time : you ſay ſeauen yeares toge» 
ther, 

Elb, And a halfe fr. 

Eſc, Alas, it hath beene great paines to =” : they do 
you wrong to put you ſo ofr. ypon't, Are there not men 
inyour Ward ſufficient te ſerue it? 

£16, *Faith fr, few of any wit in ſuch matters : as they 
are choſen, they are glad to chosſe me for them; Idoir 
for ſome peece of money,and goe through with all, 

Eſc. Looke you bring mee inthe names of ſome fixe 
or ſeuen, the moſt ſufficient of your pariſh, 

Elb, To your Worſhips houſe ſir ? | 

Eſc. To my houſe ; fare you well ; what's a clocke, 
chinke you ? 

In. Eleven, Sir, 

Eſc. Ipray you home to dinner with me, 

Tuſt, 1 humbly thanke you. 

Eſc. 1t grieues me for the death of Clandre 
Bur there's no remedie: 

Inſt. Lord «Angelois ſcuere, . 

Eſc. ltis burneedfyll,, © 
Mercy isnot it ſelfe, that oft lookesſo,: 

Pardon is ſtill the nurſe of ſecond woe wie | 
Bur yer, pooce Clendio; thereisnoremedic. | | 
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Scena' Secunda. 


| n——— _— 4 m—_— —CJ 


Enter Pronoft, Seruant. 


Tle tell him of you, 2 
Pro, "Pray you doe; Ile know 
His pleaſure, may be he will relent ; alas 
He hath bout as offended in a dreame, 
All Sets, all Ages ſmack of chis vice, and he 
To die for't? _ 
Enter Angelo. 
Ang. Now, what's the matter Pronoft ? 
| Pro, lic your will Clandeo ſhall die tomorrow 2 
Ang. Did not Itell thee yea 2 hadſt thou not order ? 
Why de'ft thou aske againe ? 
Pro. Leſt I might be too raſh: 
Vader your good correftion, I haue ſeene 
When after execution, Iudgement hath 
Repented ore his doome. 
Ang. Goe to ; let that be mine, 
Doe you your office, or giue vp your Place, 
Aid you ſhall well be ſpar'd. | 
Pro, 1 crave your Honours pardon : 
What ſhall be done Sir, with the groaning /uliet ? 
Shee's m—_— her howre. 
Ang. Diſpoſe of her 
| To ſome more fitter place ; and that with ſpeed. 
Ser, Here is the (iſter of the man condemu'd , 
{| Defires acceſle ro you, 
| Ang. Hathbe aSifters 
Pro, I wy good Lord,a very vertuous maid, 
Andto be ſhortlie of a Siſter-hood, 
If not alreadie. 
Arg. Well: lether be admitted, 
See you the Fornicatreſſe be remouv'd, 
Let her haue needfull, but not laviſh meanes, 
There ſhall be order for't, 
Enter Lucio and Iſabella, Fa 
Pro, 'Save your Honour, (will 2 
Ang. Stay alittle while : y'are welcome: what's your 
Jab, I am a wefull Sutor to your Honour , 
Pleaſe but your Honor heare me, 
Ang. Well : what's your ſuite. | 
Tk. There is a vice that moſt I doe abhorre, 
And moſt defire ſhould meer the blow of Juſtice ; - 
For which I would not plead, bur that I muſt, 
For which I muſt not plead,burt that I am 
At warre, twixt will, 8nd-will not. \ 
Ang. Well : thematter? | | 
ob. I haue a brother is condeman'd to die, 
I doebeſeechyou letit be his fault 1 + - 
Pre«;-Heauen give thee mouing graces. | 
Ave. Conderntthefontt, andnot the ator of it, 


Mine were the yerie Cipher of aFun@tion BY 
To fine thefaults, fine Kands in ceeord, 
And let goe by the Aftor: £13 94607 | 3 
Iſab.. Ow, but:ſeucre Law : *! 31 (15:13 wax 
I had a brether then ; heauen krepe pour hotiour.. -. :: // 
Inc, Giue *tnot ore ſo: to him againe;enerent him, 
Kneeledowne before him, hang vpon. his gowne,.' \ 
You aretoe cold : if you Trnndagis, }- a 


Ser. Hee's hearing of a Cauſe ; he will come ficaighr, 


Why cuery fault *s condemad ere it be done: 10 


__— — —D_—_—— 


| 


Either now, or by remiſlenefle, new conceiu'd, 


You could not with more tame a tongue defire ic: 
To him,]I ſay, | | 
1ſab. Muſthe needs die? 


L 


a Maiden, no remedie. | 0 
Iſab, Yes: I doe thinke chat yournightpardotihim, 
And neither heanen,nor mangricue at the mercy, 1 
Ang. 1 will not doe't. 
Ik Bur can you if you would ? 


| Arg: Looke what I will nor, that I cannot doe. | 
1ſab. But might you doe't & do the world no wrong 

If fo your heart were touch'd with that remote, 

As mine is to him? | 
Ang. Hee's ſentenc'd, tis too late, X 
Lac, Youaretoocold, | 
Iſab. Toolate? why no: Tthat doe ſpeak a word 

May call it againe : well, beleeue this 

No ceremony that to great ones longs, 

Nor the =P Crowne; nor the deputed ſword, 

The Marſhalls Truncheon, nor the Tudges Robe 

Become them with one halfe ſo good a grace 

As mercie does: It he had bin as you, and you as he, - 

You would haue ſlip like him, but helike you 

W ould not have beene ſo ſterne, 

Ang. Pray you be gone, 
Ib. I would to heauen I had your potencie, 

And you were [ſabefl : ſhould it then be thus? 

No : I would tell what*rwere to be a Iudge, 

And what a priſoner. 

Luc. 1,touch him: there's the vaine. 
Ang. Your Brother isa forfeit ofthe Law , 

And you bur waſte your words, 

Iſab. Alas, alas : 

Why all the ſoules that were, were forfeit once, 

'And he that mightthe vantage beſt have rooke, 

Found out the remedie ; how would you be, 

If he, whichis the rop of Iudgemenr,ſhould 

But iudge you, as you are? Oh, thinkeon that, 

And mercie then will breathe within your lips 

Like mannew made. 

Ang. Beyou content, (faire Maid) 

Ir is the Law, not I, condermne your brother, 

Were he my kinſman, brother, or my ſonne, 

It ſhould be thus with bim 2 he muſt die to morrow. 
Iſab. To morrow? oh,that's ſodaine, 

Spare him, ſpare him ; 

Hee's not prepar'd for death ; euen for our kitchins 


We kill the fowle of ſeaſon : (hall we ſeruc heaucn | 


With leſſe reſpe& then we doe miniſter 
To our groſſe.ſe|ues? good, good my Lord,bethink you; 
Who js it that hath di'd for this offence ? 
There's many haue committed it, 

Luc, I, well ſaid. 

Ang. The Law hathnot bin dead, thogh it hath ſlept 
Thoſe many had not. dar'd to doethar cuill 
If the fu; that did th* Edidt infringe 
Had anſwer'd for his deed . Now 'tis awake, | 
Takes note of what is done, and like a Prophet 
Lookes ina glafſe that ſhewes what future evils 


And ſo in progreſſe to be hat©hd, and borne, - 
Are now to hauenoſucceſliug degrees , 
But here they liue to end, 

Iſab. Yer ſhew ſome pittic, 

Ang. I ſhewirt moſt of all, when I ſhow Juſtice ' 
For then I pittie thoſe I doe not know , i 
Which a diſmis'd offence, would after gaule 


And 


_ 
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And doe himright, that anſwering one foule wrong 
Liues not to at another, Be ſatisfied ; 
Your Brother dies to morrow ; be contenr, 
Iſ#6. So you mult be y firft thar giues this ſentence, 
| And hee, that ſuffers : Oh, it is excellent 
To havea Giants ſtrength : but ic ts eyrannous 
To vſc it like a Giant. 
Luc, That's wel! laid, 
Iſab. Could great men thuncer 
As [one himſelfe do's, [awe would never be quiet , 
For cuery pelting petty Officer 
Would vſe his heauen for thunder ; 
Nothing but thunder : Mercifull heaven, 
Thourather with thy ſharpe and ſulpherous boke 
Splits the vn-wedgable and gnarled Oke, 
| Then the ſoft Merrill : But man, proud man, 
Dreſt in a little briefe authoritie, 
Moſt ignorant of what he's moſt afſut'd, 
(His glaſsie Eſſence) like an angry Ape 
Plaies ſuchrphantaftique tricks before high heaven, 
As makes the Angels weepe: who with our ſpleenes, 
Would all theraſelues laugh morrall. 
Luc, Oh,to him,to him wench: he will relent, 
Hee's comming : I perceiue't, 
Pre. Pray heauen ſhe win him, | 
Iſab. We cannot weigh our brother with our ſelfe, 
Great men may ieſt with Saints :tis wit in then, 
Bur inthe leſſe fowle prophanation, 
Lvc. Thov'tt i'th right (Girle) more o'thar, - 
I1/ab. That in the Captaine's but a chollericke word, 
Which in the Souldier 1s flat blaſphewie, 
Lac. Artauis'dothat? moreont., 
Ang, Why doe you pur theſe ſayings vypon me ? 
Ib, Becauſe Authoritie, though it erre like others, 
Hath yet a kinde of medicine in it ſelfe 
That skins the vice o*th top ; goe to your boſome, 
Knock there, and aske your heart what it doth know 
That's like my brothers faulr: if it confeſſe 
A naturall guiltineſle,tuch as is bis, 
Letit not _ a thought vpon your tongue 
Againſt my brothers lis 
Arg. 'Shce ſpeakes, and 'ris ſuch ſence 
Thar my Sence breeds with it; fare = well, 
Iſab. Gentle my Lord,turne backe. 
Ang. 1 will bethinke me ; come againe to morrow. 
ſa Hark how [te bribe you: good my Lord turn back. 
Ang. How? bribe me? 
If. 1,with ſuch gifts that heauen ſhall ſhare with you, 
Luc, You had mar'd all elſe. | ! 
Iſab. Not with fond Sickles of the tefted- gold, 
Or Stones, whoſe rate are either rich, or poore 
As fancie values them: but with true prayers, 
That ſhall be yp at heauen, and enter there 
Ere Sunne riſe : prayers from preſerued ſoules, 
From faſting Maides, whoſe mindes are dediente 
Tonothing temporall. . 
Ang. Well : come to me to morrow. 
Luc, Goeto :'tis well ; away. 
Iſab, Heauen keepe your honour fafe. 
Ang. Amen. 
For I am that way going to temptation , 
Where prayers croſle, 
Iſab, At what hower to morrow, 
Shalf T attend your Lordſhip ? 


Meaſure for WMreaſure. 
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| AAg.. From thee : euen from thy vertue, 

What $ this ? what's this ? is this her faulc, or mine? 
The Tempter,or the Tempted, who fins meſt ? ha? 
Not ſhe: nor doth ſhe tempt ; bur it is I, 

That, lying by che Violet in the Sunne , 

Doe as the Carrion do's, not as the flowre, 
Cortupt with vertuous ſeaſon : Can ic be, 

That Modeſty may more betray our Sence 


Shall we deſire to raze the SanQua 

And pitch our euils there? oh fie, fie, fie : 

What doſt thou? or what art thou eAvgels ? 

Doſt thou deſire her fowly,for thoſe things 

That make her good? oh, let her brether liue 
Theeues for their robbery have authority, 

When Iudges ſteale themſelues : what, doe 1louc her 
That Idefire to heare her ſpeake againe? : 
And feaſt ypon her eyes? what is'tI dreame on ? 

Oh cunning enemy, that to catch a Saint, 

With Saints doſt bait thy hooke : moſt dangerous 

Is that temptation, that doth goad vs orv 

To finne, in louing vertue : never could the Strumper 
With all her double vigor, Art, and Nature 

Once ſtir my temper: bur this vertuous Maid 

Subdues me quite ; Ever till now 

When men were fond, I ſmild,and wondred how, Exit. 


Scena ' ertia. 


Emter Duke and Pronoſs. 
Dwke. Haile to you, Proweſt,ſo 1 thinke you are. 
Pro, I am the Prouoft : whats your will, good Frier? 
| Dwkg. Bound by my charity, and my bleſt order , 
| I come to viſite the afflied ſpirits 
Here in the priſon: doe methe common right 
Toler me {ee them : and ro make me know 
The nature of their crimes, that 1 may miniſter 
To them accordingly, 
Pro, I would do more then that, if more were need{ull 
Enter [uliet 
| Looke here comes one : a Gentlewoman of mine, 
Who falling in the flawes of her owne youth, 
Hath bliſterd her report : She is with childe, 
And he that got it, ſentenc'd : a yong man, 
More fit to doe another ſuch offence, 
Thendye for this, 
D#wk, When muſt he dye? 
Pro. As I do thinke tomorrow. 
] haue prouided for you, ſtay a while 
Andyou ſhall be condu 
Dok. Repent you (faire one) of the fin you carry? 
I«l, I doe; nl beare the ow moſt a 
Ds.Ile teach you how you ſhalaraign your conſcitce 
And try your penitence, ifit be ſound, 
Or hollowly pur on, 
Inl, Ile gladly learne, | 
Dsk. Loue you the man that 


| 


wrong'd [2 94407 
Inl. Yes,as I loue the womanthat tare hin. 
Da, So then it ſeemes your moſt offence full aR 

Was mutually committed. >: 910 5 
Tel. Mutually, 


Then womans lightnefſe? hauing wafte ground enough, 
b 


, 


Ang. At any time fore-noone. Duk, Then was your fin ofheauier kinde chentiis. 
| Ib. 'Save your Honour. - | Inl, 1 dee confeſle it, and repent ir (Farher.)- n | 
EEE EEE hs Ds. Lis 
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| Dk, Tis mecyſo. 
As harchefig hh | > 
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Showing YA 90% ſpars, heauenas Weloue it, 
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| e. Ihcixereft: | 
Your partner (a5, hears), is. tO marrow, » 
And I am going withinftrugtioncg.bim; 


Grace goe with, you, Benedicitc, $7 Exit, 
In. MuRtg NOS? PRAPUFIONR Loue 

That reſpits mga life, whals vary camtors. 

Is ſtill a dying, bocro 
Pro, * ; is pity of hin | Excunt. 


_—_——— 


Scena Quarta. 


EI _- 


Enter Avpelo, 
An. When I would pray,& think, [ thinke,and pray 
To ſeueralt ſubie&s; heauen hath my ewpry words, 
Whilſt my Invention, hearing not my Tongue, 
Anchors on /ſabell: heayen in my mouth, 
As if I did hut anely chow lyzname, * 
And inmy heart the ſtrong and ſwelling evil! 
Ofmy conception : the ſtate whereon I fludied 
Is like a good thing, being often read - 
Growne feard, and tedious : yea, my Grauitic 
Wherein (ler no man heare me) I take pride, 
Could 1, with boote, change tor an idle plume | 
Which the ayre bears for vaine : oh place, oh forme, 
How often doſt thou with thy caſe, thy habit 
Wrench awe from fooles, and tye the wiſer ſoules 
Tothy falſe ſeeming ? Blood, thou artblood, 
Let's write good Angell on the Neuills horne 
"Tis not the Deuills Creſt : how now ? who's there? 
Enter Seruaxt. 
Ser. One Iſabella Siſter, defires acceſle to you, 
Ang. Teach her the way : oh, heaucns 
Why doe's my bloud thus muſter to my heart, 
Making both it vnablefor it ſelfe , 
And dilpoſſeſring all my other parts 
Ofneceſlary firneſle ? 
So play che fooliſh throngs with one that ſwaunds, 
"Come all to kelp him, and ſ@ top the ayre 
By which hee ſhould ceviue : and cuen ſo 
The generall ſubicR to a wel-wiſht King 
Quit their owne part, and in obſcquious tondoeſſe 
Crowd tg his hav” Lakgy hug ye-taught loue 
Muſt needs appear offence : how now faire Maid. 
Emer Iſahella.  _ 
Iſab. I am come to know your pleaſure, (we, 
An.That you might know it,wold much berter pleaſe 
Then to demand what 'tis : your Brother canngr live. 
Iſab. Exen ſo : nezuen keepe your Honor. 
Ang. Yet may he live + while : aod u may be 


| 


—— 


As long as you, orI : yet he What would you doe? 
Iſab. Vnder your Sentence ? | Iſab. As much for my poore Brother,as my ſelfe ; 
7-4 bobs | har \| Thatis: ben ms the fenrmes of co » 
» *0 en, I beſcech you : char in his Repricue Tt'imprefſion of keene whips,I 1d weare as Rubies, 
(Longer, orſhoner)he maybe gy | And ſtrip my ſelfe to-death,as to a bed, 
That kis ſoule licken not, | ThQtongn hane bin ficke forgere1'1d yeeld 
Ang, Hat Geghele fly Vvieea-Iewere an good | My ody vp to ſhame, | 


To pardon him,thathiach fromnature tolne . 
A pore _—_— made, a5 to'remir 

Their ſawcie {wee at do co Ima 

In ſtamps thar are forbid : 'risall — je is Ke: 
Falſely to take away a life true made, | 


To make a falſe one. 
Iſab. 'Tis ſer downe ſo in heauen, but not in earth, 
Ang. Say you ſo: then I ſhall poz.e you quickly. 
wh we you rather,thatche moſt iuſt Law, 
owtooke your brochers life,and toredeeme him 
Gine vp your body to ſuch ſweer —_— N 
As ſhethar he hath flaind? 
Iſab. Sir, belecue this, 
I had rather giue my body,then my ſoule. 
Hg. 1 talke not of your {oule : our compel'd fins 
Stand more for number,then for accompr. 
Ifab, How ſay you? | 
Ang. Nay Ile not warrant that : for Ican ſpeake 
Againſtthe thing I fay : Aoſwere ts this, po 
I (now the voyce of the recorded Law) 
Pronounce a ſentence ou your Brothers life, 
Might there not be a charigie in ſinne, | 
To ſaue this Brothers life ? 
Iſab. Pleaſe you to doo't, 
le take it asaperillto my ſoule, 
Itis no (inne at all, but charitie, 
Ang. Pleaſ'd you to doo'r,at perill of your ſoule 
Were _— poize of finne,and charitie, 
Iſab. That I do beg his life,if ir be finne 
Heauen let me beare it; you granting of my ſuit, 
It that be fin, Ile make it x Qrne-praigr, 1 
To haue it added to the fag of mine, 
And nothing of your anſwete, 0685 
Ang. Nay,but heare me, or 
Your {ence purſues not mine: either you are Ignorant, | 
Or ſeeme ſo crafty; and that's not good, 
1{ab. Let be ignorant,and innothing good, 
Bur graciouſly to know I] am no better, | 
Ang. Thus wiſdome wiſhes to appeare mo? bright, 
When it doth taxe it ſelfe : As theſe blacke Maſques *** | 
Proclaime an en-ſhield beauty ren times louder 
Then beauty could diſplaied : But marke me, | 
Tobe received plaine, Ile ſpeake more grofle : | 
Your Brother is to dye, | 
Iſab. So. | 
Ang. And his offenceis ſo,as it appeares, 
Accountant to the Law, ypon that paine, 
Iſab, True. | 
Ang, Admit noother way to ſauc his life 
(As I \ubſcribenot thar,nior any other, 
Bur in the leſſe of queſtion) that youzhis Siſter, 
Finding your ſelfe defir'd of ſuch a perſon, 
Whoſe creadit with the Tudge,or owne great place, 
Could fetch your Brother from the Manacles 
Of the all-building-Lay : and that there were 
No earthly meane to ſaue him, but that either 
You muſt lay downe the treaſures of your body, 
To this ſuppoſed,or elſe to let him ſuffer : 
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SY 
Avg. Thenmuſt your brother die, 
| 'Jſa. And'twer the cheaper way: 
Better it were a brother dide at once, 
Then that a fifter; by redeeming him 
Should die for euer. 

Ang. Werenot you then as cruell as the Sentence, 
That you haue flander'd ſo ? 

Iſa. 1gnomie iranfome, and free pardon 
Are of two houſes : lawfull mercie, 

Is nothing kin to fowle redemption. 

eAng. You ſeem'd of late to make the Law atirant, 
And rather prou'd the ſliding of your brother 
A merriment,then a vice. 

Iſa. Oh pardon me my Lord, it oft fals out 
To haue, what we would have, 

We ſpeake not what vve meane ; 

I ſomething do excuſethe thing I hate, 

For his aduantage that I dearely loue. 
eAng. Weare all traile, 

Iſa. Elſe let my brother die, 

If not a fedaric bur onely he 
Owe, and ſucceed thy weakneſle. 

Ang. Nay,womer'are fraile roo. 

Iſa. 1, as the glaſſes where they view themſelues, 
Which are as caſe broke as they make formes ; 
Women? Helpe heauen ; men their creation marre 
In profiting by them : Nay, call vs ten times fraile, 
For we are ſoft, as our complexions are, 

And credulous to falſe prints. 

Ang. Ichinkeit well : 

And from this teſtimonie of your owne ſex 

(Since I ſuppoſe we are made to be no tronger 
Then faults may ſhake our frames) let me be bold; 
| doarreſt your words, Bethat you are, 

That is a woman ; if you be more, you'r none. 

If you be one (as you are well exprel? 

By all externall warrants) ſhew it now, 
| By putting onthe deſtin'd Liuerie, 

| Iſa. Lhave no tongue Lut one; gentlemy lord, 
Let meentreate you ipeake the formerlanguage, 

Ang, Plainlie conceiue [loue you, 

Iſa. My brother did loue Jwlret, 

And you tel! me that he ſhall dic for't, | 

Ang He ſhall not 1ſabellif yov give meloue, 1 \ 

| ſa. Iknow your yertue hath a licence un't, 
Which ſecmes alittle fouler then ir is, 
To plucke on others, 
Ang. Belecue me on mine Honor, 
My words expreſle my purpoſe, 

Iſa. Ha? Little honor; to be much beleev'd, 
And moſt pernitious purpoſe : Seeming, ſeeming. 
I will proclaime thee Angelo, looke for't. 
| Signe me a preſent pardon for my brother, 
| Or with an our-ſtretcht throate Ne tell the world aloud 
What man thou art, 

Ang. Who will belceue thee 1ſabell ? 

My vaſoild name, th'auftcerenefle of my life, 1 
My vouch againſt you, and my place i th State, 
Will ſo your accuſation ouer-weigh, 

That you ſhall ſtifle in your owne reporr,1 

And imeN of calumnie. I have begun, 

And now 1 giue my ſexſuall race, the reine,' 


| 


| Fir thy conſent ro my ſharpeappetire, Bur as it were an after-dinners =—_ 
Lay by all nicetie, and prolixious bluſhes Dreaming on borh, for all thy bleſſed youth 
That baniſh what they ſue for : Redeewe thy brother, | Becomes as aged, and doth begge the almes 
| By yeclding vp thy bodicto my wall, Of palfied-Eld: and when thouartold, andrich 
- fo. C_ AS. 
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Or elſe he muſt nor onelic die the death, 

Burt thy ynkjndnefle ſhall his death draw out | 

To lingring ſufferance : Anſwer me tomorrow, 

Or by the affeion that now guides me moſt, 

lleprouea Tirant to him. As for you, 

Say what you can; my falſe, ore-weighs your rrue, Ex 
1ſa, To whom ſhould I complaine? DidI cell this, 

Who would belecue me ? O perilous mouthes 

T hat beare in them, one and the ſelfeſame tongue, 

Either of condemnation, or approofe, 

Bidding the Law make curthe to their will, 

Hooking both right and wrong to th*appetire, 

To follow as it drawes, lle to my brother, 1 

Thoughhe hath falne by prompture of the blood, 

Yet hath he in him ſuch a minde of Honor, 

That had he twentic heads to tender downe 

On twentie bloodie blockes, hee'ld yeeld them yp, 

Before his fifler ſhould her bodic toope , 

To ſuch abhord pollution. 

Then /ſabelllive chaſte, and brother die; 

*« More then our Brother, is our Chaſhtie. 

Ile tell him yer of Angpels's requeſt, 

And fit his minde to ; 0n'$ for bis ſoules reſt, 


—- 


* 
deed... thc. _ . Ss 


Exit, 
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eA ttus Tertius, Scena Prima. 
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Enter Duke, Claudio, and Proweft. 
Dn.So then you hope of pardon from Lord Angelo? 
Cla. The miſerable haue no other medicine 
= onely hope ; Thauc hope to live,and am prepar'd to 
ie. 
Dw«ke. Pe abſolute for death : cither death or life 
Shall thereby be the ſweeter. Reaſon thus with life : 
If 1do Jooſe thee, I do looſe a thing 
That none bur fooles would keepe : a breath thou art, 
Seruile to all the skyie-iofluences, | 
Thar doſt this habitation where thou keepſt 
Hourely affli&t : Meerely, thou art deaths foole, | 
For him thou labourſt by thy flight to ſhun, 
And yetrunſt roward him till. Thou art notnoble, 
For all cth*accommodations that thou bearft, 
Arenurſt by baſenefle : Thou'rt by no meanes valiant, 
For thou doſt feare the ſoft and tender forke 
Of a poore worme: thy beſt of reſt is ſleepe, 
And that thou oft prouoakſt, yer groſſclic fearſt 
Thy death, which is nd more. Thou art not thy ſelfe, 
For thou exiſts on manie a thouſand graines 
That ifſlue out of duſt. Happie thou art not, 
For what thou haſt nor, ſtill thou ſtriu'ft co ger, 
And what thou haſt forgerſt, Thou art not cerraine, 
For thy complexion ſhitts to ſtrange effeRs, 
After the Moone: If thou artrich, thou'rt poore, 
For like an Aſe, whoſe backe with Ingots bowes 3 
Thou bearfſt thy heauie riches bur a journie, 
And death ynloads thee; Friend haſt thou none, 
For thine owne bowels which do call thee, fire 
The meere effuſion of thy proper loines 
Do curſe the Gowrt, Sapego, and the Rheume 
For ending thee no ſoener, Thou haft nor yourh,nor age 


bn ———_— 
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eMeafure for eAZeafure. ZI 


Thon beſt neither heate, affeGtion, limbeynor beautie 


That beares the name of life? Yet in this life 
Lic hid moe thouſand dearhs; yer death we feare 
That makes theſe oddes, all cuen. 
Cla. I humblie thanke you, . 
To ſuero live, I —_—_ - 2-4 die, 
And feeking death, ife: Lec ir come on, 
NG Emer 1{abella. 
I{ab. What hoa? Peace heere; Grace,and good com- 
anic. 
- Pre, Who's there 4 Come in, the wiſh deſcrucs a 
welcome. 

Duke. Deere fir, ere long lle vific you againe. 

Cls, Moſt bolic Sir; I thanke you. 

Iſa. My bufineſſe is a word or two with Clawdio. 

Pro, And yerie welcom : looke Signior, here's your 
hſter, 
Duke. Prouoſt,a word with you, 
{ Pro. As manic as you pleale, 

Dwuke.Bring them to heare me ſpeak,whereI maybe 
conceal d, 

Cla, Now ſifter, what's the comfort ? 

Iſa. Why, 

As all comforts are : moſt good, moſt good indeede, 
Lord Angels hauing affaires to heauen 

Intends you for his ſwift Ambaſſador, 

Where you ſhall be an everlaſting Leiger; 
Therefore your beſt appointment make wich ſpeed, 
To Morrow you ſet on. 

{llaw. Is there no remedie? 

Iſa. Nenegburt ſuch remedie,as to ſave a head 
| To cleaue a heart in twaine: 

Claw, But is there anic ? 

Iſa. Yes brother, you may live; 

There is 2 divelliſh mercic in the Iudge, 
If you'l implore ir, that will free your life, 
Bur ferxer you till death, 

Cla, Perpetuall durance? 

Iſa. liuſt, perperuall durance, areftraint 
Through all the worlds vaſtiditie you had 
To a determin'd ſcope. 

Claw, But in what gature? 

Iſa. ln ſuch a one, as you conſenting too't, 
Would barke your honor from that trupke you beare, 
And leaue younaked. 

Claw. Let me know the point, 

I/a.. Oh, 1 de feare thee Claudeo, and I quake, 


| «Se a" 


Tomake thy riches pleaſant: what's yerin this | 


! 


Leaftrhou a feauorous life ſhould entertaine, What anne you do, to ſauce a brothers lifes 
And fix or ſeuen winters mere reſpe&t Nature diſpenſes with the deede ſo farre, ©— 
Then 8 Honor. Dar'ſt thou die ? | That it becomes 8 yertue, 
| Theſcnce of death is —_ in > FE Oh Om ey y 
drh Beale wer ' | faitbleſfſe diſhoneſt wrer » 
panda AP ey] oy neg great, Wilt thou be made a man, our of my vice ? 
As when 8 Giant dies, LASC £1 1. ? 0b ' Is't notn kinde of Inceſt, ro take life 
| Ce Why give you methis.ſhame 7 From thine owne ſiſters ſhame ? Whac ſhould Ithinke, 
Thinke you | cana jon fetch 1 er ſhield lip ofe plaid — faire; 
From flowrirzcudernefle FI] mult die,  Forſucha warped{lip of wilderneſle + - 
| We” h ou becder 1 trervy urns ge [om cor tr ncrmg Army | 
| Did ver forth a voice, Yooghoumatt dna; 11-1 | Tepray athouſand praiers for thy death, 
[| noble znjconſerve whe.) Sev.) I No werdte ſave thee; 1 At : 
In baſe appliances. This outward fainted Deputie,1z;7; | | ninek 77 =o 
W hag vilagh, Id dolibrrace: La. Av4 , > djs" 4 | 
RR nn nhes 9h. Thy fitin's not accidental, but a Trade 3 


| Beperdurablie fin'de ? Oh {ſabek., 


| To what we feare of death, 


As Falcon doth the Fowle, is yer a diuel} : 
His filth within being caſt, he would appexce 
A pond, as deepe as hell, 
Cla. Thepreazie, Angelo ? | 
Iſa, Oh'tis the cunning Liuerie of hell, 

The damneft bodic to inueRt, and couer | 

In prenzie gardes ; doſt theu thinke Claudio, 

If I would yeeld him my virginitie 

Thou might? be freed ? 

Cla, Oh heauens, it cannot be. 
Iſa. Yes,be would giu'tthee; from this rank offence 

Soto offend him ftill, This night's the time 

Thar I ſhould do what I abborre ro name, 

Orelſe thou dieft to morrow, . | 
Clas. Thou ſhalt not do'e. | 
Iſs, O, were it but my life, | 

I'de throw it downe for your deliverance | 

As frankely as a pin. 

Claw, Thankes deere 1ſabell. 
Iſa. Be readie Clandio, for your death ro morrow. 
(av, Yes, Has he affeRions in him, 

That chus can make him bite the Law by th'noſe, 

When he would force it ? Sure it is no finne, 

Or of the deadly ſeuen it is the leaſt, | 
Iſa, Which is the leaſt & 

Cla. If it were damnable, he being ſo wile, 

Why would he for the momentarie tricke 


Iſa. What ſaies my brother ? 

(1a, Death is a fearefull thing, 

Iſa. And ſhamed life,a hatefull. 

Cla. 1, bur todie, and go we knownet where, 
Tolie in cold obftruQtion, and to ror, 
This ſenhble warme motion, to become 
| Akneaded clod; And the delighted ſpirit 
To bath in fieric floods, or tarecide 
In thrilling Region of thicke-ribbed Ice, | 
To be impriſou'd in the viewlefſe windes 
And blowne with refilefle yiolence round aboyr 
The pendant world : or to be worſe then works - | 
Of choſe, thac lawlefle and incertaine thought, 
Imagine howling, 'tis too horrible, | 
The wearieſt, and moſt loathed worldly life 
- That Age, Ache, periury, and impriſonment 
Can lay onnature, is a Paradiſe 


Iſa. Alas, alas. 
Cla, Sweet Siſter, let me liue. 
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; Mercy to thee would prouc it ſeltc 2 Bawd, 
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"Lis belt chat chou dictt quickly, 

. Cla. Oh heare me /ſabella. | 

Dwk. Vouchſafe a word,yong (ifter, but one word. 

Iſa. W har is your Will. 

Dk, Might you giſpenſe with your leyſure, I would 
by and by hauc tome ſpeech with you - the ſatiſtaCtion [ 
would require, is likewiſe your owne bencke, 

Iſa. Ihaveno ſuperfluous ley/me, my ſtay muſt be 
ſtolen out of other affaires: but ] will attend youa while. 

Dube, Son,T haue ouer-heard what hath paſt between 
you & your fifter, Azgels had neuer the purpoſe to cor- 
rupt her ; onely he hath made an aſlay of her vertue , to 
practiſe his iudgement with the diſpoſition of natures. 
She (having the truth of honour 1n her ) hath made him 
that gracious denial}, which he is moſt glad to receive: I 
am Confeſſor to Angelo,and I know this to be true, ther- 
fore prepare your ſelfe ro death : do not ſatishe your re- 
ſolution with hopes that are fallible, to morrow you 
muſt die, goe to your knees, and make ready. 

Cla, Let meask wy fiſter pardon, I am ſo out of loue 
with life, that I will ſue to berid of ir, 

Duke. Hold you there : farewell ; Prewrſt, a word 
with you, 

Pro, What's your will (father? ) 

Dy That now you are come,you wil be gone-leaue 
me a while with the Maid, my minde promiſes with my 
habit, no loſle ſhall rouch her by my company. 

Pro, In good time. Exit, 

Dk. The hand that hath made you faire , hath made 
you good the goodnes that 18 cheape in beauty, makes 
beauty briefe in goodnes ; bur grace being the ſoule of 
your complexion , ſhall kcepe the body of it ever faire: 
the aſſault that &nagelso hath made to you , Fortune hath 
conuaid to my vnderſtanding z and but thae frailty hath 
examples for his falling, ſhould wonder at Angelo: how 
will you doe to. content this Subſt:;tute, and to ſaue your 
Brother? "if 

Iſab. Tam now going to reſolue him : I had rather 
my brother die by the Law,then my ſonne ſhould be vn- 
lawfullic borne, But (oh) how much is the good Duke 
deceiu'd in «Angels: if cuer he returne, and I can ſpeake 
to him, I will open my )ips in vaine, or diſcover his go- 
uernment, -- 

Duke, That ſhall not be much amiſſe: yet,as the mat- 
ter now ſtands, he will auoid your accuſation : he made 
triall of you onelic, Therefore faſten your care on my 
aduifings, to the loue I haue in doing good z a remedie 
preſents it ſelfe. 1 doe make my lelfe beleeue that you 
may moſt vprighteouſly do a poor wronged Lady ame- 
rited benefit; redeem your brother from theangry Law; 
doe no ſtaine to your owne gracious perſon, and much 
pleaſe the abſent Duke, it peraduenture he ſhall ever re- 
turne to hane hearing of this buſineſſe, 


Iſab. Let me heate you ſpeake farther; Thaue ſpiritto_ 


do any thing that appeares not fowle inthe truth of my 
ſpirit. 

; Duke, Vertue is bold, and goodnes never fearefull : 
Haue you not heard ſpeake of Afariana the hiſter of Fre- 
dericks the, great Souldier, who miſcarried at Sea?” © 

Iſa. I have heard of the Lady, amd good words went 
with her name, | 019 1” Hil) 
Duke. Shee ſhould this Angels have married : was af< 
fanced to her oath,and the nupriall appointed! berwgen 
which.cime ofthe contra, and limit of the ſelemnitic , 


her brother Fredericke was wrackt at Sea, having ini that | 
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periſhed vefſell, the dowry of his fifteriÞur marke how 
heauily this befell rothe poore Gentlewoman, there ſhe 
loſt anoble and renowned brother, in his loaue toward 
her, euer moſt kinde and naturall : with him the portion 
and finew of her fortune, her marriage dowry : with 
both, her combynate-husband, this well-ſeeming 
Angels. 

Iſab. Canthis be ſo? did Angels ſo leauc her? 

Dug, Left her in her teares, & driednot one of them 
with his comfort : ſwallowed his vowes whole, pretene 
ding in her, diſcoucries of diſhonor : in few, beftow'd 
her on her owne lamentation, which ſhe yer weares for 
his ſake ; and he, a matble to her teares, is. waſhed with 
them, but relents not. 

[ſab. Whata merit were it in death to take this poore 
maid from the world? what corruptionin this life , that 
it will let this man live ? Bur how out of this can ſhee a- 
vaile? 

Duke. It is a rupture that you may eaſily heale: and the 
cure of 1tnor onely ſaues yoar brother, but keepes you 
from diſhonor in doing it, 

Iſab. Shew me how (good Father,) 

Dwk, This fore-named Maid hath yer in her the con- 
tinuance of her firſt affteQtion : his vniuſt vnkindeneſſe 
(that in all reaſon ſhould haue quenched her loue ) hath 
(like an impediment in the Current ) made it more vio- 
lent and vnruly : Goe youto Axgelo, anſwere his requi- 
ring with a plauſible obedience, agree with his demands 
to the point : onely referre your ſelfe ro this aduantage ; 
firft, that your tay with him = not be long : that the 
time may haue all ſhadayw,and filence in it:and the place 
anſwerets conuenience - this being granted in courſe , 
and now followes all : wee ſhall aduiſe this wronged 
maidto fteed vp your appointment, goe in your place: 
if the encounter acknowledgeit ſelfe heexeafter , it may 
compell him to her recompence ; aud heere, by this is 
your brother ſaued , your honor vntainted, the poore 
AMariaxe 2duantaged, and the corrupt Deputy ſcaled, 
The Maid will I trame, and make fir tor his attempt : if 
you thinke well to carry this as you may, the doublenes 
of the benefit defends the deceir from reproofe, What 
thinke you of it ? 

Iſab, The image of it gives mecontent already, and ] 
rruſt it will grow to a moſt proſperous perfetion. 

- Dok, It hes much in your holding vp: haſte you ſpee. 
dily to Angels, if for this night he intreat you ro his bed, 
give him promiſe of ſatisfaction : 1 will preſently to $, 
Lukes , there at the moared-Grange recides'this deie- 
Qed Mariena ; at that place call ypou me, and diſpatch 
with Angelo,that it may be quickly. 3070 3th PE 
Iſab, 1 thank you for thiscomfort:fare youwell good 
father. | Exit. 

Enter Elbow, Clowne, Officers, ' '' © . 

&lb. Nay, ifthere be no remedy for ir, but that you 
will necdes buy and ſell men and women like beifts, we 
ſhall have all the world drinke btowne & white baſtard, 

Dsk, Oh heauens, what Ruffe ivheers, ; | 

Claw. Twas never merry world fince'of ' two vſuries 
the merrieft was pur downe,, indtheworſer allow'd b 
order of Law ; a fur'd gowne to Veepe him wattric we 
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being richer theri Tin6cency, ſtands for theforiag,/ ” * 
Elb, Come yourway fit *bleſſe you's; 
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Elb, Marry Sir, he hath offended the Law; and Sir, 
| we take him crofta Theefe too Sir: for wee have found 
ypon him Sir, a tirange Pick-lock, which we haue ſent 
to the Depurie, 7: A007 23% ,; 
| Duke, Fic, firtah, a Bawd, 4 wicked bawd, 

The euill that thoucauſeſt tobe done, * 
Fhar is thy nieanes to live. Do thou but thinke 
What'tis to cram'a maw, or cloath a backe 
Fromfſuch a filthie vice : ſay to thy felfe, 
From their abhominab)e and beallily rouches 
I dtinke, I eate away wy ſelfe,and hue: 
Canft thou belecue thy living is a life, 
Softinkingly depending 24Go mend, go mend, 
| Cts,' Indeed; ir do's ſhiike in forme lort, Sir : 
Bur yet Sir | wovld prove. | 
Dwuks.Nay, ifthe divell have given thee proofs for (in 
Thou wilt prove his. Take hint to priſon Officer: 
CorreRion, and InfttuRion maſt both work 
Ere this rude beaſt will profit” 
4" Elb, Hetmuſtbefore the Depury Sir, he ha's given 
him warning :theDepury cannot abide a Whore-ma-« 
ſer : if he be a Whote-monger,and comes before him; 
he were as good go a mile on his errand, 
Duke, Thar we were all,as ſome would feeme to bee 
{ From our faults; +5 faults from ſeeming tree. 
Enter Lncio, 
| * Flb, His necke will come to your'waſt, a Cord hr, 
Cle. 1ipy comfort, | cry baile: Here's Gentleman, 
and a friend of mine. 201 <2 
| -- Luc. Hownow novle Pompey? What, at the wheels 
{ of Ceſar ? Art thou led in triumph? What is there none 
| of Pigmalions Images newly made woman to bee had 


- 
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Clo. You will not baile me then Sir ? 
Lac. Then Pompey nor now : what newes abroad Fr;- 
er ? What newes ? 
_ Elb, Comeyour waies fir, come, 
Luc. Goe to kennell (Pompey) goe': 
What newes Frier of the Duke ? | 

Duke, 1 know none: can you tell me of any ? 

Luc, Some fayheis withthe Emperor of Refjia: other 
ſome, he is in Aowe : but where is he thinke you ? 

Duke. | know not where : but whereſocuer, 1 wiſh 
him well, 

Luc. Te was a mad fantafticall tricke of him to Reale 
from the State, and vſurpe the beggeric hee wasneuer 
borneto: Lord Angelo Dukes ic welt in his abſence : he 
purstranſgreſhon roo'e, * 

Dake. He do's wellin't, 

Luc. Alitle more lenitieto Lecherie would doe no 
harme in him : Something toocrabbed that way, Frier, 

Dk, It is too general a vice,and ſeueritic muſt cure it, 

Luce, Yes in good ſooth,the rice is of a great kindred; 
it is vyell allied, but it is impoſſiblero extirpeir quite; 
Frier, til: eating and drinking be put downe./ They ay 
this Angelo vvas not made by Man and Woman, after 
this downe.right vvay of Creation ; is ittrue, thinke 
you? hs 

Duke. How ſhould he be mage then ? 

Luc. Somereport, a Sea-maid ſpawn'd him, Some, 
that he vvas begot betweene two Stock-fiſlhes, But it 
1s certaine, that when he makes water, his Vrineis con- 
geald ice, thatT know to bee true ; and he is a motion 
generatiue,that's infallible, * 

Dake. You are pleafant fir,and ſpeake apace, 


—_ 


now, for putting the hand in the pocket, and extraQting 
| clutch'd 2 What reply? H#? What faift thovto this 


AAA 


| Tune, Matrer,and Method 2 Iscnot drowh'd i'th laft 
| raine? Ha? Whar ſailt thou Trot? Is the world as it was 
'Man? Which #'the vyay ?''Is ir (ad, and few words? 
Oc how ? The tricke of it? 
Dxke, Still thus, and thus :Mtill vyorfe ? 
| Luc. Hawdoth mydeacMorſell, thy Miſtris? Pro- 


{| cures ſhe ſtil}? Ha ? 
Cle. Troth fir, ſhee hath eaten vp all her beefe, and 
]-fhe is her ſelfe if the tub, * | 

| Lc. Why'tis good: Tris theright of it; ir muſt be 
| ſo. Euer your freſh Whorepand'your pouder'd Baud,an 
vnſhun'd conſequence, ir muſt be ſo, Art goingro pri- 
ſon Pompey ? | | ; 

Clo, Yes faith fir. *' 4 

Luc. Why 'tis notamiſſe Fox:pey *Ffarewell: goe ſay 
I ſent thee thetber : for debt Pompey? Or how 7 

Elb, For being # baud, for being a baud. 

Lac. Well, then inipriforfthrin : [f impriſonment be 
the due of a baud, why "ti$his fi#ht? Baudis he doubt- 
lefle, and of antiquity too = Baud borne. "Farwell good 
Pompey : Commend'tne t6the'prifoty Fowpty, you Will 
ind flow Palipey," you vvill keepe the 


Cle.l hope Sir, your gg64 Worſhip wil berhy baile? 
Lac, No indeed yuit Flor Pompey, ifs Hot the wear: 
<if you 


Adieu truftic Pompey, ?\' (4 1102 thay! 
Blefſe you Friar, {\/05/1919Þ 710) Lattatouas 
Duke, And you, LOL N J ts LINE 2 G0 
Luc, Do's Bridget'pvintehR; Pompey PH? nil 


Luc, Why, what a1uthleſſe thing is this in bim, for 
the rebellion of a Cod-peece, to take away the life of a | 
man ? Would the Duke that is abſent hane done this ? 
Ece he vyould have hang'd 2 man for the getting a hun- | 
dred Baſtards, he yyould hauepaide ſor che Nurſing a 
thoufand, He had ſome feeling of the ſport, hee knew 
the ſecuice, and that inflruted him to mercie. 

Dwkg. I never heard the abſent Duke much detefted 
for Women, he was not enflin'd that vyay, 

Luc. Oh Sir,you are deceiu'd, 

Duke. *Tis nor poſhble. 

Lac. Wiio, notthe Duke ? Yes, your beggar of fifty: 
and his vſe was, to put a ducketir her Clack-diſh; the | 
Duke had Crochiets in him. Hee would bedrunke too, 
that let me informe you, | 

Dake. Youdo him wrong, ſurely; 

Lac. Sir,l vyas an inward of his : a ſhie fellow vyas 
the Dake, and I'belceue I know the cauſe of his vvith- 
drawing, | F:400 

Duke. Whar (1 prethee) might be the cauſe? | 

+ Luc. No,pardon :*Tisaſecrermnſt beelockt withe 
in the teeth #hd che lippes : but this I can let you vnders | 
ſtand, the greater file of the ſubieR held the Quke ro be. 
yviſe. * + | 
I Duke. Wile? Why no queſtion but he was. | 
Luc. A very ſuperficiall,ignorant,vnweighing fellow! 
*- Duke. Eithetthisi4 Enuiein you, Folly,” or mifty- 
king: The'veryftreame of his life, and the bubineſſe he 
hath helmed, *muſtvppona warranted tieede; giuchim 
a berrer proclamation, Let him be bur teflimonied "in 
His owne bringings forth, arid hee ſhall 2ppeare to the! 
envious, 2 Scholler, zSrateſman, and a Soldier : there+ 
fore you ſpeake vnskilfully'; or, if your knowledge bee 
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Lnc. Sir, know him, and love bim. 

Dwke. Loue talkes with beter knowledge, & know- 
ledge with deare loue. 

Lat, Come Sir, I know what I know, 

Dwke. 1 can hardly belceuc that, Gnce you know not 
what you ſpeake, Burlf euer the Duke rerurne (2s our 
praiers are he may) let mee deſire youro make your ah- 
(wer before him : if it bee hotieſt you have ſpoke, you 
haue courage to maincaine it; | am boynd to call yppon 
you, and I pray you your name ? 

Lac. Sir my name is Lucio,wel known to the Duke, 

Duke, He ſhall know you berter Sir, it 1 may liue to 
reporg you. 

Luc. I teare you not. 

Duke, O, you hope the Duke will returne no more: 
or you imagine me to vnhurtfull an oppohte: but indeed 
I can doe youlictle harme : You'll tor-lweare this a- 
oaine ? | 

Luc, lle be hang'd firſt ; Thouart deceiu'd in mee 


| Friar, But no more of this : Canſt chou cell it Clandio 


dic to morrow, or 10 ? 
Duke, Why ſhould he die Sir ? 5 
Luc, Why? For filling a botle with a Tv iſh: 
I would the Duke we talke of were return'd againe: this 
vngenitur'd Agent will yn-people the Province with 
Continencie. S$parrowes mult yot build 1n his houle- 


| ecues, becauſe they arc lecherous: The Duke yer would 


have darke deeds darkclic anſwered, hee would neuer 
bring them to light : would hee werereturn'd, Marric 


| this (7andio is condemned for vntruſſing. Farwell good 
| Friar, Iprethee pray for me : The Duke (1 ay co thee 
| againe) would eate Mutton on Fridaies, He's now paſt 
| it, yer (and I fay co thee) hee would mouth witha beg- 
] gar, though ſheſmele browne-bread and Garlicke ; ſay 

thatl ſaid ſo : Farewell. 


Exit, 
Dake, No might, nor greatneſle in mortality 
Can cenſure ſcape : Back-wounding calumnie 


| The whiteſt vertue ſtrikes. What King ſo ftrong, 


Can tie the gall vp in the flanderous torg ? 


But who comes heere ? 


Enter E ſcalus, Pronoſt, and Bawd, 
Eſc. Go, away with her to prilon. 


is accounted a mercifull man : good my Lord. 


feite in the ſame kinde ? This would make mercy ſweare 
and play the Tirant, 


pleaſe your Honor, 
Bapd, My Lord, this is one Lacio's information a- 


| gainſt me, Miſtris Kate Keepe-downe was with childe by 


him in the Dukes time, he promis'd ber marriage : his 
Childe is a yeere and a quarter olde come Philp and [a- 
c6b: | have = it my ſelfe; and ſee how hee goes abour 
to abuſe me, 

Eſc. That fellow is a fellow of much Licenſe : Let 
him be call'd before vs, Away with her topriſon : Goe 
t00, no more words. Prouoft, my Brother Angels will 
not be altcr'd, Claudio muſt. dic ra morrow: Let him be 


| furniſh'd with Diuines, and baue all chatitableprepara- 


tion. If my brother wrought by my pitic, ir ſhould nor 
be (o with him. | 
. Pre. Sopleaſe you, this Friar hath beene with him, 
and aduis'd him for th'catertginment af death, 

Eſc. Good'cuen, goog Father. 


Duke. Blifle, and gaodneſle on you. 


—_. 


| 


Eſe. Of wheace are you? | 
Duake.Not of this Countrie,though my chance is gow 


| Tovieirfor my time: I ama brother 


Todraw with ydleSpiders ftri | | 
| Moſt poodero rn and lab Reentatings TY 
| Craftagainſt vice, I muſt applic q | 


Bawd, Good my Lord be goodto mee, your Honor | 


Eſc, Double, and trebble admonition, . and (till for- | 


— _ 


Pro. A Bawd of eleuen yeares continuance, may it | 


—- -——- ——— _ _ _ 


Of gracious Order, late come fromthe Sea, 
In Peciall bukneſle from his Holineſle, 

Eſc. What newes abroad i'th World ? 

Dukz. None, but that there is ſo great a Feauor on 
goodneſle, that the diflolucion of it muſt cure it. No- 
uejtic is onely in requeſt, and as it is as dangerous to be 
aged in any kjade of courſe, as its vertwous to be con- 
{tant in any vndertaking, Thereis ſcarſe tryth enough 
alive ro make Socieries ſecure, but Securitie enough ts 
make Fellowſhips accurft; Much vpon this riddle runs 
the wiſedome of the world : This newes is old enough, 
yet it is euerie daics newes. I pray you Sir,of has dif 
poſition was the Duke? 

Eſc. One, that aboue all other ſtrifes, 

Contended eſpecially to know himſelfe. 

Duke. What pleaſure was he giuen ro? 

Eſc. Rather reioycing to ſee another merry, then 
meririe at anie thing which profeft ro make him reioice, 
A Gentleman of all temperance. Bur leaue wee himto 
his cuents, with a praier they may proue proſperous, & 
let me delire ro know, how you Pe Clandio prepar'd? 
I am made to vnderftand, that you haue lent him yiſita- 
tion. 

Duke. He ev to haue received no finiſter mea» 
ſure from his Iudge, but moſt willingly humbles bim- 
lelfe to the determination of Iuſtice : yet had he framed 
to himlelfe (by the inftrution of his trailty) manie de. 
ceyuing promiles of life, which I (by my good leiſure) 
have diſcredired co him, and now is he reſolu'd to die, 

Eſc. You have paid the heauens your FunRion, and 
the priſoner the verie debt of your Calling, I have la- 
bour'd for the poare Gentleman, tothe extremeſt ſhore 
of my modeſtic, bur my brother-Iuftice haue I found ſo 
ſevere, that he hath forc'd me co tell him, bee is indeede 
luſtice. 

Duke. If his owne life, 

Anſwere the ftrairnefſe of his proceeding, 
It ſhall become him well : wherein if us. 2 tofaile 
he hath ſentenc'd himſclfe, 

Eſc. Tam going to vifitthepriſoner, Fare you well. 

Dwke. Peace be with you. 

He whothe {word of Heauen will beare, 
Should be as holy, as ſeueare ; 
Patterne in himſelfe ro know, 
Graceto [tand, and Vertue go; 
More, nor lefle to otl:ers paying, 
Then by ſelfe-offences weighing. 
Shameto him, whoſe cruell friking, 
Kils for faults of his owne liking : 
Twicetrebble ſhame on Angelo, 

To vvecede my vice, and let his grow, 
Oh, what may Man within him hide, 
Though Angel on the ourward fide? 


Making practiſe en the Times, 


How may likenefſe made in crimes, ws | 


| Wirth Argelo to night ſhall lye | 


His old berroathed (bur deſpiſed:) 
So diſguiſe ſhall by th'diſguiſed 
Pay with falfhood, falfe exating, 
And performe an olde conmaQting., 
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Emer Mariana, avd Boy fraging.. | 
, Song, T che, ob tak theſe tips away, >| 


that ſo ſweetly were forſwarne,; * 

| And thoſe eyes : the breake of day 

| lights thas dee vhiſlcad the 1orne ; 

Bur my kiſſes bring ngaive bring aguine, 

Seales of lowe but jelll'd im vame, ſeal d in vame, 


| 

Enter Dake. \- | 

| Aar.Breake oft thy ſong, and haſte ther quick away, 

Here comes a man of comfort,whote aduice 

{ Hath often ſtill'd wy brawhog diſcontent. 

I cry you mercie, Sir,and well could wiſh 

You had not found me here:ſo muticall. 

Let me excuſe me, and beleetie me ſo, ' 

My mirth it much diſpleafd;burpleaſ'd my woe. 
Dwk.”Tis good; though Muſick oft hath tuch a charme 

To make bad, good ; and good protoake tro harme. 

| I pray yourellme,hath any body enquir'd for mee here 

roday ; much ypon this cime have I promit'd here*o 

meete. 

Mar, Youhaue not binenquir'd after : I haue fat 
here all day, 

Enter Iſabell. 

Ds, I doe conſtantly beleeue you : the time is come 
even now, I ſhall craue your forbearance alitrle,may be 
: il call vpon you anone for ſome aduantage to your 

elte, 
| Mar. Tamalwayes bound to you, Exit. 

Dwk, Very well met,and well come: 

Whar is the newes from this good Deputic? 

[jab. He hath a Garden ciccummur'd with Bricke, 
Whoſe weſterne fide is witha Vineyard back't ; 

And to that Vineyardis a planched gate, 
That makes his opening with this bigger Key : 
This other doth command alittle doore, 
Which from the Vineyard to the Garden leades, 
There have I made my promiſe, vpon the 
Heauy midle of the aight,to call ypon him. 
| 'Duk, But ſhall you on your knowledge find this way? 

Iſab. 1 hauc tane a due, and wary note vpon't, 

With whiſpering,and moſt guiltie diligence, 
In ation all of precept,he did ſhow me 
The way twice ore. 

Dwxk. Are there no other tokens 
Berweene you 'greed, concerning her obſeruance? 

Iſab. No : none but onely a repaire ith' darke, 
And thatT have i him,my moſt ttay 
Can be but bricfe- for 1 have made him know, 
I have a Seruant comes with we along 
That Rlaies ypon me z whole perſwafion is, 
I come about my Brother. 

Dxk. 'Tis well borne vp. 
I have not yet made knowne to Afariana 

Enter Mariana. 
A word of this : what i.0a, within; come forth, 
I pray you be acquainted with chis Maid, 
comes to doe you good, 
Iſab. 1 doe defirerhe like, ' 
Dwk; Do you perſwade your ſelfe that] reſpeA you? 


Aus Quartus. Sctena Prima. 
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| Mar, Good Frier, I know you do,and hauc toun it, 
> Dake. Take then this your companiou by the han 
Who hath a ſtorie readie for your care : 
I ſhall attend your leiſure, but make hatte 
The vaporous vight approaches, 
| Mar. Wiltplealc you walke afide; Ext. 

Ds/e. Oh Place,and gregtnes : millions of falſe eics 
Are ſtucke ypon thee: yolumes of report 
Run with thetec talſc, and moſt contrarious Queſt - 
Vpon thy doings: chouſaud eſcapes of wir 
Make thee che tatber of their idle dreame, | 
And racke thee in their fancies. Welcome, how 2grecd ? 

Enter Mariana and !ſabella. 

Iſab. Shel! rake theenterprize ypon her father, 
If you aduile.it, 

Dwke. It is not wy conſent, 
Buc iny entreaty 00, 

Iſa. Lice haue you to ſay 

When you depart from him, but ſoft and low, 
Rememher now my brother, 

Afar. Feare me not, 

Duk, Nor gentle daughter, feare younotatall; 
He is your husband on a pre-conra& : 
To bring you thus together'ris no finue, 
Sith char rhe Juſtice of your title tro him 
Doth flouriſh the deceit . Come, ler vy goe, 
| Our Corne'sto reape, tor yet our Tithes to ſow, Exennt. 
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Eater Proucft 4ud (owes, 


Pro, Come hither firha ; can you cur off amans head? 
Clo. It the man be a Bachelor Sir,l can: 

Bur if he be a married man, he's his wives head, 

And I can never cuc off a womans head, 

Pro, Come fir, lcaue me your inatches, and yeeld mee 
a direQtanſwere, Tomorrow morning are. to dic Claw- 
die and Barnardine : heere is in our priſon a common exe- 
curioner, who in his office lacks a helper, if you will cake 
iron you to afſiſt him, it ſhall redceme you from your 
Gyues :it nor, you ſhall have your full cime of impriion- 
ment, and your deliuerance with an vnpitued whipping; 
for vou haue beene a notorious bawd. 
| Clo. Sir, I hauc beene an votawfvll bawd, time our of 
minde, bur yet I will bee content to be a lawtull hang- 
man: I would bee glad to receiue ſome inflruRtion from. 
my fellow partner, 

Pro, What hoa, Abhorſon : where's Abborſon there ? 

Enter Abbor ſon, ' 

Abh. Doe you call fir? 

Pro, Sirha, here's a fellow will helpe you to morrow 
in yourexecution : if you thinke it meet, compound with 
him by the yeere, and let him abide here with you,if nor, 
vic him forthe preſent, and diſmifle him, hee cannor 
plead his eſtimation with you: he hath beene a Bawe. 

Abb. A Bawd Sir? fie ypon him, he will diſcredit our 


myſterie, 
Pre, Goe too Sir, you waighequallic: a feather will 
| rurne the Scale, Exit, 


Cls, Pray fir, by your good fauor : for ſurely fir, a 
good fauor you haucybur that you haue a hanging look ; 


\ Doe youcall fir,your occupation a Myfterie ? 


G2 Abb. I, 


u_—_— 


— I 
— 


—_— 


AM. ee... ee 


mas vue ee genes ab... 


Dl Af ons FR. 4 Cana 
as 
© _ 
- "— 


4 | 
f | 


T 


ar; 


Meaſure for Meafure. 


j| Looke, here's the Warrant {Tandro, for thy death,' 


Abh. ISir, a Miſteric, | | 

Clo. Painting Sir, I have heard fay, is a Miſteriezand | 
your Whores fr, being members of my occupation, v- | 
ling painting, do prove my Occupation, a Miſterie:buc | 
what Miſterie there ſhould be in hanging, if 1 ſhould | 
be hang'd, | cannat imagine. 

Abh . Sir, it is a Miſterig, * 

{lv. Proote. 

eAbh, Eneric true mans apparre!| firs your Theefe, 

Clo, If it be roo hittle for your theete, your true man 
thinkes it bigge enough, If it bee roo bigge tor your 


Enter Provoſt. 

Pro, Arcyouagreed ? 

Cle. Sir, I will ferue jm : For I do finde your Hang - 
man is a more penitent Trade then your Bawd: he doth 
oftner aske forgiveneſle, 

Pro, You lrrah, prouite-your blockeand your Axe 
to morrow, toure a clocke. 

Abh, Come on (Bawd) I will mfſtru 
Trade : tollow, | 

Cle. 1dodelireto learne br : and I hope, if you have 
occaſion to vie me tor your owne turne, you thall finde 
me y*are. For truly fir, for your kindnefle, 1 owe you a 

ood turne. | Exit 

Pro, Call hether Barnardme and Clinaio : 

Th'one has my pirtic ; nor a1ot the other, 
Being a Murtherer, though he were my brother, 
Enter Claudis. 


&tthee mn my 


Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to morrow 
Thou muſt be made ummortall. Where's Barwardine ? 

"Cla, As falt lock'd vpn (leepe,as guiltlefle labour, 
When it lies ſtarkely in the Travellers bones, 
He will not wake. ._ , 

Pro. Who can do good on him ? 

Well, g0,prepare your ſelfe, Bur harke, what noiſe ? 
Heauen giue your ſpirits comfort : by, and by, 
| hope it is ſome pardon, or repreeue 
Forthe molt gentle { landio. Welcome Father. 


Enter Dake, 
Duke, The beſt, and wholſomit {pirits of the night, 
Inuellop you,good Prouoſt:who call'd heere oi late? 
Pro, None fince the Curphew rung. 
Duke. Not Iſabell? 
Pro, No. 
Dnke. They will then er't be long. 
Pro, What comfort is for Clandio ? 
Duke. There's ſome in hope, 
Pro, Tris a bitter Depurie, 
Duke.. Nor ſo, not lo : hislife is paralel'd 
Een with the ſtroke and line of his great Juſtice : 
He doth with holie abſtinence ſubdue 
That in himfelte, which he ſpurres on his powre 
To qualifie in others : were he meal'd with that 
Which he corrects, then were he tirrannous, 
But this being (o, he's iuſt, Noware they come. 
Thie is a gentle Prouoflt, {i11dome when 
The ftecled Gaoler is the friend of men : 
How now? whatnoite 2 That {pirit's poſſeſt wich haft, 
Fhat wounds th'vnhſting Poſterne with theſe trokes., 
Pro. There he mult Ray vntil the Officer 
Ariſe to let him: he 1s call'd vp. 
D#ke. Haue you no countermand for (audio yet ? 


| 
| Profeſt the contrarie. 


Theefe, your Fheefe thinkes it little enough : Socuerie | 
true mans apparrell fits your 1 heete, | Pro. And heere comes Clewdio's pardon. 


——— 


But he muſt die to morrow ? 
Pro, Noneir, none. \ QF 
D#kz.” Asheere the dawning Prouck, as it is, 

You ſhall heare mere ere Morning. 

Pro. Happely 

You ſomething know : yet I beleene there comes 

No countermand : no ſuch example haue we: 

Beſides, vpon the verie frege of Tuſtice, 

oublike care 


Lord Angelo hathto the 
Enter 4 Aeſfenger.' 
Dube, Thisis his Lords man, 


% 


Meſſ. My Lord hath ſent you this note,” 
And by mee shis further charge ; | 
That you ſwerue net from the ſmalleſt Article of ir, 
Neither in time, matter, or other circumſtance. 
; Good morrow: for asI take it, it is almoſt day. 
\, Pre, 1ſhall obey him, 
| Duke. This is his Pardon purchas'd by ſuch fin, 
| 


For which the Pardoner himſelfe is in : 

| Here hath offence his quicke celeritie, 

| Whenir is borne in high Authority. 

| When Vice makes Mercie;z Mercic's ſo extended, 

' That for the faults loue, is th'offender friended. 

Now Sir, what newes ? 
Pro, I told you: 
Lord Angelo (be-like) thinking me remiſſe 

In mine Office, awakens mee 

\With this ynwonted pucting on, methinks ſtrangely : 

For he hath not ys'd it before. 

Dah,. Pray youlet's heare, | 

The Letter, 

What ſoeuer you may beare to the contrary, let Claudio be ex- 
ecuted by fonre of the clocke and in the afternoone Beruar- 
dine : For my better ſatisfattion , let mee bane Clandios 
bead ſent "me by fine, Let this be duely performed with a 
thought that more depends on it, then we muſt-yet deliner. 
T hus faile not to doe your Office, as you will anſwere it at 
your perill, 

What {ay you to this Sir? 

Dube. \Whar is that Barnardine, who 13 to 
red in th'\afternoone ? 

Pro. A Bohemian borne: But here nurſt yp & bred, 
One thart is a pritoner nine yeeres old, 

Duke, How came it, that the abſent: Duke had not 
either dehiuer'd him to his libertie, or executed him? 1 
haue heard 1t was euer his manner to do {o. | 

Pro. His friends (till wrought Repreeues for him: 
And indeed his farill now in the government of Lord 
Angelo, came not to an yndoubrfull proofe, 

Drike. It is now apparant ? 

Pro. Moſt manifeſt, and not denied by hinnſelfe, 

Duke, Hath he borne himſelfe penizently in priſon? 
How ſcemes he to be touch'd ? 

Pre, A man that apprehends death nd more dread- 
fully, bur as a drunken (leepe, careleſſe, wreaklefſe,and 
feareleſſe of what's paſt, preſent, or to come ; inſenhible 
of mortality, and deſperately mortall, 

Duke, He wants advice, 

Pre.He wil heare none;he hathi.evermore had the li- 
berty of the priſon: giue him leaue to eſcape hence, hee 
would not. Drunke many times a day,if not many daies 
entirely drunke, We haue verie oft awak'd him, as ifto 
carrie him to execution, and ſhew'd him a ſceming war- | 


be execu- 


rant for it, it hath not moned him at all, 
| Dutg.. 


i p" "—_ 
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| 


k 


| 


baow Prouckt, honefty and conſtancie; if I reade it nor 


fall ro you vpon this, morethen thankes and good for- 


{ where you ſhall finde within theſe two daies, he wil be 


naſtcrie, bur by chance ex—_ of whats writ. Looke, 


,giue him a preſcor ſhrift,, 2nd aduiſe bim for a better * 


at m_— 


Duke. More of him anon : There is written in your | 


truly, my ancient skill beguiles me : burin the boldnes 
of my cunning, I will lay my ſelfe in hazard : Clandio, 
whom heere you haue warrant to execute, is Ro greater 
forfeit to the Law,then Angelo who hath ſentenc'd him, 
To make you vnderſtand this in a manifeſted effeR, I 
crave bur foure daics reſpit : for the which, you are to 
do me both a preſent, and a dangerous courteſic. 

Pre. Pray Sir,in what ? 

Duke. In the delaying death, 

Pro, Alacke, how may I do it ?Hauing the houre li- 
mited, and an expreſſe command, vnder penaltie, ro de« 
liver his head in the view of Angels ? I may make-my 
caſe as Clanudto's, to croſſe this in the ſmalleſt, 

Duke, By the row of mine Order, 1 warrant you, 

If my inftruQions may be your guide, 
Let this Barnardwe be this morning executed, 
And his head borne to Angels. 

Pro. Angelohath ſeene thew both, 

And will dilcouer the fauour. 

Duke. Oh, death's a great diſguiier, and you may 
adde to it ; Shaue the head, andrie the beard, and ſay ir 
was the defire of the penitent to be {o bar'de betore his 
death: you know the courſe is common, If any thing 


_— 


tune, by the Saint whom I profeſle, I will plead againſt 
it with my liſe. 

Pre. Pardon me, good Father, it is againſt my oath, 

Dwke, Were you {worne to the Duke, orto the De. 
putie ? | 
Fro, Tohim, and to his Subſtitutes, | 

Dwke. You will thinke you haue made no offence, if 
the Duke auouch the juſtice of your dealing ? 

Pro. But what likelihood is in that ? 

Duks. Not areſemblance, but a certainty ; yet ſince 
I ſee you fearful], that neither my coate, nagging nor 
perſwaſion, can with caſe attempt you, I wil go further 
then 1 meant, to plucke all feares out of you « Looke 
youSir, heere is the hand and Seale of the Duke 3; you | 
know the CharraQec I doubt nor, and the Signet 15 not 
firange to you? 

Pre. 1 know them both. 

Duke. The Contents of this, is the returne of the 
Duke; you. ſhall anon over-teade it at your pleaſure; 


heere. This is a thing that Avgelo knowes not , for hee 
this very day receiues letters of ſtrange tenor, perchance 
of the Dukes death, perchance entering into ſome Mo- 


th'ynfolding Starre calles vp the Shepheard; pur not 
your ſelfe into amazement, how theſe things ſhould Ve; 


all difficulties are bur cafie-vrhen they are knowne. Call |®g Bar. Friar,nor 1:1 haue bin drinking hard all ni geht, 


your executioner, and off with. 8«rnardives head : I will 


place, Yet you are amaz'd, but this ſhall abſclutely re- 
ſolue you : Come away, ic is alegoſt cleere dawne, Exit. 


nt, 


— 
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Enter Clowne. Exy 
Cle. 1 am as well acquainted heere, as 1 was in our Emer Prouſt. 
houſe of profefſion : one would thinke is yvere Miſtris | Duke. Voſittoliue,or : oh grauell hearc, 
13 i. þ 3 - Aﬀer 


Ower-dhs owne houſe, for heere be tmanie of her o1d6 
Cuſtomers. Firſt, here's yong Mr Raſh, hee's in for 2 
commoditic of browne paper, and olde Ginger, nine 
ſcore and ſeuenteene pounds, of which hee made fiue 
Markes readie money : marrie then, Ginger was not 
much inrequeſt, forthe olde Women vvere all dead. 
Then 1s there heere one M* Caper, at the ſuite of Maſter 
Three. Pile the Mercer, for ſome foure ſuites of Peach- 
colour'd Satten, which now peathes'him a begrar. 
Then haue vve heere, yong Dixie, and yong Mr Deepe- 
vow, and Mr Copperſberre,and Mr Starve- Lackey the Ra- 
pier and dagger man, and yong Drop-herre that kild 1n- 
tie Pudding, and M Forthlight the Tilter, and braue Mr 
Shootie the great Traueller, and wilde Halfe- Come that 
tabb'd Pots,and I thinke fortic more,all oFcat doers 
our Trade,and arenow forthe Lords ſake. 
Futer Abhorſon. 
Abh. Sirrah, bring Barnardine hether, 
Clo, M* Barnardine, you muſt rife arfd be hang'd, 
M- Barnardine. 
Abh. What hoa Barnardine. 
Barnardine within. | 
Bar. Apox o'your throats: who makes that noyſe 
there? What are you? | 
Cle. Your friends Sir,the Hangman : 
You muſt beſo good Sirtorile,and be put todeath, 
Bar. Away you Rogue, away, Tam ſleepie, 
eAbh. Tell him he muſt awake, 
And that quickly too, | 
Clo: Pray Maſter Barnardine, awake till you areex - 
ecuted,and {leepe afterwards, - | 
Ab. Go into him, and fetch him our, 
(!o, He is comming Sir,he is comming : T heare his 
Straw rulſle. 


rn —_ 


Enter Barnardine, 

Abh. 1s the Axe vpon the blocke,ſirrah? 

Clo, Veriereadie Sir, 

Bar. How now Abborſoz ? 

What's the newes vyith you? + 

Abh. Truly Sir, I would deſire you toclap into your 
prayers: for looke you,the Warrants come, | 

Bar. You Rogue, ] have bin drinking all night, 

I am not fitted for't, 

Clo, Oh,the better Sir: for he that drinkes all night, 
and is hanged berimes in the morning , may ſlecpe the 
ſounder all the next day. | 

Enter Duke, 

Abh, Looke you Sir, heere comes your ghoſtly Fa. 
ther : do weieft now thinke you ? 

Dwte. Sir,induced by my charitie, and hearing how 
haſtily you areto depart, I am come to aduiſe you, 
Comfort you, andpray with you. 


1 


and I will haue more time to prepare mee, or they ſhall | 
beat ont my braines with billets : I will not conſent to 
die this day, that's certaine. 

Duke.Ohfir, you mutt: 20d therefore I beſeech you 
Looke forward on the iournie you ſhall go, 

Bar. I ſmeare I will not die to day for anie mans per- 
ſwaſion, 


Duke. But heare you: 


Bar.Not 3 word : if you haue anie thing to ſay to me, | 


come to my Ward: for thence will not Ito day, 


| 


| 


——— 
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After him (Fellowes) bring himto the blocke. 
Pro. Now Sir, how do you finde the priſoner ? 
'Duke. A creature vnpre-par'd, vamect for death, 
And to tranſport him in the minde he is, 
Were damnable, 
Pro. Heere inthe priſon, Father, 
There died this morning of a cruell Feauor, 
One Ragozine, a molt notorious Pirate, 
A ian of (laudiv's yeares : his beard,and head 
Luſt of his colour. What it we do omit 
This Reprobarte, til he were wel enclin'd, 
And ſatisfiethe Depurie with the viſage 
Of Ragozme, more like to Claudrs? 
Duke, Ol,*tis an accident that heauen prouides : 
Diſpatch it preſently, the houre drawes on 
Prefixt by Angelo : Sec this be done, 
And ſent according to command, whiles [ 
Perſwadethis rude wretch willingly to die, 
Pro. This ſhall be done (g00d Father) preſently : 
But Barnardine mult die this afternoone, 
And how ſhall we continue Claude, 
To ſauce me from the danger that m1ght come, 
It he were knowne aliue ? 
Duke, Let this be done, 
Put them in ſecret holds, both Barnardine and Clawdre, 
Ere twice the Sun hath made his iournall greeting 
To yond generation, you ſhal finde 
Your ſafetice manifeſted. 
Pro. lam your free dependant, Exit, 
Duke. Quicke,diſpscch,and ſend the head to Argele 
Now will write Letters to Angels, 
(The Provoft he ſhal beare them)whoſe coircnts 
Shal witneſſe to him I am ncere at home : 
And that by great Iniunctions I am bound 
To enter publikely : him lle deſire 
To meet me at the coniecrated Fount, 
A League below the Citie; and from thence, 
By cold gradation, and weale-ballanc d forme. 
We ſhal proceed with Angels. 
Enter Frouoſf. 
Pro. Heere is the head, Ile carrie it my iclte, 
Dake, Conuenient is it : Make 2 {witt returne, 
For I would commune with you ot ſuch things, 


"| That want noeare but yours, 


_ Pro, llemake all ſpeede, Exit 
pF [[abell wit biz, 
Ifa. Peace hoa, be heere, 
Duke. Thetongue of /ſabed. She's come to know, 
If yet her brothers pardon be come hither : 
Bute will keepe her ignorant of her good, 
To make her heavenly comforts of vſpaire, 


When ir is leaſt expeRed. 


Emer [ſabella. | 


Iſa. Hoa, by your leaue, 

Duke. Good morning to you, faire, and gracious 
daughter, 

Iſa, The better given me by ſo holy a man, 


| Hath yer che Deputie ſent my brothers pardon ? 


Dske, He hath releaſd him, {ſabell,from the world, 
His head is oft, and ſent to Avgelo, 

Iſa, Nay, but it is not ſo, 

Duke. Itis no other, 
Shew your wiſedome daughter in your cloſe patience, 

Iſa. Oh,I wil to him, and plucke out his cies, 

Dok. You ſhal not be admitted to his ſight, 

Iſa; Vohappic Clandio, wretched Iſabel, 


| 


well. 


| 


— 


— _— moſt damned Angelo. 
+ This nor hurts him, nor ts you niot, wv 
Forbeare it therefore, giue your _— "—__ 
Marke what I ſay, which you ſhal finde 
By fillable a faithful veritie, 
The Duke comes home to morrow : nay drie 
One of our Covent, and his Confelſor | of 
Giues methis inſtance : Already he hath carried 
Notice to Eſcalus and Hngels, 
Who do prepare to meete him atthe gates, (dome, 
There to giue vp their powre: If you can pace your wiſ- 
In that good path that I would wiſhit go, 
And you ſhal haue your boſome on this wretch, | 
Grace of the Duke, reuengesto your heart, | 
And general Honoe. | 

Iſa. I am direted by you, 

Duk, This Letter then to Friar Peter giue, 
'Tis that he ſent me ofthe Dukes returne : | 
Say, by this token, I defire his companie 
At Mariana's houſe to night, Her cauſe, and yaurs 
lle gee him withall, and he ſhal bring you 
Before the Duke; and to the head of Angelo | 
Accuſehim home and home. For my poore ſelfe, 
I am combincd by a ſacred Vow, 
And ſhall be abſent, Wend you with this Letter : 
Command theſe fretting waters from your cies 
Wirth alight heart ; truſt not my holie Order 
It Iperyert your courſe : whole heere ? 

Enter Lucio, 

Lwuc. Good'euen; 
Frier, where's che Prouoſt ? 

Dske. Not within Sir, 

Inc, Oh prertie /ſabella, I am pale at mine heart, to 
ſee thine eyes ſo red : thou muſt be patient; I am faine 
rodine and ſup with water and bran: I darenot for my 
head fill my belly, One fruitful Meale weuld ſet mee 
too't : but they ſay the Duke will be heerero Morrow, 
By my troth [ſabe# I lou'd thy brother, if the olde fan- 
raſtical Duke of darke corners had bene at home, he had 
lived. 

Duke, Sir, the Duke is marucilous little beholding 
to your reports, but the beſt is, he luesnotin them, 

Luc. Friar, thou knoweſtnot che Duke ſo wel as 1 
do : he's a better woodman then thou tsk'ſ him for, 

Duke. Well : you'l anfwer this one day,Fare ye well. 

Lac. Nay tarrie, Ile goalong with thee, | 
I can tel thee pretty tales of the Duke, 

Dwke. You hauetold me too many of hica already fic 
if they be true : if net true, none were enough, 

Lucio, | was once before him for getting a- Wench 
with childe. 

Duke. Did you ſuch a thing? 

Luc. Yes marrie did I; but I was faineto forſwear ir, 
They wouldelſe haue married meto the rotten Medler. 

Dwhke. Sir your company is fairer then honeſt, reſt you 


Lucio, By my troth Ile go with thee to the lanes end: 


if baudy ralke offend you, we'el have very litle of it:nay | 


Friar,l am a kind of Burre, 1ſhal fticke. Exenut 


EE 


Scens Quarta. 


Exior Angole & Eſcalus. 
Eſ6.Every Letter he hath writ, hath diſfuouch'd orher, 
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| An, In moſt vneuen and diftracted manner,his a&tions 
| ſhow much like co mednefic, pray heaven his wiſedome 
bee not minced : and why meet ham at the gares and re- 
liver ou rauthornies thete ? 

Eſe, 1 gheflenox. 

Ang. And why ſhould wee proclaime it in an howre 
before his entring, that if aoy craveredrefle of iniuftice, 
they ſhouldexhibi cheir pericions in the ftreer ? 

Eſc. He ſhowes his reaſon for that:to haue a diſpatch 
of , and to deliuer vs from deuices heere- 


vs. 

Ang. Well: I beſeech you letit beeproclaim'd be- 
times 1th' morne, Ile call youat your houle : giue notice 
to ſuch men of ſorc and ſuite as are ro mectehim, 
| Eſc. 1ſhall fir: farcyounell, 

Ang. Good night. 

{This deede vnſhapes me quite, makes me yvnpregnant 
And dull to all proceedings. A deflowred maid, 

And by an eminent body, that enforc d 

The Law againſt it? Buc that her tener ſhame 

Will not proclaime againſt her maiden loſſe, 

How might ſhe tongue me ? yer reaſon dares her no, 

For my Auchority brares of a credent bulke, 

That no particular ſcandall once can touch 

But it confounds the breather, He ſhould haue liu'd, 


Xxit, 


Saue that his riotous youth with daygerous {ensc 

* | Might in the times to come. haue ta'ne revenge 

| By ſo receiving a diſhonor'd life 

With ranſome of ſuch ſhame : would yet he had liued, 
Alack,when once our grace we have forgot, 

Nothing goes right,we would,and we would nor, Exit, 


——— — 
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Enter Duke and Frier Peter. 
Dake. Theſe Letters ar fit timedeliver me, 
The Provoſt knowes our purpoſe and our plot, 
The rwacter being a {oote, keepe your inſtrution 
And hold you euer to our ſpecrall drift , 
Though ſometimes you doe blench from this to that 
As cauſe doth miniſter : Goe call at Flawa's bouſe, 
And tell him where I ſtay : give the like notice 
ToValencine, Rowland, and to Craſſas , 
And bid them bring the Trumpets to the gate ? 
But ſend me Flaniau firſt, 
Peter, It ſhall be ſpeeded well. 
Enter V arrina. | | 
Dwhe. I tharik thee Yarias,thou haſt made good haſt, 
Come,we will walke: There's other 6f our friends 
Will greet vs beere mon? my gentle Varring, Exrary, 


* 
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Enter I | L 
| 1ſcb. Toſpeakſo Fat founh, 
I would ſay the ttuth;but to neeufthim | 
That is your patt, yecT tn ahuis'd t6doe it , 
| Heſal&,e6 valle full perpoſe, 0 
Mer, Be ruldbyHin 73 
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after, which hall chen have no power to ſtand againſt | 


— 


Ifab. Beſides be tells me, that ifperaduenture = 


He ſpeake againſt me on the adverſe fide, 
I ſhould not thinke it firange, for 'tis a phyſicke 
Thar's bitter, to ſweet end. 
Enter Peter. 
Mar. 1 would Frier Peter 


1ſab. Ob peace, the Frier is come, 


Peter. ComelT haue found you out a ftand moſt fir, 


Where you may haue ſuch yantage on the Dake 
He ſhall nos paſſe you: 
Twice have the Trumpets ſounded, 
The generous,and pgraueft Cirizens 
Haue henr the gates, and yery neere ypon 
The Dake is entring : 
Therefore hence away, 
e 


——_—c_ 


Execunt. 


Aus Quintus. Sceena Prima, 


— 


Enter Dukes ,UVarriuLords,«AmgeloEſeulus (Lucio, 


Cutizens at ſenerall doores, 
Dank. My very worthy Coſen, fairely mer, 
Our old,and faithfull friend, we arc glad to lee you, 


Ang.Eſe. Happy returne be to your royall grace, 


Dwk, Many and harty thankings to you both; 
We hauc made enquiry of you, and we heare 


| Such goodneſle of your Iuftice,that our ſoulc 


Cannot bur yeeld you forth to publique thankes 
Forerunning more requitall, 


eAng. You make my bonds fill greater, 


D#k,Oh your deſert ſpeaks loud, I ſhould wrong it 


Tolocke it in the wards of couert bafome 
When ir deſerues with charaRters of braſſe 

A forted reſidence 'gainſt the tooth of time, 
And azure of obliuion : Give we your hand 
And let the Subie& ſee,to make them know 

T hat outward cutteſies would faine proclaime 


Fauours that keepe within : Come £ſca/w, 
You muſt walke by v3, on our other ; 
And good ſupporters are you. 

_ Enter Peter and Iſabella, 


Peter. Now is your time 
Speake loud, and kneele before him, 
Iſab, luſtice,O royall Duke,vaile your regard 


Vpon a wrong'd (1 would faine have ſaid a Maid) 


Oh worthy Prince, diſhonor not your eye 

By throwing it en any other obieR, 

Till you haue heard me, in my true laint, / 

And given me luſtice, Juſtice,luſtice, 
Dxk, Relate your wrongs; 

In what,by whom? be briefe ; 


o 


Here is Lord Angelo ſhall giueyouTuſtice, 4 


Reueale your ſclte to him; 

Iſab. Oh worthy Duke, _ 
You bid me ſecke redemption of thediuell, _, . 
Heafe me your ſelfe : forthat which I mult ſpeake 


; Miift either puniſh me,not being beleeu'd, 


Or ring redrefle from you : 
Heare tne : oh hcore me, heere. 


Ang. My Lord,her wits I feare me are not firme ; 


She hath bin a ſuitor to me, for her Brother 
Cur off by courſe of Tuſtice. 
I{ab. By courſe of Juſtice. 


ug. And the will ſpeake meft bitterly ,and iran 
| dab. M 


[H 8 
- 
- 
- 


| 


ge. 


oft 


—— 
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| | Ib. Moſt range :. but yer moſt truely wil ] ſpeake, 


| That Argelo's forſworne, is it not Rirange? 
| Thar Angels's a murtherer, is't not ſtrange? 
| That Agel is an adulterous thiefe, 
| An hypocrite,a virgin violator,” . 
+ Iz ir not ſtrange? and ſtrange ? * 
| Duke, Nayitisrten times ſtrange ? 
[ſa. lt is not truer hs is Angelo, 
Then this is all a#truc,as it is ſtrange ; 
Nay,it is ten times true, tor truch is tuch 
To th'end of reckning. 
Duke, Away with ber : poore {oule 
She ſpeakes this,in ch infirmity of ſence. 
Iſa. Oh Prince, I conjure thee,as thou beleev'(t 
There is another comfort,then this world, 
That thou neglect me not, with Fiat opinion _ 
That I am touch'd with madneſſe : make not impoſhble 
That which bur ſeemes vnlike, *cis not impoſſible 
Bur one,the wicked caitifle on the ground 
May ſeeme as ſhie,as grave, as iuft, as abſolute ; 
A's Angelo, euen ſo may Angelo 
In all his drefings, caraQs,cicles,forrnes, 
Be an arch-villaine : Beleeue ir,royall Prince 
Tfhe be leſſe, he's nothing, but he's more, 
Had I more name for bakelle. 
Dake. By mine honeſty 
If ſhe be mad,as I belccue no other, 
Her madnefle hach the oddeſt frame of ſenſc, 
Such a dependancy of thing,on thing, 
As ece I heard in madneſle, 
Iſab. Oh gracious Duke 
Harpe not on that; tor donot baniſh reaſon 
For inequality, but let your reaſon ſerue 
To make the truth appeare,whert it ſeemes hid, 
And hide the falſe ſcemes true. 
Dwk, Many that are not mad 
Haue ſure more lacke of reaſon : 
What would you ſay ? 
Iſah. lam the Siſter of one Clandio, 
Condemnd ypon the AR of Fornication 
To loole his head, condemn'd by Angelo, 
I,(in probation of a Siſterhood) 
Was ſent to by my Brother ; one Lucie 
As then the Meſſenger. 
Lac. That's I,and't like your Grace : 
I came to her from {{andio,and defir'd her, 
To try her gracious fortune with Lord Avgels, 
For her povte Brothers pardon. 
Ifab, That's he indeede, 
| Duk. You were not bid to ſpeake. 
Luc. No my good Lord, 
Nor wiſh'd to hold my peace, 
Duk, 1 wiſh you now then, 
Pray you take note af it : and when you have 
A batineſſe for yoult ſclfe: pray heauen youthen 
Be perfeRt, 
Luc, ] warrant your honor, x : 
Det: The warrant's for your ſelfe : take heede to'r. 
Iſab, This Gentleman cold ſomewhat of my Tale, 
Luc. Right, 


Ie. 


* 


—_ 


__-_ | 4 


_ 


Dk, It may be right, but you areithe wrong As he's reported by this Gentleman: 
To ſpeake beforc your time : proceed, | And on my truſt, a wan thatnever yee q 
Iſab. 1 went Did (as be vouches) miſ-report your Grace, [ 
To this pernicious Caitiffe Deputie. Lac. = Lord,meſ villanouſhy,belecue it. - -- | | 
| Dwuk, That's ſomewhat madly ſpoken. Peter. Well : he in time may come to deere himſelfe; 
| I{ab; Pardonit, | | Bur atthis inftant he is ficke, myJord; yd | 


e Meaſure for «MM eaſure. 


The phraſe isto the matter. 


Dake. Mended againe : the matter : proceed, 
1ſab. In briefe, to ſet the needleſle procefle by : 
How I perſwaded, how I praid, and kneel'd, 
How he refeld me, and how Ireplide 
(For this was of muck length) & vild concluſion 
I now begin with griefe, and ſhame to vrter, 
He would not, bur by gift ofmy chaſte body 
To his concupiſciblein reluſt 
Releaſe my brother ; and he much debatement, 
My fiſterly remorſe, confutes mine honour, 
And I did yeeld to him : But thenext morne berimes, 
His purpole ſurferting, he ſends a warranc 
For my poore brothers head. | 
Duke. This is moſt likely. | 
Iſab. Oh that it were as like as it is true, (ſpeak'ſt, 
Dk, By heaueu(fond wretch)y knowft not whatthou 
Orelſe thou art ſuborn'd againſt his honor 
In hatefull praRtiſe : firſt his Integritie 
Stands without blemiſh : next it imporrsno reaſon, 
That with ſuch vehemency he ſhould purſue 
Faulrs proper to himſelfe : if he had ſo effended | 
He would haue waigh'd thy brother by himſelfe, 
And not haue cut him off: ſome onehathſer you on: 
Confte!le the truth, and ſay by whoſe aduiec 
Thou cam'ſt heere to complaine. 
Iſab. And is this all? 
Thien 6h you blefſed Miniſters aboue 4 
Krepe me inpatience, and with ripened time 
Vatold the euill, which is heere wrapt yp 
In countenance: heauen ſhield your Grace from woe, 
As Ithus wrong'd, hence vnbelecucd goe. 
Dukg. I know you'ld faine be gone: An Officer ; 
To priſon with her : Shall we thus permir 
A blafting and a ſcandalous breath to fall, 
On him ſo neere vs? This needs mult be a praQtiſe; 
Who knew of your iatent and corming hither ? | 
Iſa. One that I would were heere,Frier Lodowhrh, 
Duk, A ghoſtly Father, belike : 
Who knowes that Lodowicke? | | 
Luc, My Lord,i know him, 'tis amedling Fryer, | 
I doe not like the man: had he been Lay my Lord, 
For certaine worcs he ſpake againſt your Grace 
In your retirment, I had (wing'd him ſoundly, 
Duke. Words againſt mee ? this 'a good Fryer belike 
And to ſet on this wretched woman here 
Againtt our Subſticure : Ler this Fryer be found. 
Luc, But yeſternight my Lord, ſhe and that Fryes 
I ſaw themat the cilon : a ſawcy Fryar, | 
A very ſcuruy fellow. 
Peter, Bleſſed be your Royall Grace : | 
I have ſtood by my Lord,and I hate heard | 
Your royall earc abus'd: firft hath this woman 
Moſt wrongfully accus'd your Subſtitute, TY, 
Who is as free from touch, or ſsyle with her 
As ſhe from one vngor, 
Duke. We did belecueno lefle. 
Know you that Frier Ledowjok thar ſhe ſpeakes of? 
Peter, I know him for a man diuine and holy, | 
Nor ſcuruy, ner a temporary medler 


LO — 


—_—_— I I I i. _—<—— 
i —_4 > 2 


Fr. uwwww wc — <> 


a Aeahure for Meagfue. 


—_—c = 


SI 


Of a ftrange Feauor : ypon his meere requeſt 
Bjng come to.knowledge, that.there was camplaint 
Intended*gainſt Lord A-gels, camel herher . 
'To ſpeake as frommhis what hedoth know 
Ls txue, antl.falſe : And whas he wuth his oash 
And all probation will make vp full cleare.: 
Whenloeuer he's conuented ; Firſt for xhis woman, 
Teo wftific chiswortby Noble may)... . 
So vulgarly ang perſonally accus'd, |, 
Her {hall you beare Gilpganes 59. ber eyes, . 
Till ſhe her ſelfe confeſle it. ,...,, gd 
Dsk. Good Frier, let's heaze tt. © ,;- 
Doe you not ſmile at this, Loxd angele? .. 
Oh heauen,the vanity of wietched tooles.,.,..” 
Give v5 ſame (eates, Come caien Avgela, |! | 
In this Pltbejmpartiall: be you Iudge. .,,.,./ 
Of your owne Cauſe: Is this zhe WitwesFrier? 
Enter Mariana. | 
Firſt, let her ſhew your face, and atter, ſpeake, 
Mar. Pardon my Lord, I will not {hew my face 
Vnrill my husband bid me. 
Duke. W hat, are you married? 
Mar, No my Lord, 
Duke. Are you a Maid? 
Mar. No my Lord, _. 
Duk. A Widow then ? 


1 AMar. Neither, my Lord. 


D#k, Why you are nothing then: neither Maid, Wi- 


| 
1 dow, nor Wife? 


| 


Luc. My Lord, (be may be a Puncke : formany of 
them, are neither Maid, Widow,nor Wife, 

Dub, Silence that fellow : I would he had ſome cauſe 
co prattle for himſelfe. 

Luc. Well my Lord. 

Mar. My Lord, I doe confeſſe I nere was married, 
AndI confefſe befides, I am no Maid, 

I haue known my husband, yer my husbþand 
Knowes not, that cuer he knew me, 

Luc. He was drunk then,my Lord,it can be no berter, 

Dxk, For the benefit of filence, would thou wert lo to, 

Luc, Well,my Lord, 

Dk. This is no witneſſe for Lord Angelo, 

Mar. Now I come to't, my Lord. 
Shee that accuſes him of Fornicatign, 
In ſelfe-ſame manner, doth accuſe my husband, 
And charges him, my Lord, with ſuch a time; 
When Te depoſc I had hr in mine Armes 
With all th'effet of Loue, 

Ang. Charges ſhe moe then me ? 

Mar. Not that I know. 

Duk, No? you ſay your husband. 

Mar, Why iuſt, my Lord, and that is Angelo, | 
Who thinkes he knowes, that he nere knew my body, 
But knows, he thinkes,that he knowes [ſabels. 

Ang. This is a ttrapge abuſe: Let's fee tby face. 

Mar. My husband bids me,now I will vamagke. 
This is that face, thou cruel) Angelo 
Which once thou ſworſt, was worth the looking on: 
This is the hand, which with a vowd contract 
Was faſt belockt in thing : This is che body 
That tooke away the march from /ſabel, 
And did ſupply thee atthy garden-houſe 
Ia her Imagin'd perſon. 

Duke. Know youthis woman ? 

Lac. Carnallic ſhe faies, 


| 


Dwuk, Sirha, no. more. 

Lac. Enoug my Lord, 

Ang. My Lord,I muſt confeſſe, I know this woman , 
And five yeres fince there was fome ſpeech vf marriage 
Berwixt my ſclfe, and her : which was broke off, 
Partly for that her promis'd proportions | 
Came ſhortof Compoſition ; Pur in chiefe 
For that her reputation was diſ-valued 
[n levitie : Since which time of five yeres 
I never ſpake with her, ſaw her, nor heard from her 
Vpon my faith, and honor, 

Mar. Noble Prince, 

As there comes light from heauen,and words 6 breath, 
As there is ſence in truth, and truth in vertye, 

I am affianced this mans wife, as ſtrongly  _ 

As words could make yp vowes : And my good Lord, 
Bur Tueſday nightlaft gon, in's garden houſe, 

He knew meas a wife. Asthis is true, 

Ler me in ſafety raiſe me from my knees, 

Or elſe for euer be confixed hete \ 

A Marble Monument. 4% 

Ang. 1did but (mile tillnow, 

Now, good my Lord, giue me the ſcope of Iuſtice, 
My patience here is touch'd ; ] doe perceive | 
Theſe poore informall women, are no more 

But inſtrumetits of ſorne more mightier member 
Thar (ers themon. Let me hauc way, my Lord 
To finde this pratiſe our. , 

Duke. I, with my heart, | 
And puniſh them to your height of pleaſure. __ 
Tho ol Fyjex,ap thou pernicious woinan _, + 

ompact with her that's gone : thinkſt thau,thy oathes, 
Though they would EIN cach A a, Þ Saion, 
Were teſtimoniez againſt bis worth, and credit | 
That's ſealdin approbation? you, Lord Eſcalus 
Sit with my Cozen, lend him your kinde paines 
To finde out this abule, whence 'ris deriu'd., 
There is another Fricr that ſet them on, 
Let him be ſent for. : 

Peter. Would he were here, my Lord, for he indeed 

Hath ſet the women on tothis Complaint z \ 


Your Prouoſt knowes the place where he abides, 

And he may fetch him. | #s 
Duke. Gog, doc it inflantly : | 

And you, my noble and well,warranted Coſen 

Whom jt concernes to heare this matter forth, 

Doe with your miuries a3 ſeemes you beſt 

In any chaftiſement ; I fora while _ 

Will leaue you ; bur ſtir nor you till you baye 

Well determin'd vpon theſe Slanderers. Exit, 
Eſc. My Lord, wee'll doe it throughly.: Signior LC-- 

cis, did not you ſay you knew that Frier Ladowick.to be a 

diſhoneſt perſon ? 7" ey 
Luc, Cutullus non facit Monachum, honeſt iunothing 

but in his Clothes , and one that hath ſpoke moſt yilla- 

nous ſpeeches ofthe Duke. | 
Eſc. We ſhall intreat you toabide heere till he come, 


notable fellow, 

Luc, As any in Viema, on my word. 

Eſe, Call that ſame Iſabel here once aguge , I would 
ſpeake with her : pray you, my Lord, giuemee leaue to 
queſtion,you ſhall ſee how Ile bandle her. f 

Luc. Not better then he, by her owne report, 


Eſc. rv Ali's 


ry fir, I thinke, if you handledher privacy 
ec 
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and inforce them againſt him: we ſhall fiade this Fricr a 
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| albam'd, 


"| And put your triall in the villzines mouth, 


” Away with him to priſon, 


Enter Duke Proweft 1{abella, 


Eſc, 1 will goe darkely to worke wirh her, | 

Luc. That's the way : fot Women are light at mid- 
night, 

Eſc, Come on Miſtris, here's a Gentlewoman, 


{ Denies all that yoo haue faid, 


Luc, My Lord, here comes the raſcall T ſpoke of, 
Here, with the Proweſt. 

Eſc. In very good time: ſpeake not yourto him, cill 
we call ypon you, 

Luc. Mum. 

Eſc, Come Sir, did you ſet theſe women on to {lan- 
der Lord Angels? they haue confeſ'd you did, 

Dub. 'Tisfalſe. | 

Ec. How ? Know you where you are ? 

Duk, Reſpe& ro your great place ; andlet the diuel! 
Be ſometime honour'd, for his burning throne, 
Where is the Duke? 'tis he ſhould heare me ſpeake, 

Eſc. The Duke's in vs: and we will heare you ſpcake, 
| Looke you ſpeake iuſtly, 

Ds+. Boldly,at lcaft, But oh poore ſoules, 
Come you to ſecke the Lainb here of the Fox ; 
Good night to your redrefle : Is the Dnke gone ? 
Then is your cauſe gone too : The Duke's vniult, 
Thus to recort your manifeſt Appeale, 


Which here you come to accuſe, 

Lac, This is the raſcall: this is he ] ſpoke of. 

£ſe, Why thou vnreuerend, and vnhallowed Fryer : 
Is't not enough thou haſt ſuborn'd theſe women, 
To accuſe this worthy man? bur in toute month, 
And in the wirnefſe of his proper eare, + 
To call him villaine; and then to glance from him, 
Toth'Dske himlelfe, to taxe him with Ioiuſtice ? 
T ake him hence;ro th'racke with him : we'll rowzc;you 
laynt by ioynt, bur we will know his purpole ; | 
What ? vniuſt? 

Dk. Bc not fo hot: the Deke dare 
N o more ftretch this finger of mine, then he 
Dareracke his owne : his Subic& am 1 nar, 
Nor here Prouinciall : My bufinefſe in this State 
Made me a looker on here in Vienza, 
Where I haue ſeen? Pony boyle and bubble, 
Till ic ore-run the Stew : Lawes, for all faults, 
But faults ſo countenanc'd,that the ſtrong Statures 
Strand like the focfeites in a Barbers ſhop, 
As much in mocke,as marke, 

Efe, Slander to th' State: 


Ang. What can you youch againſt him Signior Lucie? 
Is this the man that you did cell vs of? 
Luc, 'Tis he,my Lord : come hither goodman bald. 


— eMieaſme for Meaſure. 


1 She would ſooner confelle,perchance publikely ſhell be | 
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pate, doe you know me ? | 
Duk. | remember you Sir, by the ſound of your voice, 
I m:tyou at the Priſon,in the abfence of the Duke, | 
Luc. Oh,did you ſo? and do youremember what you 
{aid of the Duke. 
«hk. Moſt notedly Sir. "1 
wc, Do you (o Sir: And was the Dake a fleſh-mone» 
ver, k foole, and acoward, as you then reported him 
robe? 
D«k. You muft(Sir)change perſons with me,cre you 
make that may _ : you indeede ſpoke ſo of him, and | 


| Say: was'ttholl ere contracted rothis woman ? 


| Thar lifeis bercer life paſt fearing death, 


much more, much worſe, 

Luc, Oh thou dananable fellow : did nor I plucke thee 
by the noſe, for thy ſpeeches? 

Dk, 1 proteft,] loue the Dwke, as Tloue my ſelfe. * 

Ang. Harke how the villaine would cloſenow, after 
his creaſonable abuſes, 

£ſc. Such a fellow isnotto be talk'd withall: Away 
with him to priſon : Where is the Proneft ? away ori 
h ypon him: fer him ſpeak 
no more : away withrhoſe Giglers roo;and with the '0= 

ther confederate companion, | {8 

Duk, Stay Sir,ſtay a while, 

Ang. Whar,reſifts he *helpe him Lacie. 

Luc. Comefir,come far,come fir: foh fir, why you 
bald-parcd lying rafcall:you mpſt be hooded muſt you ? 
ſhow your knaues viſage witha poxe to you: ſhow your 
ſheepe-biting face, and be hang'd an houre: will' 
not off ? | 

Dwk. Thou art the firſt knave, that ere mad'ſt a Duke. 
Firſt Proweſt,lec me bayletheſe gentle three : 

Sneake not away Sir, for the Fryer, and you, 
Mult haue a word anon: lay hold on him. 
Luc. This may proue worſe then hanging. 
Duk, What you haue ſpoke,I pardon: fic you downe, 
We'll borrow place of him ; Sir,by yourleaue: 
- Ha ft chou or word,or wit, or. impudence, _ 

Thar yer can doe thee office ? Ifchou ha'ft 

Rely ypon it, till my cale be heard, 

And hold no longer out, 
Ang. Oh,my dread Lord, 
I ſhould be pnilcier then my guilcinefſe, 
Tothinke | can be yndiſcerneable, 
When I perceiue your grace, like powre divine, 
Hath look'd ypon my paſſes. Then good Prince, 
Nolecnger Sethon hold ypon my ſhame, 
Bot ler my Triall,be mine owne Confeffion : 
Immediate ſentence then, and ſequent death, 
[s all the grace 1 beg. | 

Ds#k. Come hicher Mariana, 


Ang. 1 was my Lord. 

Duk, Goertake ber hence, and marry her inſtantly. 
Doe you the office (Fryer) which conſummate, 
Rerurne him here againe: goe with him Proweſf, Exit, 

Eſc. My Lord,lam more amaz'd at his diſhonor, 
Then at the ſtrangenefle of it, | 

Duk, Come hither [ſabek,, | 
Your Frier is now your Prince : As I was then 
Aduertyfing, and holy to your bufineſſe, 

(Nor changing heart with habit) 1 am till, 
Acturnied ar your ſeruice, 

1ſab, Oh giue me pardon 
That I,your vaſſaile, haue imploid,and pain'd 
Your vnknowne Soueraigncie. 

Duk, You are pardon'd [ſabell: 

And now,deere Maide, be you as freeto vs, 
Your Brothers death I know fits at your heart : 
And you may maruaile, why I obſcur'd my ſelfe, 
L abouring to ſave his life: and would not rather 
Make raſh remonſtrance of my hidden powre, 
Then ler him (o be loft: oh moſt kinde Maid, 

It was the (witft celeritic of his death, 

Which] did chinke, with flower foot came on, 
That brain'd my purpoſe : but peace be wich him, 


Then that which lives to feare: make it your comfort, 
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Iſab. I doe my Lord, 

Dsk. For this new-meried man,a 
Whoſe ſalt imagination yet hath wrong'd 
Your well defended honor : youmuſt pardon 
For Mariene's fake : But as he adiudg d you Brother, 
Being criminall,in dquble violation 
Offacred Chaſtitie, and of promile-breach, 

Thereon dependant for your Brothers life, 
The yery mercy of rhe Law cries our 

oſt audible,cuen fromhis proper rongue, 
An Angelo for (laudio,death for death - 
Haſte (till paies haſte, and leaſure,anſwers leaſure ; 
Like doth quir like, and Meaſure (til! for Meaſure : 
Then Avge's, thy fault's thus manifeſted; | 
Which though thou would'lt deny,demesrhee vantage. 
We doe condemne thee to the very Blocke 
Where Claudio ftoop'd to death; and with like baſte. 
Away with him, * TIT 

Mar. Oh my moſt gracious Lord, 

I hope you will not mocke me with a husband? h 

Dwk, It is your husband mogk't you witha husband, 
Conſenting co the ſafe-griard of your honor, 

I thought your marriage fit : effe Impytarion, 
For that he knew you, mightreproach your life, 
1 And choake your good to come: For his Poſſefſions, -\. 
Alchough by contiaticn they are ours; 
1 We doc en-ttate,and widow. you,with all, 
{ To buy you aberter bn 
1 Aw, Ohmydecere Lord, 
{I crave no other,nor no better man. 
Dwuke.' Neuer crave him,we are definitiue, 
| Duke. Youdoe butlooſe your labour. 
Away with him co death : Now Sir,to you. + 

Mar. Oh my good Lord, ſweer [ſabell, take my part, 
Lend me your knees,andall mytife to come, 

I'll lend you all my life to doe you ſeruice, 

Duke. Again all ſence you doe importune her, 
Should ſhe kacele downe, in mercie of this fa, 

Her Brothers ghoſt, his paued bed would breake, 
And take her hence in horror, - - 

Mar. Ifabell: + | 
Sweet /ſabel, pu yet bit kneele by - 

Hold vp your hands, { ing : eake all, 
They lay beſt men kat dntror qa 17 
{ And for the moſt, become much more the berter 
For being a little bad : So may my huzband. 
Oh /ſabel: will you not lenda knee? | 
Duke. He dies for Clandio's death. 
Iſab, Moſt bounteous Sir. 
Lookeif it pleaſe you, on this man candemn'd, 
As if my Brother liu'd : I partly chinke, + 
A due / hg governed his deedes, 
1 Till he did looke on me : Since it is ſo, 
Let him not die : my Brother had bur luſtice,, _- - 


ing here, 
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-_ {Proc t Prouoſt round about the Citie; 

Jn that he did the thing for which he dide, (. | If avy woman wrong'd by this lewd fellow 
For Avgelo,his AR did not ore-rake his bad intent, N of {As I hauc heard him ſweare himſelfe there's one 
And muſt be buried bur as an intent *44 whom he begot with childe) let ber appeare, 
That periſh'd by the way : thoughts are no ſubies And he ſhall marry her : the nupriall finiſh'd, 
Intents, bur meerely thoughts, Let him be whipt and hang'd. 

Mar, Mecrely my Lord. Luc. I beſeech your Highneſſe doe not marry meto 

Dok, Your ſuite's vnprofitable : ſtand yp I (ay : a Whore : your Highneſle ſaid even now'I made you a 
I have bethoughr me of another fau'e. Duke,good my Lord do not recompence me,in making 
Pronoft, haw came it Clawdio was beheaded | mes Cuckold. 

Dwk, Vpon | 


o 


So happy is your Brother. | At an vuuſuall howre? 
Enter Angelo; Maria,Peter Proneft. Pre. It was commanded (0. 


Dake. Had you a ſpeciall warrant for the deed 2 
Pro. No my good Lord : it was by priuate meflage, 
Duk, For which 1 doe diſcharge you of your office, 

Giue vp your keyes. | | 
Pro, Pardon mc,noble Lord, 

I thought it was a fault, but knew itnor, 

Yer did repent me after more aduice, 

For teſtimony whereof, one in the priſon 


That ſhould by priuate order elle have dide, 
I have reſeru'd aliue, 


| Dak, Whar's he? 


. 
_ 


—_———— 


' | andyer heere's one in 
| You firba chat knew . 


: 
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1. Luc. 
| wick ; if you will hang me for it you may : burT hadra- 
| 


ther it w Idpleaſe you,] might be whipr. ; 
1 whe Whip firſt, fir, and hang'd after. 


| Pre. His name 1s Parmardine, 


Dwhz. 1 would thou hadſt done ſo by (Taxdio: 

Goe fetch him hither, let me looke vpon ham. 
Eſc. 1am ſorry, one o learned, and ſo wiſe 

| As you, Lord Angelo, have ſtil appear'd, IN 

Should {lip ſo groflclie, both in the heat of bloud 

And lacke of temper'd iudgernent afterward.” 
Ang. 1am forrie, that ſuch ſorrow I procure, 

Andſodeepe fticks it in my penitent bearr, . .- 

That I crave death more willingly then mergy , 

'Tis my deferuing, and I doe enrrear it. hn 

Enter Barnardime and Pronoſt Claudio, Tilietta,  \ 

Duke. Which is that Barwardine?' 0 OD 
Pro. This my Lord, "A 
Duke. There was a Friar tald me of this\many. {. - 

Sirha, thou art ſaid to have a ſtubborne ſoule  ; +1 

Thar apprehends no further thenthis world, 

And ſquar'ſthy life according : Thou'rt condemn'd; - 

Bur for thoſe earthly faults, I quit them all, 

And pray thee take this mercic to prouide 

For better times to come ; Frier aduile him, - 

L leaue him to your hand . What muffeld fellow's that? 
Pre. This is another priſoner that I ſav'd, 

Who ſhould haue di'd when Claudio loſt hi3 bead, 

As like atmoftro Claudis, as thimfelfe, 
Dwke. It he be like your brother, for his ſake 

I; he pardon'd, and for your louelic ſake 

Giue me your hand, and ſay you will be mine, 

He is my brother too: Bur = time for that : 

By this Lord Auge/o perceiues he's ſafe, 

Methinkes I ſee a quickniog ig his eye : | 

Well Angelo, your cuill ts ou well. 

Looke that youJoue your with worth, worth yours 

-1 finde an aptemion in wy ſclte; 

e I cannot pardon, 

a foole,a Coward, 

| One all of Luxuric, a9 aff, a mad man ; 

Wherein haue I ſo delern'd of you 

That you extoll metbus ? 

wy Lord, I ſpoke it but according to the 
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Dyke. Vpon mine honor thou ſhalt marrie hex, : 
Thy flanders I forgiue,and therewithall 
Remi: thy other forfeits : take himto priſon, 
And'(ee our pleaſure herein executed, 
(Lac, Matrying a punke my Lord,is preſſing to death, 
Whipping and hanging. 
Duke. Slandering a Prince deſerues ir. 
She Claudio thatyou wrong'd,looke you reſtore, 
[oy to you Mariana, loue her Angels : : 
| I hauc confes'd her, and I know her vertue. 


— — —  — —_— — _ — — 


+. ML, eaſure for eAMeaſure. £5 


| 


There's more behinde that is more gratulate, B! 

| Thanks Proweft for thy care,and ſecrecie, 
We ſhall imploy thee in a worthier place. 

Forgiue him Axgelo,that brought you home 

The head of Ragozine for ( 3% 

Th'oftence pardons it ſelfe, Deere /ſabell, 


| 


Thanks good friend, £c4/us, for thy much goodneſle, | Whar's yet behinde,that meete you all ſhould know, 


[ have a motion much imports your good, | 
Whereto if you'll a willing care incline; 
What's mine is yours,and what is yours is mine. 
So bring vs toour Pallace, where wee'll ſhow 


| 
A Thom. | 
The Scene Vienna. Peter. Re 
| Elbow, a ſumple Conſtable. 
Thenames of all the Actors, pv iſo Gentleman. " 
| Clowne, | 
Vincentto : the Duke, Abhor ſon, an Executioner. 
Angelo, the Depntie, Barnardine,a diſſolute priſoner. 
Eſcalus, anancient Lord, Iſabella, ſiſter to Claudio. 
Clandio, a yong Gentleman, Narians, betrothed ts Angels. , 
Lucio, a fantaſtique. luliet,beloned of Clawdie. 
2.Other lake Gentlemen. Franciſca, a Nus. | 
Prouoſt. - na | Miſtris Ouer-don, a Bawd. 
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The Comedie of Errors. 


*A tur primus, Scena prima. 


Layler,aud other atrendants, 
Marchant, 
BESR occed Solinus to procure my fall, 
, "J $ And by the doome of death end woes and all, 
bY SS Duke, Merchant of Siracsſs,plead no more, 
a Lamnor partiall to infringe our Lawes ; 


| The enmity and diſcord which of late 


'{ Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your Duke, 


To Merchants our well-dealing Countrimen, 
Who wanting gilders to redeeme their hues, 
| Haue ſeal'd his rigorous ſtatutes with their blouds , 
| Excludes all pitty from our threarning lookes: 
' For fince the morrall and inteſtine iarres 
T wixt thy ſeditious Councrimen and vs, 
It hath in ſolemne Synodes beenedecreed , 
Both by the Siracuſians and our felues, 
To admit no trafficke to ovraduerſe trownes : 
Nay more, if any borne at Ephoſme 
Be ſeene at any Siracu/iav Marts and Fayres : 
Againe, if any Sracufian borne 
Come to the Bay of Epheſ#r, he dies : 
His goods confiſcate to the Dukes diſpole, 
Vnleſſea thouſand markes be levied 
To quit the penalty, and to ranſome him : 
| Thy ſubſtance, valued atthe higheſt race, 
Cannot amount ynto a hundred Markes, 
Therefore by Law thou art condema'd to die. 
Mer. Yer das wy comfort, when your words are done, 

My woes end likewiſe with the ORIER 

Dok, Well Siracuſfian ; fay in briefe the cauſe 
Why rhou departedſt fromthy native home ? 
And for what cauſethoy cam'ſt to Fpheſus. 

Mer. A heavier taske could not have beene impor'd, 
Then I to ſpeake my griefes ynſpeakeable : 
Yet that the world may witneſſe that my end 
Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence, 
Ile vtter what my ſorrow gives me leaue. 
In Syacuſa was I borne, and wedde 
Vnto a woman, happy but for me, 
And by me ; had not eur hap beene bad: 
With her Tiu'd in iey, our wealth increaſt 


By proſperous esI often made 

ToE | "elle S fators death, 

great care of goods at randone left, 

Drew me from kinde embracements of my ſpouſe; 
From whom my abſence was not fixe monerhs olde, 
Before her ſelfe (almoſt at fainting vnder 


# 


Enter the Duke of Epheſua , with the Merchant of Siracuſa, | 


——_—. 


The pleaſing punifhment that women beare ) 

Had made prouifion for her following me, 

And ſoone, and ſafe,arriued where I was : 

There had ſhe not beene long,bur ſhe became 

A 1oyfull mother of two goodly ſonnes : 

And, which was ſtrange, the ene ſo like the other, 

As coiild not be diſtinguiſh'd bur by names. 

That very howre,and inthe ſelfe-ſame Inne, 

A meane woman was delivered 

Of tuch a burthen Male, ewins both alike : 

1 Thoſe, for their parents were exceeding poore, 

I bought, and brought vp to attend my loones. 

My wife,not meanely prowd of two ſuch boyes, 

Made daily motions for our home returne: 

Vawilling I agreed, alas, too ſoone wee came aboord, 

A league from Fpideminm bad we ſaild 

Betore the alwaies winde-obeying deepe 

Gaue apy Tragicke Inſtance of our harme : 

Bur longer did we not retaine much hope; 

For whet obſcured lighr the heauens did grant, 

D1d but conuay vntoour fearefull mindes 

A doubtfu)l warrant of immediate death , 

Which though my ſelfe would gladly have imbrac'd, 

Yer the inceſjant weepings of my wife, 

Weeping before for what ſhe ſaw moſt come, 

And pitteous playnings of the prerize babes 

| That mourn'd for faſhion, ignorant what to feare, 

Fortt me to ſeeke delayes for them and me, 

And this it was: (for other meanes was none) 

The Sailors ſought for ſafety by our boare, 

And left the ſhip then faking ripe to ys, 

My wife, more carefull for the latter borne, 

Had fafined him ynto a ſmall ſpare Maſt, 

Such as ſea-faring men provide for ſtormes : 

To him one of the other twins was bound, 

| Whil't I had beenelike heedfull of the other, 
The children thus diſpos'd, my wife and I, 

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fixt, 

Faftned our ſelues at eyther end the maſt, 
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| And —_— ſtraight, odedientto the ſtreame, 


| Was carried towards Corinth, as wethought, 

At length the ſonne gazing vpon the earthy, 

| Diſperſtrhoſe yapours thar offended vs, 

And by the benefit of his wiſhed light 

The ſeas waxt calme, and we diſcouered 

Two ſhippes from farre, making amaineto v1 ! 
195. 1 of Epiderns this , 

Bur ere they came, oh let me ſay no more, 

 * Gather the ſequell by that went before. 

| D#k, Nay forward A C———— 
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88 The (omedie of Errors. 


—— 


For we may pitty, though not pardon thee, 

Merch. Oh had the gods done ſo,l had not new 
Worthily tearm'd them mercilefſeto vs; _ © _—- 
For ere the ſhips could meer by twice five leggues, 
We were encountred by a mighty rocke,-* - - 
Which being violently borne vp,. >< 
Our helpefull ſhip was ſplitted in the midſt ; 

Sothat in this vniuſt divorce of vs, 
Fortune had letc to both of vs alike; 
Whart to delight in, what to ſorrow for, - 
Her part, poore ſoule, {ceming as burdened 
With leſſer waight, bur not with lefler woe, 
W as carried with more ſpecd betorethe winde, 
And in our fight they three were taken vp 
By Fiſhermen of Corinth, as we thought. 
Art length another ſhip had ſciz'd on vs, 
And knowing whom ut was their hap to faue, 
Gaue healchfull welcometo their ſhip-wrackt gueſts, 
And would haye reft the Fiſhers of their prey, 
Had not their backe beene very (low of laile ; 
And therefore homeward did thcy bend their courſe. 
Thus haue you heard me ſeuer'd from my blifle, 
That by misfortunes was my life prolong'd, 
To tell ſad ſtories of my awne miſhaps, 
Dake. And for the lake of them thou (orcoweſt for, 
Doe me the t2uour to dilate ac full, 
W har kaue befalne of them and they till now. 
Merch. My yongeit boy,and yet my eldeſt care, 
At eighteene yeeres became inquilitiue 
After his brother ; and importun'd me 
That his attendant, ſo his cale was like, 
Retr of his brother, but retain'd his name, 
Might beare him company in the queſt of him: 
Whom whil't I laboured of a loue to (ce, 
I hazarded the lofle of whom lou'd. 
Five Sommers haue | ſpent :n farthelt Greece, 
Roming cleane through the bounds of A4/ia, 
And coaſting homeward, came to Epheſus - 
Hopeleſle to fivde, yer loth toleaue vnlought 


Or that,or any place that harbours men : 


But heere mult end the (tory of my lite, 
And happy were I in my timelic death, 
Could all my trauclls warrant me they liuc. 
D#ke. Hapleile £geon whom the fates haue market 
To beare the cxtremitic of dire miſhap : 
Now trult me, were it not againſt our Lawes, 
Again{t my Crowne, my oath,my dignity, 
Which Princes would they may not diſavull, 
My ſoule ſhould ſue as aduocace for thee : 
But though thou art adiudged tothe death, 
And paſſed {ſentence may not berecal'd 
But to our honours great diſparagement : 
Yet will I fauour thee in what I can ; 
Therefore Marchant, lle limit thee this day 
To ſecke thy helpe by beneficiall helpe, 
Try all the friends thou haſt in Epbeſws , 
Beg thou,or borrow, to make vp the ſumme, 
And liue: if no,then thou art doom'd to dic: 
laylor, take himto thy cuſtodie. 
[aylor. ] will my Lord. 
Merch. Hopeleſle and helpelefſe doth Egean wend, 
Bur to proccaltinate his liveleſſe end, Exxennt. 


Enter Antipholu Erotes, a Marchant,and Dromio. 
Mer. Theretore giue out you are of Epidemmeny, 
Leſt that your goods too ſoone be confilcate ; 


| This very day a Syracufan Marchant 


{ 


. And not e to buy our his life, C | 1 
| rords ccor Ei (aq nar. a , 
jes etc 


-There is your monie that I had to keepe. 


Is apprehended for a riuall here, 


e the wearie ſunne (ct inthe Weſt: 


Ant, Goe beare itto the Centaure,where wehoft, | 
And ſtay there Drewio,till L to thee; | 
Wirhin this houre it will þe digner time, 

»Till that He view che manners of the rowne, | 
Peruſe the traders,gaze vpon the buildings, | 
Andthen returne and (leepe within mine June, | 
For with long trauaile I am RRiffe and wearie. 1 
Ger thee away. | | 

Dro. Many a man would take you at your word, 
And gocindeede,bauing ſo good a meane. 
Exit Drone, 
Ant, A ruſtic villainefir,that very oft, 
When 1 am dull with care and melancholly, 
Lightens my humour with hyjs merry ieſts : 
What will you walke with me about the towne, 
And then goe to my Inne and dine with me? 
E.Mar. Iam inuited fir to certaine Marchants, 
Of whom I hepe ro make much bencfic : 
I crave your pardon, ſoone at fiue aclocke, 
Pleaſe you,lle meere with you vpon the Mart, 
And afterward conſort you till bed time : 
My preſent buſineſle cals me from you now. 
Ant. Farewell till then : I will goe looſe my ſelfe, 
And,wander vp and downe to view the Citie, 
E.Mar. Sis, I commend you te your owne content. 
Excunt, 
Ant. He that commends me tomine owne content, 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get ; 
[to the world am like drop of water, 
That in the Ocean ſeekes gnother drop, | 
Who falling there to figde his fellow forth, 
( Voſeene,nquiſitiue) confounds himſelte. 
$0 I,to finde a Mother and a Brother, 
In queſt of them ( vnhappica)looſe my ſelfe, 


MI, 


Enter Dromis of Epbeſwa, 
Here comes the almanacke of my true date : 
What now ? How chancethou art return'd ſo ſoone. 
E.Dro, Return'd ſoſoone, rather approach too late: 
The Capon burnes, the Pig fals from the ſpit; 
The clocke hath ſtrucken twelue ypon the bell : 
My Miftris made it one vpon my ks : 
She is ſo hot becauſe the meate is colde : | 
The meate is colde, becauſe you come not home: 
You come not home, becauſe you haue no ſtomacks ; 
You haue no ftomacke, having broke your faſt: 
But we that know what 'tis to faſt and pray, 
Are penitent for your default ro day. | 
Ant, Stop in your winde fir,tell me this I pray? | 
Where have you left the many thatI gaue you. 
E.Dro. Ok ſixe pence that I had a wen(ſday laſt, 
To pay the Sadler for my Miſtris crupper : 
The Sadler had it Sir,] kept itnor. 
Amt, Iam not ina ſportiue humor now: 
Tell me,and dally not,where is the monie? | 
We being ſtrangers here, bow dar'ſt thou truſt 
$o great a charge from thine owne cuſtodie. 
E,Dre. I pray youieſtfic as you ſitat dinner : | 
I from my Miſtris come to you in poſt: 
If I returne I ſhall bepoſt indeede. 


For 
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E.Dre. My charge wt dutbo feel you fi6the Mart 
Home to your houſe, the Phewix hr,to dinner; - 
My Miftris an&her'6ſter ftaies for you, - 
Ant. Now 5 } amv x Chriftianonſwer me, 
Tn what ſafe place youhaue beftaw'd my monie; 
;Or 1 ſhall breake that merrie ſconceof yours *-* 1" 
hat ftands on tricks, when Tam [Indifpor'r £8 
Where is the thouſtnd Markes thou had(tof me ? 
; E.Dre. I haue ſome markes of yours vpon my pate : 
;Sorie of my Miſtris markes vpor my ſhoulders : 
Bur not athouſand markes berweene you both. 
| If Iſhou!d pay your worſhip thoſe againe, 
Perchance you will nor beare them patiently. 
Ant. Thy Miflris marke?whar Mifiris ue haft thou? 
E.D+o.' Your worſhips wife,my Miſtris at the Phemrx; 
; She that doth faſt &)} you come heme to dinner : 
And praies that you will hie you home to dinner. 
Am. What wilt thou flout me thus voto my face 
Being forbid?There take you that fir knaue, 
E. Drs. Whatmieane you fir, for God fake hold your 
Nay,and you will notfir, lle takemy heeles, (hands: 
'*  Exennt Dromio Ep. 
Arn, Vpen my life by ſome deuile or other, 
The villaine is ore-wrought of all my monie, 
They fay this trowne'is full of coſenage : 
As nimble Tuglets' that deceiuethe cic : 
Darke working Sorcerers that changethe mninde: 
Sovle-killing Wirches, that deforme the bodie : 
Diſguiſed C 7 Afar wy Mountebankes ; 
And manie ſuch likelibercies of finne : 
Ifir proue (o,1 will be gone the ſooner : 
Ile to the Centaur to goe eſcekethis Nlave, 


I greaily feare my monic is not ſafe, Extt, 


eAclus Secundus. 
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| 
by Oi Ala git Antipholis Serep1os, with 
| | Luciana ber Sifter. 


At. Neither my husband nor the ſlave return'd, 
| Thar in ſuch haſte 1 (ene to ſeeke his Maſter ? 
Sure Luciana it is rwo 2 clocke, 

Luc. Perhaps ſome Merchant hath invited him, 
And from the Marthe's ſomewhere gone to dinner: 
Good Siſter let vs dine,and neuer fret ; 

A man is Mafter of his libertie : 
Time is their Maſter, and when they (ee time, 
They'll goe or come ; if fo, bepatient Sifter. - 

Adr. Why ſhould their libertie then ours be more? 

Luc. Becauſeciheir bufineſſe ſtill lies our aCore. 

Adr. Looke when I ſeruchim fo,hetokes irthus. 

Luc. Oh,know he is the bridle of your wit.” 

Adr. There's none bt afſes will be bridlet {o. 


For ſhe will ſcoure-yourfaulreppaboy pare” 169 1 || ,* Wine. ' Why, headRrong li is laſh with woe: 
| Mecthinkes your thaw, like mine, Mould be youreooke, | | There's nothing fituace "i pv 
And Ririke you hoitve withoor 2 But hach his bouodin exrch, inves, in n:2w 1598 
| Amt. Cor Drebieamecheldtiloaobnatiele,] | Thebealts,thefiſhes,and che wh 
Reſeruc = till Tae ; Are theirmales ae en 
Whereist 4. rr. Man more-dmine, the Maſter vfalltheſe 
E.Dre. Tokwfi why you ve lor ok idioms) Lord.ofthe wide world,and wilde w 
Ant, ComeonTy kydue, have done your fooliſhnes, | jndued withinceleGuailſencoond foakee, = 
And tell me howrhou httiſposdthy cherpe?! rs! | Ofmore then fih ang fowtes, © 


Are maſters to theiofemales, and their Lords t{ 

Then let your will areodonaheiractords;/ /+ | | | 
Adri, This ſervitude makes you to keepe yuwed. © 
Luci. .Notthis,but troubles dfibewariogs! bed. 
Aar,But were-you wedded,you weld bear fornetey 
Luc, Erel learnatout;Tieprofifers obey, ul» 
Aar, How if your husband ſtart ome otherwhere ? 
Luc. Till he come homeagaine,1 wouldforbeare;- ' 
Aar. Patience vnmou'd,nomatuel though the pauſe, 

They can be meeke, that have nocother cauſe: > 7+ / 

A wretched ſoule bruis'd with aduerfirie, > 1 17 v1 

We bid be quiet when we heareir etie;” 1115!» 1 17 

Bur were we burdned with hkewaight of rr 

As much,or more, we ſhould our ſciues complaine : 

$o thou that haſt no vnkindemare to greeue thee, 

Wich vrging helpeleſſe patience would releeue me; 

Bur if thou hue ro leo like riphtberefry, 

This foole-beg'd patience inrhee will be left. 

Luci, ell] will marry-one day bur torrie: 
cre comes your man, now is your husband nie. 


Emer Dronis Eph. 

Aar. Say, is youe tardie maſter now athand ? 

E. Dro, Nay, hee's at jos bans withmee,and chat my 
two cares can wi 

Adv. S1y, didſt chou ſprakewinh him ? knowft thou 
his minde ? hs 

E. Dro, 1,I,hetold hisminde ypon dna 
Beſhrew his hand, I ſcarce could-ynderſtand ic. 

Luc, Spake hee ſo doubfully. thou could nor feele 
his meanin 

E. Dro. Nay, hee ſtrooke ſo plaiuly, 1couldtoo well 
feele his blowes z and withall ſo doubrfully, thas beould 
ſcarce vaderſtand thera, -»/ 

Aadri. Burt ſay,1 prethee; is he comming home? 
It ſeemes he hath great care ro pleaſe his wife. 

E. Dro, Why Miſtreſſe, furemy Maſter is home mad. 

Aari. Horne mad hou villaine ? 

F. Dre. I meanenot Cuckold mad, 

Bur ſure he is Rtarke mad ; 

When I deſir'd him to come home to dinner, 

He ask'd me fora bundred markes in gold: 

Tis dinnertime:quoth I : my gold, quoth he: 

Your meat doth burne,quothT : my gold quoth he ; 
W1ll you come, quoth I: my gold, quoth he; 
Where is the weft markes | gaue thee villaine ? 
ThePigge quoth I, is burn'd : my gold,quoth he: 
My wilieeſſe, br /quorh [ : [ : hang 4. thy Miſtreffe : 
I know not thy miſtreſſe, ont on thy miſtreſſe. 

Laci, Queth who? 

E. Dr. Quoth my Mafter,] know quoth he,nio houſe, 
no wife , no miſtreſſe : ſo thar my arrant due vnto my 
tongue, I thanke him, 1 barehome vpon my ſhoulders ; 
for in concluſion = did beat me there, 


Dro. Gurdethens rears ns ney 
For Gods ſake ſend ſome other meſſenger. 
H 2 
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Adri. Backe {laua, or I ill breake thy pate 2-cralle. | 
Dro. And he will bleſſey crofte with other boating t 

Berweene you, ſhall have a holy, head. &fl 344 
Adri. Hence prating pefant; fetch they Maſter horne. | 
Dro. Amilio with you, as You with me, | 

Thar like a foot-ball-you doe ſpurne methus : 

You ſpurne me hence, and he will ſpurne me hither, 

If T laſt in this ſeruice,you-muſt caleme in leather. 
Luci, Fic now irnapatience lowreth.in your face. 
Adri, Hiscompany mult do his minions grace, 

Whil' I at home ftarue for amerrielovke : 

Hath homehe age th'alluring beauty rogke 

From my poore checkef then hehach waſted it, 

Are my diſcourſes dull? Barren my wir; 

If voluble and ſharpe diſcourſe be mar 'd, 

Vnkindneſle blunts it more then marble hard. 

Doe their gay veſtmenes his affections baite ? 

That's not my fault, hee's maſter of my ſtate. 

What ruines are inme that.can be found , 

By him noe ruin'd? Thes is he the ground 

Of my defeatures« My decayed faire, 

A ſunnieloake of his, would ſoone repaire. 

Bur, too vnruly Deerc, he breakes the pale, 

And feedes from home z poore I am but his ſtale. 

Laci, Selfe-harming lealouhe ; he bear it hence, 
Ad. Vnfceling fooks.can with ſuch wrongs diſpence : 

I know his eye doth bomage other-where, 

Or elſe, what lets it but be would be here? * 

Siſter, you know he promis'd me a chaine , 

Would that alone,a loue he would detaine, 

So heywould keepe faire quarter with his bed : 

I ſee the Iewell beſt cnamaled 

W1ll looſe his beautic : yer the gold bides till 

That others touch, and often touching will, 

Where gold and no man that hath a name, - 

By falſhood and corruption doth it ſhame : 

Since that my beautic catmot pleaſe his eic, 

| Ile weepe (what's lefr away) and weeping die. 

Luci. How manic fohid tooles ſcruc mad Ieloulie? 


Exit. 


Enter Antipholis Errotu, 
Ant, The gold I gaue to Dronue is laid vp 
Safe at the Cenrarr, and the heedfull ſlave = 
Is wandred forth in care to {ceke me our 
By computation and mine hoſts report, 
I could not ſpeake with Dremio, fince at firſt 
1 ſent him from the Mart ? ſec here he comes. 
Enter Dromio Sir acuſia. 
How now fir, is your merrie humor alter'd ? 
As you loueftroakes, ſo jeſt with me againe : 
You know no Centaur? you receiu'd no gold? 
Your Miſtrefle ſent to have me home ro dinner 7 
My houſe was at the Pbunix? Waft thou mad, 
That thus ſe madlie thon did did anſwere me? 
S.Dro. What anſwer fir ? when ſpake I ſuch a word ? 
E. Ant. Eucn now,cuen here,not halfe an howrefince, 
S. Dro, 1 did not fee you fince you ſent me hence 
Home to the (ent avy with the gold you gaue me. 
* Ant. Villaine, thou didſt denie the golds receit, 
And told me of a Mifreſſe,and a dinner, 
For which I hope thou fel:ſt I was difpleas'd. 
S.Dro;1 am gladto fee you in this merrie vaine, 
What meanes this ieſt, | pray you Mafter tell me ? 
| Ant. Yea,doft thou icere & lowt me in the teeth ? 
Think(t $1 ieft? hold, rake thou that, & that. Beers Dre. 
S.Dr. Hold fir, for Gods fake,now your ieft is carneſt, | 
"Ss 


_— —__ 


| 


| beaſts, and what he hath ſcanted them in aire, bee hach | 


Vpon what bargainedo. you giueitme? 

Doe yſc you for my foole, and chas with you, . 
Your fawceinefle will ieft ypon my loue, 
And make a Common of my ſerious howres, 

When the ſunne ſhigeaJler loolilh gnars make ſport, | 
But creepe in crannies, when he hides his beames : 

If you will iefſt with me, know wy aſpe&, 

And faſhion your demeanor to my lookes, 

Or I will beat this method in your ſconce, 

S.Dro, Sconce call you t>ſo you would leaue batte- 
ring, I had rather haue it a head, and you vic theſe blows 
long, Imuſt get a ſconce for my head, and Inſconce it 
to, orel{cI ſhall ſeek my wit in my ſhoulders, bur I pray 
fir, why aml beaten? 

Ant, Doſt thou not know? _ 

S. Dro, Nothing (ir, but that I am beaten. 

Ant, Shall I tell you why? 

S.Dre, I fir, and wherefore ; for they ſay , every why 
hath a wherefare, 

Ant, Why ficft for lowting me,and then wherefore, 
for vrging it the ſecond time to me, 

$.Dro. Was there euer anie man thus beaten out of 
ſeaſon, when in the why and the wherefore, is neither 
rime nor reaſon. Well (ir, I thapke you, 

Am. Thanke me fir, for what? 

$,Dro, Marry tir, for this ſomething that you gaue me 
for nothing, 

Art. le make you amends next,to giue you nothing 
for ſomething. Bur ſay fir, isir dinner time? 

S.Dre. No fir, I thinke the meat wants that have. 

Ant. In goodtime fir ; what's that ? 

S.Dre. Baſting. 

Ant, Well fir, then 'twill be drie.. ' 

S.Dro. If it be fir, I pray you eat none of it. 

Ant, Your reaſon? 

S.Dre. Left it make you chollcricke,and purchaſe me | 
another dric baſting. 

Ant. Well ſir, learne to jeſt in good time, there's a | 
time for all things. 

S. Dre. 1 durft haue denied that before you yvere o 
chollericke. 

Anti. By what rule fir? 

S. Dro. Marry fir, by a rule as plaine as the plaine bald 
pate of Father time himlelfe. ; 

Ant. Let's heare it, 

S. Dro. There's no time for a manto recouer his haire | 
that growes bald by nature, | 

Ant. May he not doc it by fine and recdyerie ? | 

S. Dre. Vento payelnelora per wWise and recover | 

man. 


the loſt haire of anot 

Ant. Why, is Time ſuch aniggard of haire , being (as 
itis) ſo plentifull an excrement? 

S.Dro. Becauſe it is3 bl that hee beſtowes on | 


giuen then in wit. 
Ant. Why, but theres manie a man hath mere haire 
then wit. 
S. Dre. Not a man ofthoſe but he hath the wit to loſe 
his haire. | 
Aur. Why thou didft conclude bairy men plain dee- | 
lers without wit. | 
S.Dre. The plainer dealer, the ſooner loſt ; yet he loo- | 
ſeth it ina kinde of jollitie. 
An, For what reaſon. 


S. Dro. 'For two, and ſound ones to. 


Av Nay 


«4 
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An.” Nay nor ſound I pray you. 
$.Dre. Sure ones then. hs 
Av. Nay,not ſure in athi : 
$.Drs: Gerthine Mr, ; 
An. Name them. . 1996, 
$.Dro. The one to'fiut the money that he ſpendsin 

eryihg : the other that td mer they (ould not drop in 


his porrage.- | Wh 

pas You would all this time have prou'dgchere is no 
time for all things. 
! $.Dro, Marry and did fir: namely, in notimeto re- 
couer haite loft by Nature. {6 

Ay. But your reaſon was not ſubſtantiall, why there 
| is no timeto recover.” ' ly | 
!  $.Dre, Thus I mendit : Time himfelfe is bald, and 
thereforets the wortds'<end; will have bald followers. 
| Anil knew*rwould be a bald concluſion: bur ſoft, 
*whoWafts vs yonder. 


Enter Adriana and Latiana. 


: 

' Adi. 1,1, Antipbolua,Jooke ſtrange and frowne, 

'Some other Miſtrefſe hath thy ſweet aſpeQs : 

:lam not Adriana, nor thy wife. 

Thetime was ance, when thou vn-vrg*d wouldft row, 

That never words were muficke tothine care, 

That neuer obicR pleaſivg in thine eye, 

Thatneuerrtouch well welcome to thy hand, 

That never meat ſweer-ſauour'd inthy taſte, 

'Vnleſſe 1 ſpake,ot look'd, or touch'd,or caru'd to thee, 

. How comes it now,my Husband,oh how comes it, 

That thou art then eſtranged from thy ſelfe ? 

Thy felfe I call it, being ſtrange to me: 

That vndividable Incorporate 

Am better then thy deere ſelfes better part. 

Ah doe not teare away thy ſelfe from me; 

-For know my loue : 35 eaſe maiſt thou fall 

A drop of water inthe breaking gulfe , 

And take vrimingled thence that drop agame 

Without addition or diminiſhing, 

As take from me thy ſelfe, and not me too. 

How deercly would it touch thee to the quicke, 

Shouldft thou bur heare I were licencious ? 

And that this body conſecrate to thee, 

By Ruffian Luſt ſhould be contaminate ? 

Wouldſt thou ngt ſpit at me, and ſpurne at me, 

And hurle the name of husband in my face, 

And teare the ſtain'd skin of my Hatlot brow, 

And from my falſe hand cutthe wedding ring, 

And breake it with a deepe-diuorcing vow ? 

Tknow thou canſt, and therefore ſee thou doe ir. 

I am poſſeſt with an advlterate blot , 

My bloud is mingled with the crime of luſt : 

For if we two be one, and thov play falle , 

1 doe digeſt the poiſon of thy fleſh, 

Being ſtrumpeted by thy contagion ; 

Keepe then fairelcague and truce with thy true bed, 

Live diftain'd,thou vndiſhonoured. 

| Antip. Pleadyouto me fairedame? Iknow younot : 
| In Fpheſws 1 am but two koures old, 

As ftrange voto your rowne, as to your talke, 

Who euery word by all my wit being ſcao'd, 

Wants wirtinall,one wotdrto ynderftand. 


When were you wont to vic my fiſter thus 
-She ſent for you by Dremie home co Cinner, 


, nm 


The Come die of Errors. ; 


| 


 Abetring him to thwart me in my moode ; 


| Whoſe weaknefle married to thy ſtranger ſtate, 
| Makes me with thy ſtrength to communicate ; 

\ If ought poſſefiethee fromme, it is droffſe | 
; Vſurping luie, Brier,vr idle Moſſe, : 


 Andin this miſt at all aduentures go. 
Laci. Fie brother, how the world is cane with you: |: 


= Dromie ? Drom. By me. 
Aar.. By thee,and this thou didſt returne 
That he did buffer thee, and in his blowes, nds. 
Denied my houſe for his, me for his wife. 
Ant. Did you converſe fir with this gentle : 
Whar is the courſe and drift of your conpety "Ia 
S. Dre. 1 (ir? | never ſaw her till this time. 
Ant. Villaine thou lieſt, for even her verie wo 
Didſt thou deliver to me on the Mart. 
S. Dro. I neuer ſpake with her in all my life. 
Ant. How can ſhe thus then call ys by our names ? 
Valcſle it be by inſpiration. 5: 4 
Adri, Howill agrees it with your granitie 
To counterfeit thus groſely with your flaue, 


PR — 


rds, 


Be it my wrong, you are from me exempr 

But wrong not that wrong with a more cont . 
Come I will faſten on this ſleeve of thine : (2 
Thou art an Elme my husbane, Ia Vine : 


Who all for want of pruning, wigh intruſion 
Iafett thy ſap,and live on thy contuſion. . 
Ant. To mee ſhee ſpeakes, ſhee moues mee for her 
t ; 
Whar, was I married to her in my dreame? 
Or ſleepe I now, and thinke I heore all this ? | 
What error driues our cies and cares amifle ? 
Vacill I know this ſure vncertaintie, 
lle a ems the free'd fallacie. 
+ Dromia, goe bid the ſervants ſpred for dinner. 
S.Dre. Oh formy beads, I crofle a for a finner, 
This is theFairie land,oh ſpight of ſpights, 
We talke with Goblins, Owles and Sprighes ; 
If we obay them not,this will inſue : 
They'll fucke our breath,or pinch vs blacke and blew, 
Luc. Why prat'ft thou to thy ſclfe,and anſwer'(t not? | 
Dromis,thou Dromie thou ſnaile,thou ſlug,thou ſor. | 
S.Dro. I amtransformed Mafter,am I not ? 
err. I thinke thou art inminde,andſoam1T. 
S.Dre, Nay Mafter,both in minde,aud in my ſhape 
eAnt. Thou haſt thine owne forme, : 
S.Dre. No,I am an Ape. 
Luc. If thou art chang'd to ought, 'tis ro an Aſſe. 
k .Dre. "Tis rrue (he Sles Aagr l long for grafle. 
Tis ſo, laman Aſſe,eleit could never be, 
But I ſhould know her as well as ſhe knowes me. 
Adr. Come,come,no longer will I be a foole, 
To pur the finger in the cie and weepe; 
Whil't man and Maſter laughes my woes to ſcotne : 
Come fir to dinner, Dromio keepe the gate : 
Husband Ile dine above with youto day, 
And ſhriue yon of a thouſand idle prankes : 
Sirra,if any aske you for your Maſter, 
Say he dines forth, and let no creatureentet : 
Come ſiſter, Dromioplay the Porter well. 
eAmt. Aml incarth,in heaven, or in hell? 
Sleeping or waking,mad or well aduiſde : 
Knowne vnto theſe, and to my ſelfe diſguiſde : 
lie ſay as they ſay,and perſever (o : 


I 


S.Dre. Maſter,ſhall I be Porter at the gate ? 

Adr. 1, and let none enter,leaſt | breake your pate. 
Luc. Come, come, Fntipbo/us,we dine to late. 
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Enter Antipholus of Epheſus , his man Dromio, Angels the 
Goldſmnuh, and B aithaſer the Merchant. 


E, Anti, Good ſignior Angelo you muſt excuſe ys all, 


My wife is ſhrewiſh when I keepe not howres; 


Say that I lingerd with you at your ſhop 

To ſee the making of her Carkanet , 

And that to morrow you will bring it home. 

Bur here's a villaine that would face me downe 

He met me on the Mart, and that I beat him, 

And charg'd him with a thouſand markes jn gold, 
And that I did denic my. wife and houſe; 

Thou drunkard thou, what didſt thou meane by this ? 

E, Dro, Say what you wil fir, but I know what | know, 
That you beat me at the Mart I haue your hand to ſhow; 
Iff skin were parchment, & 5 blows you gave were ink, 
Yeur owne hand-writing would tell you what I thinke, 

E. Ant. I thinke thou art an afle, 

E.Dro. Marry {o it doth appeare 
By the wrongs 1 ſuffer, and the blowes I beare, 
I ſhould kicke being kickt,and being at that paſlle, , 
You would keepe trom my heeles,and beware of an aſſe, 


E. An, Y'are [ad hgnior Balthazar,pray God our cheer | 


May anſwer my good will,and your good welcom here, 
Bal. hold your dainties cheap fir, & your welcom deer. 
F. An. Oh fignior Balthazar, cither at ficſh or fiſh, 

A table full of welcome, makes ſcarce one dainty diſh, 
Bal. Good meat lir is comon thatevery churic affords, 
Anti. And welcome more common,for thats nothing 

bur words. | 
Bal, Small cheere and great welcome, makes a mer- 
ric feaſt, 

- Ants. 1,to aniggardly Hoſt,and more (paring gueſt: 
But though my cates be meane,take them in good part, 
Better cheere may you haue,but not with better bart. 
Bur ſoft, my doore is lockt 3 goe bid them ler vs in. 

E.Dro, Maud, Briget, Marian, Ciſley,Gillian, Gmn, 
$.Dre. Mome, Milthorſe,Capon, Coxcombe , Idi- 
ot, Patch, 

Either get thee from the dore,or ht downe at the hatch : 

Doſt thou coniure tor wenches,that y caltt tor (uchRore, 

When one is one too many, goe get thee from the dore. 

E.Dro. What patch is made our Porter ? my Maſter 
ſtayes in rhe ſtreet. 

S.Dre, Lethim walke from whence he cameyleſt hee 
catch cold on's feet. 

E. Ant. Who talks within there ? hoa,open the dore. 

S, Dro, Right fir, Ile tell you when, and you'll tell 
me wheretore. 

Ant. Wherefore? fog my dinner : I hauenot din'd to 
day. 

$ Dre. Nor to day here you mult not come againe 
when you may. 

Anti. What art thou that keep*ſt mee out from the 
howſe I owe? \ 
S.Dro. The Porter for this time Sir, and my nameſis 

Dromis. 
E, Dro. O villaine,thou haſt Rolne both mine effice 
and my name, 

The one nere got me credit, the other mickle blame : 


Ifthou hadſt beene Dromroeo day in my place, 


Cree. oe ere ee 


Thou wouldft haue chang'd thy face for aname,,, or thy 
name for an aſſe. Ye 
Emer Lace. 


” 
: 
. 


Luce, What a coile is there Dremie ? who-are thoſe | 


- þ 


Luce. Faith no, hee comes too late, avd ſo rell your | 


at the gate? mw. . 
E.Dro, Let my Maſter in Lace, - 


Maſter, 
a> Lord 1 muſt laugh, haue at you with a Pro- 
uerbe, | 
Shall I ſetin my ſtaffe, 
Luce. Haue at you with another, that's when? can 
 yourell? 
S.Dro, Ifthy name be called Lnce,Lace thou haft an- 
{wer'd him well, | 
Anti, Doc you heare you minien, you'll letys in 1 
hope? | | 
| Lwce, Ithought to haue askt you, 
S.Dre. And you ſaidno, 


E.Dre. So come helpe, well ftrooke, there was blow 


for blow. 

Anti. Thou baggagelet me in. 

Luce, Can you tell tor whoſe ſake? 

E, Drom. Maſter, knocke the doore hard, 

Luce. Lethim knocketill it ake, 

Ant', You'll cric for this minion,, ifTbeat the doore 
downe, 

Luce. What needs allthaz, anda paire offtocks inthe 
towne? 

Enter Adriana. 

Ar, Who is that at the doore y keeps all this noiſe # 

S.Dre. By my troth your towne is troubled with yn-- 
ruly boies, | 


eAnti, Are youthere Wife ? you might haue come-| 


before. 

Aari, Your wife ſir knaue? go get you from the dore, 

E. Dro. If you went in paine Maſter,this knaue wold 
goe ſore, 

Avgelo. Heere is neither cheere fir, nor welcome,we | 
would faine haue either. 

Baltz, Indebating which was beſt, wee ſhall part 
with peither, 

E.Dro. They ſtand at the doore, Maſter, bid them 
welcome hither, 

eAnti, There is ſomething in the winde,that we can» 


not get in, 
E.Dro, You would ſay ſo Maſter, if your garments 
were thin, x 
Your cake here is warme within : you Rand here in the 
cold, - 
It would make a man mad as a Bucke to be ſo bought 
and (old. 


Ant. Go ferch me ſomething, Ile break y”—_ gate. 
S.Dro. Breake any breaking here,and lle beeake your 


knaues pate, 


E.Dro. A man may breake n word with your fir, and 


words are but winde ; 
] and breake it in your face,ſo he break it not behinde, 

S.Dro,lt ſcemes thou want'ſt breaking,out ypon thee 
hinde. 

E.Dre. Here's too much out ypeu thee] pray thee let 
me in. | 

S. Dre. yon fowlexhaue a feathers,and fiſh haue 
nonmn. 

Ant. Well, Ile breake io:ge borrow me a crow. 

E.Dre.A crow withour feather, Maſter meanc you ſo; 
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| For afiſh withours finne,ther's a fowle without sferher, 

If a crow help v540 firra, wee'll plucke a crow rogether, 

Ant. Go,ger thee gen, ferch me an iron Crow, 

| Faith. Hauepaticnce fr, oh let ityor be fo, 

Heercin you warre againſt your tion, 

And drew within the compaſle of {ulpet 

Th'vynuiolated-honor of your wife. 

Oace this your long expericnce of your wiſedome, 

Her ſober vertue, yeares, arid ie, 

Plead on your part ſome cauſe ro you vnknownR; 

And doubt not fr, but ſhe will well excutc 

Why ar this time the doresare made againtt you. 

Be rul'd by me, depart in patience, 

And let vs to the Tyger «lt co dinner, 

And about euening come your ſelfe alone, 

To know the reaſon of this ſtrangereſtranr : 

If by firong hand you offer to breake in 

Now inthe [tirring paſſage of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be made of 1: ; 

And that ſuppoſed by the common rowr 

Againſt your yet vngalled eftimarion, 

That may with foule intruſion enter jn, 

And dwellvpon your graue when you ate dead ; 

For ſlander liues vpon ſucceſſhon; 

For ever hows'd, where it gets poſſeſſion, 

Anti, You haue preuail'd,l will depart in quiet, 

And in deſpight of mirth meane to be mercie: 

I know a wench of excellenc diſcourſe , 

Prettie and wittiez wilde, and yet too gentle; 

There will we dine : this worsan that I meane 

My wife (bur I proteſt without deſert) 

Hath oftentimes vpbraided me withall : 

To her will we to dinner, get you home 

And fetch the chaine, by this I know 'tis made, 

Bring it I pray you to the Porpent ine , 

For there's the houſe: That chaine will I beſtow 

(Be it for nothing bur ro ſpight my wite) 

Vpon mine hoſteſle there, good fir make hafte”: 

Since mine owne doores refuſe to entertaine me, 

Ile knocke elſe-where, to ſee if they'll diſdaine me. 
Ang. Ile meet you ar that place lome houre hence, 
Anti. Do ſo,this ieft ſhall coſt me {ome expence. 

. E xennt, 
Enter [uliana, with Antiphelus of Siracuſia. 
Inlia, And may it bethat you have quite forgot 

A husbands office ? ſhall Antpholus 

Euen in the ſpring of Loue,thy Loue-ſprings rot ? 

Shall loue in buildings grow ſo ruinate ? 

If you did wed my fifter for her wealth, 

Then for her wealchs-ſake vſe her wich more kindneſſe : 

Or ifyou like el{e-where doe ir by ſtealth , 

Muffle your falſe loue with ſome ſhew of blindneſſe : 

Ler not my ſifter read it in your eye : 

Be not thy tongue thy owne ſhames Orator : 

Looke ſweer, ſpeake faire, become diſloyaltie: 

 Apparell vice like vertues barbenger : 

 Beare a faire preſence, though your heart be tainted, 

Teach finne the carriage of a holy Saint , 

Be ſecrer falſe: what need ſhe he acquainted ? 

What ſimple thiefe brags of his owne attaine ? 

'Tis double wrong to truant withyour bed , 

And let her read it inthy lookes arboord ; ' 

Shame hath a baſtard fame, well managed, 

Ill deeds is doubled wich wneuill word : 

Alas poore women, make vynot beleeue « 


(Being compaR of ctedit)charyou loue vs, 


—— 


Az 


—_— — 


{ Though others have the arme, ſhew vs the ſleeve : 
We in your motion turne, and you may moue ys. 
Then gentle brother get you in againe ; 

Comfort my fifter, cheere her, call her wiſe ; 
'Tis holy ſport to be alictle vaine, 
When the ſweet breath of flatterie conquers ſtrife, 
S. Anti, Sweete Miſtris, what your name is elſe ] 
know net ; 
Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine: 
Leſſe in your knowledge, and your grace you ſhow not, 
Then our earths wonder, more then earth divine, 
Teach ime deere creature how tothinke and ſpeak&g,/ 
Lay open to my carthie groſſe conceic 
Smothred in errors, feeble, ſhallow,weake, 
The foulded meaning of your words deceit : 
Againſt my toules pure truth, wby labour you, 
To make it wander in an vnknowne field ? 
Are you a god? would you create me new ? 
Transforme me then,and to your powre [le yeeld. 
Bur if chat I am I, then well I know, 
Your weeping filter is no wife of mine, 
Nor to her bed no homage doe T owe : 
Farre more,farre more,to you doe I decline: 
Oh raine me not{weet Mermaide with thy note, 
Todrowne me in thy fiſter floud of reares : 
Sing Siren for thy ſelte,and I will dote : 
Spread ore the filuer waues thy golden haires ; 
And asa bud Ile take thee, and there lie : 
And in that glorious ſuppoſition thinke, 
He gaines by death, that hath ſuch meanes to die : 
Let Loue,beinglight,be drowned it ſhe finke. 

Lu. Whatare youmad,that you doe reaſon ſo? 
eAst, Not mad, but mated, how 1 doe oor know, 
Luc, Itisa faulcthat (pringeth from youreie. 

Ant, For gazing on your beames faire (un being by, 

Lac. Gaze when you ſhould, and that will clecre 
your ſight. 

Ant. As good to winke ſweet loue,as looke on night, 

Luc, Why call you me loue? Call my fiſter ſo. 

Ant. Thy filters filter, 

Luc, That's my fiſter. 


Mine eies cleere eie, my deere hearts deerer heart; 
My foode,my fortune, and my ſweet hopes aime ; 
My ſole earths heauen,and my heauens claime. 
Luc. All this my fifter 1s,or elſe ſhould be. 
Ant, Call thy lelfe lifter (weer,for I am thee : 
Thee will I loue, and with thee lead my life ; 
Thou haſt no husband yet,nor I no wite : 
Giue me thy hand, 
Lac. Oh ſoft fir hold you till : 


Ile ferch my fifler ro ger her good will, Exit. 
Enter Dromio, Siracuſia. 
"_ bn how now Drexio, where cun'ft thou ſo 
alt ? 


S.Dro. Doe you know me fir? Am 1 Drowio? Am1 
your man? Am I my ſelfe ? 
Ant, Thou art Drowio, thou art my man, thou art 
thy ſelfe. 
Dye. lam anaſle, lama womans man, and beſides 


Amt, No: it is thy (elfe,mine owne ſelfes betrer part: 


my ſelfe, 
Ant. What womans man? and how belides thy 
ſelfe? 
Dre. Marrie fir, beſides my (elfe,] am due to a woman: | 
| na claimes me, one that haunts me, ont that will 
aue me, 


Am, What 


b— 


wv 


| 


| 
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Anti. What glaime laics ſhe to thee ? 


The(; omedie of Errors. 


ro. Marry {jr,tuch claime as you would lay to your | 
horſs, and ſhefvould haue me as a beaſt, not that I bee= | 


ing a beaſt ſhewould haue me, but that ſhe being a ve- | 


ric beaſtly creature layes claime to me, 

Anti, What is ſhe? 

Dro, A very reuerent body : I ſuch a one, as a man 
may not ſpeake of, without helay fir reverence, I have 
but leane-lucke in the match, and yet is ſhe a wondrous 
tat marriage. . . 

Anti, How doſt thou meane a fat marriage ? 

Dre, Marry fir,ſhe's the Kitchin wench,& al greaſe, 
and I know not whart vic to put her too, but to make a 
Lampe of her, and run from her by her owne light. 1 
warcant, her ragges and the Tallow inthem, will burne 
a Poland \Nnter ; If ſhe lives till doomeſday, ſhe't bune 
a weeke longer then the whole World. 

Anti, What complexion is ſhe of ? 

Dro. Swart like my ſhoo, but her tace nothing like 
ſo cleane kept : for why? ſhe ſweats a man may goe 0- 
ucr-ſhooes inthe grime of it, 

Anti, That's a fault that water will mend. 

Dro. Notir, 'tis in graine, Noahs flood could not 
do it. 

Anti, What's hername ? 

Dro, Net Sir : buther name is three quarters, that's 
an Ell and three quarters,will not mealure her from hip 
to hip. 

yo Then the beares ſome bredth ? 

Dro. No longer trom head to foot, then from hippe 
ro hippe: ſhe is ſpherical], like a globe: 1 could find out 
Countries in her. 

Anti. In what part of her body ſtands Ireland ? 

Dro, Marry (ir in her buttockes, Lotudit ouc by 
the bogges, Of 

Ant, Where Scotland? 

Dro, 1 found it by the barrenneſſe, bard in the palme 
of the hand. 

Ant, Where France ? 

Dre. In her forhead, arm'd and reverted, making 
warre againſt her heire, 

Ant, Where England ? 

Dro, 11look'd for the chalkle Cliffes, but 1 could find 
no whiteneſſe in them, Bur I guelie, ut ſtood in her chun 
by the ſalt rheume that ranne berweene Fravce, and it, 

Ant. Where Spaine ? Ws 

Dre, Faith I ſaw it not: but I felt it hor in ler breth, 

Ant. Where America, the Indies ? 

Dro, Oh fir, vpon her nole, all ore embelliſhed with 
Rubies, Carbuncles, Saphires, declining their rich A(- 
peQ to the hot breath of Spaine, who ſevt whole Ar- 
madocs of CarreQsto be ballaſt at ber noſe, 

Anti. Where ſtood Belgia, the Netherland:? 

Dre. Oh far, I did not looke ſolow, To conclude, 
this drudge or Diuiner layd claime to mee, call'd mee 
Dromio, (wore I was aſſur'd to her, told me what priuie 
markes I had about nee, as the marke of my ſhoulder, 
the Mole in my necke, the great Wart on my left arme, 
that I amaz.'d ranne from her as a witch, And I thinke,if 
my breſt had not beene made of faith, and my heart of 
ecle, ſhe had transform'd me to a Curtull dog,& made 
me turne i'ch wheele. 

Anti, Go hie thee preſently. poſt to therode, 

Andif the winde blow any way from ſhore, 
] will not harbour in this Towne to night, 
It avy Barke put forth, come to the Marr, 


— 
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Where will walketill thou returne tome: - 

If eueric one knewes ys, and we know none, 

Tistime Ithinketo trudge, packe,and be gone, 
Dro, As from a Beare a man would run for life, 

So flieI from her that would be my wife, Exit 
Anti, There's none but Witches do inhabite keere, 

And therefore 'tis hic time that I were hence : 

She that doth callme husband, even my ſoule 

Doth for a wife abhorre. But her faire fifter 

Poſleſt with ſuch a gentle ſoucrai ey 

Of ſuch nchakngcortines and Acourſe, 

Hatch almoſt made me Traitor to my ſelfe : 

Bur icaſt my ſelfe be guilty ro ſelfe wrong, 

Ile ſtop mine earcs agaipſt the Mermaids ſong. 


Enter e Angelo with the Chaine. 
eAng. MF Antipholn, 
Anti, 1 that's my name, 
Ang. I know it well fir, loe here's the chaine, 

| thought to haue tane you at the Porpentine, 

The > vofinſh'd Caſs me ſtay thus long. | 
eAnti. What is your will that ] ſhal do with this? 
eAng. Whar plcaſe your ſelfe fir : I have made it for 

OU. 

: Anti. Made itfor me fir, I beſpoke it nor, 
eng, Nor once, nor twice, but twentie times you 

haue : 

Go home with it, andpleaſe your Wife withall, 

And ſoone at ſupper time lle viſit you, 

An then receiue my money for the chaine,' 

Anti. 1 pray you fir receiue the money now, 

For feate you ne're ſee chaine, nor mony more. 

Ang. Youare a merry man fir, fare you wel}. Exit, 
Ant. What hould thinke of this, I cannot tell : 

But this I chinke, there's no man is ſo yaine, 

That would refuſe ſo faire an offer'd Chaine. 

[ ſee a man heere needs nor Jive by fhiſts, ' 

When in the ſtreers he meetes ſuch Golden gifts ; 

le to the Mart, and there for Drowio ſtay, 
It any ſhip put obt, chen ſtraight away. Exit. 


Cy 


Atlus Quartus, Scena Prima, 


— 


Enter 4a Merchant Goldſmith, aud an Officer. 


Mar. Youknow fince Pentecoſt the ſum is due, 

And fincel haue not much importun'd you, 
Nor now I had not, but that I am bound 
To Perſia, and want Gilders for my voyage; 
Therefore make preſent ſatisfaRion, 
Or Ile attach you by this Officer. 

| Gold, Euen iuſt the ſum that Ido owe to you, 
Is growing to me by Antipbolne, 
And in the inſtant that I met with you, 


" He had of me a Chaine, at five a clocke 
| 1 ſhall receiue the money for the ſame : 


Pleaſeth you walke with me downe co his houſe, 
I will diſcharge my bond, and thanke you too. 


Enter «Avtipbolus Epheſ. the Conrtiz.ans. 
Offi. That labour may you ſaue: See where he comes, 

_ e-Ami, While I go to the Goldſmiths houſe, go hou 
And 
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I ed and che Chaine, | // 
ares organ aye" came tome: 
Belike you thought our loue would laſt tov long 
Ifit were chan'd together : 2nd therefore came not. 
| Gold. Sailing your merrie hutnor : here's rhe note 

How much-your Chae weighs tothe vemoſt chareQ, 
The fineneſle of rhe Gold, and chargefull faſhion, 
Which doth amount to three odde Duckets mote 
Then I Rand debried torhis Gracleman, 
| pray you {ce himpreſencly-diſcharg'd, 
For he is bound to Sea, andtayes but for it, 

Anti, Tam not furniſh'd with the preſent monie: 
Befides I have ſome buſineſle i the rowne, 
Cood Signior rakethe (tranger romy houſe, 
And with you take the Chame,and bid my wife 
Disburſe & ſumme, on the receit thereof, 
Perchance | will be there as ſoone as you; 

Gold, Then you will bring the Chaine to her your 
{elfe. 

Anti, No beare it with you, leaſt I comenot time e- 
nough. 


Gold, Well fir, I will? Haue-youthe Chaine about 


? | 
7 de AndifI haue not Gr, Thope you have: 
Orelſe you may returne without your money. 
Gold, Nay come pray you fir, give me the Chaine : 
Both winde and tide ſtayes for this Gentleman, 
And I too blame haue held him heere too long. 
eAnti, Goed Lord, you vſe this dalliance to excuſe 
Your breach of promiſe to the Porpentine, 
| L{hould haue chid you for nor bringing it, 
Burt like a ſhrew you firſt beginto brawle. 
| 7ar. The hourefteales on, 1 pray you fir diſpatch, 
Gold. You heare how he importunes me;the Chaine, 
Amt, Why giue it ro my wife, and fetch your mony., 
Gold. Come,come, you know I gaue it you even now, 
Either ſend the Chaine, or ſend me by ſomeroken. 
«Ant, Fie, now you run chis humor our of breath, 
Come where's the Chaine, 1 pray you ler me ſee ir, 
Mar, My bufineſſe cannor brooke this dalliance, 
Good fir ſay, whe'r you'l anſwer me, or no t 
| Ifnor, Lie lcaue him to the Officer. 
At. 1 anſwer you ? What ſhould I anſwer you, 
Gold, The monie that you owe me for the Chaine, 
Ant, 1 owe you none, till I receive the Chaine, 
Guild, Y ou know | gaue it you halfean houre fince. 
Ant. You gue menone, you wrong mee much to 
fay ſo. 
Told. You wrong me more fit in denying it, 
Conſider how it ſtands vpon my credir. 
Mar. Well Officer, arreſt him avmy ſuite. 
Offi. I do, and charge you in the Dukes name to 0- 


| 


| 


me. 
Gold, This touches mein ion. 
Either conſent ro pay this ſuta for me, 
Or I attach you by rus Fs , 
Ant. Conſcar ve pay thee that | neect had : 
Arreſt tac fooliſh fellowiftlbadart, © * 


| To your notorious ſhame, I doubr it not, 


| Enter Dromio Sira. from the Bay. 
Dro. Malter, there's a Barke of Epidlamrinn, 
Thar Rtaies but till her Owner comes aboord, 


I haue conuei'd aboord, and I have bought 
The Oyle, the Balſam, and Aqua-vitz. 
The ſhip isin her trim, the merrie winde 


But for their Owner, Maſter,and your ſelfe, 
What ſhip of Epidaminms (taies for me. 


Ant. Thou drunken ſlave, | fentthee for a 
And told thee to what purpoſe, and what end, 


You ſent me to the Bay fir, for a Barke. 


To eAdriene Villaine hierhee firaight: 
| Give her this key, and cell her in the Deske 
| That's couer'd o'rewith Turkiſh T apiftrie, 
There is a purſe of Dackers, let her ſend it : 
Tell her, { amarreſted in the ſtreete, 


On Officer to priſon, till ix come, 


She is roo bigge I hope for me to compaſſe, 


Thicher I muſt, although againſt my will; 
For ſeruants muſt their Maſters mindes fulfill. 


| Enter Adriana and Lucian. 
Adr. Ah Lacians, did he tempt thee ſa 
Might'ſ thou perceive avſteerely in his eie, 
That he did plead in carneſt, yea or no ; 
Look'd he or red or pale, of fad or merrily ? 
What obſeruation mad'ſ thou in this caſee 
Oh, his hearrs Mereors tilting in his face. 


were, / 
Lac. Then pleaded T for you. 
Adr, And what ſaid he? 


Firſt, he did praiſe my bequeie, rhen h. 
Aar, Did ſpeaker hirw fone? aA 
Luc. Haue patience I beſeech. 

Aadr, 1 cannot, nor I will not hold we till, 
| My rongue, t 
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Luc, Firſthe deni'de you had in himne tight. 
Adr. He meant he did me none ; the more my ſpight 
Luc, Then ſwore he that he was a ſtranger heere, 

Adr. And true he ſwore, though yer forſworne hee 


And buy aropes nd, chat wiliSbettow 5 Gold. Heere is thy fee, arteft him Officer. 

Among my wife, and their confederares,” / I would net fpare my brother in this caſe, 

For locki ro + '©| | If he ſhould ſcorne me fo apparantly, 

Bur ſoft I ſee the Goldfminhg gerbes gone, Office. ET heore che ſaice. 
thou a rope, and bring it home to me. | Am. Tdoobey thee, tillI giugthee baile, 
Dre, I buy a thouſsid pourid ayeate, I buy arope. || Bur firrah, you ſhall buy this ſport as deere, 

| -11- 2757 77)" Git Dromie | As all the mertall in your ſhop will anfwer. 

Epb. Am, Amanis well rhar/tooftsto you, Gold, Sir,fic, | ſhall have Lawin Epheſw, 


And then fr ſhe beares away. Our fravghtage fir, 


Blowes faire from land : they ftay fornought ar all, 
An.How nowt 3 Madman? Why thoupeeuiſh ſheep 
S.Dre. A ſhip you ſent me too, to hier waſtage. 


S.Dro, You ſent me foraropes end as ſoone, 


Ant. I will debare this matter at more leiſure 
Andteach your eares to lift me with more hecde : 


And that ſhall baile me: hierhee ſlave, be gone, 


E xewnt 


S. Dromie. ToeAtdrieza,that is where we din'd, 
Where Dowſab:ll did claime me for her husband, 


Exit 


Luc, That loue 1 begg'dfor you, he begg'd of me. | 
Adr, Wirth what Hon did he xempt thy loue ? + 
Lec.With words, that in an honeſt ſuit might moue. 


hough not my heart, ſhall hove his will, 
| Heis deformed, crooked, old, and ſere, -+ 


Ill-fac'd, worſe bodied, euery where: 
| -—rmknnandr +5, Oye 10TH} 
___.__ Stigma-| 
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Luc. Who would be icalous then of ſuch a@ne 2 -,,, | | 
No euill loft is wail 'd,whea it is gope.. bl, F 
Adr. Ah burtI thinke him beter thea 1 ſay :.. = 
And yer would hereia others cies were worle : 


'S | 
'T 


Farre from her neſt theLapwing cries amay,z,, /, 4 | 


My heart praies for him,though my rongue dee curſe, 
1 
Enter S,Drom1o, REY —__ 

Dro. Here goc: the deske,the purſe, ſweet now mak” 
haſte, 

Luc, How haſt thou loftthy breath ? 

S. Dre. By running faſt, | | 

Adr. Whereis thy Mafter Dromue ? Is he well ? 

$.Dro. No, he's in Tartar Iimbo, worle then hell : 
A diuell in an cuerlaſting garment hath him 
On whoſc hard heart = < yp with ſteelc : 
A Feind,a Fairie,pittileſſe and ruffe : 
A Wolfe,nay worſe, a fellow all :1nbuffe.; 
A back friend,a ſhoulder-clapper, one that countermads 
The pallages of alljes,creekes,and narrow lands : 
A hound that runs Counter,and yet draws dritoor well, 
One that before the Iudgmet carries poore loules.to hel, 

Adr. Why man,whart is the marcer ? 

S.Dro. 1docnot know the matter, hee is reſted on 
the caſe. - 

Adr. What is he arrefted?te}l meat whoſe (vice? 

$.Dre. I know not at whoſedvite he is arclied well; 
but is in a ſuite of bufte which reſted himythat can I «cl, 
will you ſend him Miſtris redemption, thc monic in 
his deske. — ed 

Adr. Go fetchit Slfter : this F wonder at, 

F Exit Lucrana, 

Thus he vaknowne to me ſhould be indebt : 
Tell me, was he areſted onaband? | 

$.Dro, Not ona band, bet og.4 Rronger thing : 
A chaine,a chaine, doe you not here it ring. 

Aaria. Wiar,che chaine ? 


The Comedieof Errors, 


S. Dro, No,no,the bell, 'tis time that I were gone : | 
It was two ere I left him,and now the clockeftrikes one. | 
Adr. The houres cone backe, that did I never here. | 
S.Dro, Ohyes,ifany houre meerte a Serieanc,a turnes | 


backe for verie feare. | 


Adri, As it cime were in debt; how fondly do'ſtrnou 
reaſon? 1 

$.Dre.Time is a veric bankerout,and owes more then 
he's worth toſealon. 
Nay,he's a theefe too : haue you not heard men lay, 
That time comes ſtealing en by night and day? 
If I be in debt andthett,and a Serieant inthe way, 
Hath he not reaſon to turne backe an houre in a day? 


Enter Luciana, 

Adr. Go Dromio, there's the monie,beare it ſtraight, 
And bring thy Maſter home imediately. 
Come lifter; | at preft downe with conceit : 
Conceit,my comfort and my4niurie. Exit. 

Enter Antiphy ws Suratu/e. 
There's not a man I mecce but dorh ſalute me 
As if I were their well acquainted friend, 
And everie one doth calbme by my name : 


Some tender manic to megfome invite me ; 


$8me other give me thankes for kindneſles ;. | -'1 } Or for my Diamond the Chaine youproims'd, 
Some offes me Commodities to buy, .* 1 | And lle be gone far, and not trouble you. 


Ld 
% 
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Euen now a'tailor cal'd mgin his ſhop, - bY | S. Dro. Some diuels aske but the parings of ones naile, 


— 
—_ 


And ſhow'd me Silkes tithe had for me, JITY 
And therewithalltcokemeaſure ofmp body. 
Surc theſe arc burimaginanewiles, » 106 1! 1 
And lapland Sorcerer inhsbite here. 1 > +111 +1! +1 oy 
* 7 nf 44 I ons page) if 
S - Enter Drone. Sor, d | ds HI 
$.Dre. Maſter,here's the gold you {ent me fer : what 
have you get the piure of old th_s appacel'd? | 
eAm. What geldischis? What eAdew deft thou'' 
meane ? Ther =o 

S. Dro. Not that Adews that kept the Paradiſe : but 
that Adamthat keepes the priſonz hee that goes in the 
calues-skin, that was kil'd for the Prodigall: hee-thar | 
came behinde you ſir, like an cuill angel,and bid you for-' | 
ſake your libertie. | 

Ant. I vnderſtand theenot, -- 

S.Dro. No? why 'tis a plaine caſe : he that went like 
a Baſe. Viole in a cale of leather z the man fir, that when 
gentlemen are tired giues thema ſob, and refts them: 
he fir,that takes pirtie on decaicd men, and gives them * 
ſuites of durance: he thar ſers vp his reft todoe rnore ex» 
ploits with his Mace,thena Moris Pike. 

eAyt. What thou mean'f& an officer? 

S.Dro, 1 fir,the Serieant of the Band : be that brings 
any man to anſwer it that breakes his Band: one that 
thinkes a man alwaics going to bed, and fajes,God giue 
you good re(t, | 

Ant. Well fir,there reſt in your foolerie : 
Is there afty ſhips puts forth tonight ? may we be gone? 
.. $.Dro, Why fir, | brought you word an houre fince, 
that the Barke Expedition put forth to night, and then 
were you hindred by the Sericant-to tarry for the Hoy 
Delay : Here ace the angels that you ſcnt for todeliuer 


you. 
Avnt. The fellowis diftraQt,and ſoam1, 

And here we wander in illuſions : 

Some bleſſed power deliver vs from hence. 


Enter a Carrtiz.an, 

Cur. Well met,well mer, Maſter eAntipbolu : 
I ſee fr you bane found the Gold-tmith now : 
Is that the chaine you promis'd meto day. 

Ant. Sathan avoide,l charge thee tempt menot, 

S. Dre. Maſter,is this Miſtris Sathant 

Ant. Jris the diucll, 

S.Dro. Nay,ſhe is worſe,ſhe is the diuels dam : 
And here ſhe comes in the habit of a light wench, and 
thereof comes,that the wenches ſay God dam me, That's 
as muchto ſay, God make me alight wench: Ir is wric= 
ten,they appeate to men like angels of light, light is an 
effe& of fire, and fire will burne : ergo, light wencbes will 
burne,come not neere her. 

Cur. Your man and you are maruailous merrie fir. 
Will you goe with me,wee'll mend our dinner here? 

S.Dre. Maſter,if do expe& ſpoon-mente, or beipeake 
along ſpoone, 

Am. Why Dremie? 

S.Dro. Marrie he muſt baue along ſpoone that mult 
eate with the divell. | 

Ant. Avoid then fiend, what tel't thou me of ſup- 
Thou art,as you are all a ſorcereſſe : (ping ? 
I coniure thee toleaue me,and be gon, 

Car. Giue me the ting of mine you had at dinner, 
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arufh, a haire, a drop of bleod, apin, anut, a cherric- 
ſtone : but ſhe more couctous, wold haue a chaine: Ma. 
ſter be wiſe, and if you giue ic her, the diuell will ſhake 
her Chaine,and fright vs with it. | 
Cur. Ipray you fir my Ring, or elſe the Chaine, 
I hope you donoc meane to cheate me fv ? 
Ant, Avant thou witch : Come Dromio let vs go, 
S. Dre. Flie pride ſaies the Pea-cocke, Miſtris that 
you know, . Extt. 
Cur. Now out of doubt Antpholas is mad, 
Elſe would he never ſo demeane himſelte, 
Aking he hath of mine worth fortie Duckets, 
And for the ſame he promis'd me a Chaine, 
Both one and other he denies me now : 
The reaſon that I gather he is mad, 
Befides this preſent inflance of his rage, 
Is a mad tale he rold ro day at dinner, 
Of his owne doores being ſhut againſt his catrance, 
Belike his wife acquainted with his firs,” 
On purpoſe ſhut the doores againſt his way ; 


{| My way is now to hie home to his houſe, 


And tell his wife, that being Lunaticke, 
He ruſh'd into my houſe, and tooke perforce 
My Ring away. This courſe 1 fitteſt chooſe, 
For fortie Duckets is too much to loole. 


Enter Antipholus Epheſ. with a Lailor. 
An, Feare me not man, I will not breake away, 


Ile giue thee ere leaue thee ſo much money 
To warrant thee as I am reſted tor, 


| My wife is in a wayward moodeto day, 


And will aot lightly truſt the Meſſenger, 
That I ſhould be atrach'd in Epheſus, 
I tell you 'rwill ſound harſhly in her earcs. 


s end. 
Heere comes my Man, I thinke he brings the movie. 
How now fir? Haue you that | ſent youtor ? 

E.Dre. Here's that I warrant you will pay them all. 

Anti. But where's the Money ? | 

E. Dro, Why fir, I gave the Monie for the Rope, 

Amt, Five hundred Duckets villaine for a rope ? 

E. Dre. lleſerue you fir fue hundred at the rate. 

Ant. To what end did I bid thee hie thee homes 

E. Dro. Toaropesend fir, and to that end am I re- 
rurn'd. 

Ant, And to that end fir, I will welcome you. 

Offi. Good fir be patient. 

F. Dre. Nay 'tis for meto be patient, I am in aduer- 
ſitie. 

Offi. Good now hold thy tongue, 

E. Dre. Nay, rather perſwade him to hold his hangs. 

Anti, Thou whoreſon ſenſclefle Villaine. 

E. Dre. 1would 1 were ſenſclefſe fir, that I might 
not fecle your blowes. 

eAvnti. Thou art ſenſible in nothing bur blowes,and 
ſo is an Aſle. 

E. Dre. 1 am an Aﬀe indeede, you may prooue it by 
my long eares. I haue ſerued him fromthe houre of iy 
Nartiuitie £o this inſtant, and havenothing at his hands 
for my ſeruice but blewes. When I am cold, be heates 
me with beating : when I ama warme, he cooles me with 
beating : I ara wak'd with it when Ifleepe, rais'd with 
it when TI fit, driuenout of doores with it when I goe 
from home, welcom'd home with ic when I returne,nay 


Enter Dromio Epb.with a rope 


_——_ 


—_— ro ___l— 


] beareit on my ſhoulders, as a begger woont her brat : 
and I thinke when he hath lam'd me, I ſhall begge with 
{ ir from doore te doore. 


Enter aAdriana, Luciana, Conrtiz.an, and a Schoole- 
maſter, call d Pinch, 


p eAnt. Come goe along, my wife is comming yon. 
er. 
E.Dro, Miſtris reſpice finem, reſpe& your end, or ra- 
ther the prophefie likethe Parrat,beware the ropes end. 
Anti. Wilt thou ſtill ralke? Beats Dro. 


Ci00d Door Pinch, you are a Coniurer, 
Effablith him in his erue ſence againe, 
And I will pleaſe you what you will demand. 
Luc, Alas how hery, and how ſharpe he lookes. 
Cur, Marke,how he trembles in his exrafie. 
m_ Giue me your hand, and let mee feele your 
ulſe. | 
eAwt. There is my hand, andletirfeele youreare. 
Finch. 1 charge thee Sathan,hous'd within this man 
To yeeld poſſcfſion to my holie praiers, 
And to thy fate of darknefle hie thee ſtraight, 
| coniure thee by all the Sainrs in heauen. 
Anti. Peace doting wizard, peace ; Iamnot mad. 
Adr. Oh that thou wer't not, poore diftreſſed ſoule. 
' Anti. You Minien you, are theſe your Cuſtomers ? 
Did this Companion with the ſaffron face 
Reuell and feaſt it at my houſeto day, 
Whil'& vpon me the guiktie doores were ſhur, 


3 


And I denied to enterin my houſe. 


Adr.O husband, God dorh know you din'd at home 
Where would you had remain'd vntill this time, 
Free from theſe flanders, and this open ſhame. 
Anti. Din'd at home ? Thou Villaine, what laye(t 
thou f 
Dre. Sir ſooth to ſay, you did not dine at home, 
Ant, Were not my doores lockt vp, and 1 ſhut our 7 
Dro, Percie, your doores were lockt;, and you ſhut 
out. 
Anti, And did not ſhe her ſelfe renile me there ? 
Dro. Sans Fable, ſhe her (elfe revil'd you there, 
Anti, Did not her Kitchen maideraile, raunt, and 
{corne me ? 
Dro, Certs ſhe did, the kitchin yeſtall ſcorr'd you, 
Ant, And didnort lin rage depart from thence ? 
Dro. In veritic you did, my bones beares witneſle, 
That fince have felt the vigor of his rape. 
Adr. 1s't good to ſooth him in theſe crontraries? 
Pinch, It is no ſhame, the fellow finds his vaine, 
And yeelding to him, humors well his frenſie. 
Ant, Thou haſt ſabborn'd the Goldſmith to arreſt 
mee. 
Adr. Alas, I ſent you Monie toredeeme you, 
By Dromio heere, who came in haſt for it. 
'Pro. Monie by me? Heart and good will you might, 
But ſurely Maſter nota ragge of Movie. 
Ant. Wentſtnot thou toher for a purſe of Duckets, 
Aadri. He came to me, and I deliver'd it. 
Luci, And ] am witnefſe with her that ſhe did- 
Dro. God and the Rope-maker beare me witneſſe, 
That I was ſent for nothing but a rope. 
Pinch. Miſtris, both Man and Mafteris poſſeſt, 
I know it by their pale and deadly lookes, 


They 


| — 


Capt. How ſay you now? Is not your husband mad ? 
Ls His inciuility confirmes no lefſe : | 
ab! 


| 
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They muſt be bound and laide in ſome darke roome. 
Ant,Say wherefore didſt thou locke me forth today, 
And why doſt thou denie the bagge of gold? 
Aadr. 1did not gentle husband lecke thee forth. 
Dro. And gentle M I receiu'd no gold ; 
But I confeſſe fir, that we were lock'd out, 
Adr. Diſſembling Villain, thou ſpeak'ft falſe in both 
Am. Diſlembling barlor, thou art falſe in all, 
Andrt confederate with a damned packe, 
'To make a loathſome abic& ſcorne of me : 
But with theſe nailes, Ile plucke out theſe falſe eyes, 
That would behold in me this ſhametull ſpors. 


Emter three or fore, and offer to binds bim: 
Hee ſtrines. 

Adr. Oh binde him, binde him, let him not come 
neere nee. 

Pinch More company, the fiend is Rirong within him 

Luc. Aye me poore man, how pale and wan he looks, 

Ant, What will you murther me, thou Tailor thou ? 
I amthy priſoner, wilt thou ſuffer them to make are(- 
cue ? 

Offi. Maſters lethim go : he is my priſoner, and you 
ſhall not haue him. 

Pireb. Go binde this man, for he is franticke too, 

eAdr. What wilt thou do, thou peeuiſh Ofiicer ? 
Haſt chou delight to ſee a wretched man 
Do outrage and diſpleaſure co himlſelfe? 

Offi. He is my priſoner, if 1 let him go, 
The debt he owes will be requir'd of me. 

Adr. 1 will diſcharge thee ere I go from thee, 
Beare me forthwith vnto his Creditor, 
And knowing how the debt growes I will pay it. 
Good Maſter DoCtor (ce him ſafe conuey'd 
Home to my houſe, oh molt vnhappy day. 

eAnut, Oh moſt vnhappic ſtrumper. 

Dre. Maſter, | am heere entred in bond for you. 

Ant. Out on thee Villaine, wherefore doſt thou mad 
mee ? 

Dro. Will you be bound for nothing, be mad good 
Maſter, cry the divell, | 

Luc. God helpe poore ſoules, how idlely doe they 


| talke, 


Adr, Go beare him hence, ſiſter go you with me: 
Say now, whole [uite is he arreſted at? 


Exeunt. Manet Offic. «Adri. Luci.Conrtiz.an 


Off. One «Angels a Goldimith, do you know him? 
Adv. 1 know the man : what is the ſumme he owes ? 
Of: Two hundred Duckets. 
Adv. Say, how growes it due, + 
' Of. Due for a Chaine your husband had of him. 
Aar, He did beſpeake a Chain for me,burt had it not, 
” Cur, When as your husbandall in _ day, 
Came to my houſe, and tooke away my Ring, . 
The Ring I ſaw vpon his finger now, 
Straight after did I meete him with « Chaine,' 
Aadr. Itmay be fo, but I did never ſee it. 
Come lailor, bring me where the Goldſmith is, 
I long to know thetruth heereof at large. 


Enter Amipbolias Siracuſia with bis Rapier drawne, 


aud Dromio Sirac. 


I 
Luc, God for thy mercy, ow are looſe againe. 
Aar, And come with naked {words, 
Let's call more helpe to haue them bound againe, 
«ll oxr. 
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| vs no harme : you ſaw they ſpeake vs faire,giue vs gold: 


| 


| They 


 V———— — — — 


Of. Away, they'l kill vs, 

Exeunt omne!, as faft as may be, frighted. 
S. e-Fnt. 1 ſee theſe Witches are affraid of ſwerds. 
S. Dro. She that would be your wife, now ran from 


you. 
eFet, Come tothe Centaur, fetch our fuffe frem 


thence : 
I long that we were ſafe and ſound aboord.” 
Dro, Faith ſtay heere this night, they will ſurely do | 


me thinkes they are ſuch a gentle Nation, that bur for 
the Mourzaine of mad fleſh that claimes mariage of me, 
I could finde in my heart to ftay heere till, and turne 
Witch. 4 

Ant. I willnot lay to nighe for all the Towne, 
Therefore away, to get our fuſe aboord, Exenrt 


Eons 


Atns Quintus. Scana Prima. 


— —_ 


Enter the Merchant aud the Goldſmith. 


Geld. 1 am ſorry Sir that I haue hindred you, 
Bur I proteft he had the Chaine ofme,, 
Though moſt diſhoneRtly he doth denie it. 
Mar. How is the man efteem'd heere in the Citie? 
Gold, Of very reverent reputation fir, 
Of credit infinite, highly belou'd, 
Second to none that lives heete in the Citie: 
His word might beare my wealth atany e me. 
Mer. Speake ſoftly,yonder as ] thinke he walkes. 
Emtey Antipbolus and Dromio againe, 
Godd. 'Tis ſo : and that ſelfe chaine about his necke, | 
Which he forſwore molt monſtrouſly ro have. 
Good fir draw neere to me, lle ſpeske tohim: | 
Signior Antipbolas, I wonder much 
That you would put me to this ſhame and trouble, 
And not without ſome ſcandall ro your ſelfe, 
With circumftance and oaths, ſo to denie 
This Chaine, which now you weare ſo openly. 
Beſide the charge, the ſhame, impriſonment, 
You have dove wrong to this my honeſt friend, 
Who but for Raying on our Controuerhie, 
Had hoifted ſaile, and put to ſca today: 
This Chaine you had of me, can you deny it? 
Art. Tthinkel had, I never did deny ir, 
Mar. Yes that you did fir,and forſwore it too. 
Amt. Who heard me to denie it or forſweare it ? 
Mar Thele cares of mine thou knowft did hear thee : 
Fie on thee wretch, 'tis pitty that thou liu't 
To walke where any honeſt men reſort, 
Art. Thou arta Villaine roimpeach methus, 
Ile prove mine honor, and mine honeftie 
Againſt thee preſently, if chou dar't Rahd: 
Mar. 1 dare and do dehie thee for a villaine, 


draw. Enter Adriana, Luciana, Conriezangy others. 
Adr. Hold, hurt him noe for God ſake, he is mad, 
Some get within him, take his ſword away ; 
Binde Dromyotoo, and beare them to my houſe. 
S.Dre. Runne maſter run, for Geds ſake take a houſe, 
This is ſome Priorie, in,or we are ſpoyl'd. 
Exenns to the Priorie. 
o Entey 


CA 
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Enter Ladie Abbeſe- 


Ab, Be quiet people, wherefore throng you hither ? 
| Ad. To fetch my pootediftrafted husband hence, 
Let ys come in, that we my binde him faſt, 

And beare him home for his reconerie, 

Gold, ] knew he vvas not it his perfe& wits, 
| Aer. Iam forry now thatf did draw on him. 

Ab. How long bath this poſſeſſion held the man. 

Aadr. This weeke he hath beene heanie, ſower fad, 
And much different from the man he was : 

Bur till this afternoone his paſſion | 
Ne're brake into extremity of rage. 

Ab. Hathhe not loft much wealth by wrack of (eo, 
Buried ſome deere friend, hach not elſe his eye 
Stray'd his affeQion in vnlawfull loue, 

A finne prevailing much in yourhfull men, 
Who giue theireies the liberty of g7zing. 
Which of rhefe forrowes is he (ubieR tov ? 

Adr. To none of theſe, except it be the laſt, 
Namely, ſome loue that drew him oft from home. 

Ab, You ſhould for that have reprehended him, 

Adr. Why ſo Idid. 

Ab. | but not rough enough. 

Axr. Asroughly as my modeſtie would ler me. 

Ab. Haply in priate. 

Adr. And in aſſemblies too, 

Ab, 1, but notenough. 

Aar. 1t was the copie of our Conference, 

In bed he ſlept not for my vrging it, 

At boord he fed not for my vrging it: 
Alone, it was the ſubie@ of my Theame : 
In company I often glanced ir: 

Still did I tell him, it was vilde and bad. 

As, And thereof came it, that the man was mad, 
The venome clamors ofa icalous woman, 

Poiſons more deadly then a mad dogges tooth, 

It ſeemes his fleepes were hindred by thy raiking, 
And thereof comes it that his head is light. 

Thou faift his meate was fawe'd with thy ypbraidings, 
Vnquiet meales make ill digeſtions, 

Thereof rhe raging fire of feauer bred, 

And what's a Feauer, bur a fic of madneſſe? 

Thou ſayeſt his ſports were hindred by thy braltes. 
Sweet recreation barr'd, what doth enſue 

But moodie and dull melancholly, 

Kinſman to grim and comfortleſſe diſpaire, 

And at her heeles a huge infe&ious troope 

Of pale diſtemperatures ,and foes to life? 

In food, in ſport, and life-preſeruing reſt 

To be diſturb'd, would mad or man, or beaſt: 

The conſequence is then, thy iealous fits 

Hath fcar'd thy busband from the vſc of wits. 

Lac. She neuer reprchended him butmildely, 

| When he demean'd himſelfe,rough,rude,and wildly, 
Why beare you theſe rebukes, znd anſwernot? 
Aari. She did betray me ro my owne reproofe, 
Good people enter,and lay hold on him. 

Ab. No, nor a creature-enters in my honſe, - 
Ad, Thea let your ſeruants bring my hwsband forth 
Ab. Neicher : he tooke this place for ſannary, 
And it ſhall 26MM < him fret your hands, © 
Till I haue brought him to hiswirs dgaine, * * 


Or looſe my labour in aſſaying it. 
Adv. I will attend my band! be hiviidbla, 
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Dier his ficknele, for it ismy Office, 
And will haueno atrurney but my ſelfe, 
And therefore let me have him home with me; 
A5. Bepatient, for I will nor let him flirre, 
Till I haue vs'd the approoved meanes I haue, 
With wholſome firrups, drugges,and holy prayers 
To make of hima formall man a#2ine : 
[tis a branch and parcell of mine oath; 
A charitable dutie of my order, 
Therefore depart, and leaue him heere with me. 
Aadr. 1 willnot hence, and leaue my husband heere: 


| Andillit doth beſeeme your holineſſe + 


OO AI any _ — 


| Toleparate the husband and the wife. 


Ab. Be quiet and depart, thou fhalt nor hane him. 
Luc, Complaine vato the Duke of this indi gniey. 
Aar. Come go, I will fall proftrare at his feete, 
And neuer rife vntill my reares and prayers | 
Haue won his grace to come in perſon hither, 
Aud take perforce my husband from the Abbeſſe. 
Mar. By this Ithinke the Djall points at five; 
AnonPme iure the Duke himſelfe in perſon 
Comes this way to the melancholly vale; 
The place of depth, and ſorric execution, 
Behinde the dirches of the Abbey heere, 
Gold. Vpon what cavſe ? a) 
Mar, Tolee a reverent Siracufax Merchant, - 
Who put vnluckily into this Bay 
Againſtthe Lawes and Statutes of this Towne, 
Beheaded publikely for his offence, | 
Gold. See where they come, we wil betold his death. 
Lxc. Kneele to the Duke before he paſſe the Abbey. 


Enter the Due of Fpheſug,and the Merchant of Stracuſe 
bare hed, with the Headſman, & other 
Officers. 


Daze. Yet once againe proclaime i publikely, 

Ifany friend will psy the ſumme for him, 

He ſhall nordie, ſo much we tender him. 
Aar, luſtice moſt facred Duke againſt the Abbeſſe. 
Dake. Sheis a vertuous and a reuerend Lady, 


It cannot be thar ſhe hath done thee wrong. | 


Adr May it pleaſe your Grace, Antipbolxs my husbid, 
Who I made Lord of me, and all | had, 
Art yonr important Letters this ill day, 
A moſt outragious fit of madneſſe rooke him; 
That deſp'rately he hurried through the ſreete, 
Wirth him his bondman, ll 2s mad as he, 
Doing diſpleaſure to rhe Citizens, 
By ruſhing in their houſes : bezring thence 
Rings, Tewels, any thing his rage did like, 
Once did I get him bound, and ſent him home, 
Whil'tto rake order for the wrongs I went, 
Thar heere and there his furie had commirred, 
Anon I wot nor, by what ftrong eſcape 
He broke from thoſe that had the guard of him, 
And with his mad attendant and himſelfe, 
Each one with irefull p>hon, with drawne ſwords 
Mer vs againe, and madly bent on vs 
Chac'd vs away : till raifing of more aide 
We came againe to binde them : then they fled 
Taro this Abbey, whether we purſu'd then, 
And heere the Abbeſſe ſhurs the vates on v9, 
And will notſuffer vs to ferch him our, 
Nor ſend him forth, that we may beare him hence. 
I Therefore 
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Therefore moſt gracious Duke with thy command, 
| Let him be brought forth,and borne hence for helpe. 
| Dake, Long Nace thy husband ſeru'd me in my wars 
| And Itothee ingag da Princes word, 
\V hen thou didit make him Maſter of thy bed, 
To do him all the grace and good I could, 
Go ſome of you, knocke at the Abbey gate, 
And bid the Lady Abbeſle come to me : 
| will deter.nine this before | ttirte. 
Emer a Meſſenges. 
Oh Miſtris,Miſtris, (hitt aud {aue your felfe, 
My Maſter and his man ate both broke looſe, 
eaten the Maids a-row, and bound the Doctor, 
\W hoſe beard they hauc fndg'd off with brands of fire, 
And cuer as it blaz.'d, they threw on him 
Great pailes of puddled myre to quench the haire ; 
My M* preaches patience to him, and the while 
His man with Cizers nickes him like a fool : 
And ſure (vnlefſe you ſend fome preſent helpe) 
Berweene them they will kill the Comwrer., 
_ Adv. Peace foole, thy Maſter and his man arc here, 
And that is falſe thou doſt report to vs, 
Meſſ. Miſtris, vpon my lite I tel you true, 
I haucnot breath'd almoli fince ] did fee it, 
| He cries for you, and vowes if he can take you, 
| To ſcorch your tact, and to disfigure you : 
Cry within, 
Harke, harke, I hearc him Miſtris: flic, be gone. 
Duke. Cbme ſtand by me,feare nothing: guard with 
Halberds. 
Adr. Ay me, it is my husband : witneſſe you, 
That he is borne abour inuiſtble, 
Even now we hous'd him in the Abbey hcere. 
And now he's there,palt chought of bumane reaſon. 


Emer eAmipholua, and E.Dromio of Epheſre. 
(tice, 
EF. Ant, luftice moſt gracious Duke,oh grant me iu- 
Euen for the ſeruicethat long fince I did thee, 
When Il beirid dice mn the warres, and tooke 
Deepe ſcarres to ſaue thy life ; euen for the blood 
That chen I loſt for thee, now grant me iuſtice. 

Mar.Fat, Vnlcſſe the teare of death doth make me 
dote, | ſee my ſonne Antyphelus and Dromte. 

_ E. Amt. Juſtice(ſweer Prince)againſt þ Woman there: 
She whom thou gau'ſtro me to be my wite; 

That hath abuſed and diſhonored me, 

Euecn in the ſtrength and height of injurie ; 

Beyond imagination is the wrong 

That ſhe this day hath ſhameleſſe throwne on me. 

Duke. Diſconer how, and thou ſhalt finde me ivR. 

E. Ant, This day (great Duke) ſhe ſhut the doores 
' pon me, 

While ſhe with Harlots feaſted in my houſe. 

Dxuhke. A greeuous fault: ſay woman,didſt thouſo? 
Adr. No my good Lord. My ſelfe,he,and my (iter, 
To day did dine together : ſo betall my ſoule, 

As this is falſe he burthens me withall. 

Lxc, Nere may I looke on day,nor ({leepe onnight, 
But ſhe tels ro your Highneſle (imple truth, 

Gold. O periur'd woman! They are both forſworne, 
Inthis the Madmaa iuftly chargeth them, 

E, Ant. My Liege, I am aduiſed what I ſay, 

Neither diſturbed with the effte& of Wine, 
Nor headie-raſh prouoak'd with raging irc, 
Albeit my wrongs might make one wiler mad, 


> 


\ 


| 


This woman lock'd me our this day from dinner ; 
Tha: Goldſmith there, were he not pack'd with ber, 
Could witnefle it : for he was with me then, 
Who parted with meto go fetch a Chaine, | 
Promiſing to bring it to the Porpentine, | 
\V here Balcbaſar and I did dine together. 
Our dinner done, and he net comming thither, 
Ll went to ſeeke him. In the fireer I mer kim, 
And in his companie that Gentleman. 
There did this periur'd Goldſmith ſweare me downe, 
That I this day of him receiu'd the Chaine, 
W hich God he knowes, I ſaw not. For the which, 
He did arreſt me with an Officer. 
I did obey, and ſent my Peſant home 
For certaine Duckers : he with none return'd. 
Then fairely I beſpoke the Officer 
To goin perſon with me to my houſe. 
By'rth'way, we met my wife,her fifter,and arabble more 
Of vilde Confederates : Along with them 
They brought one Pinch,a hungry leaneefac'd Villaine ; 
A mcere Anatomic, a Mountebanke, 
A chred-bare lugler, and a Fortune-cellec, 
A needy -hollow-ey'd-fharpe-looking-wretch ; 
A liuing dead man. This peraicious | 
Forſooth rooke on him as a Coniurer ; 
And gazing in mane eyes, feeling my pulſe, 
And with no-face (as *twere) out-facing me, 
Cries out, I was poſſeſt, Then altogether | | 
They fell vpon me, bound me, bore me thence, 
Ang in a darke and dankith vault at home 
There left me and my man, both bound together, 
Till gnawing with my teeth my bonds in ſunder, 
I gain'd my [- rs. ; and immediately 
Ran hether to your Grace, whom 1 beſcech 
To give me ample ſatisfaction 
For theſe deepe ſhames, and great indignities. 
Gold. My Lord, in truth, thus far 1 witnes with him; 
That he dia'd not at lwme, but was lock'd eur. 
D«ke. But had he ſuch a Chaine of thee, or no ? 
Gold. He had my Lord,and when he ranin heere, 
Thele people ſaw the Chaine about his necke. 
Mar. Beſtdes, | will-be ſworne theſe cares of mine, 
Heard you confefſe you had the Chaine of him, 
After you firſt forſwore it onthe Mart, 
And thereupon I drew my ſword on you: 
And then you fled intochis Abbey heere, 
From whence 1 thinke you arc come by Miracle. 
E.e Ant, Ineuercame within theſe Abbey wals, 
Nor ever didft thoudraw thy ſword on me : 
I neuer ſaw the Chaine, ſo helpe me heauen: 
And this is falſe you burthen me withall, 
Duke. Why what an iutricate impeach is this ? 
I thinke you all haue drunke of Crrces cup : 
If heere you hous'd him, heere he would have bin, 
If he were mad, he would not pleade ſo coldly : 
You ſay he din'd at home, the Goldſmith heere 
Denies that ſaying, Sirrs, what ſay you? 
E. Dre. Sir he din'de with her there, at the Porpen- | 
tine. 
Cur. Hedid, and from wy finger ſnache that Ring. 
E. Anti. Tis true (my Liege) this Ring I bad of ber. 
Duke. Saw'ſt 3 eater at the Abbey heere? 
Curt. As ſure (my Liege) as I do ſee your Grace. 
Dukg. Why this is ſtraunge : Gocallthe Abbeſle his 
ther. 


I thinke you are all mated, or tarke mad, 
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Exit one to the Abbeſſe. 


Fa, Mort mighty Duke, vouchſafe me ſpeak a word: 
Haply 1 ſee a friend wilt ſaue my life,” * / 
And pay the ſum that may deliver me; © 

Dwuke, Speake freely Swacuſian what thou wile, 

Fatb. Is not your name lic call'd « F*ripholus? 

And is not that your bondman Dromis'? | 

E. Dro. Within this houre I was his bondman fir, 
But heIchanke him gnaw'd in two my cords, 

Now am I'Dromio, and his man, vnbound. 
Fath, 1 am ſure you both of you remember me, 
Dro. Our lelues we'do remember fir by you : 
For lately we were bound as you arenow, 
You are not Pinches patient, are you fir? 

Father, \Why looke you ſtrange on me? you know 
me well. 

E, Ant. 1 never ſaw you in my life till now, 

Fa.Oh! griefe hath chang'd me fince you taw me laſt, 
And carefull houres with times deformed hand, 
Haue written ſtrange defeatures inmy face : 
But tell me yer, doft thou not know my voice ? 

Ant, Neither. 

Fat. Dromo, nor thou 2 

Dre, No truſt me fir, nor. 

Fa. 1 am ſure thou, doſt? 

E. Dremie. I fit, but I am ſure I donor, and whatſo- 
euer a man denies, you are now bound to beleeue him, 

Fath. Not know my voice, oh times e tremity 
Haſt thou ſo crack'd and ſplitred my poore tongue 
In ſeuen ſhort yeares, that heere my onely ſonne 
Knowes not my feeble key of vntun'd cares? 

Though now this grained face of mine þc hid 
In ſap-conſuming Winters drizled ſnow, 

And all the Conduits ofmy blood froze vp : 
Yer hath my night of life ſome memorie : 

My waſting lampes ſome fading glimmer left ; 
My dull deafe eares a little vie to heare : 

All theſe old witneſles, I cannot erre. 

Tell me, thou art my ſonne eAntipholne. \ 

eAnt. I neuer ſaw my Father in my life, 

Fa. But ſeuen yeares lince, in Siracuſa boy 
Thou know'ſt we parted, but perhaps my ſonne, / 

* Thou ſham'ſt ro acknowledge me in miſerie, 
Ant. The Duke, and all that know me inthe City, 
Can witneſſe with me char it is not ſo, 
I ne're ſaw Swacuſain my life, 
" Duke, Itell thee Siracuſan, twentie yeares 
Haue I bin Patron to e-Antipholas, 
During which time, hene're ſaw Siracsſa ; 
I ſee thy age and dangers make thee dote, 


Entefthe Abbeſſe with eAntipholus Sirce1ſa, 
» 41d Dromio Sir. 


Abbeſſe. Moſt mightie Duke, behold a man much 
wrong'd. 
Al, gather to ſee them. 
Adr. 1 ſcetwo husbands, or mine eyes deceiue.me. 
Dwke. One of theſe men is genixs tothe other ; 
And ſoof theſe, which is the naturall man , 
And which the ſpirit > Who deciphers them? 
S. Dromio. I Sir am Dremio, command him away, 
E. Dro. 1 Sir atn Dromio, pray let me ſtay, 
S. Ant. Egeon art thou nor? orcl(e his ghoſt, 


{ 


{ S&. Drom. Oh my olde Maſter, who hath bound jim 
heere ? 
| Abb. Whoeverbound him, I will loſe his bonds 
And gaine a husband by his libertie : 
Speake olde Egeon, if thou bee'ſt the man 
| That hadſt a wife once call'd Emilia, 
That bore thee at a burthen two faire ſonnes ? 

Oh if thou bee'lt the ſame Egeon, ſpeake ; 

And ſpeake vnto the ſame «Emilia. 
Duke. Why heere begins his Morning ftotieright: 
Theſe two Antipbolus, theſe two (o like, ” 
And theſe two Dromno's, one infemblance: 
Beſides her vrging of her wracke at ſea, 
Thefe are the parents to theſe children, 
Whieh accidentally are met together. 
Fa. If Idreame nor, thou art «Emilia, 
If chou art ſhe, tell me, where is that ſonne 
That floated with thee on the faral! rate, 
Abb. By men of Epidaminm, he,and 1, 
And the twin Dromio, all were taken Vp; 
Bur by and by, rude Fiſhermen of Corcath 

By force rooke Dromzo, and my ſonne from them, 
And me they left with thoſe of Epidamines, 
What then became of them, I cannor cell: 

I, to this fortune that you ſeemeein. 

Duke. Antipholus thou cam'tt from (orinth firſt, 

S. Aut. No hr, not, I came from Siracuſe. 

Duke. Stay, ſtand apart, I know not which is which. 

E. int. ] came from Cormmth my moſt gracious Lord 

E.Dro. And TI with him. . 

E. Ant. Brought tothis Town by that moſt famous 
Warrciour, . 

Duke Afenapher, your moſt renowned Vnckle. 
Adr, Which of you rwo did dine with me to day? 
S. Ant, 1, gentie M:ftris. 
| Adr, And are not you my husband? 
E. Ant, No, I ſay nay tothar. 
S. Ant, Andſodol, yet did ſhe call me (@; 
And this faire Gentlewoman her hſter heere 
Did call me brother. What I rold you then, 
I hope I ſhall hauelciſure co make good, 
If this be not a dreame I ſee and heare. 
Goldſmith. That is the Chaine fir, which you had of 


S. Ant. Ithinke it be fir, I denie itnor, 
E. Aut, Andyou fir for this Chaine arreſted me, 
Gold. Irhinke 1 did fir, I deny it not. 
Aar. | ſent yoy monie fir to be your baile 
By Dromus, but I thinke he brought it not, 
E.Dre. No,none by we, 
$. Ant, This purſe of Duckets I receiu'd from you, 
And Dromio my man id bring them me : 
I fee we ftill d1d meere each others man, 
And I was tane for him, and he for me, 
And thereupon theſe ercors are aroſe, 
E. Ant. Thete Duckets pawne I for my father heere. 
Dwke. It ſhall not nexde, thy father hath his lite. 
Cwr. Sir I muſt have that Diamond from you. 
E. Ant. There take it, and much thanks for my good 
cheere. 


To ge with vs into the Abbey heere, 

And heare at large diſcourſed all our fortunes, 
And all that are aſſembled in this place: 

That by this fimpathized one daies error 


And 


Haue ſuffer'd wrong, Goe, keepe vs companie, 
I'2 
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Abb. Renowned Duke, youchſafe to take the paines | 
: 


| 
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; And we ſhall make full {atistattion, 
| Thirrie three yeares haue | bur gone in travaile 
| Of you my fonnes, and till chis preſent houre 
My heavie burthen are delivered : 
The Duke my husband, and my children both, 
Andyouthe Kalenders of their Natiuicy, 
Go to a Goſſips fea?, and go with mee, 
Afcer ſo long qr ſuch Nativitic, 
Duke. With all my heart, lie Goffip at this feaft. 


E xeunt ones. Manet the two Dromio's and 
two Brothers. 
S. Dre. Maſt.ſhall I fetch your ſtuffe from ſhipbord? 
E. An.Dromio,whar tuffe of mine haſt thou imbarke 
S. Dre. Your goods that lay at hoſt fir inthe Centaur, 
S. Ant. He ipeakes to me, I am your maſter Dromio, 


Come go with ys, wee'l looke to thatanon, | 
Embrace thy brother there, reioyce with him. Exit 

| $.Dro, There is a fat friend at your maſters houſe, 

Thatkitchin'd me for you to day atdinner : 

She now ſhall be my þRer, not my wife, 
E.D_ Me thinks yovare my glaſſe,8& not my brother : 

I ſee by you, I amaſweer-fac'd youth, 

Will you walkein to ſee their goffipping? 

| S.Dre. Notl fir,you are my elder. 

E,Dre. That's a queſtion, how ſhall we trie it. 


S.Dro. Wee'l draw Cuts for the Signior, ill then, | 
lead thou firſt, 


E.Dre, Nay then thus : 
We came into the world like brother and brother : 
| And now let's go hand in hand, not one before another. 
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ro bus danghter, ard Beairice bus Neece with a meſſenger. 


Leonato. 
Learne inthis Lecter, that Do» Peter of Arre- 
Fox, comes this night to Meſſi. 
Meſſ. He is very neere by this : he was not 
three Leagues off when I left him. 
| Leon, How many Gentlemen haue youloſt in this 


i attion? 


Meſſ. But few of any ſort, and none of name. 

Leow. A yitoricis twice art {elfe, when the atchieuer 
brings home full numbers ; I finde heere, that Don Pe- 
| ter hath beſtowed much honor on a yong Florentine,cal- 


| led Clandio. 


MeſſMuch &deſcru'd on his part,and oqnoly remem- 

bred by Don Pedro, he hath borne himſelfe beyond the 

promiſe ofhis age, doing inthe figure of a Lambe, the 

feats of a Lion, be hath indeede berter bertred expeAa- 

tion, then you muſt expe of meto tell you how. 

Leo. Hehathan Vnckle heere in Meſſma,wil be yery 

| much glad of ir. 

Meſſ. 1 have alreadie delivered him letters, and there 
appeares much ioy in him, evenſo much, that ioy'could 

| not ſhew it ſclfe modeſt enough, without a badg of bir- 

eerneſle, 

Leo, Did he breake out into teares ? 

Meſſ. In great meaſure. 

Leo, Akiqge overflow of kindnefle, there are no fa- 

ces trucr, then thoſe that are ſo wafh'd, how much ber- 

ter is it to weepe at joy,then to ioy at weeping? 

Bea. 1 pray you, is Signior Mowntante return'd from 

the warres, or no ? 

Meſſ. I know none of that name, Lady, there was 

none ſuch in the armie of any ſorr. 

Leov. What is he that you aske for Neece? 

Hero. My couſin meanes Signior Benedick of Padua 


Beat, He ſet vp his bils here in Aeſſme,& challeng'd 
Cupid at the Flight : and my Vnckles foole reading the 


the Burbelt. I pray you, how mavy hath hee Kil'd and 
eaten in theſe warres? Byg how many hath be kil'd? for 
indeed, I promis'd to cate all of his Lintin b. 

| Leen. *Faith Neece, you taxe Signior Benedicke too 
much, but heg'l be meer with you, I doubt i.not. 
Meſſ.He hath done good ſeruice Lady in theſe wars. 
Beat. Y ou had muſty vieuall, and he hath holpe te 
exe it : he's a very valiant Trencher-man, hee hath an | 


Enter Leonato Gonernonr of Meſſina, Inzogen bis wife, He- |[ 


— 


Meſſ. And a good ſouldier too Lady. 
Beat, Anda good fouldier ro a Lady. Bur what is he 
| toa Lord? 

Meſſ. ALordtoa Lord, amanto a man, tuft with 
all honourable vertues. 

Beat, It is ſo indeed, he isnolefſe then a Rtuft man: 
but for the ſtuffing well, we are all morrall. | 

Leon. You mult not (fir) miſtake my Neece, there is 

a kind of merry war betwixr Signior Benedick, & her : 

oe never meet, bur there's a $kirmiſh of wir between 
them, 

Bea. Alas, he gets nothing by that. Tn our laft con- 
fi, foure of his oe wits went halting off, and now is 
the whole man goucra'd with one : f that ifhee have 
wit enoughto keepe himſclfe warme, ler him beare ir 
for a differevce berweene himſelfe and his hotfe : For it 
is all the wealth that he hath lefr, ro be knowne 4 reaſo- 
nable creature, Who is his companion now? He hath 
euery month a new ſworne brother, 

Meſſ. 1's: poſſible? 
Beat, Very cafily poſſible : he weares his faith bur as 
| thefaſhion ofhis har, it cuer changes with next block. 


DE —— 


| ef, Ice (Lady) the Gentleman is nor in your 


bookes. 

Bea, No9,and he were, I would burne my ſtudy. But 
| Ipray you, whois his companion ? Is there no young 
{quarer now,' that will make a yoyage with him co the 
diuell ? \ | 


| CIMeſ. Heis moſt inthe company of the right noble 
Claudio. | 


have caught the Benedi&, it will coft him a thoufand 
pound cre he be cur'd, | 


Meſ. 1 wilt hold friends with you Lady,” 


Meſſ. Ohe'sreturn'd, and 8s pleaſant as ever he was. |, 


Challenge, ſubſcrib'd for Cupid, and challeng'd him ar | 


excellent Romacke, / 


LL — 


Bea, Do good friend, 

Leo. You'lne're run mad Neece, 
Bea. No, not till a hot January, 
Meſſ. Don Pears is approach'd. 


Enter don Pedro,Clandio, Benedicks, Balthaſar, 
and lobn the baſtard. 

Pedro, Good Signior Leonaro, you arc come to weet 
your trouble : the faſhion of the world is to aucid coſt, 
and you encounter it. 

Leon, Never came trouble to my houſe inthe likenes 
of your Grace : for trouble being gone, comfort ſhould 
remaine : but when you depart from me,ſorrdw abides, 

and happineſle rakes his leaue, Fog 
£@70- 


I 3 


I AE 


Beat, O Lord, he will hang vpon himlike 2 diſcafe : 
he is ſooner exught then the peſtilence, and the raker + 
rims preſently mad. God helpe the noble Clawdio, if hee | 


— ——_ 


— _— 


7 _—_—_ 


| 


102 


Mauch adoe about N othing. 


Pedro. Youembrace your charge too willingly: 1 
thinke this 15 your dapghter. 
Leonato, Her mother hath many times told me ſo. 
Lened. Were you in doubt that you askc her ? 
Leonato. Signior Benedicke, no, for chen'were you 3 
childe. ; ; 
Pedro. You have it full Benedicke, we may ghefſe by 
this, what you arc, being a man, truely the Lady fathers 
her ſelte; be happic Lady, tor you ace like an honorable 
father. 
Ben. IfSignior Leonato be her father, ſhe would not 
haue his head on her ſhoulders for al Meſſina,as like him 
as ſhe is. 
Beat. I wonder that you will ſtill be talking, fgnior 
Benedicke no body markes you, 
Bev. Whatmy deere Ladie Diſdaine ! are you yet 
living ? 
Beat. Is it pefſible Diſdaine ſhould die, while (hee 


hath ſuch mecie foodeto feede it,as Signior Benedicke? 


her preſence. 

Bene, Then is curtelie a turne-coate, but it is cer- 
taine I am loucd of all Ladics, onely you excepted : and 
I would | could hnde in my heare that I had nota hard 
heart,for truely I louc none, 

Beat. A decre happinefic to women,they would elſe 
haue beene troubled with a permitious Suter, 1 thanke 
God and my cold blood, I am of your humour for that, l 
had rather heare my Dog barke at a Crow, than a man 
(weare he loues me. 

Bene, God keepe your Ladiſhip (til! in that minde, 
ſo ſome Gentleman or other ſhall ſcape a predeltinate 
{cratcht face. 

Beat, Scratching could not make it worſe,and 'twere 
ſuch a face as yours were 

Bene. Well,you are a rare Parrat teacher. 

Beat, A bird of my tongue, is becter thana beaſt of 

our, 
- Ben. ] would my horſe had the ſpecd of your tongue, 
and ſo good a continuer, but keepe your way a Gods 
name,l have done. 

Beat. You alwaics cnd with a Iadestricke, I know 
you of old. 

* Pedrs. This is the ſurnme of all; Leonato,fignior (Tan- 


inuited you all, I tell him we ſhall Ray here, atthe leaſt 
s moneth, and hc heartily praies ſome occafion. may de- 
taine vs ng: : I dare ſweare hee is no hypocrite, but 
praies from his heart. 

Leon. If you ſweare, my Lord, you ſhall not be for. 
ſworne, let mee bid you welcome, my Lord, being re- 
conciled to the Prince your brother: I owe you all 
ductie, 

lobn, lthanke you, I am not of many words, but I 
thanke you. 

Leon. Pleaſe it your grace leade on ? 

Pedro. Your hand Leozate,we will goe together, 

Exennt. Mane Benediche and Claudio. 

Clan. Benedicke,didit thon note the daughter of fig. 
nior Leonato ? | 

Rene. lnoted hernot,but Ilooke on her, 

Claw, Is ſhe not a modeſt yong Ladie ? 

Beve. Doc you queſtion me as an honeſt man ſhould 
doe, for my {mple true iudgement ? or would you haue 
me ſpeake after my cuſtome, as being a profeſſed tyrant 


to their lexe ? 


Curtehe it ſelte mult conuert ro Diſdaine,it you come in | 


dio,and lignior Benediche ; my deere friend Leonaro, hath - 


þ 


| 


{ 


| 


| 
| praiſe,roo browne for a faire praiſe, and toolittle for « 


: 
| 


— _ _ w_ 


Claw, No,1 pray thee ſpeake in ſober judgement. 
Bene; Why yfaich me ghinks ſhee's toq low for a hie 


great praiſc,onely this commendation I can affoord her, 
chat were ſhee other theo ſhe is, the were ynhandſome, 


| and being oo othex;buras ſheis,I doe not like her. 


Claw, ThouthinKR I amin ſport, Ipray thee tell me 
truely how thou lik'ft her, 
| Fene, Would you buie her, that you enquier after 

ery | 
{ las, Can the world buie ſuch a jewell ? 

Ben. Yea,and a caſe to put it into, bur ſpeake you this 
with a ſad brow? Or doe you play theflowting iacke,to 
tell vs Cupid is 2good Hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare 
Carpenter : Come, in what k cy ſhall aman take you to 
goein the ſong ? 

Clas. In mine cie, ſhe is the ſweereſt Ladie that ever 
Llookt on. 


Bene. 1 can ſee yet without ſpeacles, and I ſee al 


ſuch marrer : there's her colin, and ſhe were not poſſeſt 
with a furie, exceedes her as much in beavtie, as the firſt 
of Maie doth the laſt of December : but I hope you haue 
no ;ntent to turne husband, have you ? on 

Claw, 1 would ſcarce truſt my ſ(elfe, though I. hae 
{worne the contrarie,if Hero would be my wife. 

Bene, 1ſt come to this? in faith hath not the world one 
man but he will weare his cap with ſuſpition? ſhall Ines ' 
ucr ſee a barcheller of three 4s againe? goe to yfaith, | 
and thou wilt needes thruſt thy necke into a yoke, weare 
the print of it,and ſigh away ſundaies : looke, der Pedro 
is returned to ſeeke you. 


Enter don Pedro, Jobn the baſtard, | 

Pedr. What ſecret hath held you here, that you fol- 
lowed not to Leonatees ? 

Bened, 1 would your Grace would conftraine mee to 
tell, 

Pedro, I charge thee en thy allegeance. 

Zen, You heare, Count Claudio, I can be ſecret 2s 2 
dumbe man, I would haue you thinke ſo (bur on my al. 
legiance, marke you this, on my allegiance) hee is in 
loue, With who? now that is your Graces part :marke 
how ſhort his anſwere is, with Hero, Leonatees ſhort 
daughter, | 

Claus, Tfrhis were {o,ſo were it vttred. 

Bened, Like the old tale,my Lord,it is net ſo,nor *rwas 
not ſo : but indeede,God forbid ir ſhould be ſo. 

(as. If my paſſion change nor ſhortly, God forbidit 
ſhould be otherwiſe. 

Pedro. Amen, if you loue her, for the Ladie is veric 
well worthie. 

Clan, You ſpeake this to fetch me in,my Lord. 

Pedr. By wy troth I ſpeake my thought, | 

(!as, And in faith,my Lord,I ſpoke mine. 


Bexed, And by my two faiths and trochs,my Lord, I | 


ſpeake mine. 

Clav, ThatT loue her, Ifcele, 

Pedr. That ſhe is worthic,]I know. 

Bened. That I neither feele how ſhee ſhould be lo- 
ved , nor know how ſhee ſhould be worthie, is the 
opinien that fire cannot melt out of me, I will dic in it ar 
the take. | - 

Pedr, Thou waſt ever an obflinate beretiquein the de- 
ſpight of Beaurie, 

Clay. And never could maintaine his part, but in the 


—_—_— 
i 


| 


force of his will. ny 
one. 


| ——— 


— 


| 


| 
| 
| 
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Ben.T bas 8 woman conceiuced me; 1 waoks her : that 
ſhe brought men vp, Ilikewiſe giue her moit humble 
thankes ; but that 1 will have a rechare winded inwy 
forchead, or hang my buglc mn an inviſible baldricke,all 
women (hall pardon me; becauſe 1 will nos do them the 
wrong to mittruſt any, 1 will dee ry fcife che right to 
truſt none : and the fine is, (for the which I may gae the 
finer) I wilt hue a Batchellor, | 

PFedre. 1 ſhall (ce thec ere I dic, lookepalc with loue. 

Bene. With anger, with ficknefſe, or with hunger, 
my Lord, not with love : prove that ever þ looſe more 
blood with loue, then 1 will get againe with diinking, 

icke out mine eyes with a Ballet-makers penne, and 
me vp at the dooreof 8 brethel-houle tor the ligne 
of blinde Cupid. 

Pedro, Well, if ever thou dooſ fall from this faith, 


| chou wiltproue a notable argument, 


Bene. If | do, hang me in a bortle like a Cat, & ſhoot 
at me, and he that hut's meglet him be clapt, on the (ſhaul- 
der, and cal'd Adam. 

Pedre. Weil, as time ſhall crie; In time the ſauage 
Bull doth beare tne yoake, | 

Bene, The ſavage buil may, bur if ever the ſenlible 
Benedicke beare it, plucke off the bulles hoxnes, and fer 
them in my forchead, and let me be vildely painted, and 
in ſuch great Letters as they write, heere 15 good-horie 
to hire : let chem ſignifie voder my bgne, here you may 
ſee Benedicks the married man. 

Claw. Ifthis ould cuer happen, thou wouldfi bee 
horne mad. | 

Pedro. Nay,if Cupid haue nor ſpent all his Quiver jn 
Venice, thou wilt quake for this ſhortly. 

Bene, I looke for an earthquake too then. | 

Pedro. Well, you will cemporize with che hovres,-in 
the meane time, good Signior Benedickg, repaire to Leo» 


| 4toes, commend me to him, and tell him I will nortaile 


him at ſupper, for indeede he hath made great prepara- 
tion, | 

Bene, I haue almoſt matter enough in me for ſucl1an 
Embaſſage. and ſo I commit you. | 

Claw, To the tuition of God. From my houte, it 1 
had it. 

Pedrs. The fixt of Inly. Your loving friend, Benedich, 

Bene. Nay mocke not, mocke notz the body of your 
diſcourſe is ſomerime guarded wich fragments, andthe 
guardes are bur ſlightly baſted on neither, ere you flour 
old ends any further, examine your conſcience, and \o | 
leaue you, Exit. 

Clas, My Liege, your Highneſſe now may doe mee 


Pedro. My loue is thineto teach,teach it but how, 
And thou ſhalt ſee bow apt it 15 to learne 
Any hard Leſſon that may dothee good. 


Clan. Hath Leonate any ſonne wy Lord? 


Pedys. No childe bur Hero, ſhe's his onely heire, 
Doft thou affe& her ( /andro? 

Claes. O my Lord, 
When you went onward on this ended aQtion,t 
Took'd vpon her with a ſouldiers cie, 
That lik'd,bur hed a rougher taske in band, 
Than to drive liking tothe name of loue: 
But now [I am return'd, and chat warre-thoughts 
Haue left their places vacant : intheir roomes, 
Come thronging ſoft anddelicate deſires, 
All prompting mee hayy faire yong Hers is, 
Saying Llik'd her ereI went to warres. 


| 


FER YA 


— —_— 


— 


_—_ 


| 


Pedre. Thou wilt be like a louer preſently, 
A ndtcire the hearer with a booke of words: 
H thou deft loue faire Here, cheriſh it, | 
And [ will breake with her: waſt nocto this end, 
Thac thou beganft to twiſt ſo fine a ſtory ? 
Claw. How ſweetly doe you minifterto loue, 
That know loues griete by his complexion ! 
But leſt my liking migheroo ſodaine ſeeme, 
1 would have (alu'd it with a longer treatiſe.” 
Ped. What need y bridge much broderthen the flood? 
The faireſt graunt is the necefhtie : 
Looke what will ſerue,is fit : 'ris once,thou loueft, 
And 1 will fitthee with the remedie, 
I know weſhall hauereuelling to night, 
I will afſume thy part in ſome diſguite, 
And tell faire Hers | am Claudio, 
And in her boſome Ile vnclaſpe my hear, 
And take her hearing priſoner with the force 
And ftrong'incounter of my amorous tale : 
Then after, to her father will I breake, 
And the concluhon is, thee ſhall be thine, 
ln praQtiſc let vs pur it preſencly. Exemnt , 
' Enter Lronato and an old man brother to Leonars, 
Leo. How now brother, where is my colenyourſon : 
bath he provided this muficke ? | © ie 
Old. He is very buhie about it, but brother, 1canxetl 
you newes that you yer dreamt not of. | 
Lo. Are they good ? 
O14. As the euents ſtamps them, but they haueF good 
couer : they ſhew well outward, the Prince and Count 
Clandro walking in a thick pleached alley in my orchard, 
were thus ouer-heard by a man of mine: the Prince di- 
couered to Clandio that hee loyed my niece your daugh* 
ter, and meant to acknowledge it thisnight/ in adance , 
and if hee found heraccordant, hee meant to rake the 
_ time by the top, and inltantly breake with you 
i 


t. 

Leo. Haththe fellow any wit that old you this? | 

Old, A good tharpe fellow, 1 will ſend for him, and 
queſtion him your ſelfe. | | 

Leo, No, no; wee will hold it as a dreame;, till it 
pear it ſelfe ; but I will acquaint my daughter wichall, 
that ſhe may be the berter preparcd for an anſwer, if per- 
adventure this bee true : goe you andtell her of it ; coo- 
fins, you know what you haueto dog, Ol] crie you mer» 
cie friend, goe you with mee and [ will vſe your skill, 
good coin have a care this buke time. 

Enter Sir [obu the Baſt ard,and Conrade buy companion. 

Cov, Wharthe good yeere my Lord , why are you 
thus out of meaſure (ad? : 

eb, There is no meaſure in the occaſion that breeds, 
thereforethe ſadnefſc is withour limit, 

Con, You ſhould heare reaſon, 


| 


lobn. And when IThaucheardit, what bleſſing brin- 


eth it? 

, Con. Ifnot a preſerit remedy, yet a patient ſufferance, 

Toh. 1 wonder that thou (being as thou ſaift thou arr, 
borne vnder Satwrne ) goeſt about to apply a morall me- 
dicine, co2 mortifying miſchiefe : I cannot hide what 1 
am : I muſt bee ſad whenThaue cauſe, and ſmile atnc 
mans ieſts, ear when I have ftomacke, and wait for no 
mans leiſure : {leepe when I am drowhe, and tend on no 


| mans bufineſſe,laugh when I am merry,and claw noman 


in his humor. 


Con, Yea, but you muſt nor make the ful ſhow of this, | 
| till you may doe it without controllment, you have of 


— 


——— 


by 


Exernt, | 


"ON. 


tt 


— ———- 


late ſtood out againſt your brother, and hee hathrane 
you newly into his grace, where it is impoſſible you 
ſhould rake root,but by the faire weather that you make 
your ſelfe,it is necdful that you frame the ſeaſon for your 
owne harueſt. 

Iobn, Ihad rather be a cankerin a hedge, then a roſe 
in his grace,and it better fits my bloud to be diſdain'd of 
all,chen to faſhion a carriage to rob louefrom anytin this 
(chough I cannot be faid ro be a flattering honeſt man ) 
{ir mult not be denied but I amaplaine dealing villaine,I 
am truſted with a imullell, and enfranchifde with aclog, 
1] therefore haue decreed, nor to fing in my cage: ifT had 
my mouth,I would bite : if I had my liberty,l would do 
my liking : in the meane time, let me be thatÞ am, and 
| ſeckenortto alter me. | 

Con, Can you make no vie of your diſcontent? 
Tobs, 1 will make all vſe of it, for I vſe it onely. 
Who comes here ? what newes borachio? 


Enter Borachts., 

Boy. 1 came yonder from a great ſupper, the Prince 
your brother is royally entertained by Leorato,and 1 can 
giue you intelligence of an intended martiage. 

Tobhn, Will it ſerue for any Modell to build miſchiefe 


ynquietneſle? 

Boy, Mary it is your brothers right hand. 

Tohn. Who,the moſt exquiſite Claudio? 

Bor. Even he. 

Toh. A proper ſquier, and who,and whe, waich way 
| lookes he? 


”ato. | 
lobn. A very forward March-chicke, how came you 
tothis? 

Bor. Being entertain'd for a perfummer,as I was ſmoa- 
king amulty roome , comes me the Prince and Clandto, 
hand in hand in-ſad conference: | whiprt behind the Ar- 
ras,and there heard it agreed vpon,tlaat thePrince ſhould 
| wooe Hero for himſelfe , aud having obcain'd her, give 
her co Count Clauaro, 

loln. Come,come, let vs thicher, this may proue food 
to my diſpleaſure, that young (tart-vp hath all the glorie 
of my overthrow : if I cancrofle him avy way, Iblefſe 
my ſelfe every way , you are both ſure, and will aſfiſt 
mee? 
| Conr, Tothe death my Lord. 

Tobn. Let vs to the great ſupper, their cheere is the 

ater that I am ſubdued, would the Cooke were of my 
minde:ſhall we goe proue whats to be done? 
| Bor. Wee'll wait ypon your Lordſhip. 

E xennt. 


| ITY — 
| eA tus Secundus. 
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—— 


Enter Leonato, bu brother, luv wife, Hero bus daughter, and 
Beatrice hu neece, and a kinſwman. 


Leonate. Was not Count /ohs here at ſupper ? 
Brother, 1 (aw him aor, 
Beatrice. How tartly that Gentleman laokes, I never 
can ſee him, bur I amheart-burn'd an howre after, 
Hero. He is of a very melancholy diſpoſition. 


on'? What is hee for a foole that betrothes himſelfe to | 


Bor, Mary on Here, the daughter and Heire of Leo- | 


"I 
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| pace fafter and faſter, till he finkes into his graue. 


— —— — 


Beatrice. Hee were an excellent man that were made 
iuſt in the mid-way berweene him and Bevediche,the one 
1s tO like an image and faies nothing, and the other too 
like my Ladies eldeft ſonne, cuermore tatling, 

Leon, Then halfe fignior Benedicks tongue in Count 
Tobns mouth, and halfe Count /ebns melancholy in Sig- 
nior Benedscks face, f 

Beat, With a good legpe,and a good foor vnckle,and 
money enqughin his purſe, ſuch a man would winneany 
woman in the world, if he could get her good will, 

Leon. By my troth Neece, thou wilt never gerthee a 
husband,if thou be ſo ſhrewd of thy tongue. 

Brother, Tnfaith ſhee's roo curſt, 

Beat. Tee curſt is more then curſt,] ſhall leſſen Gods 
ſending that way: foritis ſaid , God ſends a curft Cow! 
(bort hornes,bur ro a Cow tos curſt he ſends none. | 

Leon, So, by being too curſt, God will ſend you no 
hornes, 

Beat, luft, if he ſend me no husband, for the which 
bleſſing,I am at him ypon my knees euery morning and 
cuening * Lord, I could not endure a husband with a 
beard on his face, T had rather lie in the woellen. | 
s _— You may light vpon a husband that bath no 

eard, 

Batrice, What ſhould I doe with him ? drefſe him in 
my apparell,and make him my waiting gentlewoman?he 
that hath a beard,is more then a youth : and be that hath 
no beard, is lefle then a man ; and hee that is mere then a 
youth, is not for mee:and he that is lefſethena man,] am 
not for him : therefore I will even take ſixepence in ear- 
neſt of the Berrord,and leade his Apes into hell. 

Leon. Well then,goe you into hell, 

Beat, No, butto Fe gare, andthere will the Deuill 
reete mee like an old Cuckold with hornes on his head, 
and ſay,get youto heaven Beatrice, get youto heauen, 


* heere*s no place for you maids, ſo deliver I "pay Apes, 


and away to $. Peter : for the heauens, hee ſhewes mee 
where the Batchellers fit, and thereliuc wee as merry as 
the day is long, 

Brother, Well neece, I truſt you will be rul'd by your 
father. 

Beatrice, Yes faith, it is my coſens dutic to make curt- 
fie,and (ay, as it pleaſe you : bur yer for all taar colin, let 
him be a handſome fellow, or elſe make an other curhie, 
and ſay, father,as it pleaſe me. 

Leenats, Well necce,I hope to ſee you one day firted 
with a husband, 

Beatrice, Not till God make men of ſome other met- 
tall then earth, would it not grieue.zs woman to be ouer- 
maltred with a peece of valiant duſt ? romake account of 
her life to a clod af waiward marle? no vnckle, ile none ; 
Adam: ſonnes are my brethren,and truly I hold ita finne , 
to match in my kinred. 

Leex. Daughter, remember whatIrtold you, if che? 
Prince doe ſolicit you in that kinde, you know your an- 
(were, 

Featrice. The fault will be inthe muſicke cohn,if you 
be not woed in good time : if the Prince bee too impor- 
rant, tell him there is meaſure in cuery thing, & ſo dance 
out the anſwere,for heare me Here, wooing, wedding, & 
repenting, is a8 a Scotch ijgge, a meaſure, and acinque- 
pace: the firſt ſuite is hot and haſty like a Scotch gg 
(and full as fantaſticall) the wedding manerly modett , 
(as a meaſure) fullof ſtare & aunchentry,and then comes 
repentance, and with his bad legs falls into the cinque- 


Leonato, 


— — 
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Beatrice. | haue a good eye yuckle,l can {gea Church 
by daylight, , 2172 ©; 1008 | 


| Legs There cllers are cauing brothes,, make good 


roome, 


— 


Zutes Prince, Pedro Clandio aud Benediciyyaud Bubbeſer, | 
or dumbe Tobn, Makers with a drums, 
Pedro. Lady,will you walke about wich ybur friend? | 
Hero. So.you walke ſoftly,and looke ſweetly ,and ſay | 

nothing, Fam yours for the walke, and eſpecially when | | 

walke away. | 
Pedro. With me in your company. | 


Here, Imayſay ſo when] pleaſe. 


Pedro. And when pleaſe you to lay (o? | 

Hero, When I like your fauour, for God defend the | 
Lute ſhould be like the caſc. 

Pedro. My viſor is Philemens roofe , within the houſe 
is Loue, 

Hero, Why then yourvitor ſhould be thatche, 

Fedro, Speake iow if you ſpeake Loue, | 

Bene, Well, I would you did like me. 

Har. So would not I for your owne ſake,for I haue | 
manie ii] qualities, 

Bene, Which is one ? 

Mar. 1 ſay my prayers alowd, 

Ben, ] loue you the berter,the hearers may cry Amen. | 

Mer. God match me with a good dauncer, | 

Balt. Amen. | 

Mir, And God keepe him out of my fight whenthe | 
daunce is done : anſwer Clarke. 

Balt. No more words the Clarke is anſwered. 

Vrſula. I know you well enough, you are Signivr An- 

0 
Anth. At a word, lam not. 

Vrſula, 1 know you by the wagling of your head, 

Anth. To tell you rue, | counterfet him. 

Vrſm. You could neuer doe him ſo ill well , vnleſſe 
you were the very man: here's his dry hand yp & down, 
you are he, you arc he. 

Amnth. At a word1amnor, 

Urſula. Come, come,doe you thinkeI doe not know 
you by your excellent wit? can vertue hide it ſelfe 7 goe 
\ to, mumme, you are he, graces will appeare, and there's 
anend, 

Beat, Will you not tell me who told you ſo? 

Bene. No, you —_—— me, 

Beat. Nor will you flot tell me who you are #7 

Rened, Not now, 

Brat. That I was diſdainfull, and that I had my good 
wit out of the hundred merry tales ; well,this was Signi- 
or Benedicke that ſaid (o, 

Bene, What's he ? 

Beat. 1 am ſure you know him well enough. 

Bene. Nor I, bclecue me. 

Beat, Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bene, I pray you what is he ? 

Beat. Why he is the Princes ieaſter,a very dull foole, 
onely his gittis, in deviſing impoſsible (landers, none 
but {iberdnes delight in him, and the commendgartion is 
not in his witte, bur in his villanie, for hee both pleaſerh 
men and angers them , and then they laugh athim, and 
beat him : Iam ſureheis intheFleer , I' would he bad 


boorded me. 


Bene, When ] know the Gentieman, Ile tellhim what 


| on me, which peraduenture (notmnarkr, or not lavgh'd 


Ladies follow her,and but one viſorremaines, - 


you ſay. 


' 
10F | 
Bear. Dodo hee'l but breake a compariſon or two | 
p—_— him into melancholly, and then there's a Par- 
tridge wing ſaudd, for the toote will eate no ſupperxthiac 
night, We muſt Clone Leaders, ; WT 

Beu. Incuery good thing, 637 2201 
Bea. Nay, it they leade to any ill;/I will leave chem 
at the next turning, Exemnnt. 
Muſicke for the dance. & | 
lohn, Sure my brother is amorous on Here, and hath 
withdrawne her father te breake with him abour it; the 


Borachio, And that is ({andio,] know him 
ring. 

Fab. Are not you fignior Benediche? 

Clu». You know me well, I am hee. 

lohn. $1gnior, you are verie neere wy Brother in his | 
love, he is enamor'd on Hero, I pray you difſwade him 
from her, ſhe is no equall for his birth : you may do the 
part of an honeſt maninir. - - | | 

Claudio. How know you he loves her ? 

[obn, I heard bim ſweare his affe tion, 

Gor. Sodid I too, and he twore he would marric her 
to ni ght. | L 
lon. Come, ler vs tothe banquer,  £x.miorer (Tan. 

Clan, Thus anſwere I in name of Benedicke; 
Butheace theſe ill newes with the eares of Claudio: 

'T1s cerraine (o, the Prince woes for himſelfe : 

Friendſhip is conſtanc in all other things, 

Saue in the Office and affaires of loue: 

Therefore all heacrs in loue vie their ownetopgues, | 

Let eueriecyec negoriate for it ſelfe, (2% 

And truſt no Agent : for beautie is 2 witch, | 

Againft whoſe charmes, faith melcech isco blood : 

This is an accident of hourely proofe, | 

Which I miſtruſted not. Farewell therefore Hero, | 
Enter Benedicke, -* 

Ben. Count C landis, 

Cl. Yea,the ſame. 

Zen, Come, will you go with me? : | + 

Claw, Whither ? 

Ben, Even to the next Willow, about your own bu» 
fineſſe, Count. Whac faſhion will you weare the Gare 
land oft? About your necke, like an Vſurers chaine ? Or 
vnder your arme, like a Licurenants (carfe > You mult 
wearc it one way, forthe Prince hath got your Here, 

Clan: 1 wiſh him joy of het. 

Ben, Why that's ſpoken like an honeſt Dravier, ſo 
they fel Bullockes : bur did yourhinke the Prince wold 
have ſerued you thus ? 

Clan, Ipray you leaue me, | E 

Ben, Ho now you ſtrike like the blindman,'ewas the 
boy that ſtole your meate, and you'l bear the poſt. 

Clas. If it will not be, Ile leaue you: Exit. 

Ben, Alas poore hurt fowle, now will he creepe into 
fedges: Bur that my Ladic Beatrece ſhould know me, & 
not know me : the Princes foole!Hah? It may be I goe 
ynder thattitle, becauſe ] am merrie : yea butſo Jam 
aptto do my ſelfe wrong : I amnot ſorepured, it is the 
baſe (though bitter) diſpoſition of Beatrice, that purt's 
the world into her perfon, and ſo giues me ouit: well, Ile 
be reuenged as I may, | 


by his bea- 
| 


| * Emter the Prince. 
Pedro. Now Signior, where's the Count, did you 
ſee him ? 
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\ - Bene. Troth my Lord,l haveplayed the part of Lady 
Fame, 1 tound him heere as melancholy asa Lodge in a 
Warren,! rold him, and I thinke;told him true, that your 
grace bad got the will ot this young Lady, and Leftered 
lum my company to.2 willow tree, either ro: make him a 
garland,as being forſake1,or to binde himarod, as be- 
19g-worthy to be whiprt. | | 
- Pedro, To be whipt, what's his faulr ? 
' Bene, The flat tranſgreſhon of a Schoole-boy , who 
being ouer-ioyed with hading a birdsneſt, ſhewes it his 
' companion, and he ſteales ir. 
Pedro. Wiltthou make atruſt, atranſgrefſion ? the 

tranſgreſſions in the ſtealer. ; 

Ben. Yet it had not beene amiſſe the rod had beene 
made, and the garland roo, for the garland he might haue 
worne himſelfe,and the rod hee might haue beſtowed on 

 you,who(as I rake it have ſtolne his birds neſt, 

Pedro, I will but teach them to ting, and reflore them 
to the owner. 

Bene, If their linging anfiver your ſaying, by my faith 
you ſay honelily. | : 

Pedro, The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrellro you, the 
Gentlemagynhat dauntt with her , told her ſhee is much 
wrong'd by you. 

' Bene, O (he miſuſde me paſt the indurance of a block: 
an oake but with one greene leafe on ir, would haue an- 
ſwered her: my very viior begin to aſſume fe,and ſcold 
with her : ſheetold mee, notthinking I had beene m 
ſelfe; that I was the Princes leſter, and chat 1 was duller 
then great thaw, hudling ielt ypon 1eft , with ſuch 1m- 
poſſible conuciance ypon we, that | ſtood like a man at a 
marke, with a whole army ſhooting ar me : ſhee ſpeakes 
poynyards, and eucry word ftabbes : if her breath were 
as terrible as terminations, there were no living neere 
her, ſhe would infe& ro thenorth ſtarre : I wouldnort 
marry her,though ſhe were indowed with all that Adam 
had left him hatked he tranipreſt, ſhe would haue made 
Herewles have turnd ſpit, yea, and hane cleft his club to 
make the fire too : come, talke not of her, you ſhall finde 
her the infernall Ate in good apparel}. I would to God 
ſome ſcholler would coniure hei, fer certainely while ſhe 
is heere, a man may liuc as quiet ia hell,as in a ſanctuary, 
and people finne vpon purpole, becauſe they would goe 
thither, 1o indeed all dilquier, horror , and perturbation 
followes her. 


— 


Enter Claudio and Beatrice, Leonato, Hero. 

Pedro. Looke heere the comes. 

Bene. Will your Grace command mee any ſeruice to 
the worlds end ? I will goe on the (highteſt arrand now 
to the Antypodes that you can deviſe to fend me on; I 
will fetch you a rooth-picker now from the furtheft inch 
of Aſia: bring you the length of Preſter Johns foot: fetch 
you a hayre oft the great { hams beard : doe you any em. 
baſſage tothe Pigmies, rather then hould three words 
conference, with this Harpy : you haue no employment 
for me ? 

Pedro. None, but to defire your good company, 

Bene, O God (ir,heeres a diſh Ilouenot,l cannot in- 
dure this Lady crongue. |, Exit. 

Pedr. Come Lady, come, you have loſt the heart of 
Signior Benedicke. 

Beatr. Indeed my Lord, hee lent it mea while, and1 
gaue bim vſe for it,a double heart for a fingle one, marry 
once before he wonne it of mee, with falſe dice, therefore 
your Grace may well ſay I haueloſtit, 


e Much adoe about 


| 


mo 


Pedre. You have put him downe Lady,you have pur 
him downe, & * 
Beat. So 1 would not he ſhould do me, my Lord, left 
I ſhould prooue the mother of fooles : 1 have brought 
Count Claudio,whom you ſent me to ſeeke, | | 
Pedro, Why low now Count, wherfore are you ſad? 
Cland, Noriad my Lord. \ 
Pedro, How then? ſicke ? 
Cland, Neither,my Lord, _ 
Beat. The Count is neither ſad, nor ficke, nor merry, 
nor well: but ciuill Count,civill as an Orange,and ſome- 


- thing ofa icalous complexion. 


Pedro, Ifaith Lady, I thinke your blazon to be true, 
though Ile be ſworne, it hee be ſo, his conceit is falſe : 
heere Clandzo, I haue wooed in thy name , and faire Hero 
is won, I haue broke with her father, and his good will 
obtained, name the day of marriage, and God giue 
thee ioy. 

Leona, Count, take of me my daughter, and with her 
my to1tunes : his grace hath made the match, & all grace 
lay, Amen to it, ' 

Beatr, Speake Count, tis your Qu, 

Claxd. Silence is the perfeRteſt Herault of ioy, I were 
bur little happy if I could ſay, how much ? Lady, as you 
are mine, I am yours, I give away my felfe for you , and 
doat vpon the exchange, 

Beat, Speake coin, or (if you cannot) ſtop his mouth 
with a kifle, and let not him ſpeake neither, 

Pedro. Infaich Lady you haue a merry heart, 

Beatr. Yea my Lord Ithanke it, poore foole it keepes 
on the windy fide of Care,my coofin tells him in his care 
thathe is in my heart, 

Claw, And ſo ſhe doth coofin. 

Beat. Good Lord for alliance : thus goes euery one 
tothe world but 1,and I am ſun-burn'd, I may fit in a cor- 
ner and cry, heigh ho fora husband, 

Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one, 

Beat. 1 would rather haue one of your fathers getting: 
hath your Gracene're a brother like- you? your father 
got excellent husbands, if amaid could come by them. | 

Prince. Will you have me? Lady, 

Beat. No,my Lord, vnlefle I might have another for 
working-daics, your Grace is too coltly to weare euerie 
day : but | beſeech your Grace pardon mee, I was borne 
to ſpeake all mirth, and no matcer, 

Prixce, Your filence moſt offends me, and to be mer- 
ry, belt becomes you, for out of queſtion, you were born 
in amerry howre. 

Beatr No ſure my Lord, wy Mother cried, but then 
there was a ſtarre daunſt, and vnder that was | borne: co- 
{ns God giue you ioy. 

Leonato, Neece,will you looke to thoſe rhingsI told 

ou of ? 
Beat, Icry you mercy Vacle,by your Graces pardon, 
Exit Beatrice, 

Prince. By my troth a pleaſant ſpirited Lady. 

Leon, There's little of the melancholy clement in her 
my Lord, ſhe is never ſad,but when ſheſleepes, andnor 
ever ſad then:for I haue heard my daughter ſoy,ſhe hatb 
often dreamt of ynhappineſſe, and wakt her ſelfe with 
laughing, 

Pedro, Shee cannot indure to hearetell of a husband. 

Leonato. O, by no meanes, ſhe mocks all her wooers 
out of ſuite. 

Prince. She were an excellent wife for Benedick, 

Leonate. Q Lord, my Lord, if they were but a weeke 


| 
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married, 
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married, they would talke themſelues madde. 
Prince, Counte Clandio , when meane you to goe to 
Church? 


till Loue haue all his rites. 

Leonata. Not till mon@ay, my deare ſonne, which is 
hence a iuft ſeuen nighr, and a time too briefe too, ro have 
all chings anſwer minde. 

Prince. Come, you ſhake the head at ſo long a brea- 
thing, but I warrant thee Clandss, the time ſhall not goe 
dully by vs, 1 will in the interim , vndertake one of Her- 
cales labors, which is, to bring Si prior Benedicke and the 
Lady Beatrice into a mountaine of affetion, th'one with 
th'other, I would faine have it a match, and I doubrtnor 
but to faſhion ir, if you three will bur miniſter ſuch aſſi- 
Rance as I ſhall giue you direQion. 

Leonata, My Lord, I am for you, though it coſt mee 
ren nights watchings, 

Claxd. AndI my Lord, 

Prin, And you to gentle Hero? 

Heyo, 1 will doe any modeſt office,my Lord, to helpe 
my coſifi to a good husband. 

Prin, And Benedick is nat the vnhopefulleft husband 
that I know : thus farre can [ praiſe him, hee is of a noble 
ſraine, of approved valour,and confirm'd honeſty, I will 
teach you how to humour your colin, that ſhee ſhall fall 
in love with Benedicke, and I, with your two helpes,will 
ſo praftiſe on Benedichg , that in deipight of his quicke 
wit, and his queaſie ſtomacke, hee fhall tall in loue with 
Beatrice : if wee can doe this, Cupid is no longer an Ar- 
cher, his glory ſhall be ours, for wee arethe onely loue- 
| gods, goc in with me,and I will tell you my drift. Exit, 

Enter lobn and Forachio, 
Iob. Ttis ſo, the Count Claude ſhal marry the daugh- 
ter of Leonago, 

Bora. Yea my Lord,bur 1 can croffe ir. 

lobhn. Any barre, any croſſe, any impediment, will Fe 
medicinable to me, I am ficke indifpleaſure to bim, and 
wharſocuer comes athwarrt bis affeCtion , ranges cuenly 
with mine, how canſt thou croſſe this marriage ? 

Bor. Not honeſtly my Lord, bur ſo couertly, that no 
diſhoneſty ſhall appeare in me. 

Tobn. Shew me breefely how. 

Boy. I thinke I told your Lordſhip a yeere ſince, how 
muchl am in the fauour of Margaret,the waiting gentle- 
woman to Here. 

Toba. Iremember. 

Boy. I canat any vnſcaſonable inſtant of the night, 
appoint her to look out at her Ladies chamber window. 

Tobs. Whar life is in that,to be the death of this mar- 


e? 
Ber. The poyſon of that lies in you to temper, goe 
ro the Prince your brother,ſparenort to tell him,that 
hath wronged his Honor in marrying the renowned 
o, whoſe eſtimation do you mightily hold vp, toa 
contaminated ftale,ſuch a one 3s Here. 

Tohn. What proofe ſhall I make of that ? 

Boy. Proofe engugh, to miſuſe the Prince, to vexe 
Clandio,to vndoe Here, and kill Leenato, looke you for 
ny other iſſue ? 

obs, Onely to deſpight them, I will endeduour any 
thing. 

Ber. Goe then,finde me a meete howre, to draw on 
Pedro and the Count {Tandie alone , tell them that you 


tothe Prince and Clawdeo ( 23 in a love of your brothers 
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know that Hero loues me, intend a kinde of zeale both - 


honor who hath made this match ) and his friends repu- 
tation, who is thus like to be coſen'd with the ſcinblance 


| ofa maid, that you haue diſcouer'd thus: they will ſcarce- 
Clax. To morrow my Lord, Time goes on crutches, | 


ly belecue this withour triall: offer them inftances which 
ſhall beare no lefle likelihood , than to fee mee at her 
chamber window, heare me ca!l CA/argarer, Here; heare 
AMargaret terme me Claudio , and bring them to lee this 
the very night before the intended wedding, for inthe 
meane time, I will ſo faſhion the matter, that Heros ſhall 
be abſent,and there ſhall appeare tuch ſeeming truths of 
Heroes diſloyaltie, that iealoufic ſhall becal'd affurance , 
and all the preparation overthrowne. 

Tohn, Grow this to what adverſe ifſue it can, I will 
put it in praiſe : be cunning in the working this , and 


| thy fee isa thouſand ducates. 


Bor, Bethou conflanc inthe accuſation, and my cun- 
ning ſhall not ſhame me, 

lokn, 1 will prefentlic goe learne their day of morri- 
age, Exit. 


Enter Benedicks alone. 

Bene. Boy. 

Boy. Sign'or, 

Bere. ln my chamber window lies a booke, bring it 
hither co me in the orchard. 

Boy, lam heere already fir, Exit, 

Bexe. Iknow that, but I would have thee hence, and 
heere againe. I doe much wonder, that one man ſeeing 
how much another man is a foole, when he dedicates his 
behauiours to loue, will after hee hath laught at ſuth 
ſhallow follies in others , become the argument of his 
owne ſcorne, by falling in love, & ſuch a man is Claudso, 
I have known when there was no muficke with him but 
the drum and the fife , and now had bee rather heare the 
taber and the pipe : ] haue knowne when he would have 
walk ten mile afoot, to ſee a good armor, and now will 
he lie ten nights awake carving the faſhion of a newevb- 
let: he was wont to ſpeake plaine,& tothe purpoſe (like 
an honeſt man & a ſouldier) and now is he tury'd ortho- 
graphy, his words are a very fancaſticall banquer, iuft ſo 
many ſtrange diſhes : may I be ſo converted, & fee with 
theſe eyes ? Icannort ell , ] thinke not 3 1willnot bee 
ſworne, but loue may cransforme me to an oyſter, but lie 
take my oath on it, t:]l he have made an oyſter of me, he 
ſhall never make mie (uch a foole: one woman is taire, yer 
I am well: another is wiſe, yet I am well ; another vercu- 
ous, yerT am well : bur till all graces be in one woman. 
one wornan ſha!l not come in my grace: rich ſhee ſhall 
be,that's certaine : wiſe,or Ile none 2 vertuous,or Ile ne- 
uer cheapen her : faire,or Ile never looke on her; milde, 
or comenot neereme: Noble, or not for an Angell : of 

ood diſcourſe :an excellent Mufitian, and her haire (hal 

be of what colour jt pleaſe God, hah ! the Prince and 
Monſieur Love, I will hide me jn the Arbor, | 


Emter Prince, Leonato,Clandio, and Tacke Wilſen, 

Prin, Come, ſhall we heare this muſicke ? 

Cland. Yea my good Lord t how ſtill the evening is, | 
As buſht on purpoſe to grace harmonie, 

Prm. See you where Benedicke hath hid himſclfe ? 

Clau. O very well my Lord;the muficke ended, 
Wee'll fit the k1d-foxe with a penny worth. 

Prince. Come Baltbaſar,wee'll heare that ſong again, 

Balth, O good my Lord,taxe not ſo bad a yoyse, 
Toflander muficke any more then once. 

Prin, It is the witnefſe ſtilÞ of excellency , 
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To ſlander Mulicke any more then once. Prince, Why what effets of paſſion ſhewes ſhe ?: 
Prince. Its the witnefle ſtill of excellencie, | Cland, Baite the hooke well, this fiſh will bite, | 
To put a ſtrange face on his owne pertetion, Leon. What effe&ts my Lord? ſhee will fit you, you 
I pray thee ing,and ler me woeno more. heard my daughter tell you how. 
Balth, Becauſe youralke of wooing,[ will fing, (las, She did indeed. 
Since many a wover doth commence his ſuit, Prin. How, how I pray you ? you amaze me, I would 
To her he thinkes not worthy, yer tic wooes, have thought her ſpirit had beene inuincible againſt all 
Yet will he ſwcarcheloues. | afſaulcs of affeion. 
Prince, Nay pray thee come, Leo. | would haue ſwerne it had, my Lord,clpecially 
Or if thou wilt i.old longer argument, againlt Benedrcke, 
{ Docit in notes, 7 Bene. I ſhould thinke this a gull, but that the white- 
Balth. Note this before my notes, bearded fellow ſpeakes it : knauery cannot ſure hide 
T heres not a note of mine that's worth the noting. himſelfe in ſuch reuerence. 
Prince. Why theſe arc very crotchets that he ipeaks, Cland. He hath tane th'infeRion,hold ir vp, 
Note notes forſooth,and nothing. Prince, Hath ſhee made her affeRtion known to Bene- 
Bene. Now divine aire, now is his ſoule raviſht, is it | dice 2 
| nor ſtrange that ſheepes guts ſhould lale ſoules our of Leonato, No, and ſweares ſhe neuer will, that's ber 
{ mens bodies ? well, a hornc for my money when all's | torment, 
{ done. X Cland, 'Tis true indeed, ſo your daughter faies : ſhall 
The Sms. | T, ſaics ſhe,that haue ſo oft encountred him with ſcorne, 
/ write to him that I loue him ? 
Sigh no more Ladies, ſigh 96 pore, Leo, This ſaies ſhee now when ſhee is begirning to 
Men were deceiners ener, | writero him, for ſhee'll be vp twenty times a night, and 
One foote in Sea and one on ſhore , there w:1l ſhe fit in her {mocke, till ſhe haue writ a ſheer 
To one thing conſt ant neuer, of paper : my daughter tells vs all, 
Then ſigh not ſo, but let thera noe, | C/av. Now you talke of a ſheer of paper,I remember 
And be you blithe and bonnie, a pretty icft your daughter told vs of, 


| Conuerting all your ſounds of wee, | Leon, Owhenſhe had writit, & was reading it ouer, 


Into hey nony nony. es (he found Benediche and Beatrice berweene the ſheere:; 
Claw, That. 
Sing ns more duties, [ing no moe, Leen, O (hetore theletter into athouſand halfpence, 
Of dumps ſo dull and beany , raild at her ſelf,that ſhe ſhould be ſo immodeRt ro write, 
The fraud of men were ener ſo, to one that ſhee knew would flout her : I meafurchim, 
Since ſummer firſt was leany, laies ſhe, by my owne fpirit,tor I ſhould flout him jf hee 
Then ſigh not ſoy, Cc. writ to mee, yea though T loue him, I ſhould, 
Clay. Then downe vpon her knees ſhe falls, weepes, 
Privce, By my troth a good ſong. ſobs, beates ber heart, teares her hayre,praies, curſes, O 
Balth. Andan ill knger,my Lord. | ſweet Benedicke, God giue me patience, 
Prince, Ha,no, no fait, thou fingt well cooughfor a Leon. She doth indeed, my daughter ſaics ſo, andthe 
ſhift. extaſic hath ſo much overborne her, that my daughter is 
Ben. And he had been a dog that ſhould havenowld | ſomtime ateard ſhe will doe a deſperate out-rage ro her 
thus , they would have hang*d him, and.I pray God his | ſelfe, it is very true, 


bad voyce bode no mifchiete , Thad as licke haue heard | Pyine, Jr were good that Bunedicke knew of it by ſome 
the night-raucn, come what plague could haue come at- | other, if ſhe will not di{couer ir. 


ter it. Claw, To what end 7 he would but makea ſport of it, 
Prince, Yea marry, doſt thou heare Balthaſar? I pray | and torment the poore Lady wocſe, 
thee get vs ſome excellent mulick : for tro morrow night Prin. And he ſhould, it were an almes to hang him, 


we would haue it at the Lady Heroes chamber window, ſhee's an excellent ſweet Lady, and(ourt of all ſuſpition,) 


Balth, 7 "9 can,my Lord. Exit Batthafar. | ſheis vertuous. 
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Pri , farewell. Come hither Leonats, what Claydio. And ſhe is exceeding wiſe, 
was it youtold mie of ro day, that your Niecc Beatrice Prince, In euery thing, bur in louing Benedicke, | 
was in love with {ignior Bercdicke ? Leon. O my Lord, wilcdome and blond combating in 
Cla, O1, Rtalke on, ftalke on,the foule fits. I did ne- | ſo tender a body, we hauc ten proofes to one,that bloud 
uer thinke that Lady would hane louzd any man, hath the viftory, Iam ſorry tor her, as haue juſt cauſe , 
Leon, No nor | neither, bur moſt wondertul,that ſhe | being her Vncle,and her Guardian, 
1 ; þ ſhould ſo dote on $,gnior 'Bencediche, whom ſhee hath 1n Prince, I would ſhee had beſtowed this dotage on 
| 4 4 a!l outward bchauiours ſcemed cuer to abhorre. mee , I would haue daft all other reſpects, and made her 
19" 3 Bene, 1s't poſſible? fits the winde inthat corner ? halfemy ſelfe : I pray you tell Benedicke of it , and keare | 
+ Leo. By my troch wy Lord, I cannot tell what to | whathe will ſay, ; 
4 99 off thinke of jt, but that ſhe loves him with an inraged affc- Leon. Were it good thinke you? wu | 
TE875 Ction, it is pat the infinite of thought, (fan. Herothinkes ſurely ſhe wil die,for ſhe ſaies ſhe 
b5 5 t | Prince, May be ſhe doth bur counterfeit, will die, ifhee loue her not, and ſhee will die ere (hee 
i Claud. Faith like enough, | make her loue knowne, and ſhe will die if hee wooe her, 


Leon, OGod ! countertcit? there was neuer counter- | ratherthan ſhee will bate one breath of her accuſtomed 
feir of paſlion,came ſo neere the life of paſſion as (ſhe diſ- | crofſenefle. : 
COuers It. | Prin. She doth well, if ſhe ſhould make tender of her 
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know all) hath a contemprtible ſpirit. 

Clan, He is a very proper man. 

Prin. He hath indeed a good outward bappines. 
Clan. 'Fore God, and in my minde very wile. 
Prin, He deth indeed ſhew ſome ſparkes that are like 
Wit, | 

Leon. And I take himto be valiant. 

Prin. As Hettor, I aſſure you, and in the managing of 
quarrels you may ſec hee is wile, tor either hee auoydes 
them with great diſcrecion , or yndertakes them with a 
Chriſtian-like feare. 

Leeuw, If hee doc feare God,a muſt neceſſarilie keepe 
peace, if hee breake the peace, hee oughttoenter into 2 
quarrell with feare and trembling. 

Prin. And ſo will he doe, for the man doth fear God, 
howſocuer it ſeemes not in him,by ſome large icaſts hee 
will make: well, | am ſorry for your niece, fall we goe 
(ce Benedicke, and tell him of her loue, 

Claud, Neuer tell him, my Lord, let her weare it out 
with good counſel, 

Leon. Nay that's impoſſible, fhe may weare her heart 
our firſt, 

Prin. Well,we will heare further of it by your daugh- 
ter, let jt coole the while , I loue Benedicke well, and I 
could wiſh he would modeſtly examine himſelte, to lee 
how much he is vaworthy to haue ſo good a Lady, 

Leon, My Lord,will you walke?dinner isready. 

Claw. It he do not doat on her ypon this, I wil neuer 
ruſt my expectation. 

Prin. Let there be the ſame Net ſpread for her , .and 
that muſt your daughter and her gentlewoman. carry : 
the ſport will be, when they hold one an opinion of ano- 
thers dotage,and no ſuch matter, that's the Scene that I 
would ſee, which will be mecrely a dumbe ſhew : ler vs 
ſend her to call him into dinner, Exennt, 

Bene, This can benotricke,the conference was fadly 
borne, they have the truth of this from Hero, they ſeeme 
{ to pittie the Lady: it ſeemes her affeftions haue the full 
bent : loue me? why it muſt de requited : Iheate how 1 
am cenſur'd, they ſay I will beare my ſelfe proudly, if 1 

ceivethe loue come from her : they ſay too, that ſhe 
will rather die than giue any ſigne of affeion: 1 did ne- 
uer thinke ro marry, 1 muſt not ſeeme proud, happy are 
they that heare their detraRtions , and' can put them to 
mending : they fay the Lady is faire, 'risatruch, I can 
bearethem iu : and vyertwous, tis ſo, I cannot re- 
provue it, and wiſe, bur for loving me, by my croth ir is 
no addition to her witte, nor no great argument of her 
folly; for I wil be horribly in loue with her;I may chance 
haue ſome odde quirkesand remnants of witte broken 
on mee, becauſe I hauerail'd ſo long'againſt marriage : 
bur doth not the appetite alter ? a man toues the meat in 
his youth, that he cannot indure in his age. Shall quips 
and ſentences, and thefe paper bullets of the braine awe 
2 man from the careere of his humour ? .No, the world 
{099m rey When faid I would diea batcheler,l 
did not think I ſhould live till I were maried, here comes 
Beatrice: bythis day,ſhee's a faire Lady,] doe ſpie ſome 
markes of loue in her. | 4. 
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Beat, Againft my wil I am ſent tobid you comein t6 
dinner,” ' ae aitiel ed 


Bene, Faire Beatrice, 1 thanke youtor your paines: 


po I I "0g 


| loue, 'tis yery poſſible hee'l ſcorne ir, forthe man(as you | 


Beat. I tooke no more paines for thoſe thankes,tlien 
you take paines tothanke me, if it had been paineta!l, } 
would nor haue come, 

Bexe, Youtake pleaſure then in themeſſage. 

Beat. Yea iult ſo much as you may take vpon a knives 
point,and choake a daw withall : you haue no ſtomacke 
fignior, fare you well. Ext. 

Bene. Ha, againſt my will I am ſent to bid you come 
into dinner : there's a double meaning in that : Itooke 
no more paines for thoſe thankes then you tooke paines 
to thanke me, that's as much as to ſay,any paines that 1 
take for you is as eahie a5 thankes : if 1 donor take pitty 
of her I ama villaine, if I doe not louec her I am a Iew,, 1 
will goe get her piQure. Exit, 
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Futer Hero and two Gentlemen, Margaret, and Vrſul.z, 


Hero. Good Margaret runne thee to the parlour, 
There ſhalt thou finde my Cobn Beatrice , 
Fropoting with the Prince and Clandio, 
Whiſper her eare, and rell her | and /7ſa/z, 


Walke inthe Orchard,and our whole difcourſe 

Is all of her, {ay that thou over-heardſt vs, ___ 
And bid her ſteale into the pleached bower, o 
Where hony-ſuckles ripened by the {unde © 
Forbid the ſunne to enter : like favourites; © © 
Made proud by Princes,that aduance their pride, _ 
Again{t that powerthat bred it,there erilh The hide her, 
To liſten our purpoſe, thisis thy office; BOW SHE 
Beare thee well inir, and1eaue vs alone, | 


— 


— 


| ——_ — 


Marg. Ie make her come | watranr you'preſently. 
Hero. Now V/rſala, when Beatrice doth cotne, © 

As wedo trace this alley vp and downe, © * 

Our talke mult onely be of Beneadicke , 

When doe name him, let it be thy part, 

To praiſe him more then ever man did metir , 

My talke to thee muſt be how Berediche 

Is ficke in loue with Beatrice : of this marter , 

ls little Cuprids crafty arrow made, | 

That onely wounds by heare-{ay:now begin, 

| Fnter Beatrice, | 

For looke where Beatrice like a Lapwing runs 

Cloſe by the ground, to heare our conference. 

Vrſ. Thepleafant'ſt angling isro fee the fiſh” 

Cur with her golden ores the hluer fireame, 

And greedi|y deuoure the treacherous baite : 

So angle we for Beatrice, who cuen now, © 

Is couched in the wood-bine couerture, 

Feare you not my part of the Dialogue. 

Her.Tnen go we neare her that her care looſe nothing, 

Of the falſe {weete bajte that we Jay for it : 

No truely Y7ſ«la;ſhe is too diſdainfull, 

I know her ſpirits are #5 coy and wilde, 

As Haggerds of the rocke. 

Uvſula, Bur ate you ſore, ' 

That brnedrcke loues Beatrice ſo intirely ? | 
Her. So ſaies the Prince,and my new trothed Lord. 
Vrſ. And did they bid you tell her of it, Madam 2 
Her. They did intreate me to acquaint her of it, 


*. 


| But I perſwaded them, if they lou'd Benedicke, 
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To wiſh him wraftle with afteCtion , 
And neuer to let Pearrice know of it, 

Vrſula. Why did you {o,doth not the Gentleman 

Deſerue as fulkgs fortunate a bed, 
As euer Beatrice ſhall couch vpon 7 

Hero. O God of louc! | know he doth deſerue, 
As much as may be yeelded to aman : 

Burt Nature neuer tram'd a womans heart, 
Ofprowder (tuffe then that of Beatrice : 
Diſdaine and Scorne ride iparkling in her eyes, 
Miſ-prizing what they looke on,and her wit 
Values it ſelte fo highly, that to her 
All matter elſe ſeemes weake: (he cannot loue, 
Nor take no ſhape nor proictt of affeRion, 
Shee is {o ſelfe indeared. 

Vrſula. Sure] thinketo, 
And therefore certamely it were not good 
She knew his loue,lett ſhe 212 ke ſport at it. 

Hero. Why you tpeake truth, I never yet ſaw man, 
How wiſe, how noble,yong,how rarely teatur'd. 
But ſhe would ſpell hun backward: it faire fac'd, 

She would ſweare the gentleman ſhould be her bfter : 
If blacke, why Nature drawing of an anticke, 

Made a foule blot: it rall,a launce1ll headed ; 

If low, an agot very vildhe cur : 

It ſpeaking, why a vane blowne with all windes: 

If tilent, why a blocke moued with gone. 

So turnes ſhe euery man the wrong (ide our, 
Andnener giues to Truth and Vertue, that 

Which ſimplenefle and merit purchaſeth, 

Vrſu. Sure, {ure,ſuch carping is notcommendable, 

Hero, No,not to be ſo odde,and from all faſhions, 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable, 

' Bur who dare tell her fo ? if 1 ſhould ſpeake, 

She would mocke me into ayre,O ſhe would laugh me 
Out of my ſclfe,preſſe me to death with wit, 
Therefore let Benedicky like couered fire, 

Conſume away in hghes, waſte inwardly : 

Lt were a better death, todie with mockes , 

Which is as bad as dic withtickling, 

Urſu, Yet tell her of it, heare what ſk.ce will ſay. 

Hero, No,rather 1 will goe to Benedicke , 

And counlaile him to fight againſt his paſſion, 
And truly Iledeuiſe ſome honeſt {landers , 

To ſtaine my colin with,one doth not know, 
How much an ill word may impoiſon liking. 

Urſu. O doe not doc your cohin ſuch a wrong, 
She cannot be ſo much without crue 1udgernent, 
Hauing ſo ſwift and excellent a wit 
As ſhe is priſde to haue, as to refuſe 
So rare a Gentleman as ſigniot Benedicke. 

Hero. He is the onely man of Italy, 
Alwaicsexcepred, my deate Clandio, | 

Vrſ#. 1 pray you be not angry with me, Madame, 
Speaking my fancy: Signior Benedicke, 

For ſhape, for bearing argument and yalour , 
Goes formoſt in report through Traly. 

Hero. Indeed he hath an excellevt good name, 
| Urſ«. His excellence didearneitere he hadit: 
When are you married Madame? 
| Here, Why cuerie day to morrow,come goeln, 

Ile ſhewthee a: attires, and have thy counſel, . 
Which is the beſt to furniſh,me to morrow. 
Vrſ#, $hee's tane I warrant you, 
We haue caught her Madame? 


x 


Here, If ic prove ſo,then louing goes by haps, 
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_ *Minch adoe abont Nothing 


; Contemprt,farewell,and maiden pride, adew, 


| What ſhould that bode? 7 | 


into alute-ſtring,and now gouern'd by tops. 


Some Capid kills with arrowes, ſome with raps, Exe. 
Beat, What fire is in mine eares? can this beerue? 
Stand I condemn'd for pride and ſcorne ſo much? 


No glory lives behinde the backe of ſuch. 

And Benedicke,loue on,I will requite thee, 

Taming my wilde heart to thy louing hand : 

It thou doft lone,my kindenefle ſhall incite thee 

To binde our loues vp in a holy band. 

For others ſay thou doſt deſerve, and [ F 
Bclecue it better then reportingly, Exit, 


Euter Prince, ( laudio, Benedicke, and Leonato. 

Prince. 1 doe bur ftay till your marriage be conſum- 
mare, and then go Itoward Arragon, 

Claw, Ile bring youthither my Lord, if you'l youch- 
ſafe me, 

Prin, Nay, that would be as great a ſoyle in the new 
glofſe of your marriage,as to ſhew a childe his new coat 
and forbid him to weare it, I will onely bee bold with 
Benedicke for his companie, for from the crowne of his 
head, to the ſole of his foot, he is all mirth,he hath rwice 
or thrice cut Cupids bow- ſtring,and the little hang-man 
dare nor ſhoot at him, he hath a heart as ſound as a bell, 
ard his tongue is the'clapper,for what his heart thinkes, 
his rongue Wi es. 

Bene, Gallants,I am not as I have bin, 

Leo. So ſay I, methinkes you are ſadder. 

Claxd. I hope he be in loue. 

Prin, Hang him truant,there's no true drop of bloud 
in bimto be truly teucht with loue,ifhe be ſad, hewants 
money. 

Bene, I have the tooth-ach, 

. Prin. Draw it, 

Bene, Hang it. ; 

Cland, You muſt hang it firſt,and draw it afterwards. 

Prin. What? ſigh forthe tooth-ach. | 

Leon, Where is but a humour or a worme. 

Bene, Well,cuety one canggt maſter a griefe, bur hee 
that has it. 

Clan. Yertſay Ihe is in loue, 

Prim. There is no appearance of fancie in him, ynleſſe 
it be a fancy that he hath to ſtrange diſguiſes,as to bee a 
Dutchmanto day,a Frenchman.co morrow: vnleſle hee 
haue a fancy to this foolery, as it appeares hee hath, hee 
isno foole for fancy, 25 you would hauc it to appeare 
he is. 

Claw, Tfhe benotin love vvith ſome yyaman, there 


is no belecuing old (ignes,a bruſhes his bat a mornings, 


——— 


Prin, Hathany man ſcene him at the Barbers ? 

Clan, No,but the Barbers man hath beene ſcen with ' 
hirn, and the olde ornament of his-cheeke hath alreadie 
Rufr tennis balls. 

, Leon, Indeed he lookes yonger than hee didy by the 
loſle of a beard, + | | 

Prin, Nay arubs himſelfe yyith Ciuitgcan you ſmell | 
him out by that? 1 tr id3zon 
Clay. That's as much as to ſay, the ſweet youth's in 

oue, F rol Io 6: 
Prin. The greateſt note ofitis his melancholy. 

Clan, And yyhen vveshe yyontto vyaſh his face? 

Priw. Vea,or to paint himſelfe ? for the which I heare 
vyhat they ſay of him, © 1» k 14 
Clas, Nay,but his iefting ſpirit, yyhich is now crept 


A 


te ce. Me. 


-_ 


8 


| Mach adoe about Nothing. _ 


Prix, Indeed that tels & heavy tale for him: conclude, 
he is in loue. 

(as, Nay, but I know who loues hins. 

Prince, That would I know too, I warrant onethat 
knowes hira not. 

Cla. Yes,and his ill conditions, and ii deſpight of all, 
dies for him. 

Prin, Shee ſhall be buried with her face ypwards. 

Bene, Yer is this no charme forthe tooth-ake,old fig- 
nior, walke afide with mee, | have ſtudied cipht or nine 
wiſe words te ſpeaketo you, which theſe hobby-horſes 
muſt not heare, 

Prin. For my life to breake-with him about Beatrice. 

Clav. 'Tiseuenſo, Here and Margaret have by this 
played their parts with Beatrice,and then the two Beares 
will not bite one another when they meete. 


Enter Tobn the Baftard, 
Baſt. My Lord and brother,God ſaue you, 
Prin, Good den brother. 
Baſt. If your leiſure ſeru'd, I would ſpeake with you. 
Prince, Inprivate? 


for what I would ſpeake of,concernes him. 
| Prix. What's the matter? 

Baſta, Meanes your Lordſhip to be married tomor- 
row ? 

Prin, You know he does. 

Baſt, 1 know not that when he knowes what I know. 

- Clan, If there be any impediment, Iprayyou diſco- 
uer it. 

Raft. Y ou may thinke I loue you nor, ler that appeare 
hereafter, and aymebetter at me by that I now will ma- 
nifeſt, for my brother (I thinke, ke holds you well,and in 
deareneſſe of heart ) hath holpe toeffe& your enſuing 
marriage : ſurely ſure ill ſpent, and labour ill beſtowed, 

Prin, Why,whart's the matter ? 

Baſtard. 1 came hither to tell you, and circumſtances 
ſhorrned, (for ſhe hath beene too long atalking of ) the 
Lady is diſloyall. 

Clan, Who Hero > : / 

Baſt. Even (hee, Leowators Hero, your Hero, every 
mans Hero. 

Clay. Diſloyall? | 

Baſt. The word is too good topaint out her wicked- 
nefſe, I could ſay ſhe were worſe, thinke you of z worſe 
title, and I will fit her to it : wonder not till further wat- 
rant: goe but with mee to night, you ſhal ſec her cham.. 
ber window entred, even the night before her wedding 
day, if you louc her, then to morrow wed her : But it 
would berter fit your honour to change your minde, 

Cland. May thisbe ſo? 

- Prine, I will notchinke'it, 

Beft. Ifyou dare not truſt that you ſee, confeſſe not 
that you know tif you will follow mee, 1 will ſhew you 
enough, and when you have ſcene more, & heard more, 
proceed accordingly, 6A 

Claw, Tf Tee any thing to night, why Tſhould not 
—_ her to metrow in the congregation, where I ſhold 
wedde, there will I ſhame her. 44 256 | 


. 


Prin, And as 1 wooed for thee to obraive her , Iwill 


ioyne with thee ro difgracther// 7 1 4 for you, if you doe take a theefe,is, to ler bimſhew him- 
Baſt. 1 will'diſparage her tis farther, rillyowarery | ſelfe what he is, and ſteale our of your company. 
witneſſes, beare it durtill ajghr,/ endtetthe iſſue | Yer. You haue bin alwaies cal'd a merciful mi parrner, 
ſhew ir ſelfe, > IO 9 Gi | . Truely I would not bang a dog by my will, much 
Prin. O diy vetowardlytumed? ''- 7142 5 | mores manwho hath anie honeſtic in him, 
0D : K 2 —_ Verger. 
emer omen ere ner en ern em en mn rm Em re mm rn nn _ - _ _— _ 


Baft, Ifit pleaſe you, yer Count Claudro may heare , 


111' | 
Cland, O miſchiefec ſtrangelie thwarting ! : = 


Baſtard. O plague right well prevented! ſowill yoti 
ſay, when you haue ſeenc the ſequele. Exit. 


Enter Dogbery and bus compartner with the watch; 

Dog. Are you good men and true ? 

Verg. Yea, or elſe it were pitty but they ſhould ſuffer 
ſaluation body and ſoule, | 

Dogb. Nay," that were a puniſhment too good for 
them,if they ſhould have any allegiance in them, being 
choſen for the Princes watch. 

Verges, Well, gruethem their charge, neighbour 


| 


D 


ogbery. 
Dog. Firſt, who thinke you the mot deſarrleſſe man 
to be Conſtable ? 

Watch.1. Hugh Ote-cake (ir, or George Sea-coale , for 
they can write and reade, | 

Dog. Come hither neighbour Sea-coale , God hath 
bleft you with a good name: ro be a wel-favoured man, |, 
is the gift of Fortune, but to write and reade, comes by | 
Nature, WR 

Patch 2# Both which Maſter Conftable 

Dogb. You have: I knew it would be your anſwere : | 
well,tor your favour fir, why give God thankes, & wake | 
no boaſt of it, and for your writing and reading, let that 
appeare when there is no peed of ſuch vanity , ou are | 
chought heere to be the moſt ſenſleſſe and fir man for the 
Conſtable of the watch : therefore beare you the lan- 
chorne: this is your charge : You ſhall comprehend all 
vagrom men, you are to bid any man ftand in the Prins 
ces name, 

Watch 2. How if a will not Rand? 

Degb, Why then take nonote of him,but ler him go, 
and preſently call the reft of the Watch together ,” and 
thanke God you are ridde of s knaue. 

Uerges. Tthe will not hand whenhe is bidden, hee is | 
none ot tbe Princes ſubie&s, 

Dogb. True , and they are to meddle with none but | 
the Princes ſubieRs : you ſhall alſo make no noiſe in the 
ftreeres : for, for the Watch ro babble and talke, is moſt 
tollerable, and not ro be indured, | 

Watch. We will rather (lcepe than talke, wee know 
what belongs toa Warch, 

Dog. Why you ſpeake like 8n ancient and moſt quiet 
watchman, for I cannot (ee how (leeping ſhould offend : 
only have a care that your bills be nor ſtolne : well, you 
arero call at all the Alchouſes, and bid them char are 
drunke pet them to bed, 

Watch. How if they will not? 

Doghb. Why then let them alone till they are ſober,if 
they make you not then the berter anſwert,you may lay, 
they are not the men you tooke them for. 

Watch, Well fir, 

Degb. If you meet a theefe, you may ſuſpeA him, by 
vertue of your office, tro benotrue man * and for ſuch 
kinde of men, the leſſe you meddle or mike wnh them, 
why the more is for your honeſty. 

Watch, 1f wee know him to be athiefe,ſhall wee not 
lay hands on him. | 

Degb. Truly by your office you may, but I think they 
that touch pitch will be defil'd : the moſt peaceable way 


Don on RE 
N OX LOSP>2 & L 


& 4 #8 _ - = a "ie S * - 
4 oC - . i —— A; D 
- _ _ << —Y I = tg pod = 7 99; þ © % . po d NY ah ah 
bo X RF - D : ; - h ; 0 bs, 4 F ir. _— 
p = . _ q -_+ _ _ " hay . - 
: v > nba "_ WL Wt 4-4 a —_ ſos ” VS —-- att. q _— » WW, PEST 4 = pA < __ : hs 
;p a of £ " n VEN F F * " q 
——— C—— yg * - & - 0 £ * RY | 
: X Ls £23012 ae hn © ar? : P : | 
« othes ey 4 et ey RT ho , ry RR atſics—4 - + —_ hw — _ has - VF I re os _ af is Dp Dityaq—_—_ wa. wag 
— = + = \ > be 4 = = Fg ” ow fac 43 2 : ——_— > + : 1 7 " wo 
; ; h _ I _ e's. > __—. - g a———— Ly - . . , . -- _ 
” _—_— —— k , —— . - =_ - p——_— —_ - — A£A 200 —-or 0 paſſin a = 4 ane O_o -— - - oo , WW * 
ws nts aac ws = 5 —_ ——_— _ —_ -» hi M1 FF. _ t _ a | = SS "— " 4a — _ _ "Oe , —_— = FRIES _ > 
wart _ 8 = on ww oy - - - wo ? — « > ID. 
a es 2 h . S W_- o o Up - - » wig > -: # % 2s ava ;- 6a nes . "l .— . i gaD 
- > Per h - Y F oy 
. ” 
» 


_ 
- 


TX 


- 44 
- _ 
Se gre gt WY 
"*" "& wr Ir 
CE 


——_ 
- = 
ho by eg. 
—_— 


I” - 5» __ 


: mm 

3 So . -% " by 

g” mo ol —_— + pag a 2 re + Oi 64 Wa X # "Rr 
>. : — 


4 4 hp. at _ 
2 2 — 
- <1 
a 


——— 
E: 
Ro 
© —_— 4 
* - => 


© mot oo gpottoas —- 
Y 


we ne 


112 


 eMuchadoeabout Neuthng. 
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p Verges. If you heare a child criein the night you muſt 
call ro thenurſe, and bid her (till ir. 

IFatch. How if the nurle be afleepe and will not 
heare vs? 


Dog. Why then depart in peace, and let the childe 


| wake her with crying, tor the ewe that will not heare 


her Lambe when it bacs, will acuer an{were a calte when 
he bleares. 

Ferges. Tis verietrue. 

Dop. This isthe end of the charge : you conftable 
are to preſent the Princes o'wne perlon, it you mecte the 
Prince in the night, you may ltaic him. 

Verges. Nay birladie that [ chinke a cannot. 

Dep. Frue ſhillings to one on't with anie man that 
tknowes the Statues, he may ſtaie him, marrie not with- 
our the prince be willing,torindeed the watch ought to 
offend no man,and it 15 an oftence to (tay a man againſt 
his will, 

Uerges. Birladic I thinke it be ſo. 

Dog, Ha,ah ha, well maſters good night, and there be 
anic matter of weight chances, call vþ me, keepe your 
fellowes counſailes, and your owne, and geod night, 
'come neighbour. 

Watch. Well maſters, we heare our charge,let vs go 
fit here ypon the Church bench ill two, and then all to 
bed. | 

Dog. One word more, hone(t neighbors. I pray you 
| watch about "15/44 6 fditragbng 2 the wedding be- 
ing there to morrow, there is a great coyle to night, 
adiew, be vigitant I beſcech you. E xeunt, 

Enter Borachio and ( onrade, 

Ror, What, Comrade? 
| Watch, Peacc,ftir not, 
| For. Conrad: 1 lay. 

Con. Here man, am at thy elbow. 

Bor. May and ivy cl|bow itch, I thought there would 
a ſcabbe follow. 

Con. 1 will owe thee an.an{were'fpr that, i and. now 
forward with thy tale. , ; 


driflels raine, and ] will,j;ke a true drunkard,vetas all to 


Bor. Stand thee cloſe then vnder this penthoulcyſor it ' 


blouds,berweene foureteene &fiue & thirtie, ſometimes 
faſhioning them like Pharaoes ſouldiours in the rechie 
painting, ſometime like god Bels priefts in the old 
Church window, ſometime hike the ſhauen Hercsles in 
the ſmircht wormreaten tapeſtrie, where his cod-peece 
ſeemes as malhe as his club, 


Con. All this I ſee,and ſee that the faſhion weares out | 


more apparrell then the man;but art not thou thy {elfe 
giddie with the faſhion too that thou haſt ſhifted our of 
thy rale into telling me ofthe faſhion? 

Bor, Not ſo neither, but kgow that I haue co night 
wooed Margaret the Lady Heroes gentle-woman,by the 
nane of Hers, ſhe leanes me out at her miſtris cham ber- 
vvindow,bids me a thouſand times good night: I tell 
this tale vildly. I ſhould firft tell thee. how the Prince 
(audio and my.Mafter planted,and placed,and poſſeſſed 
by my Maſter Don lobs, (aw a far off in the Orchard this 
amiable incounter, 

Con. And chought thy Aargaret was Hero? 

Bor. Two of them did,the Prince and Claudio, but the 
divell my Maſter knew ſhe was Margaret and partly by 
his oathes, which firſt poſſeft them, partly by the darke 
night which did decciue rhem,buc chictely,by my villa- 
nie, which did confirme any flander that Dex [obn had 
made, away yvyent Clawdio enraged, ſwore hee yvould 
meetc her as he was af ointed next morning at the Tem- 
ple,and there, before the whole congregation ſhame her 
with vvhat he {aw o're night, and {end hex home againe 
yvithourt a husbaud. | . 

Watch, 1.We charge you inthe Princes name ſtand, 

Watch.2.Call vp the right maſter Conſtable, vve have 
here recoucred the molt dangerouspeeceotlechery,that 
cuer yvas knownein the Common=-wealth, | 

Watch.i, And ove Defogmed is one of chem, I know 
him,a vgcares alocke. . 

Conr, Maſters,maſters, | 

Watch.2, Y oule be made bring deformed forth I war- 
rant you, 

Conr, Maſters,never ſpeake,vve charge you, let vs 0- 
bey you to goe vvith vs. | 

Bor. Wearelike toproue a goodly commoditie, be- 


—_ 
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| 


thee. ing taken yp ot theſe mens bils. | ay 
Watch, Some treaſon maſters, yer Rand cloſe. {oxr, Acommoditie in quetiion I warrant you, come 
Bor. Therefore know, | haue carned of Dov John a | vveele obey you,  Exenmt, 
thou!and Ducatcs, | | Enter Hero,and Margaret and Urſula. | 
Con.1s it poſſhble that anie villanic ſhould be ſo deate? Here. Good /ſula wake my colin Beatrice, and de» 
Bor. Thou ſhould'it rather aske it ic were poſſible a- | bre her torile., | a * 
nie villanie ſhould be lo rich?for when rich villains have | Urſu, 1 will Lady, 
neede of poore ones, poore ones May make what price | Her. Andbid her come hither, 
they will, Vrſ. Well. =T . 
( on, ] wonder at it. Mar. Troth I thinke your other rebato were berter.,, 
Bor. That ſhewes thou art vnconfirm'd,thou knoweſt Bero, No pray thee good Meg,lle yveare this. 
that the fathion of a doubler,or a hat,or acleake, is no-  Aarg-By my troth's not {ogood, and [ vyarrant ypur 
thing to a man. | | cofin vill lay fo. 424 ada at | ' 
{ #n. Yes,it is apparel]. | Bere. My colin's a foole, and thoa art another, ale 
Boy. I meanc the {athion. ; yyearenone butthis. | adv Bu Annes 
Con. Yes the taſhion is the faſhion. | Mar, 1 likethenewtire vvithin excellently, if 
For, Tuſh,T may as well fay the toole's the foole,but | haire vvere athought browner ; and your gown's amo 
ſceſt thou not whata detormed theefe this faſhion is? | rare faſhion yfaith, I ſaw the Dutcheſle of Milleines 
Watch. I know that deformed,a has bin a vile theefe, gowne that they praiſe ſo, . Her bw | 
this vii. y2arcs,a goes yp and downe likea gentle man: Bere. O chat exceedes they lay.) 7. | +, | 
I remember his name, Mar. By my troth's but 8 night-gowne in R of | 
Bor. Did'(t thou not heare {ome bodie? y a gold and laced withfiluer, tex with 
Con, No,'twas the vaine on the houle. TS arles,downe Necues, fide lerues,apd Skirts, round voy 
Boy, Seeit thou not] lay) what a deformed thiefe | derborn with a blewiſhtinſel,bur for a fine queint graces 
tis faſhion 15, liow giddily a turacs about all the Hot | full and excellent faſhiongyours is worth4en on't. 4 
Bero, God 
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{ Hao, God giyemeeiiog.to,weae hs far.my hener is | [Ii \Nora falſe ſe gallop, ay es 

11.04 21930 29g - 142 » 110 Emer Frikid. | + s 

by the waightofa | . Pr ſula. Madam, withdrawghe.Prince,the Count, 6 g- 

p PEP + Ges nior Benedicke , Don Tobn, and all the gallants Ry: 
w'd' _ ) | i, | towneare cometofetch you to-Church, 

eakiog honourably ? is Hero, Helpe to dreſle mee good core, cood Cer, 

beggar ?13 not your Lord | good Prſula, . : . 


me ſay, ſauing your reuerences husband : andbad thin- Enter Leonato, and the Conſtable, andthe Headborough, * 
| king doe nor wreſtzrue { caking, He offend no body, is Leonate. What would you with mee, honeſt neigh- 
J - heauier for a husband? nonel | bour? | 

thioke, andir berhe right husband, and the ri ghr wife, | Conſt. Dog. Mary fir I would haue ſome confidence 
otherwiſe 'tis light and not heauyaske my Lady Bearrice | With you, that decernes you nearely. 


elſe, here ſhe comes;, .. fem Briefe I pray you, for you ſce it is a butic time 
| TIES | with me. 
Enter Reatriee.... '. $ oo {onſt. Dog. Mary this it is fir, 
OE" af "I20 31 pL. "Wt _* Hleadb. Yes intruth it is Gr, 
Here. Good morrow Coze. , X Leon, What is it my good friends? | 
Beat, Good morrow ſweet Hero. | | Con.Do. Goodman Vetges hr ſpeakes alittle of the 
| Here, Why how now? do you ſpeake in the fick tune? | matter, an old man fir, and his wits arenot ſo blunt, as 
.. Beat, 1 am out of all other cune,me thinkes.,, God helpe I would defire they were, but intfaith honeft 
| Mar. Claps into Light a love, (that goes without a | 35 the skin berweene his browes. 7 
burden, )do you ling it and Ile dance it. Heaa, Yes I thank God, I an as honeſt as any man li- 


Beat, YeLightalove with yourheeles, then if your | ving,that is an old man,and no honeſter then 1, 
| husband haue (tables enough, you'll looke he ſhall lacke Con.'Dog. Compatitons are odorous, palabras,neigh- 


| no barnes. bour Verges a 
Mar. O illegitimate conſtruRion !I ſcorne that with Leon, Neighbours, you are tedious. 
my heeles. Con, Dog. Ir pleales your worſhip to lay ſo,but weare 
Beat. 'Tis almoſt five a clocke cofin, 'tis time you | the poore Dukes officers, bur truely for mine owne part, 
were ready,by my troth Iam exceeding ill, hey ho, if I were as tedious as a King I couldfinde in my heart to : 
Mar, For a hauke,a horſe,or 3 husband ? beſtow it all of your worſhip. 
| Beat, Forthe letterthat begins them all,H. Leon. Allthycediouſnefſe on me,ah? _ 
Mar. Well, and you be not turn'd Turke, there's no Conſt.Dog. Yea, and 'twere a thouſand times more 
more (ayling by the ſtarre. than 'tis, for | heare as good exclamation on your Wor- 
+ Beat, What meanes the foole trow ? ſhip as oFany man inthe Citie , and though I bee bur a 


| > — — 


Mar. Nothing I, but God ſend euery one rheir harts | poore man, Iamglad to heare it, 


| defire, Head, And ſoam 1, 
Hero. Theſe glaues the Count ſent wee , they are an | Leen. 1 would faine know what you haueto ſay, 
excellent perfume, Head. Marry fr our watchto night, oxcepting your 
Beat. lar ſtuftcofin, I cannot ſmell, worſhips preſence, hauc tane a couple of as arrant 
Mar. A maidand ufc! there's good!ly catching of | knaues as any 1n Meſſina. 
> colde. Con.Dog A good old man fir, hee will be talking as 
Beat. O,God helpe me,God help me, how long have | they {ay,when the age is in.the wit is aut, God helpe vs, 
þ you profeſt apprehenſion ? itisa world to ſee ; well ſaid yfaith neighbour Yerges, 


Mar. Ever fince you leftit,doth not my wit become | well, God'sa goes man, and two men ride of a horſe, 
me rarely ? one muſt ride behinde, an honeſt ſeule yfaith fir, by my 
Beat. It isnot ſcene enough, you ſhould weare it in 4 troth he is, as euer broke bread, bur God is ro bee wor- 
your cap, by my troth I am Gke. ſhipt, all men are not alike, alas good neighbour. 
Mar, Get you ſome of this diftll'd cardum beneditina Leon. Indeed neighbour he comes too ſhort of you, 
and lay it tq your heart,it is the onely thing for a qualm. Can. Do. Gifts that God giues, 
Hero. There thou prickſt her with a thifſell, Leon. I muſt leave you. | 
Beat, Benedittus, why benediftua? you haue ſome mo- Con.Dog, One word fir , our watch fir haue indeede 
rall in this benediitae. comprenended two aſpitious perſons, & we would haue 
Mar. Morall? no by my troth, Ihaue no morall mea- | them this morning examined before your worſhip. 
ning, I meant plaine holy thiſſell, you may thinke per- Leon. Take their examination your ſelfe, and bring it 
chancethat I thinke you are in loue,nay birlady I amnot | me, I am now in great haſte,as may appeare ynto you. 
ſucha foole to thipke what I lift, nor I liſt not to thipke Conſt. It ſhall be ſuffigance. (Exit. 
wharl can, nor infeed I cannot thinke, if I would thinke Lem. Drinke ſome wine ere you goe: fare you well, 
my hat out of thinking, that you are in loue,or that you Meſſenger. My Lord, they ſtay for you to giue your 
will be in loue,or that you can be in loue : yet Senedicke | daughter to her husband. 
was ſuch another, and now is he become amanghe ſwore Leon, Ile wait my them,I am ready. 
hee would neuer marry , and yet now in deſpight of his Dogb, Goe good partner, goe get you to Francs Sea- 
heart he eates his meat without grudging, and how you | coale, bid him bring his pen andinkehorne to the Gaole:; 
| may be conuerted I know not, but me thinkesyou looke | we are now to examine thoſe men, 


— 


with your cies as other women doe. | Verges, And we muſt doe it wiſely. 
| Beat, What pace is this that thy tongue keepes, | Dogb. Wee will ſpare = no witte I yup you : 
b; ; HOGG TY HORDES... 


——— 
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heere's that ſhall dr1ue ſome of them to'2 non-come, on- 
 ly,get the learned writer roſer downe our excommuni- 
| cation, and meet me at the laile. 
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Emter Prince, Baitard, Leonato, Frier, Claudio, Benedicke , 
Hero, and Beatrice. 


Leonato, Come Frier Franca, be briefe, onely to the 
plaine forme of marriage,and you ſhal recount their par- 
ticular dutics afterwards, 

Fran. You come hither,my Lord,ro marry this Lady, 

Clau, No. 

Leo. To be marriedro' her : Frier, you come to mar- 
ric her. . 

Frier, Lady, you come hitherto be married to this 
Count, | 

Hero, I doe. 

Frier, If eicher of you know any inward impecimeat 
why you ſhould not be conioyned, | charge you on your 
ſoules to vtter it. 

Claud, Know you anie, Hers ? 

Hero, None my Lord, | 

Frier, Know you anie, Count ? 

Leon. 1 dare make his anſwer, None. 

Clav. O what men dare do ! what men may do ! what 
men daily do! 

Bene. How now |! intericions? why then, ſome be | 
of laughing, as ha, ha, he, 

Claw. Stand thee by Frier, father, by your leaue, 

Will you with free and vncon(trained {oule ; 
Giue me this maid your daughter ? 

Leen, As freely ſonne as God did giue her me. 

Cla. And what haue I co giue you back,wholc worth 
May counterpoile this rich and precivus gift? 

Frin, Nothing, vnleſſe you render her againe. 
(as, Sweet Prince,you learn me noble thankfulnes : | 
There Leoxato, take h2r backe againe, 
Giue not this rotten Orenge to your friend, 
Shee's but the bgne and ſemblance ot her honour : 
Behold how like a maid ſhe bluſhes heere ! 
O what authoritic and ſhew of truth 
Can cunning finne couer it ſelfe withall ! 
Comes not that bloud, as modeſt euidence, 
To witneſſe ſimple Vertue ? would you nor {weare 
All you that ſec her, that ſhe were a mide, 
By theſe exterior ſhewes ? But ſhe is none : 
She knowes the heat of a luxurious bed: 
Her bluſh is guiltineſſe, not modeſtic. 
Leonato. What doe you meane, my Lord? 
Clax. Nor to be married, 
Not to knit my ſoule to an approued wanton, 
Leon, Deere my Lord,it you in your owne proofe, 
Hae vanquiſht the refiſtance of her youth, 
And made defeat of her virginitie. (ber, 
Claw. | know what you would (ay: if I haue knowne 
You will fay, ſhe did imbrace me as a husband, 
And fo extenuate the forchand finne : No Leewats, 
Ineuer tempred her with word too large, 
Bur as a brother to his ſiſter, ſhewed 
Baſhtull fincericie and comely love. 
Hero. And ſcem'dI euer otherwiſe to yen? 


+ Thou pure impiety, and impious puritie, 


That maay be wiſbt for. 


(lax. 'Our on thee feeming,T will Write againftir, 
You ſeeme to me as Diane in her Orbe, * ids 
As chaſte as is the budde ere it be blowne : N 
But youarc more intemperate in your blood , 

Than Yew, or thoſe parnpred animalls, 

Thar rage in ſauage ſenfualicie; | 
Hero. Is my Lord well, that he doth ſpeake ſo wide? 
Leon. Sweete Prince, why ſpeake not you? © 
Prix, What ſhould 1 ſpeake? 

I and diſhonour'd that haue gone about, 

Tolinke my deare friend ro a common ſtale. | 
Leen, Are theſe things ſpoken, or doc I bur dreame? 
Baſt. -Sir,they are ſpoken, and theſe things age true, 
Bene. This lookes nor like a nuprtiall, 2, 
Here. True, O God ! 

Clau, Leonate, ftand I bere? 

Is this the Prince ? is this the Princes brother ? 

Is this face Heroes ? are our cies our owne? 

Leon, All this is ſo,but what of this my Lord ? 

Claw. Let me but moue one queftion to your daugh- 
And by that fatherly and kindly power, (ter, 
That you hauec in her, bid ber an{wer truly, 

Leo. | charge thee doe,as thou art my childe, 

Hero, OGod defend mc how amlI beſet , 

What kinde of catechizing call you this ? 

Claw, To make you an{wer truly to your name. 

Hero, Is it not Hero? who can blot f an name 
With any iuſ(t reproach ? 

Claxd, Marry that can Here, 
Hero it (elfe can blot out Heroes vertue, 

What man wes be,talkt with you perpratge, 

Out at your window betwixt twelve and one? 

Now if you are a maid,anſwer to this, 

Hero, 1talkt with no man at that howre my Lorg, 

Prince. Why then you are no maiden. Leoware, * 
T am ſorry you muſt heare : vpon mine honor , 

My felfe, my brother, and thus grieved Count 

Did fee her, hearc her. at that howre laft night, 

Talke with a rufhan at her chamber window, 

Who hath indeed mo? like a liberall villaine, | 

Confetti the vile encounters they haue had 

A thouſand times in ſecret, 

[obn, Fic, fic, they are not to be named my Lord, 
Not to be ſpoken of, | 
There isnot chaſtitie enough in language, 

Without offence to vtter them: thus pretty Lady 

I am ſorry for thy much miſgonernment, | 
Cland, O Hero' what a Hero hadſt thou beene 

Ifhalfethy outward graces had beene placed 

About thy thoughts and counſailes of thy heart ? 

Bur fare thee an. "2H" foule,moſt faire, farewell 


# 


For thee Ile locke vp all the gates of Loue, 
And on my eie-lids ſhall ConieQure hang , 
To turne all beauty into thoughts of harme, 
And neuer ſhall it more be gracious. 
Ln, Hath no mans dagger here a point for me ? 
Bear, Why how now coin, wherfore fink you down? 
Baſt. Come, let vs go:theſe things come thus to light, 
Smother her ſpirits vp, 
Bene. How doth the Lady? 
Beat. Dea3 1 rhinke, helpe de, 
Herve, why Hero, Vacle.Signor Benedehe, Frier, 
Leonare. O Fate ! rake not away thy heauy hand, 
Death is the faireſt cauer for her ſhame 
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For did I chinke thou wouldſt not quickly die, 
Thought I thy ſpirits wete ſtronger then thy ſhames, 
My ſelfe would onthe reward of reproaches - 


| Strike at thy life. Grieu'd I, I had bur one ? 


Chid 1, forthat ar frugal Natures frame ? ' 
O one coomuch by thee : why had Tone? 
Why euer was't thou lourlic in my cies? 
Why had [nor with charitable hand 
Tooke vp a beggars iſſue at my gates, 
Who ſmeecred thus, and mir'd with infamie, 
[might haue ſaid, no part of ic is mine : 
This ſhame derives it ſelfe from vaknowne loines, 
But mine,and mine I lou'd, and mine Iprait'd, 
And mine that 1 was proud on mine ſo much, 
That I my (elfe, was to my ſelfe not mine: 
Valewing ofher, why ſhe,'O ſhe is falne 
Into apir of Inke, that the wide ſea 
Hath drops too few to waſh her cleane againe, 
Arid ſalt too little, which may ſeaſon giue 
To her foule tainted fleſh. 

Ben. Sir, fir, be patient : for my part, I am ſo- attired 
in wonder, 1 know not what to ſay. 

Bea. O on my ſoule my cofin is belied. 

Ben, Ladie,were you her bedfellow laſt night? 

Bea. Notruly : not altnough yncill laſt night, 

I have this eweluemonth bin her bedfellow. 

Leon. Confirm'd,confirm'd,O that is ftronger made 
Which was before barr'd vp with ribs of iron. 

Would the Princes lie, and C/andio lie, 
| Who lou'd her ſo, that ſpeaking of her foulneſſe, 
Waſh'd it with teares? Hence from her, let her die. 

Fri. Heare me alittle, for I haue onely bene filent ſo 
long, and giuen way vnto this courſe of tortune, by no- 
ting of the Ladie, I haue markr, 

A thouſand bluſhing apparitions, 

To ftart into her face, a thouſand innocent ſhamesx, 
In'Angel whiteneſle beare away thoſe bluſhes, 
And in her ecie there hath appear'd a fire 

To burne the errors that theſe Princes hold 
Againſt her maiden truth, | Call me a foole, 

Truſt not my reading, nor my obſecruations, 
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{ Which with experimental ſcale doth warrant 


The tenure'of my booke: truſt not my age, 
My reverence, calling, nor diuinitie, 


| Ifthis ſweer Ladielyenot guiltleſſe heere, 
1 Vnder ſome biring error, | 


Leo. Friar,it cannot be : 
Thou ſeeſt that all the Grace that ſhe hath lefr, 
Is, that ſhe wil not adde to her damnation, 
A fiane of periury, ſhe not denies it : 
Why fſeck'ft thou then to couer with excuſe, 
That which appezres in proper nakedneſſe ? - 

Fri, Ladic, what manis he you are accugd of? 

Hero, They know that doaceuſe me, I know none : 

If I know more of any man aliue 
Then that which maiden modeftie doth warrant, 
Ler all my finneslacke - OrmyFather, 
Prouc you that any man with me conuerſt, 
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; At houres ynweeze, or thatT yeſternight *© 
| Maintain'd the change of words with any creature, 
Refuſe me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Fri, There is ſome ftran 
Ben, Two of them haue the yerie bent ofhonor, 
And if their wifedomes be miſled in this : 
The praQtiſeof itliues in /obs the baſtard, 
| Whole ſpirits coile in frame of villanies. 

- Leo. I knownot: if they ſpeake bur truth ofher, 
Theſe hands ſhall reare her : If 
The proudeſt of them ſhall wel beare of it, 
Time hath not yer ſo driedthis bloud of mine, 
Nor age fo eate vp my invention, 

Nor Fortunemade ſuch hauocke ofmy meanes, 
Nor my bad life reft me ſo much of friends, 
Bur they ſhall finde, awak'd in ſuch a kinde, 
Both Rrengrh of limbe,and policie of minde, 
Ability in meanes, and choife of friends, 
To quit me of them throughly. 

Fre, Pauſc awhile : 
And let my counſell ſway you in this cafe, 
Your daughter heere the Princeffe (left for dead) 
Let her awhile be ſecretly kept in, 
And publiſh ir, that ſhe is dead indeed : 
Maintaine a mourning oftentation,# 
And on your Families old monument, 
Hang mournfull Epitaphes, and do all rites, 
Thar appertaine ynto a burtall. 


Fri. Marry this wel carried, ſhall en her behalfe, 
Change ſlander ro remorſe, that is ſome good, 
Bur not for that dreame Fon this ſtrange courſe, 
Bur on this trauaile looke for greater birth ; 

She dying, as it muſt be ſo maintain'd, 

Vporfthe inſtant that ſhe was accus'd, 

Shal be lamented, pitried, 2nd excus'd 

Ofeuery hearer : for it ſofalsour, 

That what we have, we prize not tothe worth, 
Whiles we enioy it ; but being lack'd and loſt, 
Why chen we racke the value, then we finde 
The vertue that poſſeſsion would not ſhew vs 
Whiles it was ours, ſo will it fare with Claxdio ; 
When he ſhal heare ſhe dyed vpon his words, 
Th'Idea of her life ſhal ſweetly creepe 

Into his ſtudy of imagination.-- 

And euery louely Organ of her life, 

Shall come appare!'d in more precious babite: 
More mouing delicate, and ful of life, 

Into the eye andproſpet of his ſoule 

Then when ſhe liu'd indeed: then ſhal he mourne, 
If euer Loue had intereſt in his Liver, 

And wiſh he had not ſo accuſed her : 

No, though he thought his accuſation true: 

Let this be ſo, and doubt not but ſuccefle 

Wil faſhion the event in betrer ſhape, 

Then I can lay it downe in hkelihood. 

But if all ayme but this belevelld falſe, 

The ſappoſition of the Ladies death, hs 
Will quench the wonder of her infamie. 

And if it ſort not well, you may conceale her, 

As beſt befits her wounded repuration, 

In ſome recluſive and religious life , 

Our of all eyes, tongnes, mirides and iniuries, 

Bene. Signior Leonats,let the Frier adviſe you, 
And though you know my inwardnefſe and loue 

| Is yery much ynto the Prince and (Tawdo, 


—_ 


ſtrange miſprifien inthe Princes, 


they wrong her honour 


Leon. What ſhall become of this? Whar wil this do? 
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Yer, by mine honor, I will deale in this;ao- 
As ſecretly and uwſtlic, as your ſoule 
Should with your bodie, 
Leon. Being that 1 flow in greete, 
The {malleſt ewine may lead me. / ,. -./1 1, 
' Frier. "Tis well conſented, preſently away, 

For to ſtrange (ores ſtrangely they (traine the cure, 
Come Lady ,die to live,this, wedding day,, O 
Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while? 

Beat, Ye2,and] will weepe a whule longer. 
Bene, 1 will not defire char, 
Beat, You hauc no reaſon, I doc it freely. | 
Bene, Surclic I do belecue your fair chin is wrong'd: 
' Beat, Ah,how much might the man deſerue of mee 
that would right her "5" I 
Bene, Is there any way to ſhew ſuch friend{hip? 
Beat. A veric cucn way, but no ſuch friend. 
Bene. May a man doe it? 
Beat. It is a mans office, but not yours, | 
Bene. ] doe loue nothing ia the world ſo well as you, 
isnot rhat ſtrange ? | | 
Beat, As (trange as the thing I knownot , . it were as 
poſſible for me to tay,I loued nothivg ſo well as you, bur 
belecueme not, and yet I lie not,l confeſſes nottung, nor 
I deny nothing, 1 am ſorry tor my couſin. 
Bene. By my {word Beatrice thou lou'ft inc, 
Beat. Doenort {weare by it and earit, 
Bene. I will ſweare by it that you loue mee,and I will 
make him eat it that fayes I loue not you. 
Beat. Will you not cat your word ? 
Bene. With no ſawce that can be deu.ſcd to it, Ipro 
teſt I loue thee. | 7 
Beat. Why then God forgiue me. 
Bene. What offence ſweet Beatrice g,, 
Beat, You haue ſtayed me in a happy. howre;1 was a» 
bour to proteſt I loued you, , we y 
' Bene. And doc it with all thy heart, | 
Beat, 1 loue you with ſo much of my heart,that none 
is left ro proteſt. les 
Bened. Come, bid me doe any thing for tice. 
Beat. Kill Clandio. | 
Bene. Ha,not tor the wide world. 
Beat. You kill me to denie, farewell, 
Bene, Tatric {weert Beatrice. 
Beat. 1 am gone, though I am heere, there is no Joue 
in you, nay Ipray you let me got. 
Bene, Beatrice. 
Beat. Infaith 1 will goe. 
Bene, Wee'll be friends tuft. 
Beat. You dare ealier be friends with mee, than fight 
with nine enemy, 
Bene, 1s Claudio thine enemic ? 
Beat. 1s anotapproved inthe height a villaine, that 


{ hath (landered,ſcormed,diſhonoured my kin{woman ? O 


that I were a man ! what! beare her in hand vntill they 
come to take hands , and then with publike accuſation 
vncouered (lander,vnmittigated rancour? O God that ] 
werea man! I would eat his heart inthe market-place, 

Bene. Heare me Beatrice, 

Bear, Talke with a may our at a window , 2 proper 
ſaying. 

Bene, Nay but Beatrice, | 

Beat. Sweet Hero, (he is wrong'd, ſheeis (landered, 
(he is vndone, | 

Bexe, Beat? 


Perhapsis but prolong'd,haue patience & endure. Exit, 


-Iſuch adre about Nothing. 
INT 


kates of Don Jobm, for acculing the Lady Here wrong- 
fully. | Reps. 


Beat. Princes and Counties |! forelixna/ Pribcely-eRti- 
monie, a goodly Count, Comfe&;'s fweer Gallinefiire- 
lie, O that I were a man for his ſake #-orthatl bad.uny 
friend would br a marifot my ſake/Burmanhoodiemel- 
ted into'curfics, valour into complement, and meniare 
onelic turned into-tonguetand trim ones too : be is inow | 
as valiant as Heremles,thatonly tells a he;and/{weatesit: | 
I cannot be a man with wiſhing, therfore Twill dieaws+ 
man with grieving. -, | F? « bib 10 

Bene, Tarry | 4 194 wu thighand Flouethee,; * 

Beat, Vie it fot my loue ſome other way then ſwea. 
ring by it. , 2:2} 

Bened, Thinke yeu in your ſoule the Count Clandie © 
hath gear br Here? } 

Beat, Yea, as ſure as I haue a thought, or afowle, '// | 

Bene, Enough,l am engagde,I will challenge him ;/I 
will kifle your hand,and ſo leaue you: by this hand Claw 
dio ſhall render me a deere account : ax you heare of me, 
ſo thinke of me : goe comfort your cooſin,l muſt ſay ſhe! 
is Cead, and ſo farewell. | 


, "2 * [| 


Enter the Conſt ables, Borachio, and the Towne Clerks . 


2m” Lownes. 


Keeper, Is our whole diſſembly appeard 2 

Cowley, O a tool and a cuſhion for the Sexton, - | 

Sexton, Which be the malefaRors ? 

Andrew, Marry that amT, and my partner, q 

Cowley. Nay that's certaine, wee haue the exhibition 
to examine, | 

Sexton, Biſt which are the offenders that are to be ex. 
amined, let them come before matter Conſtable. 

Kemp, Yea marry,let them come before mee, what is 
your name, friend ? 

Bor. Borachio, 

Kem. Pray write downe Berachio, Yours firra. 

Con. Tama Gentleman fir,and my name is Conrade. 

Kee. Write downe Maſter gentleman Conradei: mai- 
ters, doe you lerue God : mailters, it is proued alreadie 
that you are little better than falſe knaves,and it will goe 
neere to bethought ſo ſhortly, how anſwer you fer your 
ſelues ? 

Con, Marry fir, we ſay we are none. 

Kemp. A marvellous witty fellow I aſſure you, but] 
will goe about with him : come you hither firra, a word 
in your eare fir, I ſay to you, it is thought you are falſe | 
koaues. | | 

Bor. Sir,I ſay to you,we are none, | 
\ Kemp. Well, ftand afide, 'fore God they are both in 
a tale ; haue you writ downe that they are none? / -/ | 

Sext, Maſter Conſtable, you goe not the way to ex- 
amine, you muſt call forth the watch that are thcir ac- 
cuſers. : J 

Kewp. Yea marry, that's the efteſt way,let the watch 
come forth : maſters, I charge you inthe Princes name, 
accuſe theſe men, 

Watch 1. This man ſaid fir, that Don Tobn the Princes 
brother was a villaine, 

Kemp, Write down,Prince /ohna villaine: why this 
is lat periurie,to call a Princes brother villaine, 

Bora, Maſter Conſtable. | 

Kemp. Pray thee fellow peace, Idonotlike thy looke 
I promiſe thee, 6 F 

Sexton, What heard you him ſay elſe? | 

Watch 2. Mary that he had ceceiued a thouſagd Du- 


— 


; Much adoe about Nothing. 


| 


6s Flat Burglaric as cuer was committed. 
Conſt, Yea by th'maſle that it is. 

Sexton, What elſe fellow ? 

Watch 1, And that Count Claudio did meane vpon his 
words, to diſgrace Hero before the whole aſſembly, and 
not marty her, 

Kemp. O villaine!thou wilt be condemn'd into ener- 
laſting redemption for this, 

Sexton, Whartelſe? 

Watch, This is all. 

Sexton, And this is more maſters then you can deny , 
Prince /ohx is this morning ſecretly ftolne away : Hero 
was in this manner accus'd, in this very manner tetus d, 
and ypon the griefe of this ſodainely died : Maſter Con- 
able, let het. men be bound, and brought to Leovate , 
I will goe betore,and ſhew him their examination. 

Conſt, Come, let them be opinion'd, | 

Sex. Letchembe in the hands of (oxcombe, 

Kem. Gods my lite, where's the Sexton?let him write 
downe the Princes Officer Coxcombe : come,binde them 
thou navghty vatlet, 
| Conley, Away, you are an aſſe, you arean afſe, 

{ . Kemp. Doltthounot ſuſpe&t my place? doſt thounot 
ſluſpe& my yceres ? O that hee were heere to write mee 
downe an aſe | but maſters, remember that I am an aſle : 
though it benot wricten down, yet forgetnorty I am an 
alſe:No thou villaine,y art full of piery as ſhall beprou'd 
| ypon thee by good witneſſe, I am a wiſe fellow , and 
| which is more, an officer,and which is more,a houſhoul- 
der,and which is more,as pretty apeece of fleſh as any in 
Meſſina, and one that knowes the Law,goe to, & arich 
fellow enough,goe to, and a fellow that hath had loſles , 
and onethat hath two gownes, and cuery thing hand. 
{ome about him: bring fm away:O thatT hed been writ 
downe an aſle ! Exit. 
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Enter Leonato and buy brother, | 

Bretber. It you goe on thus you will kill your ſelfe; - 
And 'tis not wiſedome thus to lecond griefe, 
Againſt your ſelfe. : 

Leon, I pray thee ceaſe thy counſaile, 
Which falls jnro mine cares as profitleſſe, 
As water in a fiue; giue not me counſaile, 
| Nor let no comfort delightmine eare, 
Bur ſuch a one whoſe wrongs doth ſurewith mins, 
| Bring me a father that ſo lou'd bis childe, 
| Whoſe ioy of her is ouer-whelmed like mine, 
And bid him ſpeake of patience, 
»| Meaſure his woe the leygrh and bredth of mine, 
Andlet it anſwere euery ſtraine for ſtraine , 
As thus fofthus, and ſach a/griefe for ſuch , 
In euery lineament,branch,ſhape,and forme z Cy 
Ifſuch wort will ſmile and [troke his beard, a 
And ſorrow, wagge, tie hem,when heſhould grene, 
Patch priefe with prouerbs, make misfortune drunke, 
Withcandle-wafters: bring himyertomey 7 
And I of tim will _—_ tiences'' {0 > 5 0y 
Bur there iy no ſuc r brocher, men - 
Can counſaile,and ſpeake comfort to that griefe; 
Which they themſelues not feele, burraſting i." 
Their coddfaile rurrieveo paſtion;which before, - - '\ 
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| - ©» Chandy Away, | will not haue to do with you. 
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Would giue precepriall medicine to rage, 
Fetter firong madneſle in a blken thred , 
Charme ache with ayre, and agony with words, 
No,no, 'tis all mens office, to tpeake patience 
Tothoſe that wring vnder the load of ſorrow : 
But no mans vertue nor ſufficiencie 
To be (os morall, when he ſhall endure 
The like himſelfe : therefore giue me no counſaile, 
My griets cry lowder then aduertiſement. 
Broth, Therein do men from children nothin differ, 
Leonate. I pray thee peace, ] will be fleſh and bloud 
For there was neuer yet Philoſopher, ; 
That could endure the tooth-ake patiently, 
How euer they haue writ the ſtile of gods, 
And made aputlh at chance and ſufferance, 

Brother, Yer bend not all the harme vpon your ſelfe 
Make thoſe that doe offend you, ſuffer too, ; 
Leon. There thou ſpeak i reaſon,nay I will doe ſo 
My ſoule doth tell me, Hero is belied,, 

And that ſhall {1a»dio know,fo ſhall the Prince, 
And all of them that thus diſhonour her, 


Enter Prince and Claudio. 
Bror. Here comes the Prince and Claudio haſtily, 
Prim, Good den,good den. 
Claw. Good day to both of you, , 
Leon, Heare you my Lords? | 
Prin. We haue ſome haſte Leonato. 
Leo, Some haſte my Lord!wel,fareyouwel my Lord, 
Are youſo haſty now? well, all is one, 
Prin, Nay,do not quarrell with vs,good old man. 
Brot, It he could rite himſelfe with quarrelling, 
Some of vs would lic low, 
Claud. Who wrongs him ? | 
Leon. Marry y doſt wrong me, thou diſſembler;thou: 
Nay, never lay thy hand vpon thy ſword, 
I feare thee not. K 
Claud.” Marry beſhrew my hand, 
If ir hould give your age ſuch caule of feare, 
Intaith my hand meant nothing to my ſword, 
Leonato, Tuſh,tuſh,man, never fleere andieft at me, 
I ſpeake not like 2 dotard, ror a foole, 
As vriderpriviledge of age to bragge , IP 
What | haue done being yong,or what would doe 
Were I not old, know Clandio to thy head, | 
Thou haft ſo wrong'd my innocent childe and me, 
That | am forc'd to lay my reverence by, 
And with grey haires and bruiſe of many daies, 
Doe challenge thee torriall ofa man, 
I fay thouhaſt belied mine innocent childe. 
Thy flanderhath gone through and through her heart, 
And ſhe lies buried with her anceſtors ; 
'Oinatombe where never ſcandall ſlept, 
Saue this of hers, fram'd by thy villanie, 
 Cland.) My villany? 
Leonaro; Thine Claadro, thine 1 ſay; 
Prm;:You ſay not right old man, 
. Zerow, My Lord, myLord, 
Lle prove it on his body if he dare, 
Deſpig his nice fence; and his aQtiue praftiſe, 
His Maie of youth, and bloome of luſtihood. 


Leo. Canſt thou ſo daffe me?chouhaft kild my child, 
]f choukilftme;,boy;thou ſhalt kill a man, 

Bro, He ſhall kill rwo of vs, andmen indeed, 
But that's no marrer, let him kill onefirſt ; 


—— — _— 


Win 
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| Win me and weare me, let him anſwere me, 

Come follow me boy,come fir boy,come follow me | 
; Sir boy,ile whip you from your foyningfence, ' 

Naygas I ama gentleman, 1 will. 

Leoy. Brother. 

Brot.Content your ſelf,Go4 knows I lou'd my neece, 
And ſhe is dead,flander'd to death by villaines, 

That dare as well anſwer a man indeede, 
As Id aretake « {ewpent by the tongue, 
Boyevapes,braggarts, Iackes,milke-fops. 

Leon, Brother Anthony, 

Byet. Hold you content,what man?I know them, yea 

And what they weigh,cuen to the vemoſt ſcruple, 
Scambling ,our-facing,faſhion-monging boyes, 
That lye,and cog,and flout,depraue,and {]ander, 
Goe antiquely,andſhow outward hidiouſneſle, 
And ſpeake of halfe a dozen dang'rous words, 
How they might hure their enemies,if they durſt, 
And this is all. 

Leon, Bur brother Antbonie, 

Am, Come,'tisno matter, 

Do not you meddle,let me deale in this, | 
| 21 7 00a both, we will not wake your patience 
My heartis ſorry for your daughters death : 
Bur on my honour ſhe was charg'd with nothing 
But what was true,and yery full of proofe. 

Leon. My Lord,my Lord, 

Prin. I will not heare you. 

Enter Benediche. 

Leo. No come brother, away,l will be heard. 

Exerent ambo, 

Bro. And ſhall,or ſome of ys will ſmarrt for ie. 

Prin, See,ſee,here comes the man we went to ſ{ecke. 

Claw, Now ſignior, what newes ? 

Ben, Good day my Lord. - 

Prin. Welcome {ignior, you are almoſt come to part 
almoſt a fray. 

Claw, Wee had likt to have had our two noſes ſnapr 
off with two old men without teeth, | 

Prin. Leonats and his brother, what think'ſt thou?had 
wee fought, I doubt we ſhould have beene too yong for 
them. 

Ben. Tn a falſe quarrell there is no true valour,I came 
to ſceke you both. 

(law, We have becne vp and downeto feeke thee, for 
we are high proofe melancholly,and would faine haue ir 
| beaten away,wilttbou vſe thy wit? 

Bev, It is in my fcabberd,ſhall I drawit? 

Frin. Doeſt thou weare chy wit by thy fide ? 

Claw, Never any did ſo,though verie many haue been 
beſide their wit, I will bid thee drawe,as wedo the min- 
rels,draw to pleaſure vs. 

Prin, As Taman honeft man he lookes pale, art thou 
ficke,or angrie? 

Claw, What,courage man : what though care kil'd a 
cat,thou haſt mettle enough in theeto kill care. 

Bex. Sir, I hall mecte your wit in the careere ,!and 
you charge it againſt me, I pray you chuſe another ſub. 
18 | 


"I 


Clas, Nay then giue him another Raffe, this laſt was 

broke crofle. | 
Prin. By this light, he changes 

he be angrie indeede. | 

Clas. It he be,he knowes how to turne his/gird! 

Ben, Shall I ſpeake a word in your care 2 

Clav, Gad blcfle me from a challenge, _ | 


wore and more,I thinke l 


©, 


Ben, You are a villaine, 1 ieft not,I will make it good 
how you dare, with what you dare,and when you dare : 
do me right,or I will proteſt your cowardiſe: you haue 
Kill'd a ſweere Ladie,and her death ſhall fall beauie on 
you,let me heare from you. 

Clav. Well, I will meete you, ſo 1 may haue good 
cheare, 

Prin, Whart,a feaſt,a feaſt ? 

(Tas. I faith Ithanke him, he hath bid me to a ealues 
head and a Capon, the which if I doe not carue moſt cu- 
riouſly, ſay my knife's naught, ſhall ] not findea wood- 
cocke too ? 

Ben, Sir,your wit ambles well,jt goes eaſily, | 

Prin. Ile tell thee how Beatrice prais'd thy wit the 0- 
ther day: I ſaid thou hadt a fine wit:true ſaies ſhe,a fine 


lixcle one : no ſaid I,a great wit: right ſaies ſhee, a great | 


groſle one : nay ſaid I, agood wit: iuft ſaid ſhezit hurts 
no body : nay {a1d1, the gentleman is wiſe : certain ſaid 
ſhe, a wiſe gentleman : nay ſaid I, he hath the tongues : 
thatI belecue ſaid ſhee, foe hee ſwore a thing to me on 
munday night,which he forſwore on tueſday morning : 
there's a double tongue, there's two tongues : thus did 
ſhee an howre rogether tranſ-ſhape thy particular ver 
rues,yer at laſt ſhe concluded with afieh, thou waft the 
propreſt man in Italie. 

(and. Forthe which ſhe wept heartily, and ſaid ſhee 
car'd not. 

Prin, Yeathet fhe did,bur yet for all thatzand if ſhee 
did not hate him deadlte, ſhee would loue him dearely, 
the old mans daughtcr told ys all, 

Claus, All,a]l,and mereouer, God ſaw him yryhea he 
was hid inthe garden. 

Prin, But when ſhall we ſet the ſauage Bulls hornes | 
on the ſenſible Benedichs head? 


Claw. Yea andtext ynder-neath, heere dwells Bene- |- 


dicks the married man, 

Ben. Fare you well, Boy, you know my minde,1 will 
leaue you now to your goſſep-like humor, you breake 
icfts as braggards dotheir blades, which God be thank. 
ed hurtnot: my Lord, for your manie courteſies I thank 
you, I muſt +— { = IL companie, your brother 
the Baſtard j Hed fro Meſſma : you have among you, 
kill'd a ſweet and innocent Ladie : for my Lord Lacke- 
beard there,he and 1 ſhall meere, and till then peace be 
withhim, | 

Prim, He is incarneft. 

Claw. Io moſt profound earneſt, and Ile warrant you, 
for the loue of Beatrice, 

Prm. And hath challeng'd thee. 

Claw. Moſt fincerely. 

Prin. What a prettie thing man is,when he goes in his 
doublet and holſe,and leaues off his wit. 


Enter Conftable,Conrade nd Borachia.) 


Claw. He is then a Giant to an Ape, but then is an Ape 

a DoRtor to ſuch a man, 
Prin, But ſoft you, let me begplucke vp my heart, and 

be fad, did he not ſay my brother was fled? | 

Conſt, Come you fir,if iuſtice cannot tame you,thee 
ſhall nere weigh more reaſons in her ballance, nay, and 
you be a curſing hypocrite once, you muſt be look: to. 

Prin. How now,rwo of my brothers men bound? Be- 
r4cbjo ones | 

Clas, Harken after their offence my Lord, 

Prin, Offices s,what offence haue theſe men done e 


Con, Marrie | 


— 
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Conſt, Martie fir, they have commirted falſe report, 


' eMmnchadoeabout Nothing 


moreouer they haue ſpoken yntruths, ſecondarily they 
are landers, (xt andlaſtly, they have belyed a Ladie, 


thirdly,they have verified vniuſt chings,and 40 conclude 


they are lying knaues. 

Prin. Firſt I aske thee what they have done, thirdlic 
1 aske thee yyhat's their offence, fixt and laftlie why they 
are committed, and to conclude, what you lay to their 
charge. 

Clem. Rightlie reaſoned, and in his owne diuiſion,and 
by my troth there's one meaning vvell ſuced. 

Prin. Who haue you offended maſters, that you are 
thus bound to your anſwer?rhis learned Couſtable is too 
cunning to be ynderſtood, yvhat's your offence ? 

Bor, Sweete Prince,let me go no farther to mine an- 
ſwere : do you heare me, and let this Count kill mce : 1 
have deceived euen your verieeies : vyhat your wile- 
domes could not diſcouer, theſe ſhallow at haue 
brought to light, yrhoin the night overheard me con- 
feſſing to this man, how Der /obn your brother incenſcd 
me to ſlander the Ladie Hers, how you were brought 
into the Orchard,and ſaw me court Margarer in Heroes 
garments, how you diſgrac'd her vvhen you ſhould 
marrie her; my villanic they haue vpon record, vvhich 
I had rather ſeale vvith my death, then repeate ouer to 
my ſhame : the Ladie is dead vpon mine and my maſters 
falſe accuſation: and brietelic, I deſire nothing bur the 
reward of avillaine. 

Prin. Runs not this ſpeech like yron through your 
bloud? | 

Clas. I have drunke poiſon whiles hevyerer'd it, 

Prin, But did my Brother ſet thee on to this? 

Bor, Yea,and paid me richly ter the praGtiſe of ir, 

Prix, He is compos'd and fam'd of creacherie, 

And fled he is vpon this villanic. 

Claw. Sweet Hero,now thy image doth appeare 
In the rare ſemblance that I lou'd ir firſt. 

Conſt. Come, bring away the plainriffes, by this time 
our Sexton hath reformed S1gnior Leonato of the matter : 
and mafters,do nor forget to {pecifie when time & place 
ſhall ſerue,that I am an Aſſe. 

Con.2. Here,here comes maſter Signior Leonato, and 
the Sexton too. 


| Enter Leonato. 

Leon, Which is the villaine? let me ſce his eics, 
That when I note another man like him, 
I may auvide him ; vyhich of theſe is he ? 

Bor.If you vyould know your wronger,looke on me. 

Leew, Art thou thou the ſlaue that with thy breath 
haſt kild mine innocent childe ? 

Bor. Yea,chen 1 alone, 

Leo. No,not ſovillaine,thou belief thy ſelec, 
Here ſtand a paire of honourable men, 


A third is led that had a hand in it : 


Lthanke you Princes for my daughters death, 
Record it with your high and worthie deedes, 
'T was bravely gy bethinke you ofir. 
. I knownot how to pray your patience, 

Yer I muſt ſpeake,chooſe your revenge your (elte, 
Impoſe me to whar penance yout invention, 
. Can lay vpon my ſ:nne yer finn'd Inot, 
But in miſtaki | 

Pres. By my ſoulenor T, 
Andyet to ſatisfie this good old man, 


mm 


I vyould bend vnder anic heauie yyaight, 
That heele enioyne meto. 

Leon, I cannot bid you bid my daughter live, 
That vvere impoſſible, bur I proie you both, 
Poſleſle the people in Megina here, 

How innocent ſhe died,and if your loue 

Can labour aught in ſad inuention, 

Hang her an epitaph vpon her toomb, 

And fing it to her bones, fing it tonight : 

To morrow morning come you to my houſe, 
And fince you could not be my ſonne in law, 

Be yet my Nephew : my brother hath a danghter, 
Almoſt the copic of my childe that's dead, 

And ſhealone is heire to both of vs, 

Giue her theright you ſhould haue giu'n her colin, 
And ſo dies my revenge. 

Claw, Onoblefir! 

Your ouerkindnefſe doth wring teares from me, 
[ do embrace your offer, and diipole 
For henceforth of poore (landio. 

Leon, To morrow then I will expe your comming, 
Tonight I take my leaue,this naughtie man 
Shall face to face be brought to Margarer, 

Who | belecue was packt in all this wrong, 
Hired toit by your brother, 
Bor, No by my ſoule ſhe was nor, 
Nor knew not what ſhe did when ſhe ſpoke rome, 
Bur al waies hath bin juſt and vertuous, 
In aniething that I do know by her. 
Conſt, Moreouer (ir, which indeede is not vnder white 
and black,this plaintiffe here, the offendour gid call mee 
aſe, I beſecech you let it be remembredin his puniſh= 
ment,and allothe vvatch heard themtalke of one De for. 
med,they {ay he weares a keyin his eareand aJlock hang- 


ing by it,and borrowesmonie in Gods name, the which. 


he hachvs'd ſo long,and neuer paied,that now men grow 
hard-harted and will lend nothing for Gods ſake : praie 
you examine him ypon that point, 

Leon. 1 thanke thee for thy care and honeſt paines. 

(ont. Your vvorſhip ſpeakes like a moft thankefull 
and ceverend youth,and I praiſe God for you. 

Leos. There's for thy paines. 

Conſt, God ſave the foundation. 

Leon. Goe, I diſcharge thee of thy priſoner, and I 
thanke thee, 

Conſt. 1 leaue anarrant knaue yvith your vyorſhip, 


| 
; which I beleech your Worſhip to corre&t your ſelfe, for 


the example of others: God keepe your vvorſhip, 1 


; 'wiſh your worſhip vvell, God reftore you to healch, 
3] humblic giue you leave to depart, and if a mer- 


7 


[ 
j 


rie meeting may be wiſht, God prohibne it : come 
neighbour. 
Leon, Vmill co marrow morning, Loeds, farewell. 
Exennt. 
Bret, Farewell my Lords, vyc looke for you romor- 


' row, 


, 


| 


Prin. We will not faile, 
. Clan, Tonightile mourne with Hero: 

Leon. Bring you thele fellowes on, weeltalke vvith 
Margaret how her acquaintance grew vvith this lewd 
fellow, Exennt, 


| Enter Benedicks and Margaret. 
Zex. Praic thee ſweete Miſtris Margaret, deſernc 


vvell at my hands, by helping mee tothe ſpeech of Bea- 
6758, 
Mar. Will 
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Mar. Willyou then write me 2 Sonnet in praiſe of 
my beautic ? 

Bene, Into high a ſtile Aſargavret, that no man living 
ſhall come over it, for in mott comely truth thou deſer- 
ueſt it, 

Mar. Tohaue no man come ener me,why,ſhall Ial- 
waies keepe below taires 7 

Bene,T hy wit is a5 qQuicke as the grey-hounds mouth, 
it catches. 

Mar.And yours,as blunt as the Fencers foiles, which 
hit,but hurc not, 

Bene. A moft manly wit Margaret, it will not hurt a 
worn : and lo | pray thee call Beatrice, I giue thee the 
bucklers, = 

Mar, Giue vs the {words, wee have bucklers of our 
owne. : 

Bene, Tt you vſc them Margaret, you muſt put inthe 
pikes with a vice, and hey are dangerous weapons for 
Maides, 

Mar. \Vell, I will call Pearrice to you, who I thinke 

hath legges. Exit Margarne. 

Ben, And thereforc will come.The God of loue that 
firs aboue,and knowrs me, and knowes me, how pitti- 
full I deſcrue, I meane in finging, bur in loving, Lean- 
der the good iwimmer, Troilous the firſt implojer of 
pandars, and a whole booke ful} ot thele quondam car- 
per-mongers, whoſe name yer runne ſmoothly in the e. 
uen rode of a blanke verſe, why they were neuer ſo true- 
ly turned ouer and ouer as my poore lelte in Jour: mar- 
rie I cannot ſhew it rime, | have tried, can finde out no 
rime to Ladie bur babie, an innocent rime : for ſcorne, 
ho-ne, a hard time : for ichoole toole, a babling time: 
veriCominous endings, no, I was not borne vnder a ri- 
mirig Planner, for | cannot wooe in feftiuall tearmes : 

Enter Beatrice. 
(weete Beatrice would'tt thou come when I cal'd 
race? 
Beat, Yea Signior,and depart when you bid me. 
hene, O ſtay bur rill chen, 
Bear, Then,is ſpoken : tare you well now,and yet cre 
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] goe,let me goe with that I came, which is, with knows-, | 


ing what hath palt berweene you and Clandis, 
Bene. Onely toule words, and thereupon | will kiſſe | 


thee. * 
Beat, Foulc words is but foulc wind, and foule wind 
is bur toule breath,and foulc breath is norfome, there- 


| fore I will depart vnkift. , 
Bene. Thou haſt frighted the word out of his right | 
ſence,1o forcible is thywit, but I muſttell thee plainely, | 


Claudio vndergoes my challenge,and either I muſt ſhort- 
ly heare from him, or I will ſubicribe him a coward,and 
I pray thee now rell me, for which of my bad parts didft 
thou firſt fall in loue with me ? 
Beat. For themall together, which' maintain'd ſo 
politique aftate of euill, that they will not admit any 
good part to intermingle with them : but for which of 
my good parts did you firſt ſuffer loue for me? 
Bene. Sufter loue! a good epithite, I do ſuffer loue in- 
deede,for ] loue thce againſt my will, \J 
Beat. In ſpight of your heart I think,alas poore heart, 
if you {pight it for my ſake, I will ſpight it for yours, for 
I will never loue that which my friend hates. 
Bened, Thou and 1.are too wiſe to wooe peacea- 
lie. 
Bea. |t appeares not in this confeſſion,there's nor one 
wiſe map among twentie that will praiſe himſclfe. 


Bene, An old, an old inftance Beatrice, that liu'd in 
the time of good neighbours, fa man doenot eretin 
this age his owne tombe ere he dies, hee ſhall liveno 
longer in monuments, then the Bels ring,&the Widdow 
weepes, 

Beat. And how long is that thinke you? 

Ber, Queſtion,why an hower in clamour and a quar- 
ter in rhewme,therfore is it moſt expedient for the wiſe, 
if Don worme (his conſcience) finde no impediment to 
the contrarie, to be the trumpet of bis owne vyertues, as 
{ am to my ſelfe ſo much for praifing my ſelfe, who Imy 
{elfe will beare witneſle is praiſe worthie, and now tell 
me, how doth your cofin ? | 

Beat. Verieill, 

Bene. And how doe you? 

Heat, Verie ill too, 


Enter Urſ«la, 


Bene.Serue God,loue me,and mend, there will I feaue 
you t-y0, for here comes one1n haſte, 

Vrſ, Madam, you muſt come to your Vncle, yon- 
ders old coile at home, it is prooued my Ladic He- 
ro hath bin falſelie acculde, the Prince and (Tawdio 
mightilic abuſde, and Don John is the author of ail, who 
is fled and gone : will you comepreſenthe? 

Beat, Will you go heare this newes Signior ? 

Bene. ] will ue nthy heart,dic in thy lap, and be bu» 
ried inthy cies ; and moreover, I wil: goe with thee ro 
thy Vncles., Exenn. 


Enter Claw4io, Prince and three or foure with T apers. 


Clan, Is this the monument of Leexnato ? 
Lord, It is my Lord, Epitaph. 
Done to death by ſlanderaxs tongues, 
14s the Hero that here lies : 
Death m gnerdon of ber wrongs, 
Giues ber fame which mener dies : 
So the life that dyea with ſhame, 
Lines in death with glorrom fame. 
Hang thou there vpon the tombe, 
Praifing ber when 1 am dombe. 


. Now mubtick ſound & fing your ſolemn hymne 


| 


; Song. 

Pardon goddeſſe of the night, 

Thoſe that ſlew thy virgin knight, 

For the which with ſongs of woe, 

Round abont her tobe they goe : 

Midnight aſſiſt our mone ,belpe us to ſigh and pre: 

Heawily, beauily. 

Grauts yawne and yeelde your dead, 

Till death be vitered, 

Heauenly freauenty, | 

(this right, 
Lo. Now ynto thy bones good night,yeerely will] do 
Prin, Good morrow malters, put your Þ orches opt, | 

The wolues haue preied,and looke,the gentle day | 

Before the wheeles of Ph cebus, round abour 

Dapples the drowhe Eaſt with ſpots of grey: 

Thanks to you all,and leaue ys,fare you w ll, : 
(au. Good morrow mafters,cach his ſeuerall way. 
Prin, Come let ys hence,and pur on other weedes, 

And then to Leonators we will goe. 

Claws, And Hymennow wich luckier ifſue ſpecs, 
hen 
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Then this for whom we rendred vp this woe. Excwnt, Hero. Nothin g certainet, 


Enter Leonato,Bene. Marg.Vr{ul4,old man,Frier Hers, \ , One Heradied, bur 1 doclive, _—_ 
Frier. Did Inotcellyou ſhe was innocent |. {Apdiurtly as Llive, Tam a maid, w 
Leo, So arerlie Pronce and Claudio whowechs'd her, - + - The former Hero, Herothatis dead, 
Vpon the errour rhat you heard debated: © - | AC ory ono my Lord,Bur whiles her{lander liu'd 
But Margorer ws wfomefaulcfor.this,; i + _ - po Fri AP this amazement cap 1 qualifie, 
Although againſt her will as it appeares, When after that the holy rites are ended, | 
{In the crue courſe of all the quethon. + 90s u largely of fairegfleroes dearth : 
Otd. Well,! am glad that alltly ſort ſo well. . . } *Meane ime. let w d ihe familiar , | 
Bene. And lo am I, being cheby enforc's \ beIe ler'vs preſently, 
To call young Claudio ro areckoning tor it, Ben, Soft and faire Frier,which is Beatrice? | 
Lea. Well daughter,and you gentlewomen all, __ Beat, I anlwer totharname, what is your will ? | 
Withdraw into a chamber by your ſelues, Bene, Doe not you loue me ? uy 
And when 1 ſend for you,come hither masK'd: 114 qa 3 ak .Why no,no more then reaſon, 
The Prince and Claudio promis'd by this kowre ; | > Bene, Why then your Vacle,and the Prince, & Clau- 
To viſit me,you know your office Brother, do, haue beene Ueceived, they ſwore you tiE, ; 
You muſt be father ro your brothers daughter; | |. | Beat. Doe not you louc mite ? ; | 
And giue her to-ygung (laudios. . |,; Excwnt Ladics. Zone. Trath no,no morethen reaſon, -3] 
Old. Which 1 will doe with confirm'd countenance. Beat. Why then my Cofin d1argaret and Urſula 
Bone. Frier, mult intreat your paines,] thigke, Are much deceiu'd for t).ey did fweare you did. 
Frier, To doe what Signior ? Y- Bene. They {wore you were almolt ficke for me, q 
Bene. To binde me,or vndoe me,one of chem: - Beat, They {yore you were wel-nye dead forme. - | » 
 Signior Leonato, truth jt 15 good Signior, | | _ Bene, Tis na mattcrtlicnyou doc notloue me? | 
Your neece regards,me with an eye of favour. .. ' , feat. Nortruly,butin friendly recOmpence, | 
Leo, That eye my daughter lent her, 'tis moſt erue. | , Leov. Come Cofin,l am fac you love the gentlem4. 
Bene, And I doe with an eye of loue requiteher,  -- f (i Lan. And I's be ſworne vpon't, thathe loues her, 


Leo. The fight whereof Lthinke you had from me, | Forberes 2 paper wrinten in his band, 
From Claudie,and the Prince,but what's your will?, , » | Ahalting ſoncer of his ownepure braine, , 


To day to marry with my brochers davginer? -, 2 Px, How doſt thou Benedicke the married ur an ? 
Cland. Ile hold my minde wereſhe an Echiope, ;- + 2 Bene. Iletellchee what Prince : a Colledye of winte- 
Leo. Call her forth brother,hergsthe Frienrcady. | crackers caonax flout mee out of my humour, dolt thou 
Prin. Good morrow Beredihe,why what's the matrer? | think] care tor aSatyre or an Epigram ? na, it a man will 


Bened, Youranſwer (ir is Enigevaticall, ,/- | Faſhioned.to Beatrice, 
But for my will, my will is, your good will, ; ... Hero. And hgeces an0ther, | 
May (taod with ours, this day tobe cganioyn'd; ' Writin my c9lps.hand, Bolne from'her pocket, 
In the ſtate of havourable martage; ©» +1{1 1147 14447 | Conraining her afte&tion vnto Benedache, 
| In which(good Fries )t (hall deſire yourhelpe,, .  .* }  Fene. A miracle, here's our owne hands againſt ovr 
Leow. My heart is with yourbkigg; - , '!- } 1 ! ; hearts: come wilLhaue thee, bur by this light [ take 
| Frier. And myhelpe./ q p —_ IF ETEY 72 TINS z thee ror pitti, | | 
Enter Prince and Clandio, with attendants. '/ 7 Beat. I would net denie you, but by this good day, 1 
| Prm. Good morxrow ts thisfdire.aflembly.: - © | yeeld yygn great perſwahon, & partly toſ2ue your hic, 
Leo, Good morrow.Prince,good morrow Clandioyr;; } for I wassgld, you were ina coult; *:ption. - 
We heere attend you,are you yer determin's , ;f1, Jl Leon, Peace | will ſtop your nivuth, 
| 


DA... 


| Tharyou have ſucha. Februarie face, ; be beaten with brajnes, a ſhall weare norhing handſome 
So full of fyolt, of torme,and clowdineſle.. abous him : in briefe, ſince ] do purpoſe to marry, 1 wil 
{lasd. I thinkehe:thinkes vpon the ſauage bull : | thinke nothing to apy purpoſe that the world car lay 2- 
Tuſh, feare not man, wee'll cip3hy horpes with gold, gainſt it, and therefore never flaut ar me, for | have, taic | 
Aud all Europa hall reieyce atchee, '»/,+., | againſt it: formanjsa giddy thing, and this is ny con- | 
As once Ewrep4 did at lulty /owe,'' ;/ - | cluHon: for thy part Clandio, I d1d thinke to have beaten 
When he would play che noble beaſtin loucs , .,, -*|] thee,butir.thatthou art like to be my kin{man, live vy-. / 
Ben, Bull /oxe fir, hadan amiable low, - + {1 / | bruis'd,aod loue my coubn, * © 
And ſome ſuch firange bull leapt” our fathers Cow, Cl. 1 had well hop'd F wouldft have denied Peatrice 
A got a Calfe in that ſame nolleteats. -., 7. I might haue cudgel'd thee out of thy fngle litezzo make 
Much like ta you; for you hage int his bleat. <., -/; | thee adoubledealer, whichiour of queſti6 thou wilt be, 
Enter brother, Herd; Beatrice Adargaret, Hirſula-, i * | it my Coulndonoet looke exceeding narrowly tothe. | 
Cla. For this Lowe yourhere cores oxberreckaings. Bene, Come,come, we are friends, let's hauc a dance / 
Which is the Lady Fnwit (eizewpent. + on iiw ny | ereweare married, that we may lighten our own hearts, | 
Leo, This facacis ſbe, and I dy g1oey bers i: { and our wives heeles, | 
Cla, Why thed ſhes mine, ( er me (re yur face. | Leon. Wee'l| baue dancing afterward. | 


Leon. No thatiyeu ſhal, dotg5ill gou rpke ber band, Bene. Firlitzot my vrord, therforeplay muſick. Prince, | 
Before this Frier,andweare'ty marty;her-:: :- 5:1i- 1:14 | rhouarr ſad, gerghee a yvite,ger theea vvife, there is nu» 
{llas. Giue. .hapd þefoge this boly Frier,..-: aff more reverend then one tipe with born, Exter, Me/. 

band like ok iy 161 107; 12 Meſſen. My Lord,your brother /obn is tave in flight, 
'd 1 wasyour oalies wwite,.. .,.T | And brought with armed men backe to Meſſina, 
ink Bene,, Lhinkenor on him till ro morrow , ile deviſe * 
Clans Anorber Bev; !aon2' oo (ow wok ow thee braue puniſhments for -_ ſtrike vp OP: | 
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Loues Labour's loſt; 


#A tut primus. 


Enter Ferainand King of Navarre, Berowne, Longanill, and 
Damane, 


Ferdinand. 
TIER Et Fame, that all hint after in their lives , 
FF. ot Live regilired ypon our brazen Tombes, 


That honour which ſhall bate his ſythes keene edge , 
And make vs heyres of all eternitie: 

Therefore brave Conquerours, for ſo you are, 

That warrc againſt your owne affeRtions , 


And the huge Arnie of the worlds delires, | 


Our late edict ſhall Rrongly Rand i force, 
Nazar (hall be the wonder of the world. 
Our Court ſhall be alittle Achademe, 
Still and contemplative in humy Art. 
You three, Berowne, Dumaine,and Longauill, / 
Haue ſworne tor three yeeres terme,to huc wighme :; 
My fellow Schollers, and ro keepe thote tattes * * ! 

hat are recorded in this ſcedule heere. * | 
Your oathes are paſt, and now ſubſcribe your names; 
That his owne hand may ſtrike his honour downe, 
Thar violates the {malleſt branch heerein: 
If you are arm'd to doe, as ſworne todo, 
Subſcribe to your deepe oathes, and keepe it to, 

Longanil, | 1m relolu'd, 'tis but a three yeeres faſt: 
The minde (hall banquet, though che body pine, 
Fat paunches have leane partes : and dainty bits, 
Make rich the ribs, but bankerout the wits. 
Dawane. My louing Lord, Dumane is mortified, 

The grofler manner of theſe worlds delights , 
He throwes vponthe groſle worlds baſer ſlaves : 


; } - ” 


Toloue,to wealth,to pompe, I pine and die, | 


Wirth all theſe living in Philoſophie. 

Berowne, 1] can but (ay their proteſtation over , 
So much,deare Licge,T have already ſworne, 
That is,to Jive aad ſtudy heere three yeeres. 


| But there are other {tri obſeruances : 


As nottoſce a woman 1n that terme, 

Which I hope well isnot enrolled there, 

And one day in a weeke to touch no foode: 

And but one male on ettery day beſide : 

The which Ihope is not enrolled there. 

And then to ſletpe but rhree houres inthe night; 
And not be ſcene to winke of all the day. * | 
When 1 was wont to thinke no harme all night, © - 
And make a darke night too ot halfe the day : | 
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Which I hope well is not enrolled there. 

O, theſe are borren taskes,too hard to keepe, 

Not to fee Ladies, ſtudy, faft,not ſleepe. 

Ferd. Your oath is paſt,to paſſe away from theſe. 
Lerow, Let me ſay no my Liedge,andifyou pleaſe, 

I onely {wore co ſtudy with your grace, 

And (tay heere in your Court for three yeeres ſpace, 
Longa. Youſwore tothat Berowne,and tothe reſt. 
Berow. By yea and nay fir, than I ſwore in icft, 

What is the end of ſtudy, let me know ? 

Fer, Why that to know which elſe wee ſhould not 
know. 

Ber. Things hid & bard(you meane)fr6 c6mon (ſenſe. 

Ferd, 1,that is ſtudies god-like recompence. 

'Bero. Come on then, I will ſweare to {tudie fo, 

To know the thing Iam forbid ro know: 

As thus, to ſtudy where I well may dine, 

When I to faſt expreſſely am forbid. 

Or ſtudic where to meet ſome Miſtrefſefine, 

When Miftreſſes from common ſenſe are hid. 

Or having ſwornetoo hard a keeping oath, 

5tudieto breake it, and not breake my troth, 

If Rudies gaine be thus, and this be to, 

Studie knowes that which yet it doth not know , 

Sweare tne to this,and 1 will nere ſay no. 

Ferd, "Theſe be the ſtops that hinder fiudje quite, 

And traine our intelle&s ro vaine delight, 

Ber. Why? all delights are vaine,and that moſt 


vaine 
Which with paine purchas'd,doth inheric paine, ' 


| As painefully to.poarevpon a Booke, 


To {eeke the light of truth, while truth the while 
Doth falſely blinde the eye-fight of his tooke : 
Light ſeceking light,doth light of light beguile : 
So ere you finde where light in darkenefle lies, 
Your light growes darkeby loſing of your eyes, - 
Studie me how topleaſe the eye indeede, 
By fixing it vpon a fairet eye, | 
Who dazling Þ6, that eye ſhal) be his beed, 
And give tiim1ight thac it was blinded by. 
Studies like the heauens glorious Sunne, 
That will not be arch'd with ſawcy laokes: 
Small haue continual! euer wonne, 
Saue baſe authoritie fot others Bookes, 
Theſe earthly Godfathers of heauenslights, 
That giue a name r© every fixed Stavre, 
Have rio more profieef their ſhiningnights, | -»: 
Then thoſe that walk&and wot rior whitthey are- © 
Too mitchtd khoW,isito know noght but fame* 
And every @adforher eangiue'zname?: | + 

Fer, How well hee's read toredfor egainfireadiog, 


Dum. \ 


— 


| 


| | 


— _—_— 
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Dum. Procecded well, to ſtop all good proceeding. ; 
Lon, Hee weedes'the'corne, and [till lers grow the 
Ber, The Spring is neare when greene geefle are a 
breeding, 
Dum. How followes that ? 
Ber. Fit in his place and time. 
Dum. lareaſon nothing, 
Fer. Something then inrime. - - | 
Ferd, Berowne is like an enuious fneaping Froſt, 
| That bites the fir{t borne infants of the Spring. 
- Ber. Wel,ſay I am,why ſhould proudSummer boaſt, 
Before the Birds haue any caule to ling ? 
Why ſhould I ioy in 8ny aborriue birth ? 
At Chriftmas I no more defire a Roſe, 
Then wiſh a Snow in Mayes new fangled ſhowes : 
Bur like of eachrhing that in ſeaſon growes, 
So you to (tudie now it is to0 late, 
That were to clymbe ore the houſe to vnlocke the gate. 
Fer, Well,fit you out : go home Zerowne ; adue. 
Ber. No my good Lord, 1 haite ſworn to ſtay with you. 
And though I haue for barbariſme ſpoke more, 
Then for that Angell knowledge you can (ay, 
Yer confident Ile keepe what I haue ſworne, 
And bide the pennance of each three yeares day. 
Giue me the paper,ler me reade the ſame, 
And tothe Qrickeſt decrees Ile write my name, 
Fer, How well this yeelding reſcues thee from ſhame, 
Ber. Item, That no woman ſhall come within a mile 
of my Court, 
Hath this bin proclaimed ? 
Lon, Foure dayes agoe, 
Ber, Ler's ſee the penaltie, 
On paine of looſing her tongue, 
Who deuis'd this penaltie? 
Lon. Marry that did]. 
Ber, Sweete Lord, and why? 
Lon. Totright them hence with that dread penaltie, 
A dangerous law againſt gentilitie. 
Item, If any man be ſeene to talke with a woman with- 
in the tearme of three yeares, hee ſhall indure ſuch 
publique ſhame as the reft of che Court ſhall poſſibly 
deviſe, 
Ber, This Article my Liedge your felfe muſt breake, 
For well you know here comes in Embaſhe 
The French Kings daughter, with your ſelfe ro ſpeake : | 
A Maide of grace and compleate maieſte, 
Abour ſurrender vp of Aquitaine : 
To her decrepir,ficke,and bed-rid Father. 
Therefore this Article is made in vaine, 
Or yainly comes th'admired Princeſle hither, 
Fer. W hat ſay you Lords? 
Why,this was quite forgot. 
Ber. So Studie euermore is overſhot, 
While it doth Rudy to have what it would, 
| It doth forget to doe the —_— ſhould: 
And when it bath the thing it hunterth moſt, 
"Tis won as townes with fire, ſo won, ſo loſt. 
Fer, We muſt of force diſpence with this Decree, 
| She muſt lye here on meere necefſitie,) 
Ber, Neceſſity will make vs all forſworne 
Three thouſand times within thiszhree yeeres ſpace: 
For every man with his affes is borne, 
dÞÞt by might maſtred. but by ſpeciall grace. | 


” 


If 1 breake faith,this word ſhall breake for me, 


Iam forſworne on meere neceflitie. | 


— 


So tothe Lawes at large I write my name, 
And he that breakes them inthe leaſt degree, 
Srands in attainder of eternall ſhame. 
Suggeſtions are to others as to me : 
Burt I belecue although I ſeeme (o loth, 
I am the laſt that will laſt keepe his oth. 
Bur is there no quicke recreation granted ? 
Fer, I chat there is,our Court you know is hanted 
With a refined crauailer of Spajne, 
A man 1n all the worlds new taſhion planted, 
Thar hath a mint of phraſes in his braine : 
One, who the muſicke of his owne yaine tongue, | 
Doth raviſh like inchanting barmonie : 
A man of complements whom right and wtong 
Haue choſe as ympire of their mutinie. 
This childe of fancie that Armads hight, 
For interim to our (tudies ſhall relate, 
In high-borne words the worth of many a Knight : 
From tawnie Spaine loſt in the worlds debate, 
How you d2lightmy Lords,]l know not I, 
Bur I proteſt 1 loue to heare him lie, 
And L will vic hin: for my Minſtrelfie. 
Bro. Armads is a moſt illuſtrious wight, 
A man of fire,new words, faſhions owne Knight, 
Lon. (oft ard the ſwaine and he,ſhall be our ſport, 
And ſo to ſtudie, three yeeres is but ſhort. 


Enter a Conſtable with Coftard with a Letter. 


Conft. Which is the Dukes owne perſon. | 

Ber. This fellow, What would'ſt ? 

Coun. I my le!te reprehend his owne perſon, for Iam 
his graces Tharborough:Bur I would ſee his own perſon 
in fleſh and blood. 

Ber. This is he. 

Con, Signeor Arme,+«Arme commends you : 

Ther's villanie abroad,rhis letter will tell you more. 

Clow, Sir the Contemprs thereof are as touching 
mee, 

Fer, Aletter from the magnificent Armads. 

Ber. How low ſoever the matter, I hope in God for 
high words. 

Lon, A bigh hope for a low heauen, God grant vs pa- 
tience. 

Ber, Toheare,or forbeare hearing. 

Lon. To heare meckely fir,and to laugh moderately, | 
or to forbeare both. 

Ber. Well fir, beit as the tile ſhall giue vs cauſe to 
clime in the merrineſle. x 

Cle.The matrer is to me fir,as concerning Jaquenetta. 
The manner of it is, i was taken with the manner. 

Ber, In what manner ? 

Cls.ln manner and forme following fir all thoſe three. 
I was ſeene with her in the Mannor houſe, fitting with 
her yponthe Forme, and taken following her into the 
Parke: which put to gether, is in manner and forme 
following. Now fir for the manner ; It is the manner 
of a man to ſpeake to a woman, for the forme in iome 
forme, | 
» Fer, For the following fir. 

Cle. Asit (hall follow in my correftion,andGod de- 
fend rhe right. ' | 

Fer. Will you heare this Letter with attention? 

Ber, As we wovld heare an Oracle. 

Clo, Such is the fimplicitie of man to harken after the 


fleſh. 
L 2 


Fer. Great 
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fi”. - Ferdmnand. Kin. $i will pronounce your ſentence : You ſhall | 
| (3; Reat Deputie, the Welkins V icegerent, and ſole domi- | 
'CAs 


faſt a Weeke with Branne and water, of 
nator of Nauar, my ſoules earths God , and bodies fo- Clo. I had rather pray a Moneth with Mutton and 
| ftring patron: : | Porridge. Te 
|  Coſft.* Nota vvord of {sſiardyet. | Kin. And Don Armade ſhall be your keeper. 
| Ferd. Soits. My Lord Zerowne, (ce him deliver'd ore, 
1 Coſt. It may be (0: but it he lay itis {o,heisjn telling | And goe we Lords to put inpraQticethat, | | 
| true: butlo, Which cachto other hath ſo trongly ſworne. | 
Ferd., Peace, Bero. Tie lay my head to any good mans hat, 
Clow. Be to me,aud every man that dares not fight. | Theſe oathes and lawes will proue an idleſcorne. | 
Ferd. No words, Sirra, COme on, 
Clow. Of other mens ſecrets I beſeech you. | Clo, I ſuffer for the truth fir: for true it is, I was ta- 


Ferd. Sort  beſiegea with ſable coloured melanchalie, 1 | ken with laquenetta, and Laquenettais a true girle, and 
did commend the blache oppreſſ.rg humonr to the moſt whole || therefore welcome the ſowre cup of proſperirie, afflit- 
ſome Phyſiche of thy health-ginng ayre: And as Tama Gen- | on may one day ſmile againe, and yntill then fir downe 


tleman, betoolhs my ſelfe to walke + the time hen ? about the | ſorrow. Exit, 
fret hoare, When beaſt s moſt graſe, buds beſt pecke, and men Enter Armado and Moth bis Page. 
fit downe to that nonri/ ment which u called ſupper ; So much eArma, Boy, Whathgneis it when a man of great 


for the time When, Now for the ground Which ? which I | ſpirit growes melancholy ? 

meane I walkt pon, it us yeliped, T oy Parke. Then for the Boy. A great ſigne fir, that he will looke 1ad. 

place Where ? where [ meane [ did encounter that obſcene and brag. Why? |. Iueſſe is one aud the ſclfe-ſame thing 
moſt prepoſterous en-nt that draweth from my ſnow-white pen | deare 1mpe. 

the ebon coloured Inhe, which beere thou vieweſt, beholdeſt \ Boy. No no, O Lord firno, 

ſuruayeſt, or ſeeſt. But to the place Where ? It tandeth * Brag. How canſt thou part ſadnefſe and melancholy 
North North eaft and by Eaſt from the Weſt corner of thy | my tender Inwena./? 

cxrions knotted garden ; There did I ſee that low ſpirt» | Boy, Py a familiar demonſtration of the working,my 
ted Swaine , that baſe Minow of thy myrth, (Clonn. Mee?) | tough hgyeur, | 

that wnletered ſmall lnowing ſoule,( Clow Met) that ſhallow | brag. Why tough ſigneur? Why tough fgneur ? 
vaſſall (Clow. Still mee ?)) which a5 1 remember, hight Co- Loy. Why tender /unenall? Why tender [unenall? 


—  - — — 


— —— 


ard, (Clow. O me) ſorted and conſorted contrary tothy e- Brag. Iipokeit tender /wxenall, as 3 congruent apa» 
frabliſhedproclaymed Editt and Continet, Gannon : Which | thaton, appertaining ro thy young daics, which we may 
with, o with, but with the I paſſion to ſay wherewtth : | nominate tender, 


Clo. With a Wench. ' Boy. AndItough fgneur,as an appertinent title to 
Ferd, With a childe of owr Grandmother Fe, 4 female; | your olde time, which we may name rough. _, - 
or for thy more ſweet underſtanding a woman : him, 1 (as my Brag. Pretty and apt. 
ener tſteemed dutre priches me on ) haxe ſent to thee, to receue hoy. How meane you fir, I pretty,and my ſaying apt? 
the meed of puniſhment by thy ſweet Graces Officer Anthovy | or apt,and my laying prettie ? 
Dull,a mar of good repmie, carriage, bearmp, 7 eitimation. Brag. Thou pretty becaulc little, 
Anth, Me,an't ſhall pleaſe you? I am Anthony Dwll, Boy, Little prettyquecaule little; wherefore apt? 
Ferd. For laquenenta ( ſo 14the weakgr veſſel called ) Brag And there{ore apt, becaule quicke, 
which 1 apprehended with the aforeſaid Sw ame , 1 eeper her Boy. Speakeyou this 1nmy praile Maſter ? 
As 4 veſſell of thy L awes furie, and ſhall at the leaſt of thy Prag. In thy condigne praile, 


_— 


ſweet notice, bring her ts tr1all, T hine tn all complements of Boy. I will praiſe an Ecle with the ſame praiſe, 
denoted and heart-burning beat of autie, Brag. What 7 that an Eele is ingenuous, 
Don Adriana de Armado. ; Boy, That an Eecle is quicke. 


Brag. I doe ſay thou art quicke in anſweres, Thou 
Ber. This is not ſo well as I looked tor, but the beſt | heat'ſt my bloud. 


that cuer I heard. Boy. Tam anſwer'd lic, W 
Fer. Ithe belt, for the worſt. Bur firra, What ſay you Brag. I love not to be croſ}. (bim, 
to this ? | Boy. He ſpeakes the meere contrary,croſſes louc not 
Clo, Sirl confeſle the Wench. Br I havepromis'd to ſtudy i1j. yeres withthe Duke. 
Fer, Did you hearethe Proclamation ? Boy. You may doe it in an houre fig, F 
. Clo. Idoc confelle much of the hearing it, bur little Brag. Impoſlible. T | 
ofthe marking ot it, Boy. How many is one thrice told? 
Fer. It was proclaimed a yeeres impriloment to bee Bra. T am ill at reckning,it fits the ſpirit of a Taper. 
taken with a Wench. Boy. Youarea gentleman and a gameſter fir. | 
Claw. I was taken with none (ir, 0 was taken vvith a Brag. confeſle both, they are both the varniſh of a 
Damoſell. compleat man. 
Fer. \Well,it was proclaimed Damolſell. Boy, Then 1 am ſure you know how much the groſle 
Clo. This was no Damoſell neythet Gr, ſhee wase | ſumme of deuſ-ace amounts to, 
Virgin. Brag. It doth amount to one more then two, 


Fer. Itisſo varried to,for it was proclaimed Virgin. Boy. Which the baſe yulgar callthree, 
C/o. If it were, I denic her Virginitic ; I was taken Br. True. Boy, Why fir is this ſuch a peece of ſtudy? 


with a Maide. | Now here's three ſtudied,ere you ll thrice wink, & how 
Fer. This Maid will netferve your turne fic. | | cake it 1510 put yeres to the word three, and ſtudy rhe 
Clo, This Maide will ſerue my turne fir, ' | yeercs in two words, the dancing horſe will tell you, 


—_—— 


| Brag. A | 


—— — n— 
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| Brag, A moſifine Figure. 
Bo, Toprouc youa Cypher. 


«0 


Brag. I will heercupon confeſſe I ain lone : aides | 


it is bale for « Souldier'ts loue ; -foam Jin love with a 
baſe wench. If drawing my ſword agajaR the humour 
of affeion, wavld! deliver mee 
thought ofir, | would take Dehre pri 
him toany French Courier for a 
thinke ſcorne:to igh ,. methinkes Lithuld out-(weare 
Cupid, Comfort me Boy , What gypc men hauc-beene 
in loue? 1irrd ris | | 
Boy. Hercules Maſter. | a! c: | 
Brag. Moft ſweete Herewles : more-authority deate 
Boy, name mare;.and ſweet my childe ter them be men 


| of good repute and carriage. 


oy. Sarppſon Maſter;he was 2 man-of good carriage, 
great carriage: for hee carried the Towne-gates onn4iis 
backe like a Porter:and he was in loue. 

Brag. O well-knit Sampſen,ſftrong ioynted Sampſon; 


{1 doe excell thee inrmy rapter,as much as thou didſt mce 


in carryidg gates, I am in loue too. Who was Sampſons 
loue my deare Moth? 

Boy. A Woman,Maſter, 

Brag. Of what complexion ? 

Boy. Of all the foure, or the three, or the two, or one 


| of the foure. 


Brag. Tell me preciſely of what complexion ? 

Boy, Ofthe ſea-water Greene fir. 

Brag. Is that one of the foure complexions ? 

Boy. As T baue read fir,and the beſtof them too. 

Bray. Greene indeedis.the colour of Lovers; but to 
bhaue a 
reaſon for it, He ſurely affeted her for her wit. 

Boy. Ir was fo fir, for ſhe had»greene wit, 

Brag. My Loucis moftiramaculate white and red. 

Boy, Moſt immaculate thoughts Maſter, arc mask'd 
ynder ſuch colours. 

Brag, Define,define,well educated infant, 

Boy, My fathers witte, and my mothers tongue aſſiſt 
mee. 

Brag. Sweet inuocation of a childe, moſt pretty and 
pathericall, ; 

Boy. Ifſhee be made of white and red, 
Her faults will vere be knawne : 
For bluſh-in cheekes by faults are bred, 
And feares by pale white ſhowne : 
Then if ſhe feare,or be to blame, 
By this you ſhall not know, 


{ For ftill her checkes poſſeſle the ſame, 


Which natiue ſhe doth owe : 

A dangerous rime maſter againft the reaſon of white 
and redde. 

Brag. Is there not a ballet Boy, of the King and the 
Begger ? 

Boy. The world was very guilty of ſuch a Baller ſome 
three ages fince,bur 1 thinke now 'tis not to be found: or 
if it were, it would neither ſerue for the writing,nor the 
rune, 

Brag. I will haue that ſubie& newly writ ore, that I 
may example my digrefſion by ſome mighty preſident: 
Boy, I doe loue that Countrey girle that 1 tooke in 
the Parke with the rationall binde Coſt ard: ſhe deſcrues 


ue of that colour,methinkes S«mpſon had ſmall | 


—m—— 


— —— —c— 


> 


Boy. And that's reat maruell,lo : Sake 
Brag. I fay rar, . "—" 19he wench. 


Boy, Forbearecill this company be paſt, 
Enter (lowne Conſtable, and Wench, 


Conft. Sir, the Dukes pleaſureis that you k cepe Co- 
ftardfafe, _ you mult let himrakeno delight, nor no 
penance, Huthee mult faſt three daies a weeke : {, | 
a ihe weeke : for this 
the Day- name Fare you well. Exit. 

Brag. ] do bet telfe wi ine: Maid 

_—_ _ ray my telfe with bluſhing: Maide. 

Brag. I val viſt thee at the Lodge. 

Maid. That's here by. 

Brag. | know where it js firuate, 


Mai. Lord how wiſe you are ! | 1 


Brag. 1 will tell thee wonders; | as 
Ma, \With what face? | 
brag. lloue thee. 

Mai. So I heard you ſay, 

Brag. And fo farewell. < 

Mai. Faire weather after you. | 

Clo. Come [aquenetta, away. Exennt. 

Brag. Villaine, thou ſhalcfaſt for thy offences ere 
thou be pardoned, 

Clo. Well fir, I hope when I doc it, I (hall doe it on a 
full Romacke, 

Frag. Thou ſhalt be heauily puniſhed, 

(9. Tam more bound to you then your fellowes, for 
they are but lightly rewarded. | 

Clo. Take away this villaine, ſhut him yp. 

Boy, Come you tranſgrefling laue,away.. 

Clow. Let mee nor bee pent vp (ir, 1 will being 

looſe. 

Ig. No fir, that were faſt and looſe : thou ſhalt to 

riſon. 

Clow. Well, if ener I doſee the merry dayes of deſo- 
lation that I have ſeene, ſome ſhall ſee. 

Roy. What ſhall ſome ſee ? 

(low. Nay nothing , Maſter Meth , but what they 
looke vpon. It is not for priſoners to be filent in ther: 
words,and therefore ] will ſay nothing :I thanke God," 
have as little patience as another man , and therefore ] 
can be quiet. | 

Brag. 1doe affett the very ground ( which is baſe} 
where her ſhooe ( which is baſer) guided by her foote 
(which is baſeſt)doth tread, 1 ſhall be forſworn(which 
ia a great argument of falſhood) if I loue. And how cat) 
that be true loue, which is falſly attempted? Love is a fa- 
miliar, Loue isa Diuell. There is noeuil} Angell but 
Loue,yet Sampſon was ſo tetpred, and he had anexcel- 
lent ſtrength : Yet was Salomon ſo ſeduced, and hee had 
a very good witte, C =_ Butſhaft is too hard for /er- 
cules Clubbe, and therefore too much ods for a Spa- 
niards Rapier : The firſt and ſecond cauſe will not ſerve 
wy turne : the Paſſads hee reſpeRs not , the Duells he 
regards not ; his diſgrace is to becalled Boy , buthis 

lorieisto ſubdue men, Adue Valour, ruſt Rapier, bee 

Rin Drum, for your manager is in loue ; yea hee loueth. 

Aſſiſt me ſome extemparall godof Rime, for I am ſure 1 

ſhall rurne Sonnet, Deuiſe Wir, write Pen, for I am for 


», 


keepe her at the Parke, ſheeis alowd for | 


Exit. 


well. whole volumes in folio, Exit. 
Boy. To bee whip'd: and yet a better loue then my | | 
Maſter. | L Finss All Primns. 
Brag. Sing Boy,my ſpirit grows heauy' in joue. 
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Enter the Princeſſe of France , with three attending Lads, 


| and three Lords, 


Fojet. Now Madam ſummon vp your deareſt ſpirits, 
Conlider who the King your father ſends : 
To whom he ſends, and what's his Embaſhe, 
Your ſelfc,held precious in the worlds eſteeme, 
To parlee with the ſole inheritour 
Of all perfeRions that a man may owe , 
' Matchlefſe Nawarre,the plea of no leſſe weight 
Then Aquitaine,a Dowrie for a Queene, 
Be now as prodigall of all deare grace, 
As Naturc was in making Graces dearc, 
When ſhe did ſtarue the generall world beſide, 
' And prodigally gave them all to you, 
Oneen, Good L.Boyer, my beauty though but mean, 
Needs not the painted flouriſh of your praiſe : 
Beauty is bought by iudgemenr of the eye, 
Not vttred by baſe {ale ot chapmens rongues ; 
{ Tamleſſe proud to heare you tell my worth, 


| Then you much wiling to be counted wile, 


g your wit in the praile of mine, 
But now to taske the tasker, good Boyer, 
Prin. You are not ignorant all.telling fame 
Doth noyſe abroad Nawar hath made a vow, 

Till painefull Rudie ſhall ovr-weare three yeares, 
No woman may approach lis fileor Court: 
Therefore to's ſeemeth ir 8 needtull courſe, 
Before we enter his forbidden gates , 

To know his pleaſure, and in tliat behalfe 
Bold of your worthineſle, we ſingle you, 

As our beſt mouing faire foliciter : 

Tell him,the daughter of the King of France, 

"On ſerious buſineſle craving quicke diſpatch, 
Importunes perſonal] conference with his grace. 
Haſte, Ggnifie ſo much while we attend, 

Like humble viſag'd ſuters his high will. 

Boy, Proud of imployment, willngly I goe. 

Pris. All pride is willing pride,and yours 1s ſo : 
Who are the Votaries my louing Lords, that arevow + 
fcilowes with this vertuous Duke? 

Lor. Longauill 1s one. 

Prince, Know you the man ? 

1 Lady, 1 know him Madame at a marriage feaſt, 

Berweene L, Perigort and the beautious heire 
Of Taqnes Fawconbridge folemnized, 

In Nermanaie law I this Longawill , 

A man of ſoueraigne parts he 1s eſteem'd : 

Weil ficted in Arts, glorious in Armes : 

Nothing becomes him ill chat he would well. 

The onely ſoyle of his faire vertues gloſle, 

If vertues gloſſe will Raine with any foile, 

Is a ſharp wit match'd with too blunt a W1ll 
Whole edge hath power to cut whoſe will fſhll wills, 

It ſhould none {pare that come within his power. 

Prin, Some merry mocking Lord belike,iſt ſo? 
Lad.rrThey ſay ſomoſt, that moſt his humors know. 
Prm. Such ſhort liu'd wits do wither as they grow. 

Who are the reſt? 

2-Lad.The yong Dumaine,a well accompliſht youth, 


In ſpending 


Ext, 


| 
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For you'll-proue periur'd if you make me tay. 


Of all that Vertue loue, for Vertue loued: 

Moſt power to doc molt harme, leaft knowing ill 
Forhe hath wit comakean ill ſbape ; 
And ſhape to wiwgrace thoug 
I faw him at the Duke Alevſors once, 

And much os lixcle of that good 1 faw, 

1s my report rohls great worthinefle. 

Roſſa. Another” of theſe Students at that tirme , 
Was there with him, as I haue heard a truth. 
Berowne they call him, bur a mertier man , 
Within the limit of becomming mirth, 

I neuer ſpent an houres talke withall., 

His eye begets occafon for his wit , | 
For cuery obieR that the one doth catch, 
The other turnes to a mirth-mouing ieft, 

Which his faire rongue (conceits expoſitor ) 
Delivers in ſuch apr and gracious words , 

That aged eares play treuant at his tales, 

And yonger hearings are quite rauiſhed, 

So ſweet and yoluble is his diſcourſe. 

Prm, God bleſſe my Ladies,are they allinloue? 
That every one her owne hath garniſhed , 

With ſuch bedecking ornaments of praiſe. 

Ala. Heere comes Boyet, 


Enter Boyer, 


Prin, Now, what admittance Lord ? 

Boyer. Nauar had notice of your faire approach ; 
And he and his competitors in oath , 
Were all addreftto meete you gentle Lady - 
Before I came : Marrie thus much I haue learnt, 
Herather meanes to lodge you in the ficld, 
Like one that comes keexe to befiege his Court, 
Then ſecke a diſpenſation for his oath : 
Tolet you enter his vripeopled houle; 


Enter Nauar, Longauifl, Dumaine, and Berowne, 


Heere comes Nauar. 
Nan, Faire Princefle,welcomto the Court of Nawar. 
Prin, Faire I giue you backe againe , and welcome 1 
haue nor yet ; the roofe of this Court is too highto bee 
yours, and welcome to thewide fields, too baſe to be | 
mine. my 
Nas. You ſhall be welcome Madam to my Court, 
Prin, I wil be welcome then, ConduRt me thither. 
Nan. Heare me deare Lady,I haue ſworne an oath. 
Prm. Our Lady helpe my Lord, he'll be forſworne, 
Nas. Nor for the world faire Madam, by my.will. 
Prix. Why, will ſhall breake it will, and nothing els. 
Nas, Your Ladiſhip is ignorant what it is, 
Prin. Were my Lord fo, his ignorance were wiſe, 
Where now his knowledge muit proue ignorance, 
| heare your grace hath ſworne out Houſeekeeping : 
Tis deadly finne to keepe that oath my Lord, 
And finne to breake it: 
But pardon me, 1 am too ſodaine bold, 
Toteack'a Teacher ill beſeemeth me, - 
Vouchſafe to read the purpoſe of my comming, 
And ſodainly reſolue me in my ſuite, 
Nas, Madam,] will, if ſodainly I may. 
Prin. You will the ſooner that I were away, 


Berow, Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ? 
Roſa. Did not] dance with you in Brahext once? | 
Bey. 1 
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Ber. I know you did. 15.1 1807 
Roſa, How needleſſe was it thento ak the queſtion? 
Ber, You ruſt nor be fa quicke. _- 10d 
Roſa. 'Tis long of you pſpurme with ſuch queſtions. 
Ber. Your wit's too hot,it ſpeeds too faſt, 'twill tire. 
Roſa, Not till it leaue the Rider inthe mire. 
Ber. What time a day 
Foſe. The bowre that fooles ſhould azke. 
Ber. Now faire befall youe make, 
Roſa. Faire fall the face itcouers. - 
Ber. And ſend you many louers, 
Roſa. Amen,to you bemone. 
Fer, Nay then will I be gone. 
| . Kin, Madamec,your father beere doth intimate, 
The paiment of a hunered thouſand Crownes, 
'Being but th'one halfe, of an intire ſumme, 
Disburſed by my father in his warres, 
Bur ſay thathe, or we, asneither have 
Recciu'd that ſumme; yet there rerpaines vnpaid 
A hundred thouſand more: in ſurety of the which, 
One part of Aquitaine is bound to vs, 
Although not valued tothe moneys worth, 
:Ifthen the King your father will reſtore 
But that one halfe which is vaſatished, 
We will give vp ourright in Aquitaine, 
And hold faire friendſhip with his Maieſtie : 
'Bur that it ſeemes he little purpoſeth, 
For here he doth demand to haue repaie, 
An hundred thouſand Crownes, and not demands 
One paiment of a hundred thouſand Crownes , 
To haue his title liue in «Fquitame, 
Which we much rather had depart withall , 
And haue the money by our father lent, 
Then »Aquitane, ſo guelded as it is, 
Deare Princeſle, were not his requeſts ſo farre 
From reaſons yeelding, your faire ſelfe ſhould make 
A yeelding 'gainſt ſome reaſon in my bref, 
And goe well ſatisfied to France againe. 
Prin. You doe the King my Father too much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name , 
In ſo vnſeeming to confeſle receyt 
Of that which hath ſo fairbfully booms paid, 
Kin. 1 doe protett Inever heard of it, 
And if you proue it, Ile repay it backe, 
Or yeeld vp Aquitaine. 
Prin. We arreſt your word: 
Boyet, you can produce acquittances 
For ſuch a ſumme, from ſpeciall Officers, 
Of Charles his Father. 
Kin. Satisfie me 0. 
Bojet. $o pleaſe your Grace,the packer is not come 


| Where that and other ſpecia}ries are bound, 


To morrow you ſhall haue a ſight of them. 
Kin, Ir ſhall ſuffice me z at which enterview, 
All liberall reaſon would I yeeld vnto: 
Meane time, receiue ſuch welcome at my hand, 
As Honour, without breach of Honour may 
Make tender of, to thy true worthineſle. 
You may not come faire Prin:efle in my gates, 
But heere wichour you ſhall de ſo receiu'd, 
As you ſhall deeme your ſelfe lodg'd in my heart, 
Though ſo deni'd farther harbourin my houſe : 
Your owne good thoughts excuſe me,and farewell , 
To morrow we ſhall vilit you againe, 
Prin, Sweet health & faire defires conſort your grace. 


Kin, Thy own wiſh wiſh I thee,ip euery place. Exir, 


| 


| Boy. Lady, 1 will commend you to 
; FLCa.Rs.Pray you doe my commendations, 


Boy. | would you heard it grone, 

La, Ro. Is the ſoule ficke ?. 

Boy. Sicke atthe heart. 

Ia. Ro. Alacke,let itbloud, 

Boy. Would that doe it good ? 

La.Ro. My Phibckefaies I, 

Boy. Will youprick't with your eye. 

La. Ro. No poynt, with my knife, 

Boy. Now God ſaue thy life. 

La. Ro. And yours from long living, 

Ber, 1 cannot ſtay thankſ-giving., Exit. 
Enter Dumane. 

Dum. Sir,] pray you a word: What Lady is that ſame? 

Boy. The heire of Alanſon, Roſalin her name. 

Dum A gallant Lady, Mounher fare you well. 

Leng. I beſcech you a word: what is ſhe in the white? 

Boy. A woman ſomtimes, if you ſaw her in thelight. 

Long. Perchance light inthelight: I defire hername. 

Boy, Shee hath bur one for her ſelfe, 
To deſire that were a ſhame, 

Loug. Pray you tir, whole daughter ? 

Boy. Her Mothers, I hauc heard. 

Long. Gods bleſſing a your beard. 

Boy. Good fir be not offended, 
Shee is an heyre of Faulconbridge, 

Long. Nay, my cholleris ended : 
Shee is a moſt ſweet Lady, Exiu.Long, 
Boy. Not volike fir, that may be. 

Enter Beronne, 
What's her name in the cap, 
Katberine by good hap. 
Is ſhe wedded, orno. 
Boy. To her will fir, or (o, 
Ber, You ate welcome fir, adiew. 
Hoy, Fare well rome fir, and welcome to you; Exit, 


Ber. 
Boy. 
Ber. 


Not a word with him, bur a ieft. 

Boy. And euery ieſt bur a word, 

Pri. It was well done of you to take him at his word, 

Boy. 1 was as willing to grapple,as he was to boord. 

La.Ma, Two hot Sheepes marie : 

And wherefore not Ships? (lips. 

Boy. No Sheepe( ſweet Lamb)vnleſſe we feed on your 

La. You Sheep & 1 paſture : (hall char finiſhthe jeſt ? 

Boy. Soyou grant paſture for me. 

La. Not ſo gentle beaſt. 

My lips are no Common, though ſeuerall they be. 

Bo, Belonging to whom? 

La. Tomy fortunes and me. 

Prin. Good wits wil be iangling, but gentles agree. 
This civill warre of wits were much better vied / 
On Nawar and his bookemen, for heere 'tis abus'd. 

Be. If my obfervation(which very ſeldome lies 
By the hearts ſtill rhetoricke,diſcloſed with eyes) 
Deceiue me not now, Naxar is infected, 

Prin. With what ? 

Bo. With that which we Louers intitle affeted, 

Prin. Your reaſon, 

Bo, Why all his behaviours doe maketheirrctire, 
To the court of his eye,peeping thorough deſire, 


| His hart like an Agot with your print imprefled, 
- Prond 
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Ca.Ma. That laſt is Berowne,the mery mad-cap Lord, | 
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Proud with bis forme,in his cie pride expreſſed, 
H1s tongue all impatientto ſpeake and not ſee, 

' Did tumble with haſte in his cie-fightto be, 

' All ſences to that fence did make their repaire, 

| To fecle onely looking on faireſt of faire : 

| Me thought all his ſences werelockr in his eye, 

As Iewels in Chriſtall for ſome Prince to buy. (glaſt, 

\W no tendring their ewn worth from whence they were 

Did point out to buy them along as you paſt. 

His taces owne margent did coate ſuch amazes, 

Thar all eyes ſaw his cies inchanted with gazes. 

Ile give you Aquitaine,and all that is his, 

And you giue hi for my ſake,bur oneloving Kiſle. 
Prin, Come to our Pauillion, Boyer is diſpoſde. 
Bro.Bur to ſpeak that in words, which his cic hath.diſ- 

I onelie haue made a mouth of his cie, {clos'd. 

By additig a tongue, which 1 know will not lie. 
Lad.Ro.Thou art an old Loue-monger,and ſpeakeſt 

$kilfully. 

Lad. Ma. He is Cupid: Grandfather,and learnes news 
of him, 

Lad.2. Then was Venus like her mother, for her fa- 
theris but grim. 

Boy. Do you heare my mad wenches ? 

La.ti, No. 

Boy. What then,do you ice ? 

Lad.z. I, our way to be gone. 


Boy. You are too hard for me, Exennt ones. 
Aftus Ter tins, 
Enter Broggart and Boy. | 
Song, 
Bra. Warble childe,make paſſhonate my ſenſe of hea- 


ring. 
Boy. Concolinel. | 
Brag. Sweete Ayer, go tenderneiſe of yeares : take 
this Key, giue enlargement to the {waine, bring him fe- 
ſtinatly hither : I mult imploy him in a letter tomy 
Loue. 
Boy. Will you win your love with a French braule? 
Bra, How weaneft thou, brauling in French? 
Boy. No my compleat maſter, but to Tigge off a tune 


it wich turning vp your cie : ſigh a note and fing anote, 
| ſometime through the throate ; if you ſwallowed loue 
with Ginging, loue ſometime through: noſe as if you 
ſnuft vp loue by ſmelling loue with your hat penthoule- 
like ore the ſhop of your cies, with your armes croſt on 
your thinbellie doubler , like a Rabber on a ſpit,or your 
hands in your pocker, like a man after the old painting, 
and keepenot too long in one tune, but a ſnip and away: 
theſe are complements, theſe are humours, theſe betraie 
nice wenches that would be betraied without theſe, and 
make them men of note : do you note men thatmoſt are 
afteted totheſe? 

Brag. How haſt thou purchaſed this experience? 

Boy. By my penne of obſcruation. 

Brag. But O,but O. 

Boy. The Hobbie-horſe is forgor. 

Bra. Cal't thou my loue Hobbi-horſe, 

Boy. No Maſter,the Hobbie-horlſe is buta Colt, and 
2nd your Loue perhsps, a Hacknie : | 


| 


7 
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at the tongues end, canarie toit with the feete, humour 


Bur haue you forgot your Loue? | 

Brag. Almoſt had, 

Boy: Negligent ſtudent,learne her by heart. 

Brag. By heart, and in heart Boy, 

Boy. And out of heart Maſter : all thoſe three I will 

roue. 

Brag, What wilt thou proue ? 

Boy. A man,ifT liue(and this)by,in,and withour,vp- 
on the inſtant ; by heart you loue her, becauſe your heart 
cannot come by her : in heart you loue her, becauſe your | 
heart is in loue with her : and out of heart you loue her, | 
being out of heart that you cannot enioy her. 

Brag. I am all theſe three. 

Boy, And three times as much more,and yet nething 
at all, 

Brag. Fetch hither the Swaine, he muſt carrie mee a 
letter, 

Boy. A meſſage well fim 
baſladour for an Alle, 

Brag. Ha,ha, What ſaieſt thou? 

Boy,Marrie fir, you muſt ſend the Aﬀe ypon the Horſe 
for he is yerie flow gated : but I goe. 

Brag. The way 1s but ſhort, away. 

Boy. As (wift as Lead fir. 

Brag. Thy meaning prettic ingenious, is not Lead a 
mettall heauje,dull,and flow? 

Boy. Minnime honeſt Maſter,or rather Maſter no. 

Erad. I ſay Leadis flow. 

Boy, Yoware too ſwift fir to ſay (0. 

Is that Lead flow which :s fir'd from a Gunne? 

Brag. Sweete ſmoke ot Rhetorike, 

He reputes me a Cannon,and the Buller that's he : 
I ſhoote thee at the Swaine, 

Boy. Thuwp then, and I flee. 

Bra, A moſt acute iuvenall,voluble and free of grace, 
By thy tauour {weet Welkin,l muſt ſigh in thy face, 
Moſt rude melancholie, Valour giues thee place. 

My Herald is return'd, 


pathis'd, a Horſe to be em- 


Enter Page and Clowne, 


Fg. & wonder Maſter,here's a Coſtard broken in a 
in. 

Ar. Some enigma, ſome riddle, come, thy Lenwoy 

begin, 

Cle. No egma,no riddle,no lenwoy, no (alue, inthee 
male fir. Or fir, Plantan, aplaine Plantan ; no lewwey,no 
lenuoy,no Salue fir, but a Plantan. 

Ar. By veriue thou inforceſt laughter, thy fillie 
thought, my ſpleene,the heauing of my lunges provokes 
me to rediculous ſmyling : O pardon me my ſtars, doth 


the inconfiderate take ſalue for lenwoy, and the word /en- 
oy for a ſalne? 

Pag. Doethe wiſe thinke them other, is not /enwoy 2 
ſalue ? (plaine, 


Ar. No Page, it is an epilogue or diſcourſe to make 
Sore obſcure precedence that hath tofore bin faine. | 
Now will I begin your morrall, and doyou follow with | 

my lenny . 
The Foxe,the Ape,and the Humble-Bee, | 
Were ſtill at oddes, being bur three. 
Arm. Vrcill the Gooſe came out of doore, 
Staying the oddes by adding foure, 
nes _ Lemnuey,ending in the Gooſe: would you 


emore?. 


| 


Els, The Boy bath ſold him a bargaine,a Goolegthat's 
flat | 
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Sir, your penny-worth is gaod,and your Gooſe befat., ; { Andinher traine there isa gentle Ladie: 


To fell a bargaine well is 35 cunniog as. faft 3nd loale;,') | When tongues ſpeak {weenly,then they name her name "nh ) 

| Ler me ſee a fat Lennoy, I thar's a far Goole... | + | And Roſakine they call ber,aske for her : Ti it! 
Ar, Comohither,come hither ; + Andto hey white hand ſee thou do commend ol | 

How did this argument begin? | + | Thisſcal'&-yp counſaile, Ther's thy guerdon : goe. | 

\ Boy. By laying thata d.yeas broken ina ſhin. | | ({ ». Gardon,O ſweete gardon, betterthen remnne.. 111 
Then cal'd you for the Lexwoy.. Lcd . | ration, alevenpence-farthing better : moſt ſweete __. told 
Clow. True,and1 for a Planzan : ; ot! don. I will doeit fir inprine: gardon, remuneration, "11 
| Thus came yo ur argument. in!; |! F PO v.01 
Then the Boyes fat Lenme, the Gooſe that you bought, | Ber. O, andI forſoothin love, : mh 
' And he ended the marker. | | I that haue beene loves whip ? l | 
\ . Ar, Buttcll me; How was there a Coftard brokenin, } A veric Beadle to a humerous Ggh : A Criticke, WI 
aſhin? td eat | Nay,anight-watch Conſtable, 4 

" Pag. 1willtell you ſencidly. | A domineering pedanc ore the Boy, 4 
(low, Thou haſt no feeling of it Aſoth, ' Then whom no mertall ſo magniticent, by! 

] will ſpeake that Lenwoy, | | | Fnhis wimpled, whyning,purblinde waiward Boy, it | | 

'] Coſtard running ouc,that was ſafely within, This (1gnior /ri0s gyant drawfe,don Cupid, | 

Fell ouer the threſhold, arid broke my ſhin. Regent of Loue-rimes, Lord of tolded armes, ; Wi. 

' "Arm. Wewilltalke no more of this matter. Thannointed loueraigne of fighes and groanes: i | {l 
Clow. Till chere be more matter in tie ſhin. Licdge ot all loyterers and malecontents : | at | i 
Arm. Sura (o/tard, | will franchiſe thee- Dread Prince of Placcats, King of Codpeeces. \\ 4008 þ | 

Clow. O, marrie me to one Francs, | ſmell ſore Len- | Sole Emperator and great generall | | 
#oy, ſome Gooſe in this. Of trotting Parrators (O my little heart.) 1d 11 
Arm. By ay ſweete ſoule,] meane, ſetting thee at li- | And1tobca Corporal! of his field, | | ""ath 0] 
| bertie, Enfreedoming thy perſon : thou wert emured, | And weare his colours like a Tumblers hoope. Ny. 6114 
reſtrained, captivated, bound, * | What? | loue, | ſue,] fecke a wife, | i 
Clow, True,true,and now you w:ll be ry purgation, | A woman that is like a Germane Cloake, | | ; 
and let me looſe. . þ Still a repairing : ever out of frame, WH 117 
Arm. 1 give thee thy libertie, ſet thee from durance, And neuer going a right, being a Watch : It | 
andin lieu thereof, impoſe on thee nothing bur this : But being watchr, that it may (t1]! goe right, 10801 
Beare this fignificant to the countrey Maide [aqnenetta: | Nay,to be periurde, which is worſt of all : il 
there is remuneration, for the beſt ward of mine honours } And among three,to loue the worſt of all, | (AF 
is rewarding my dependants. A4oth,tollow, / | A whitly wanton, with a veluet brow, "> | | [1181] 
Pag. Likethe ſequellT. | Withtwo pitch bals ftucke tn her face for eyes, | if t M* 
Signeur Coſt ard adew. Exit, | 1,and by heauen,one that will doe the deede, | 1 ; 
Clow, My (weete ounce of mans fleſh, my in-conie | Though Argw were her Eunuch and her garde. 118: 
| Jew : Now will I looke to his remuneration. And Ito high for her,to watch forher, 118 
Remuneration, O, that's the Latine word for three-far- | To pray forher,goto: it is a plague 'f | | 
things: Three-farthings remure:ation, What's theprice | That (pid will impole for my negleR, WT 
of this yncle? i,d,no, lle giue yon aremuneration : Why? | Ot his almighty dreadtull liztle might. if | | | 
It carries it remuneration : Why? It is a fairer name then | Well, I will 5 Apes nr Are "1 j 
a French-Crowne. 1 will ncuerbuy and ſell out of this | Some men mult louemy Lady,and tome lone, 118 8 
word. Ihe 64 
Enter Berowne, "FE IA pony | | 
Ber, O my good knaueCoſtard,cxceedingly well mer. eA tins (ua rFHS, $ 
«low. Pray you tr, How much Carnation Ribbon | __ F 5 counties al 
may a man buy for a remuneration ? - 
Ber, What is a remuneration? Enter the Princeſſe,a Forreſter, ber Ladies, and 4 
Cof, Marrie fir, halfe pennie farthing. | her Lora:. * 
Ber. O, Why then threefarthings w onh cf Silke. Lu. Was thar the King that ſpurd his horſe ſo hard, | | 1 
Coft. IT thanke your worſhip,God be wy you,.. Againſt rhe ſteepe vpriſing of the hill ? ot 
Ber. O fy (laue, I muſt eploy thee : Boy. I know not, but | thinke it was not he. 4 
As thou wilt win my favour, good my knaue, Qs, Who cre a was,a ſhew'd a mounting minde:; my 
Doe one thing for me that I ſhall intreate. Well Locds,to day we ſhall haue our diſpatch, | 1 
 Clow, When would you have it done ft ? On Saterday we wdlreturne to Fraxce. 1 oy 
Ber. O this after-noone, | | | Then Forreſter my friend, W here is the Buſh | Wi! 141 {4} 
Clo, Well, I will dot it fir : Face you well. That we mult ſtand arid play the murtherer in ? "7 
Ber, O thou knoweſt not wht it is, 7 For. Hereby vponthe edge of younder Coppice, Wd. 
Clo, I ſhall know fir, when I have done it. A >eandehere you may make the faireſt ſhoote, il Mo 
Ber, Why villaine thaumut knowfickt, 20 78 \2u, I thanke my beautie, I amfaire that ſhoots, | o04- 
Cle. wil come to your worſhip to marrow merning.: | And theteupon thou ſpeak'fithe faireſt ſhoote. f 
| - Ber, Ik muſt be done his after-noone, |. © . + | | For. Pardon me Madam,for I meant not (o, Tt |> 
Harkeflauc,it is but this : | . | #. What,what?Firſt praiſe me,& then again ſay no, F [> 
The Princefſe comes tg hunthere in theParke,, :-/ |: | O ſhortliu'd pride. Not faire? alacke for woe. ns | - 
| X For. Yes | = 
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For, Yes Madam faire. 
Q». Nay,never-paint me now, | 

Where faire is not,praiſe cannot mend the brow. 
| Here (good my glaſſe) take this for telling true: 
Faire paiment tor foule words,is more then due. 

For. Nothing bur faire 1s that which you mherit. | 

Ou, See,ſre,my beautie will be ſau'd by merit, 
O herchie 1a taire,fit for thefe dayes, | 
A. giuing hand,though foule,ſhall haue faire praiſe 
Bur come,the Bow : Now Mercie goes to kill, 
And ſhooting well,is then accounted ill : 
Thus will I ſauce tny credit inthe ſhoote, 
Not wounding, pittie would not let me do't : 
If wounding, then 1t was to ſhew my $kill, 
That more for pravie,then purpoſe meant ro kill, 
And out of quetiion,ſo it is ſometimes : 
Glory growes guiltic of dereſted crimes, 
When tor Fames (ake,tor praile an outward part, 
We bend to that, the working of the hart. 
As I forpraiſe alone now ſeeketo ſpill 
The poore Deeres blood,thar my heart meanesno 111, 


Onely for praiſe ſake, when they ſiriue to be 
| Lords ore their Lords ? 

2s. Onely for praiſe. and praiſe we may afford, 
To any Lady that ſubdewes a Lord, 


Exter Clowne. 


Boy. Here comes amember of the common-wealth, 
Clo. God dig-you-den all, pray you whichis the head 


Lady? 
'fs.Thou ſhalt know her fellow,by the reſt that have 
no heads. 
Clo. Which is the greateſt Lady,the higheſt? 
©s, The thickeſt, and the ralleft, 
Clo. The thickelt,& the calle(t : it is ſo, truth is truth, 
And your waſte Miſtcis, were as flender as my wit, 
One a theſe Maides girdles for your waſte ſhould be fir. 
Arenotyou the chiefe womarYou are the thickeſt here? 
On. What's your will br 2 What's your will ? 
Clo. T have a Letter from Montier Zerowne, 
Toone Lady Roſaline. 
Q«.0 thy letter,thy letter:He's a good friend of mine, 
Stand a de good bearer, 
Boyet, you can catue, 
Breake vp this Capon. 
Boyer. 1 an bound to ſerue., 
T his Letter is miſtooke : it importeth none here : 
It is writ to [aquenetta, 
{| On, Wewillreadeir,l ſweare, 


{ Breake the necke of the Waxc,and.cuery one giue eare, 


Boyet reades. 


Y heauen, that thou art faire, is moſt infallible: true 
that thou art beautcons, truth it ſelfe that chou art 
louely : more fairer then faire, beautifull then beautious, 
truer then truth it ſelfe; haue comiſeration on thy heroi- 
call Vaſſall. The magnanimous and moft i[|uftrate King 
({pvetna (er eie vpon the pernicious and indubitate Beg. 


"1, vidj, vici: Which to annothanize in the vulgar, Of 
baſe and obſcure vulgar ; videlſet, He came, Sce,and o= 
uezcame: hee came'one; ſee, two; coucrcare three; 


Boy, Do not curſt wives hold that ſelfe-ſoueraigntie 


ger Zenelephon: and he it was that might rightly ſay,Ve-. 


\Who came ? the King, Why did he come ? toſec. Why | 


did heſee? ro ouercome. To whom camehe? to the 
Begger. What ſaw he? the Begger, Who overcame 
he ? the Begger. The conchtfion is viRtorie : On whoſe 
fide? the King : the _— is inricht : On whoſe fide? 
the Beggers. The cataſtrophe is a Nuptiall: on whoſe 
fide? the Kings: no,0u both in one,or one in both. I am 
the King (for ſo ſtands the compariſon) thou the Beg-» 
ger, torſo witnefſeth thy lowhnefſe. Shall I command 


thy loue ? I may, Shall I enforce thy louc? I could, | 


Shall I entreare thy loue? I will, What, ſhalt thou ex- 
change for ragpes, roabes: for tittles titles, for thy ſelfe 


mee, Thus expeRing thy reply, Iprophane my lipson | 


thy foore, my eyes on thy pifture, and my heart on thy 


cuerie part, 


T hine in the deareſt defigne of induſtrie , 
Don Adriana de Armatho. 


Thus doſt thou hgare the Nemean Lion roare, 
Gainſt thee thou Lambe, thar ftandeft as his pray : 
Submiſſive fall his princely feere before, 
And he from forrage will incline to play. 
But if thou ſtrive (poore ſoule) what art thou then? 
Foode for his rage, repatture for his den. 


Lu. What plume of feathers is hee that indited this 
Letter? What veine? What Wethercocke? Did you 
euer heare better ? 
Boy. I am much deceiued,bur I remember the tile, 
2s.Ellſe your memorie is bad, going ore it erewhile, 
Boy.This Armado is aSpaniard that keeps here in court 
A Phantalime,a Monarcho,and one that makes ſport 
Tothe Prince and his Booke-mates, 
2». Thou fellow, a word. 
Who gane thee this Letter ? 
( !ow. Itold you,my Lord, 
Qs. To whom ſhould'ſt thou giue it? 
Cle, From my Lord to my Lady. 
. From which Lord,to which Lady? 
Clo. From my Lord Berowne,a good maſter of mine, 
Toa Lady of France, that he call'd Roſaline, 
2».Thou haſt miſtaken his letter. Come Lords away. 
Here [weete, put vp this,'twill be thine another day. 
Exennt, 
Boy. Whois the ſhooter > Who is the ſhooter #2 
Roſa, Shall I teach youro know. 
Boy, I my continent of beautie. 
Roſa. Why ſhe that beares the Bow. Finely pur off, 
Boy. My Lady goes to kill hornes, but if thou marrie, 
Hang me hh the necke,if hornes that yeare miſcarrie, 
Finely puc on. 
Roſa, Well then,lam the ſhooter, 
Boy. And who is your Deare? 
Roſa. 1t we chooſe by the hornes, your ſelfe come not 
neare. Finely put on indeede. 
Maria. You ſtill wrangle with her Zojet, and ſhee 
ſtrikes at the brow. | 
Boyer. Pur ſhe her ſelfe is hit lower : 


5 


Haue I kit her now. | 


Roſa, Shall I come ypon thee with an old ſaying, that | 
was a man when King Pippin of Fraxce was a little boy, as 
touching the hir ir, 

Bojet, Sol may anſwere thee with one as old that 
was 2 woman when Queene Guinower of Britraive Was 4 


| 
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lictle wench, as touching the bir ic, | 
| Roſa, Thoy 
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Roſs, Thou canſt not hit ityhit igghit it, 
Thou cant not hit it my goodmaa. 
Boy, I cantor, canner, cannot : 
AndI cannot, another can. Exit. 
Clo. By my troth moſt pleaſant,how both did hi it. 


Mar, A marke marueilous well ſhot, for they-both 
did hit, 

Boy. A mark,O marke but that marke : amarke ſaies 
my Lady, 


Let the mark haue apricke in't,to meat at, if it may be. 
Afar. Widea'th bow hand, yfaith your hand is out. 
Clo. Indeede a'muſt ſhoote nearer, or heele ne're hir 

the clout, 

Boy. And if my hand be out, then belike your hand 

isin. 

Cle. Then will (hee get the vpſhoot by cleaving the 

is 10. 

Ma, Come,come,you talke greaſcly, your lips grow 

foule, 

Clo. She's too bard for you at pricks,fir challenge her 

to boule. 

Boy, I feare roo muchrubbing : good night my good 

Oule, 

Clo. By my ſoule a Swaine,a moſt hmple Clowne, 
Lord, Lord, how the Ladies and I have pur him downe, 
O my troth moſt ſweete ie{ts,moſt inconie vulgar wit, 
When it comes ſo ſmoothly off, fo obſcenely as it were, 

{o fit, 
Armathor ath to the ſide,O a moſt dainty man, 
To ſee him walke before a Lady,and to beare her Fan. 


ſweare: 
Aud his Page atother fide,that handfull of wit, 
Ah heauens,it is moſt pathericall nic. | 
Sowla,ſowla, Exennr. 


Shoote within, 
Enter Dull, Holofernes the Pedant and Natbaniel. 


Nat. Very reverent {port truely,and doneinthe t:ſti- 
mony of a good conſcience. 

Ped. The Deare was(as you know )ſanguis in bl- ed, 
ripe as a Pomwater, who now hangeth like a Jewell in 
the care of Celothe {kie; the welken the heaven, and a- 
non fallech like aCrab on the face of Terra,the ſoyle,the 
| land, the earth, |; 

| Curat,Nath, Truely M. Holofernes the epythithes are 
ſweetly varied like a ſcholler at the leaft; bur fir I aſſure 
ye, it was a Bucke of the firft head. *' 

Hol. Sit Natheniel, hand creds. 

Dal. *'T was not a hand credo, twas a Pricket. 

Hol. Moſtbarbarous intimation : yer a kinde of infi- 
nuation,as it were i v14,in way of explicayon facere : 8s 
it were replication,or rather offentare,to how as.it were 
his inclination after his vndtefſed, vnpoliſhed, vneduca- 
red, vnpruned, yntrained,or rather yolertered,: or rathe- 
reſt yaconfirmed faſhion, to inſert againe my bad credo 
| for aDeare. | | 

Dl. 1 laid the Deare was not'a beavdcreds,. 'twas 4 

| Pricker, , [20 
| Hal. Twice (od fimplicitie, bu colts, Orthou mon. 
ſer Ignorance, how deformed dooſt thou lopkel, 

Nath. Sir hee hath neuer fed'of the1das 

bred in a booke. ' BLzts; (13 ine 
He hath not exce: as it ware: Linidad au 


' art 


He hathnot inke, nds vole 


To ſce him kiſſe bis hand, and how moſt (weetly a will | 
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His intelleQis not repleniſhed, hee is onely an animal] 
onely ſenſible inthe duller parts: and ſuch barren plants 
are ſer before vs,that we thankfull ſhould be : which we 
taſte and feeling,are for thoſe parts that doe frufific in 
vs morethen he, 

For as it would ill become meto be vaine,indiſcreer,or 
a foole ; F 

So were there a patch ſer on Learning, toſechimin a 
Schoole. 

But onne bene ſay I,being of an old Fathers minde, 

Maay can brooke the weather, that love not the winde. 

Dwl. You two are book-men: Can you tell bv your 
wit, What was a month old atCain:s birth, that's nor five 
weekes old as yer? 

Hol. Diitiſima goodman Dull, diftiſima goodman 
Dull, 

Dul. What is dittima? 

Nath, Atiile to Phebe,to Luna,to the Moone. 

Hol. The Moone was a month old when Adam was 

no more, F (lcore. 
And wroughtnot to fiue-weekes when he.came to fiue- 
Th'allufion holds in the Exchange. 

Dxl. 'Tis true indeede, the Collufion holds in the 
Exchange, 

Hel.50d comfort thy capacity, fay th'allufion holds 
the Exchange. 

Dl. And I fay the polufion holds in the Exchange : 
for the Moone is never buta month old: and { tay be- 
de that,'twas 2 Pricket that the Princefle kill'd. 

Hol. Sir Nathaniel, will you heare an extemporall 
Epyraph on the death of the Deare, and to humour 
the ignoraat call'd the Deare, the Princeffe kill'd a 
Pricker. 

Nath. Perge, good M. Holefernes, perge, ſoit ſhall 
pleaſe you toabrogate ſcurilitic, | 

Hel | will ſomething affc& the letter, for irargues 
facilitic. | 


Theprayfull Princeſſe pearſt andpricks 
a prettie pleaſing Pricker, 
Some ſay a Sore but not a ſore, 
tall now made ſore with ſhooting. 
The Dag ges did yell put ell to Sore, 
then Sorell inmps from thicket : 
Or Prickgt- ſore, or elſe Sorel, 
the people fall a honing. 
If bags rms ellto , wh 
makes fiftie ſores O ſorell : 
Of one ſore [ an hundred maks 
by adding but ne more L. 


Dxl. If a talent be a claw, looke how he clawes hin 

with atalenr. 
. Nath. This is a gift that I haue ſimple: ſtmple,a foo- 
liſh extrauagant ſpirit, full of formes, figures, ſhapes,ob- 
iets, Ideas,a 
are begot ventiicle-atmemorie, nouriſht in the 
wombe of pritnater, and deliuered vpon the mellowing 
of occafion : bur the gift is good inthoſe in whom itis 
acute,and Iam thanktull for it, 

Hel. Sir, 1 praiſe the Lord for you, and ſo may my 
pariſhioners; | for their Sonnes are well _ by you, 
andtheir profic y ou: you 
are 3 ry Ts" ag. 4. alth, , : 


| . Nath. Mehercle, Ifcheir Sonnes be ingennous, = 
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| hall want no inſtruQion: If their Daughters be capable, 
| { will put it to them, Burt Vir ſapss qui parc loquiter, 2 
| ſoule Feminine [aluteth vs, 


Enter /. aquenetta and the (Yowne. 


[aqn. God giue you good morrow M,Perſon. 
Nath. Maſter Perſon,qna/: Perſon? And if one ſhould 
be perſt, Which is the one? 


hogſhead. 

Nath, Ofperling a Hogshead, a good luſter of con- 
ceit in a curph of Earth, Fire enough for a Flint, Pearle 
enough for a Swine : 'tis prettic,it 15 Well, 


this Letter, it was een mee by Coftard, and ſent mee 
from Don Armatho : I beſcech you reade it. 

Nath, Facile precor gellida, quando pecas omnia ſub 1m- 
braiummat, and lo torth. Ah good old Maninarn, | 


chie vencha, que non te unde,quz non te perreche. Old Man- 
twam,old Mantuan, \V ho vnderftandech theenor, vt re 


'| ſol la mifa: Vnder pardon ir, What are the contents? or 


rather as Horrace fayes in his, V\ hat wy foule veries. 
Hol, 1fir,and very learned. 
Nath. Let me hearc aſtafie,a ſtanze,a verie, Lege do- 
mine. 
If Love make meforſworne,how ſhall | ſweare to loue? 
Ah neuer faith could hold,if not to beautie vowed. 
Though to my ſelfe for{worn,to thee Ile faithtull prove, 
Thoſethoughts to mee were Okes, to theehke Ohters 
bowed, 
Studie his byasleaues, and makes his booke thine eyes, 
Where all choſe plealures liuc, that Art would compre- 
hend. 
iftknowledge be the marke,to know thee ſhall ſufhce, 
Welllcarncd is that tongve, that well can thee comend, 
All ignorant that ſoule,that fees tice without wonder. 
Which is to me ſome praiſe,that | thy pares admire; 


, 
t,t. —_— 


| Thy eye Jones lightning beares, thy voyce this dreadfull 


___ thunder. 
Which not to anger bent, is mulique,and ſweet fire. 
Celeſtial! as chou art,Oh pardon loue this wrong, 
That ſings heauens praiſe, with ſuch anearchly tongue. 
Ped. You finde not theapoſtraphas, and (o mille the 


-| accent, Let me tupervile the cangener. 


Nath. Here are onelywumbers ratified; but forthe 


| elegancy; facility,& golden'cadence of poche covet : O- 


widd:ns Naſs was the man, And why in deed Naſo, bur 
for ſmelling atk the odoriterous flowers of fancy? the 
ierkes of invention imirarie is nothing : So doth the 
Hound his maſter, the Ape his keeper, the tyred Horſe 
his rider: But Damoſella virem, Was this directed to 
'0u? 

laq. 1 fir from one mounher Berowne, one of the 


| ſtrange Queenes Lords. 


Nath, I will ouerwlancethe (uperlcript. 
Tothe ſnow-whitc hand ofubewoft beautina L;adjfRoſaline. 
1 will looke agains on the: imitelle&t of the Lecter, for 
the nomination of the partic written wtheperſon writ- 
ren viitO, 19302 fe; 
Tour Ladiſhipsis all deſired inwloyment, Berowne. - 
1. Per, Sir Holofernes avis Beyowneis one of the Votariey 
with the King, andbere he rath framed Letter to a ſ(e- 


| fihe ſtr : which accid 
} quent ot che ſtranger Queenes: which accidentally, -or 
| bythe way of progiefſhiony hath miſcarnied; Trip and 


| 


Ch Marry M. Schoolemaſter, hee that is likeft to a | 


— 


[aqu. Good Maſter Parſon be ſo good as reade mee | 


may ſpeake of thee as the trapeiler doth of Ferrce, vem- | 


goemy {weete, deliuer this Paper into the hand of the 
King,it may concerne much : {tay nor thy complement, 
forgiue thy duetie,advue. | 

Maid. Good Coſtard go with me: 

Sir God faue your life. 

Coſt, Haue with thee my pirle. Exit. 

Hol. Sir you haue done this inthe feare of God yery 
religiouſly : and as a certaine Father ſaith 

Ped. Sir tell not me of the Father, I do feare coloura- 
ble colours. But to returne tothe Verſes,Did they pleaſe 
you fir Nathaniel? 

Nath. Marueilous well for the pen. 

Peda. 1 do dine to day ar the fathers of a certaine Pu- 
pill of mine, where if { being repaſt) it ſhall pleaſe yours 
gratifie thetable with a Grace, I will on mypriuiledge 1 
haue with the parents of the foreſaid Childe or Pupill, 
vndertake your jen vonmto, where I will prove thoſe 
Verſes to be very ynlearned, neither ſayouring of 
Poerrie, Wit, nor Inuention. I beſcech your So- 
cietie, 

Nat. And tiianke you to: for ſocietie (ſaith the text) 
is the happineſſe of life. 

Peda. And certes the text moſt infallibly c,ncludes it. |. 


Dir | do invite you too, you ſhall not ſay me nay : paxca 


G— 
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verba, 
Away,the gentles are at their-game, and we will to our 
xeckeation, | Exennt. 


Enter Berowne with a Paper in bis hand,aloxe. 


Bero. The King heis hunting the Deare, 
T am courhng my lelfe. 

They hauepitcht a Toyle, Iam toyling in apyrch, 
pitch thatdefiles ; defile, a foule word: Well, ſer thee 
downe forrow ; for to they lay the foole ſaid, and ſo ſay 
I, and I the foole : Well proued wit, By the Lord this 
Loue is as mad as Aiax, it kils ſheepe, it kils mee, I a 
ſhcepe: Well proued againe 2 my (ide, I will nor loue; 
it | do hang me : yfaith | willnot, O bur her eye: by 
this light, but for her eye, I would not lone her; yes;for 
hertwo eyes, Well, I doe nothing in the world bur lye, 
and lye in my throate, By heauen [ doe love,and it hath 
caught mee to Rime, and to be mallicholie: and here is 
part of my Rime, and heere wy mallichohe. Well, ſhe 
hath one a'my Sonnets already, the Clowne bore itzthe 
Foole {ent jr,and the Lady hath it : ſweet Clowne,ſwees 
rer Foole,fweeteſt Lady,By the world, I would not care ' 
a pin,if the other three were in, Here comes one with a 
paper,God giue him grace to grope. 

He ſtands aſide. The King entreth, 

Kin. Ay mee! | 

Ber. Shot by heaven: proceede ſweet = wa haft 
thurpr him with thy Birdbolt vnder the left pap:infaith 
ſecrers, | SIBVEs 

King. So (weete a kifle the golden Sunne giues not, 
To thoſe freſh morning drops ypon the Roſe, 
As thy eye beames, when their freſh rayſe have ſmot,  * 
The niglt of dew that on my cheekes downe flowes. 
Nor ſhines the filuer Moone one nalfe ſo bright, 
Through the tratiſparent boſome of the deepe, - > ©! 
As dothithy face through teares of mine gine light : 


. Thou ſhift in eueryrearerhat I doe'weepe, 


No drop; bur ss a Coach doth carry thee : "22V\ 
So rideſt thou triumphing,in my. woe. - | 
Do but behold the rearesrhat the wi Tit z 


And they thy glory through my griefe will ſhow: ' 


———— 4 


— —_— ht 


OE CO” —— —— — _———_—_ — 


ce 


Lowes, Labour's loft. 


But doe not loue thy ſelfe, then thou wilt keepe 
My teares for glaſles,and fill make me weepe. 

O Queene of .Queenes, how farredoſt thou excell, 
No thought can thinke,nor t of morrall cell, 
How ſhall ſhe koow my griefes ? Ile drop the paper. 
Sweet leaues ſhade folly, Whois he comes heere? 


. Enter Longanile. The King ſteps aſide. 
What Leyga%4, and reading : liſten eare. | 
Ber. Now inthy likenefle, one more foole appeare. 
Long. Ay me, I am foriworne. 
Ber. Winy he comes in like a periure,wearing papers, 
Long. Inloue I hope, ſweet fellowſhip in ſhame, 
Ber. One drunkard loues another of the name. 
Lon, Am 1 the firſt 5 have been peciur'd\o? (know, 
Ber. I could put theein comfort, notby two that I 
Thou makelt the triumphery,the corner cap of ſocietic , 
The ſhape at Loves Tiburne, that hangs vp Gmplicitie, 
Lon, | feare thele tubborn lines lack power to moue, 
O ſweet Maria, Erpprefie of my Love, _ 
Theſe numbers will 1 ceare,and wricein proſe. 
Ber. O Rimes are gards on wanton Capids hoſe, 
Disfigure not lus Shop. 
Lon, This ſame ſhall goe. Hereades the Sonnet. 
Did not the heauenly Rhetoriche of thine eye, 
'Gainſt whom the world cannot hold argument, 
Per [wade my heart to thu falſe peruurie ? 
Vowes for thee broke deſernenot paniſhment, 
A Woman { forſwore, but 1 millprowe, 
Thow being a Goddeſſe,] forſwore not thee. 
Hy Vow was earthly, thow aheanently Lowe, 
Thy grace being gain'd, cures all diſgrace in me. 
| Vowes are but breath; and breath a vapour is. 
| Then thou faire Sun,which on my earth doeſt ſhine, 
Exbalett this vapor-vow, in thee it s : 
If broken then, it is no fault of mine : 
If by me brobe, What fools #s not ſowiſe , 
To loofe an oath, towm a Paradiſe ? 
Ber, This is the liuer veine, which makes fleſh a deity. 
A greene Goole,a Coddeſle, pure pure Idolatry, 
God amend vs, God amend, we are much out o'th'way, 


Enter Dumaime. 
Low, By whom ſhall I ſend this (company? ) Stay. 
Bere. All bid, all hid,an old infant play, 
Like a demie God, here fit I in the skie, 
And wretched fooles ſecrets heedfully ore-eye, 
More Sacks tothe myl!. O heauens I have my wiſh, 
D#maine transform'd, toure Woodcocks in a diſh. 
Dswm. O moſt diuine Kate. 
Bers. O moſt prophane coxcombe, 
Dum, By heauen the wonder of a mortall eye. 
Bere. By carth ſhe is not,corporall there you lye. 
Dwm, Her Amber haires for toule hath amber cored. 
Ber. An Amber coloured Rauen was well noted, 
Dum. As vpright asthe Cedar. 
Ber. Stoope | ſay; her ſhoulder is with-child, 
Dum. As faire as day. 
Ber. 1 as ſome daies,but then no ſunne muſt ſhine. 
Dum. O tharl had my with? 
Lon. And I had mine. 
Kin. And mine too good Lord. | 
Ber, Amen,ſo I had mine: Is not thats good word ? 
Dum. 1 would forget herybura Fever ſhe 
Raignes in my bloud;and will remembred be, . -.\ 
Ber, A Feuetin your bloud, why then inciſion \ 


4 
| Bur are younot aſbam'd ?nay, are ue not 


| This will 1 ſend, and ſomething elſe more plaine, : 


{ Wouldler her out in Sawcers, ſweet miſpriſion. 
Ber, Once more Ile marke how Loue can yarry Wir. 
Dumane reaaes bis Sounet, 


On a day, alack the day : 
| Lowe, whoſe Month u enery May, 
Spied a bloſſome paſſing face, 
Playing im the wanton ajre : 
Throuch the Veluet, leawes the winde, 
All unſeene,can paſſage finde. 
That the Loner ſicke to death, 
Wiſh h1mſelfe the heavens breath. 
' Are (quoth he) thy cheekes may blowe, 
: Ajre,would | might trixanph ſo, 
But alache my hand « ſworne, - 
Nere to plucke thee from thy throxe : 
Vow alacke for youth unmeete, 
Youth ſo apt to plucke «ſweet. 
Doe nat call it ſunne in me, 
T hat ] am for[worne for thee. | 
T hou for whom loue would ſweare, 
Juno but az e/Ethiop were, ,. 
And denie bimſelfe for loue. 
Twrning mortall fer thy Lowe. 


"I 


That ſhall exprefle my true-loues faſting paine,, ..., 
O would the King, Zerowne and Longanall, 
Were Louers too, ill to example ill, | 


For none offend, where all alike doe dote, 
Lon. Damaine, thy Lot is farce from charitic, 
That in Loves griefe defir'lt ſocietie: 


| 


You may looke pale, but I ſhould bluſh I know, 
To be ore-heard,and taken napping ſo. 4 
Kin. Come fic,you blulb : as his, your caſeis ſuch, 
You chide at him, offending twice as much. 
You doe not loue Maria ? Longauile, 
Did never Sonnet for her ſake compile ; 
Nor never lay his wreathed arines athwart + 
His louing boſome,to keepe downe his heant, 
| haue beene clolely ſhrowded in this buſh, 
And markt you both, and for you both did bluſh. 
| I heard your guilty Rimes, oblciu d your faſtuon: 
Saw hghes recke from you, noted well your potion. 
Aye me,ſayes one | O /oxe,the other cries! 
On her haires were Gold, Chiiſtall the others eyes. 
You would for Paradiſe breake Faith and troth, 
And [owe for your Loue would infringe an oath. 
What will Berowne ſay when that he ſhall heare 
|" Faith infringed, which ſuch zeale did ſwearc. 
How will he ſcorne?how will he ſpend his wic 2 
| How will he triumph, leape,and laugh ar ir? 
For all the wealth that cuer I did ſee, 
I would nor haue him know ſo much by me. 
Zero. Now Rep I forth to whip hypocriſie, 
Ah good uiy Liedge, I pray thee pardon me. 
Good heart, What grace haſt thou thus to reproue 
Theſe wormes for louing,that art moſt in loue ? 
Your eyes doe make ne couches in your tearcs, 
+ There is no certaine Princeſſe that appeares. 
You'll not be periur'd,'tisa hatefull ching : 
Tuſh,none but Minſtrels like of Sonnerting. 


All 


—————_ —_ 
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Dum. Once more lle read the Ode that | have writ, 


Would from my forehead wipe a periur'dnote: | 


| 


| 
| 
| 


—— 
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Loes Labour's bot. 


All three of you,to be thus much ore'ſhot? 
You found his Moth, the King your Moth did ſee: 
But I a Beaime doe finde in each of three, 

O whot a Scene of fool'ry haue I ſeene, 

Of Gghes,of grones, of ſorrow, and of teene : 

O me, with what ftrict patience haue I ſar, 

To ſee a King transformed to a Gnat ? 

To ſee great Hercales whipping a Gigge , 

And profound Salomon tuning a lygge? 

And Neſtor play at puſh-pin withthe boyes, 
And Critecke T ymon laugh at idle toyes. 

Where lies thy griefe? O tell me good Daumame; 
And gencle Lo»ganil, where lies thy paine? 

And where my Liedges ? all aboutthe breſt : 

A Candlc hoa! 
Kis. Too bitter is thy ict. 
Are wee betrayed thus to rhy over-view ? 
Ber. Not you by me, bur | betrayed to you. 

I that am honeſt, I that hold it finne 

To breake the vow [am ingaged in, 

I am betrayed by keeping company 

With men, like men of inconttancie. 

When ſhall you ſee me write a thing in rime? 

Or grone for [anc ? or ſpend aminures time, 
In pruning mee, when ſhall you heare that 1 will praiſe a 


a waſte,a legge,alimme. 

Kin, Soft, Whither a-way ſo faſt ? G 
A true man, or a theefe, that gallops ſo, 

Fer. 1poſtfrom Loue,good Louer let me go. 


Enter laquenetta and Clowne. bars, 

Lage. God bleſſe the King, 

Kin, What Preſent haſt thou there ? 

Clo. Some certaire treaſon, 

Kin, What makes treaſon heere? 

Cle, Nay it makes nothing fir, 

Kin, If it marre nothing neither, 
The treaſon and you goe in peace away together, 

laqu. 1 beleech your Grace let this Letter beread, 
Our perſon miſ{-doubrs it : it wasireaſon he faid. 

Km. Berowne,read it ouer. He reades the Letter. 

Kin, Where hadſt thou ut? 
| J1aqu, Of Coftard 

King. Where hadſt thou it ? 

{oft. Of Dun «Adramadris, Dun Adramadio- | 

Kin, How now, what is in you? why doſt rhou tear it? 

Fer, A toy my Liedge, a toy : your grace needes not 
feare ir, 

Long. Tt did move him to paſſion, and therefore let's 
heare ir, 

Dum. It is Berowns writing,and heere is his name. 

Ber. Alryon whoreſon loggerhead, you wereborne 
to doe me ſhame, 
Guilty my Lord, guilty : 1 confeſſe,1 confeſle. 

Kin, What? 

Ber. That you three fooles,lackt mee foole,to make 

vp the meſſle. 

He,he, 8nd you : and you my Liedge, and, 
Are picke-purſes in Loue, and we deſerve to die, 
Odiſmiſſe this audience, and I ſhall tell you more. 

Dum. Now the number is even. 

Berow. True true, we are fowre ; will theſe Turtles 
be gone? 

Kin, Hence firs, away. 


Clo, Walk afidethe true folke, & let the traytors tay. 


. —— —____ 


] 


s 


| 


wa 


— 


| Doemeetas at a faire in her faire cheeke, 
| Where ſeuerall Worthies make one dignity, 


| Where nothing wants,that want it ſelfe doth ſecke, 
hand,a foot,a face,an eye: 2 gate,a ſtate,a brow,a breſt, |, 


| Kiſſes the baſe ground with obedient breaſt? 


| O,bur for my 


Ber. Sweet Lords,ſweer Louers, Oler vs imbrace, 
As true we are as fleſh and bloud can be, 
The Sea will ebbe and flow, heauen will ſhew his face : 
Yeung bloud doth nor obey an old decree. 
We cannot croſle the cauſe why we are borne : 
Therefore of all hands muſt we be forſworne. 
King. What, did theſe rent lines ſbew ſome loue of 
thine ? (Roſaline, 
Ber. Did they, quoth yow-? Who ſees the heavenly 
That (like a rude and ſauage man of /nde.) 
At the firſt opening of the gorgeous Eaſt, 
Bowes not his vaſlall head, and irooken blinde, 


What peremptory Eagle-fighted eye 
Dares looke ypon the of her brow , 
Thar is not blinded by her maieftie ? 

Kin. What zeale,what furic,hath inſpir'd thee now ? 
My Loue(her Miſtres) is a gracious Moone, 
Shee (an attending Starre)ſcarce ſcene alight. 

Ber. My - are then no eyes,nor I Berowne, 

ue,day would turne to night, 

Of all complexions the cul'd ſoucraignty, 


— wt 


Lend me the flouriſh of all gentle rongues, 
Fic painted Rethoricke,O ſhe needs itnor, 
To things of fale, a ſellers praiſe belongs : 4 
She 4 prayſe, then prayſe too ſhort doth blot. 
A withered Hermite, fiueſcore winters worne, 
Might ſhake off fiftie, looking in her eye : 
Beauty doth varniſh Age, as it new borne, 
And gives the Crutch the Cradles infancie. 
O 'ris the Suune that maketh all things ſhine. 
King. By heauen,thy Louc is blacke as Ebonie. 
Berow. 1s Ebonie like her ? O word diuine ? 
A wife of ſuch wood were felicitic. 
O who can give an oth? Where is a booke? 
That I may {weare Beauty doth beavty lacke, 
If chat ſhe learne not of her eye to looke : 
No face is faire that is not full ſo blacke. 
Km. O paradoxe, Blackeisthe badge of hell, 
The hue of dungeons, and the Schoole of night ; 
And beauties creſt becomes the heauens well. 
Bey. Divels ſooneſt temptreſembling ſpirits of light. 
O if in blacke my Ladres browes be deckr, 
It mournes, that painting vſurping haire 
Should rauiſh doters with a falſe er : 
And therfore is ſhe borne to make blacke, faire, 
Her fauour turnes the faſhion of the dayes, 
For native bloud is counted painting now : 
And therefore red that would auoyd diſpraiſe, ' 
Paints it ſelfe blacke,to imitate her brow. 
Dum. Tolook like her are Chimny-ſweepers blacke, 
Los, And fince her time, are Colliers counted bright, 
King. And eE£thiops of their ſweet complexion w_ 
Dum. Dark needs no Candles now, for dark is light, 
Ber. Your miſtreſſes dare never come inraine, 
For feare their colours ſhould be waſht away. 
Km."Twere good yours did: for fir to cell you plaine, | 
He finde a fairer face nec waſhi to day, | 
Zer, lle prove her faire,or talke till dooms-day here. 
Kis. No Divell will fright thee then ſo much 3% ſhee. 
Duma. 1] never knew wan hold vile ſtuffe ſo deere. 
Lee. Lookeyhecr'sehy lauc, my foot and ber face (ce, 
Ser, Oifthe ſireers were paued mags | 
er 


_—_—— 
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Her feet were tnuch too daintyforſuch ttead, | 
Dwma. O vile,then as ſhe gothwhat Wynne d 

The fitcer ſhould ſeeas ſhe walk'd ouer head, ** 

f Xs, Bur what of this, are wenotHlinloue?' - 

Ber, O nothing fo ſure,and thereby all forſworte, 

Kin. Then leaue this chat, & good Berown now proue 

| Ourlouing lawfull,and our faythnottorne, © 
Dum. I mariethere, ſome flattety for this evill. 

. O ſome authority how toproceed , 

Some tricks,ſome quillets, how to chear the diuell, 
Dwm. Some ſalue for periurie, | 
Ber. O 'tis more then necde. 

Haue at you then affetions men at arrties , 

Conſider what you firſt did ſweare ynto : 

To faft,to ſtudy, and ts ſee no woman : 

Flat treaſon again the Kingly ſtate of youth. 

Say,Carl you faſt? your ftomacksare too young: 

And abſtinence ingenders maladies, 

And where that you have yow'd to ftudie (Lords) 

In that each of you have forſworne his Booke: 

Can you til) dreame and pore;and thereon looke, 

For when would you ray Lord,or you, or you, 

Haue found the ground of Rudies excellence, 

Without the beauty of a womans face z 

From womens eyes this doArineT derive, 

| They are the Ground, the Bookes,the Achadems, 

. * |] From whence doth ſpring the true Fromethean fire. 

Why, vniuerſal! plodding poyſons vp 

The nimble [pirits in the arteries, | 

| As motion and long during action tyres 

The ſinnowy vigour of the travuailer. 

Now for not looking on a womans face, 

You hane in that forſworne the viſe of eyes : 

And ftudie too, the cauſer of your vow, 

For where is any Author in the world , 

Teaches ſuch beauty as a womans eye : 

Learning is but an adiun®t to our ſelfe , 

| And where we are,our Learning likewiſe is, 4 

Then when our ſelues we {ee in Ladies eyes, 

With our ſclues. | 

Doe we nor likewiſe ſce our learning there ? 

O we haue made a Vow to ftudie, Lords, 

And in that vow we haue forſworne our Bookes : 

For when would you (my Lecge) or you, or you? 

In leaden contemplation haue found out 

Such fiery Numbers as the prompting eyes, 

Of beauties tutors haue inrich'd you with : 

Other ſlow Arts intirely keepe the braine : 

And therefore finding barraine praQtizers, 

Scarce ſhew a harueſt of their heauy royle. 

But Love firft learned in a Ladies eyes, 

Lives not alone emured in the braine ; 

But with the motion of all elements, 

Courſes as ſwift as thought in every power, 

And giues to cuery power a double power , 

Aboue their fun{tions and their offices, 

It addes a precious ſecing to the eye: 

A Lovers cyes will gaze an Eagle blinde. 

A Louers eare will heare the loweſt ſound. 

When the ſuſpicious head of theft is ſtopr, 

Loves fecling is more ſoft and ſenſible, | 

Then are the tender hornes of Cockled Snayles; 

Loues tongue proues dainty, Bachws grofle in taſte, 

For Valour,is not Loue a Hercales ? 


——ES 


Subcill as Sphinx, as (weet and muſical! , 


Still climing trees in the Heſporides. 


| 


| We will with ſome —_— paſtime ſolace them; 


| rewr6 learned without opinion, and ſtrange without 


As bright Apols's Lure, ftrung with his Hare," © 
| And when Louefpeakes, the yoyce of all the Gods, 
"Make heaven drowfie with the hatrionie. | © 
"Never durſ Poet couch a pen to write, 
"Vneill his Inke weretempred with Loves fighes: 
Othent his lines would raviſh ſauage eares, | 
And plant in Tyrants milde khumilitie, 
From womens eyes this doQtrine [ deriue. 
They ſparcleftill the right promechean fire, 
They are the Bookes, the Arts, the Achademes; 
"Tharſhew, containe, and nouriſh all the world. 
Elſe none at all in ought proves excellent. 
Then fooles you were theſe women to forſweare : 
Or keeping what is ſworne, you will proue fooles , 
= Wiſedomes ſake, a word that all men loue: 
Or for Loues (ake; x word that loves #ll men. 
Or for Mens fake, the anthor of theſe Women : | 
Or Womens ſake, by whom we men are Men; 
Let's once looſe our oathes to finde our (elyes, | 
Or elſe we'looſe our ſelues, ro keepe qur oathes+ 
It is religion to be thus forſworne, . 
For Charity it ſelfe fulfills che Law : 
And who can ſever loue from Charity. bp 
Kin. Saint Cxpid then, and Soldiers to the field. 
Ber. Aduance your ſtandards, & ypon them Lords. 
Pell,mell,downe with them : bur be firſt adu d, = 
In confli& char you gerthe Sunne ofthem. * © 
'Long. Now to plainedealing, Lay theſe glozes by, 
Shall we reſolue to woe theſe girles' of France? ** 
Kin. And winne them too, therefore let vg deviſe, 
Some entertainment for them in theit Tents,” © * | 
Ber. Firſt from the Park let vs condu@ chemthither, 
Then home ward euery man attach the hand | 
Of his faire Miftrefle, in the afternoone = "x 
Such as the ſhorrneſle ofthe ime can ſhape, 
For Reuels, Dances,Maskes,and merry houres, | 
Fore-runne faire Loue, ſtrewing her way with flowres. 
Kin, Away ,away,no time ſhall be omitted, 
Thar will be time,and may by vs be fitred. 
Ber. Alone,alone ſowed Cockell, reap'd no Corne, 
And Iuſtice alwaies whirles in equall meaſure : 
Light Wenches may proue plagues to men forſworne, 
If ſo,our Copper buyes no betrer treaſure, Exennt. 


Atlus Quartus. 


Enter the Pedant,Curate and Dull, 


_—_ 4 —— 


Pedant. Satys quid ſufficit, 

Carat, I praiſe God for you fir,your reaſons at dinner 
have beene ſharpe & ſententious:pleaſant without ſcur- 
rillity, witty without affeRion , audacious without im- 


efie: 1did conuerſe this quondam day with a compa- 
non of the Kings,who is intituled,nominated,or called, 
Don Adriano de Armaths. | 

Ped, Noni bominum tanquans te, His humouris lofty, 
his diſcourſe peremptorie : his tongue filed, his eye 
ambitious, his gate maiefticall, and his general! behau;- 
our yainegridiculous,and thraſonicall, He is too picked, 
too ſpruce,too afteded, togodde, as it were, too pere- 
grinat,as I may callir. 


| 


A 


'\.M 2 Carat. 
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wat, A moſt fingular and chojſe Epithat, . / 
5g Draw,ou his TOY: 
Peda. He draweth our the thred of his verboſiie,ht- 
ner chenthe ſtaple of his argumeut. Iabhor ſuch,pha- 
natica!l phantaſims ,: ſuch anſociable and poynt'dewje 
companions , ſuch rackers of ortagriphic, as to ſpeake 
dourfine, when he ſhould fay doubt; der,when he ſhold 
pronounce deb1;d e h t,nordet:be cleperh a Calf,Cavte: 
halfe,haufe;ncighbour vocatur nebourzneigh abreuiated 
ne: this is abbominable, which he would call abhomi- 
nable:it in{inuatert-me of infarnic : xe intelig ws domme, tO 
make frani ke, lunaticke? 
(ra. Las deo, bene jnteltigo, 
Peda, ome boon for boon preſcian,aliule [cratcht,'twil 
ſerue. > 
Enter Eragart, Boy. 


Curat. Vides ne ques venit ? 

Peda. Video, fr gandio, 

Brag. Chirra. 

FPeda, OnarsChirra, not Sirra? 

Brag. Men of peace well incountzed. 

Ped, Moſt millitarie fir Caluration, 

Boy, They haue bgene at a great feaſt of Languages, 
and ſtolne the ſcraps. 

Clow, O they haue liu'd long on the almes-basker of 
words, I maruell thy M.hath not eaten thee for a word, 
for thou art not ſo long by the head as hovorificabilitu- 
dinitatibus : Thou art eaſier ſwallowed then a flapdra- 
gon. 
Page. Peacegthe peale begins, 

Brag. Mounfſter,arc you notlettres ? | 
Page. Yes,yes, he :caches boyes the Horne-booke : 
JT Whit is Ab ſpeld backward with the hozn on his head ? 

Peda. Ba,puericia with a horne added. 

Pag. Ramoſt ſeely Sheepe, with a Lorne : you heare 
his leaining, | 

Peda, Ynts quizgthou Conſonant? 

Pag The latt of che five Vowels if You repeat then, 
or their it I, 

Peds. ] will repcat them: a c1, 

Pag. The Sle-pe,the other two concludes it o u, 
ſweet turch,a quicke yene we of wit, ſnip lnap, quick & 
homezit reioyceth my intelle&,true wit, 

Page, Offered by a childe to an ode man: whieh 1s 
wit-old. . 
| Peder, Whatis the figure? What isthe figure? 

45 Hornes, | 

Peda. Thou diſputes like an Infant : 

Gigge. 


Pap. Lend me your Horne to make one, and I will 
| whip about your Infamie vnaumcitan gigge of a Cuck- 
olds horne. 

Clow. And I had but one penny in the world, thou 
ſhouldft haue it co buy Ginger bread: Hold,there 1s the 
very Remuneration T had ot thy Maiſter,thou halfperny 
purſe of wit,thou Pidgeon-egge of diſcretion. O &the 
heauens were ſo pleaſcd,that thou wert but my Baſtard; 
What a ioyfull father wouldſt chou make mee? Goeto, 
thou halt it addwrgs/,at the fingers ends as they lay, 

Peda., ONT ſmell falſe Latine, dunghel tor unguem., 

Brag. Artſ-manpreambulat,we will bee ſingled from 
the barbarous, Ds you not educate youth at the Charg- 
houſe on the top of the Mountaine? 

Peds. Or Moms the hill, 


goe whip thy 


1 


Brag. Now by the ſal: waue of the mediteranium , a 


| 


| 


— 


| 


Brag, At your fyet pleaſure, for the Mounzaine; 
Bra, Si,it is the Kings moſt (weet pleaſure and af- 
fetion,to congratulate the Princefſe at her Pavilion, in 


the poſtertors of this day , which the rude multirude call | 


the after-noone, ". : 

Ped. The poſterior of the day,moſt generous firyis lia- 
ble,congruent, and meaſurable for the after-noone: the 
word is well culd,choſe, ſweet, and apt I doe aflureyou 
fir, I doe aflure. 

Brag. Sir,the King is anoble Gentleman, and my fa- 
miliar, I doe afſure ye very good friend : for what is inv 
ward betweene vs, let it paſſe. 1 doe beſcech thee re- 
member thy curtchie, I beſcech thee apparell thy head : 
and among other importunate & molt ſerious delignes, 
and of great import indeed too : bur ler that paſle, for 1 
muſt tel] thee it will pleaſe his Grace ( by the world ) 
ſometime to leane vpon my poore ſhoulder , and with 
his royall finger thus dallie with ary excrement, with my 
muſtachio : but tweet heatt let that paſſe. By the world 
I cecount no table, ſome certaine ſpeciall honours it 
plealeth his greatnefle to impart to e4rmade a Souldicr, 
a man of rrauell, that hath ſcene the world : but let that 
paſle ; the very all of all is; but tweet heart,] do urwplore 
lecrecie , that che King would haye mee preſent the 
Princefle ({weet chucke) with ſome delighttull oſtenta- 
tion, or ſhow , or pageant, or anticke, or fire-worke : 
Now, vnderftanding that the Curate and your ſweet ſelf 
are good at ſuch eruptions, and ſodaine breaking out of 
myrth 2+ k were ) I have acquainted you witkall, to 
the end to crave your aſſiſtance, 

Pega. Sir, you ſhal. preſent before her the Nine Wor- 
tl1es. Sir Holoferzes, as concerning ſome entertainment 
of time, ſome thow in the poſterior of this day, to bee 
rendred by our affiftants the Kings command : and this 
molt gallant, i}luftrate and learned Gentleman, betore 
the Princeſle : I fay none to fit as topreſent thg Nine 
Worthies. 

Curat, Where will you finde men worthy enough to 
preſent them ? 

Peda. Ioſua, your ſelfe:my ſelfe,and this gallant gen- 
tleman Judas Machabers ; this Swaine (becauſe of his 
great limme or 19ynt ) ſhall paſſe Pompey the great, the 
Page Hercales, | 

Erag. Pardon fir, error : He isnot quantitie enough 
for that Worthies thumb, hee is not fo big as the end of 
his Club. 

Pda. Shall T haue audience? he ſhall preſent Hercw- 
ler in minoritie : his exter and exit ſhall bee ſtrangling a 
Snake ; and 1 will haue an Apologie for that purpoſe, 

Pag. Anexcellent deuice: ſoit any of the audience 
hiſſe, you may cry, Well done Hercules, now thou cru- 
ſheſt the Snake ; that is the way to make an offence gra= 
cious, though few haue the grace to doe it, 

Brag. For the teſt of the Worthies ? 

Peda. | will play three my ſelte, 

Pag. Thrice worthy Gentleman, 

Brag. Shall I tell you athing ? 

Peda. Weatrend. 

Brag. We will hauc,if this fadge not,an Antique. I 
beſeech you follow. | 

Ped. Via good-man Dal,thou haſt ſpoken no word 
all this while. | 

Dail. Nor vnderſtood none neither fir, 

Ped. Alone, we will employ thee. 


—_ 


Dad. Ile make one in a dance, orſo : orl willplay 


On 
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onthe taber to the Worthies, & letthem dancethchey. 


% 


Ped. Moſt D#l,houeſt Dull,co our ſport away. , Exit. 


Enter Ladies, 
2s, Sweet hearts we {hall be rich 


If tairings.come thus plentifully in. | - . 


————— 
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ALady wal'd about with Diamonds ; Look you, whar I 
haue from the loving King... , -.... "© 

Roſa. Madamycame nothing clc along with that ? | 

v. Nothing buc this4 yes as much louceia Rime,, | 

As would be cram'd vp ina ſheet of paper _ . ” 
Writ on both Gdes the lexfe,margenc and all,  * 
That he was faipe to ſeals on (aprds name... 4 

Roſa. That was the way'to make his god-head wax : 
For he hath beene fine thouſand yeeres a Bay. | 

Kath, 1,and a ſhrewd vohappy gallowes roo. 

Rof. You'll nere be friends with hym,a.kild your Gfler, 

Kath. He made her melancholy, iad, avd heauy, and 
ſo ſhe died : bad ſhe beeqe Light Iikeyou,of fucha mer- | 
 rie nintble ſtirring ſpirit, ſhe nugbr a bin a Grandamere 
| ſhe died. And ſo may you.; Fax 3 light heart lives long. 

Roſ. Wnat's your darke meanwgmouſe,of this light 
word? head wa Bis aa 

Kat. Alight condition in a beavey darke. 

Ref, We need more light to finde your nicaning ovt. 

Kat, You'll marre thebght by taking it in ſnuffe ; 
Therefore Ile darkely end the argument. _ 

Rof. L.ook what you doe, you doe it fil i-th darke. 


As Wit turn'd foole,follic in Wifedome hatchk's : 
Hath wiledoms warraur, andthe helpe of Schoole, 
And Wits owne grace to grace alearned Foole ? 


As grauitics reuolt to wantons be. - 
Mar. Follie in Fooles beares nor fo ſtrong anote, 
As tool'ry inthe Wiſe, when Wit doth dote ; 
Since all the powerhereofir doth apply, 
| Toprouc by Wit, worth in ſimplicite, 


Enter Boyer. 
Qs, Heere comes Bojer,and micth in bis face, 
Boy, Ola ftab'd with laughter, Wher's her Grace? 
Vu, Thy newes Boyer ? "06 
Boy. Prepare Madame,prepare, 
Arme Wenches arme, incounters mounted are, . 
Againſt your Peace, Loue doth approach,diſguis'd : 
| Armied in arguments, you'll be lurpriz'd, 


Kar. So do not you,tor you are a light Wench. 
Roſ. Indeed | waighnor you,and therefore light. 
Ka.Y ou waigh menot,O that's you care nor for me. 
Raf. Great reaſon : for paſt care; is ſtil] paſt cure. 
%, Well bandied both, a fer of Wir well played. 
Bur Roſaline, you have a Fauourtoo ? 
Who ſent it ? and what is it ? 
Ros. I would you knew. 
And if my face were but as faire as yours, 
My Fauour were as great, be witneſſe this, 
Nay,l have Verſes too,l thanke Berowne, 
The numbers true, and were the numbring too, 
I were the fairelt goddefie onthe ground, 
I am gormpar'd to twenty thouland fairs. 
O he hath drawne my picture in bis letter. 
Ou, Any thing like? 
Roſ. Much in theletters,nothing in the praile. 
Qs. Bratiteous as Incke ; 2 good concluſion, 
Kat, Faire asa text Bin a Coppie booke. | 
Roſ. Ware penſals. How? Lec menot die your debtor, 
My rcd Dominicall, my goldenletter, 
O tharyour face were full of Ocs. 
Ln. APox ofthatieſt,aud I beſhrew all Shrowes: 
But Katherine, what was ſent to you 
From faire Dumane ? 
Kat. 'Madame, this Gloue, 
2n, Did henot ſend you rwaine ? 
Kat. Yes Madame ; and moreouer, .. /,... 
Soame,thouſand V cſes of a fairhfull Lover. 
A huge tranflation ofhypecrfie,, 1 | , 
Vilaly compiled, profound hmplicitic., 
Mar. This,and theſe Pearls, ro me ſerit Longawile. 
The Letter is too long by halte a mil | 
2s, Ithinkeno leflezDoftthou within heart 
The Chaine were lon ger, At) the Letter ſhort. 
Afar. 1,or I would theſe hands might never part. 
nee. We are wile girles ro. mocke our Lovers (o. 
Roſ. They are worle fagles to purchaſe mocking ſo. 


EEE 
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Muſter your Wits, ſtand in your owne defence , 

Or hide your heads like Cowards, aud flic hence, 
Qn. Sajnt Demus to $. Cupid: What are they, 

That charge their breath againſt vs? Say ſcour lay, 
Boy. Vuder the coole ſhade of a Siccamote, 

I thought to cloſe mine eye3 ſome helfe an houre : 

When lo to interrupt my purpos'd reft, 

Toward that ſhade I might behold addreft, 

T he King and his companions: warely 

] ftole into a neighbour thicker by, | 

And cuer-heard, what you ſhall ouer*heare: 

Thar by and by di{puis'd they will be heere. 

Their Heraldis a pretty knawiſh Page:  _ 

That well by heart hath con'd his embaſſage, 

Action and accent did they teach him there, , 


| Thns wuſt chou ſpeake,and thus thy body beate: 


| Andcuer and anon they made a doubr, 

/ Preſence maieſticall would put him out ; 

| For quorh the King,an Angell ſhajt thou (ce : 

| Yetfearenotthou, but ſpeake audaciouſly. 

The Boy reply'd, An Angell is noceuill ; 

| Iſhould have fear'd her,had (he beene a devill, _ 

' With har all laugh'd,and clap'd him on the ſhoulder, 
| Making the bold wagg by their praiſes bolder. 


>—<w——n—_— 


- | Onetub'd his e)boe thus, and fleer'd, and ſwore, 


. Abetter (ſpeech was neuer ſpoke before. 

| Another with his Sager and ys thumb, 

; Cry'd via, we will dqo't,come what will ceme, 

|; The third he COIEER cried, All 'gocs well. 

The fourth rurn'd onthexoe, ang downe þe fell : 

With that they all did rumble onthe ground q 

Wirh ſuch a zelous laughter ſo profound, 

That iv this ſpleene ridiculous appeares , 

To checke their folly paſſions ſdlemne teares.. | 
.Dnee, Bur what, but what,come they to vilit ys? _ 
Boy. They dogthey Jo; and ate apparel'd rus, © 

Like Muſcoures, or Rnſſiens, n3 I geſle. 

| Their purpoſe is to parlee,to fourt, and dance, 

; 3 
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£%, None arte fo ſurely caught,when they are catcht, | 


Ref. The bloud of youth burns not with ſuch exceſſe/ 


- And | 
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And euery one his Loue-fear will aduance, 


| Vato hisleuerall Miftreſſe: which they'll know -gipe< | 
| By fauours ſeuerall, which they did beſtow. | 


| Know their mindes Zepet. 


Onren, And will they ſo?rhe Gallants ſhall be caskt: 
For Ladies ; we will every one be maskt, 
And not aman of them ſhall haue the grace 
Deſpight of ſute, to fee a Ladies face. 
Hold Roſaline, this Favour thou ſhalt weare, 
And then the King will court rhce for his Deare : 
Hold, take thou this my {weetr, and giue me thine, 
So ſhall Berowne take me for Roſaline. 
And change your Fauours too,lo ſhall your Loves 
Woo contrary, deceiu'd by theſe removes, 

Roſa. Come on then, weare the faupurs moſt in fight. 

Kath. But in this changing, What 1s your :nrent? 

ween, The effec of my intent is tocrofle theirs : 

They doe it but in mocking merriment, 
And mocke for mocks is ovely my intent, 
Their ſencrall countels they vnbolome ſhall, 
To Loues miltooke,and io be mockt withall. 
Vpon thenext occaſion that we meete, 
With Viſages diſplay to talke and greete, 

Kof. Bur ſhall we dance,if they defire ys rov't? 

wee, No, to the death we will not moue a foot , 

Nor to their pen'd ſpeech render we no grace : 
But while 'tis ſpokegeach tutne away his face, 

Boy. Why that contempt will kill the keepers heart, 
And quite diuorce his memory from his part. T1 

nee, Therefore I doe it,and I make no doubt, 
Thereſt will tre comein, if he be our. | 
Theres no ſuch ſport,as ſport by ſport orethrowne : 
To make theirs ours, and ourg.none bur our owne. 
So ſhall we ſtay mocking entended game, 
And they well mockt,depart away with ſhame. Send. 

Boy, The Trompert ſounds, bemaskr, the maskers | 
come. 


Enter Black moores with muſicle, the Boy with a ſpeech , | 


and the reſt of the Lords diſguiſed. 


Page. Allhaile the richeſt Beauties an the earth. 
Bey, Beauties no richer then rich Taffata. 
Pag. A holy parcell of the faireſt dame? that emer turn'd 
their backes to mortall viewes. 
The Ladies turne their backes to him, 
Bey. Their eyes villaine, their eyes. 

Pap, That exer turn'd their eyes to mortal! viewers. 

Out , 
Boy. True, out indeed. 

Pag. Ont of your fawours heanenly ſpirits vouchſafe 

Not to beho/de. 
Ber, Once to behold,togue. | 
Pag Once to behold with your Sunne beamed eyes, | 

with your Sunne beamed eyes. | | 
Boy, They will not anſwer to thar Epythite, 

You wer? beſt call ix Daughter beamed eyes. | 
Pay. They dono: marke me,and that brings me our. 
Rere. Ts this your perfetneſſe? be gon you rogue, 
Roſa. What would thele ſtrangers ? 


j 


| 


It they doe {peake our language, *tis our will 
That ſome plaine tan recount their purpoſes, 
Know what they would ? 
Bozet. What would you with the Princes ? | 
Fer. Nothing bur peace,and gentle viſitation. 
Roſ. What would they, ſay they? 


Boy. Norhing bur peace,and gentle viſitation. 
Roſa. char they haue,and bidthern fo Be gon. 
Bey. She ſaics you haue it,and you may be gon, 
Kiz. Say to her we rave meaſur'd many miles, 

To tread a Meaſtite with you on the grafle, 

Boy. he bn een they haue meaſur'd many amile, 
To tread a Meaſure with you on this graffe. | 
Roſa. Itis not fo. Atke ther how many inches 

Is in one mile? If they have meaſut'd manie, 
The meaſure then of one is caflie told: 
Boy. It ro come hither, you hauc meaſur's railes 
And many miles : the Princefſe bids you tell, 
How many inches doth fill yp one mile? 

Ber. Tell her we meaſure them by weary fteps, 

Boy. Sheheares her ſelfe. 

Reſa. How manie wearie ſteps, 

Of many wearie miles you have ore-Zone, . 
Are numbred in the trauell of one mile? 

Vero. Wenumber nothing that we ſpend for you, 
Our-durie is fo rich, ſo infinite, © | 
That we may doe ic ſtill without accompr. 

Vouchſafe ro ſhewthe ſunſhine of your face, 
That we (like {auages) may worſhip it. 

Roſa, My face is but a Moone,and clouded too, 

Kin. Bleſſed are clouds,to doe as ſuch clouds do, 
Vouchſafe bright Moone, and rheſethy ſtars to ſhine, 
(Thoſe clouds remooued) vpon our watetje eyne, 

Roſa. O vaine peticioner, beg a greater matter, 
Thou now requeſts but Mooneſhine in the water. 

Km. Then in our meaſure, vouchſafe but one change, 
Thou b«dſt me begge,chis begging isnot ſtrange, 

Roſa. Play muticke then : nay you muſt doe it ſoone. 
Not yet no dance : thus change [ike the Moone. 

Kim. Will younot dance ? How come you thus e- 
firanged? | 

Roſa. You tooke the Moone at full, but now ſhee's 
changed? 

Km. Yer ſtill ſhe is the Moone, and T the Man, 

Roſa. The mulick playes, youchſafe ſome motion to 
it; Our eares vouchſafc ir. 

Kin. Burt your legges ſhould doe it. 

Roſ. Since you are irangers,& come here by chance; 
Wee'l!not benice,take hands, we will not dance, 

Ku. Why take you hands then? 

Roſa. Onclie to part friends, 

Curtſie ſweet hearts, and ſo the Meaſure ends, 

Kin. More meaſure of this meaſure, benornice, 

Riſa, We can afford no more at ſuch aprice, 

Km. Priſe your felues: What buyes your companie? 

Roſa. Your abſence onelie. 

Km. That canneuer be, 

Roſa, Then cannot we be bought: and fo adve, 
Twice to your Viſore, and halfe once to you, 

Km. It you denieto dance,let's hold more char, 

Roſ. lnpriuate then, 

Km, I am beſt pleas'd with that. 

Be,White handed Miftris, one ſweet word with thee. 

2«. Hony,and Milke,and Suger:there is three, 

Ber, Nay then two treyes,an if you grow ſo nice 
Methegline, Wort, and Malmſey ; well cunne dice : 
There's halfe a dozen ſweers. 

Qs. Seventh ſweer adue;ſince you can cogg, 


| Ile play no more with you. 


Fer. One word in ſecret. 
» 9s, Leritnor be ſweet. 
Ber. Thou greev'ſt my yall. 
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Qs, Gall,bitrer, n 
Ber. Therefore aweete.. 
Ds». Will yon vouchlafc 
Mar, Name it, | 
Dum, Faire Ladie: | 1/111 
Mar. Say you ſo? Faire Lord: 
Take you that. for your faire Lady. 
Dx. Pleaſc iryou, 
As much in priuate, and Ile bjd adicu. 
Mar. What, was your vizard made without a tong? 
Long. 1 know thereaſon Ladic why you aske. 
. Mar. O for your reaſon quickly fir, I long. 
| Long, Youhauca double zongue within your mask, 
And would affoord my ſpecchlefſe vizard balte. 


with me co change a word? 


Mar, Veale quoth the Duxch-man: is not Veale @ | 


Calfe ? | 
Long. A Calfe faire Ladie ? 
Mar. Nogatairc Lord Calle. 
Long. Lev's part the word. 
Mar. No, lle not be your balfe ; 
Take all and weave it, it may proue an Oxe, 
Long. Looke how you but your telte in thife ſharpe 
mockes, 
Will you giue hornes chaſt Ladie ? Donor {o. 
Mar. Thendie a Calfe before your horns do grow, 
Lov. One word in private with youere I die. 
Mar, Bleat ſoftly then, the Butcher heares you cry. 
Bojet. The rongues of mocking wenches are as keen 
As is the Razors edge, inuiſible ; | 
Curting a ſmaller haire they may be ſeene, 
Aboue the ſenſe of ſence ſo ſenſible : 
Seemeth their conference,their coriceits haue wings, 
Fleeter then arrows, bullets wind,thoght,lwifter things 
Roſa. Not one word yore my maides, breake off, 
breake off, | | 
Ber. By heaven, all drie beaten with pure ſcoffe. , 
King. Farewell madde Wenches, you haue Gryple 
wits. | E veunt, 
Ou, Twentie adicus my frozen Mulcouits, 
Are theſe the breed of wits ſo wondred at ? 
Boyer, Tapers they are, with your ſweete breathes 
uft out, | 
Roſa.Wel-liking wits they haue,gfofle,groſle,far,far. 
98, Opovertic in wit,Kingly poore flout, 
Will they not (thinke you) hang themſclues ro night? 
Or euer but in vizards ſhew their faces: 
This pert Berowne was out of count'nance quite, 
Roſa. They were all in lamentable caſes. 
The King was vvceping ripe for a good word. 
Ou. Berowne did (weare him(ſelfe out of all ſuite. 
Mar. Dumame was at my ſeruice, and his {word : 
No poine (quoth I:) my ſeruant ftraight vvas mute, 
Ka. Lord Longawillſaid ] came orc his nart : 
And trow you yvhat he call'd me? 
Qs. Qualme perhaps. 
Kat. Yes in good faith, 
Os, Goſickneſle as thowart. | 
Rofſ. Well, better wits haue worue plain ature caps, 
But vvil you heare; the King is my loue {worne. 
Os, And quicke Berowne hath plighted faith co me, 
Kat. And Lowgansl was for my |. 644 ; 
Mar . Dumaine is mine 2s (ure as backe on tree. 
Bojet. Madam,and prettic miftreſſes giue care, 
Immediately they will agaiae be heere 


In their owac oo to : for ix can vever beg! - 
They will dige&this hacſh jadigaivic. | i 
F 


ct. 


| 


Laues Labour s loſt.” 


— 


| 


| Toleade youro our Court, youchſa 


13 
Qs, Will they returne? LT 9 

Boy, They willthey will, God knowes, 

And leape for ioy, though they are lame with blowes: | 

Therefore change Fauours, and whea they repaire, 

Blow like ſweet Roſes, in this ſummer gre. 

8 __ How blovy? how bloyy? Speake to bee ynder- 
ood, 

Boy. Faire Ladies maskr,are Roſes in their bud : 
Diſmaske, their damaske ſweet commixture ſhowne, 
Are Angels vailing clouds, or Roles blowae. 

Qs, Avant prerplexitic : What ſhall yve do, 

Ifthey returneintheir ewoe ſhapes ro wo 2 

Koſa. Good Madam, if by me you'l be aduis'd, 
Let's mocke them ſtill as well knowne as diſguis'd : 
Ler vs complaine to them yyhar fooles were heatc, 
Difguis'd ike Muſcouites in ſhapeleſle geare : 
4nd wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their ſhallow ſhowes, and Prologue yildely pen'd: - 
And their rough carriage fo ridiculous, | 
Should be prelented at our Tene to vs. 

Bojer. Ladies, withdraw : the gallants are at hand. 


Qwzee. Whip to our Tents, as Roes runnes ore Land, | 
E xceunt « | 


Emer the King and the reſt, 


King. Faire fr,God ſaue you, Whetr's the Princeſſe? | 


Boy. Gone to her Tenc, 

Pleaſe it your Maicttie command me any ſervice to her 
King. That ſhe vouchlafe me audience tor,one word, 
Boy. 1will,and ſo will ſhe, I know my Lord. Exit, 
Ber, This fellow pickes vp wit as Pigeons peale, 

And vtters icagaine, when /oxe doth pleaſe, 

He is Wits Pedler,and retailes his Wares, 

At Wakes, and Waſſels, Meetings, M@kets, Faices, 

And we thar ſel! by groſſe, the Lord doth know, 

Haue not the grace to grace it with ſuch ſhow, 

This Gallas pins the Wenches on his ſleeve, 

Had he bin «Adam, he had tempted Exe. 

He can carue too, andliſpe : Why this is he, 

That kiſt away his hand in courtehie, 

This is the Ape of Forme, Monheur the nice, 

That when he plaics ac Tables, chides the Dice 


In honorable tearmes : Nay he can ſing | 
A meane molt meanly, andin Vſhering | 


Mend him wha can : the Ladies call him ſweete. 
The Rtaires as he treads onthem kiſle his fecre, 
This is the lower that ſmiles on cuerie one, 

To ſhew his teeth as white as Whales bone. 


And conſciences that wil not die in debt, | 


Pay bimthedutie of honie-tongued Boyer, 
King. A bliſter on his ſweet tongue with wy haz, 
Phar pur Armatboees Page our of his part, 


Enter the Ladies. 


Fer.See where it comes, Behauiour what wer's thou, 
Till this madman ſhew'd thee ? And what art thou now? 

King. All haile ſweet Madame, and faire time of day, 

Qs. Faire inall Haile is foule,as 1 concciue. 

K ng. Conftrue my ſpeeches berter, if you may. 

Qs, Then wiſh me berter, I wil give you leaue, 

Kmg. Wecame to viſit you,and purpoſe now 

| j it then, 

Qs. This field ſhal hold me, and ſo hold your yew: 
Nor God, nor I, delights in periur'd men. 

King. Rebuke me not for that which you prouoke : 

The 


—— 
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The vervicof your ciemuſtbreakermy GL T! 
| ©. You nickname vercue: vice you ſhould haue ſpoke: | 
| 


For vercues ofhce neuer breakes men trorth, 

Now by my maiden honor, yet as pure 

| As the vnlallied Eilly, I proteſt, 

| A world of torments though I ſhould endure, 

| I-would not yeeld to be your houſes gueft : 

Somuch | hate a breaking cauſe to be 

Of heavenly oaths, vow'd with intepririe, 

Kin. O you have liu%d in defolation heere, 
| Vnleene, veruifred, much ro our ſhame. 

2. Not ſo my Lord, it is not {o ] ſweare, 
' We haue had paſtimes heete,and pleaſant game, 
' A mefſe of Ruſhans lefr vs bur of late, 

Km, How Madam? Rufsrans ? 

Os. 1 n eruth, my Lord. 

"Trim gallantry, full of Courrſhip 2nd of ft*te, 

Roſe. Madam ſpexke true. It is not ſo wy Lord: 
| My Ladie (to the manner of the daics ) 

{In curtehe gines yndetermng praiſe, 

Ve foure indeed confromed were with foure 
In Ruſsia habir : Heere they ſtayed an houre, 
And ralk'd apace : and in that houre (my Lord) 

| They did not blefſle vs with one happy word, 
Idare not call them fooles; but this I thioke, 


Ber, This ielt is drie to me. Gentle facete, 
Your wits makes wiſe things fooliſh when we greete 
| With cies beſt ſeeing, heavens fterie etc : 
By light we looſe light ; your capacitie 
Is of that nature, that ro your huge ſtoore, 
Wiſe things feeme fooliſh, and rich things but poore, 
Rof. This proues you wife andrich : for in my cie 
| Ber, TamafSÞle,ind full of povertie, 
"  Roſ. But that you take what dothto you belong, 
It were a fault to fnatch words from my tongue, 
| Der. O, Tam yours and all that I poſſefle, 
| Rof. All the fooke mine. 
Ber. I cannot giue youlefle, 
Ro. Which: of the Vieards what it that you wore? 
Ber, Where? when? \ hat Vizard? 
\ Why demand you this ? 
Roſ. There, then, that viz.xrd, that ſuperfluous caſe, 
Thar hid the worſe, andſhew'd@he berrer face, 
Kin. Weare diſcried, 
They'l mocke vs now downeright. 
Ds, Let vs confeſfe,and turne it ro 2 1eft. 
Que, Amaz'd my Lord? Why lookes your Highnes 
ſadde? 
| KFoſe, Helpe hotd his browes, hee"! ſound: why looke 
| you pale ? 
Sea-licke 1 thinke comming from Muſcouie. 
 'Ber. Thus poure the ſtars down plagues for periury. 
Can any tace of brafle hold longer oat ? 
| Heere Band I. Ladic dart thy $kill acme, 
| Bruiſe me with ſcorne, confound me with a flour, 
hruſt thy N:arpe wit quite through my ignorance. 
Cur me to peeces withithy keene conceit : 
| And 1 will wiſh thee never more todance, 
| Nor neuer more in Rufsiati habir waite, 
O! never will I cruſt to ſpeeches = 
Nor tothe motion of a Schoole-botes tongue. 
Nor neuet come in vizard ro my triend, 
Nor woo in time like a blind-harpers ſongue, 
Taffata phraſes, filken rearmies precife, 
| Tiee-pil'd H yperboles, ſpruce affeRion; 


CE PIIuny 


\ 
* 


| Write Lord hawe mercie on vs, on thoſe three, 


| - They have the plague, and caught it of youreyes : 


—— —_——— - - 


When they are thirſhe, fovles would faine have drinke. | 


—_—_— 


Figures pedanticall, theſe ſummer flies; | 
Have blowne me full of maggot oftentation. 
I do forſweare them, and ] proteſt, | 
By this white Gloue (how white the hand God knows) 
Henceforth my woing minde ſhall be expreft | 
In ruflet yeas, and honeſt kerſie goes. 
Andto begin Wench, ſoGod helpe me law, 
My loue to thee is ſound,ſan: cracke orflaw. 
Roſa. Sans, ſans, T pray you. 
Fer, YetThavearricke - 
Of the v1d rage : beare with me, I am ficke. 
ile leaue it by degrees : ſoft, letys ſee, 


EE” 


They are infe&ted, in their hearts it lies : 


Theſe Lords are viſited, you are not free ; 
For the Lords tokens on you do 1 ſee, 
Qu.No they are free that gaue theſe tokens to ys, 
Ber. Our ftates are forfeit, feckenot to vndo ys, 
Ro. It 1s not ſo; for how can this be rrue, 
That you ſta:.d forfeit, being thoſe that ſve. 
Her, Peace, forl will not haue to do with you, 
Rof. Nor ſhall not, if Ido as 1 intend, | 
Ber. Speake for yourſelues, my wit is at an end, 
King. Teach vs ſweete Madame, for our rude :rand. 
greſsion , ſome faire excuſe, 
Ln, The faireſt is confeſsion, 
Were you not heere bur even now, diſguis'd? 
Kin. Madam,l was. 
Lu. And were you well advis'd? 
Kin, 1 was faire Madam. 
Os. When you then were heere, 
VW hat did you whiſper in your Ladies eare 7 
King. That more then all the world I did reſpe@her | 
c 2x. When (hee ſhall challenge this, you will reie& 
cr.* 
King. Vpon mine Honor no, 
Ow. Peace,peace, forbeare ; 
your oath once broke, you force not to forſweare. 
King. Deſpiſe me when | breake this oath of mine, 
Os. 1 will, and therefore keepe it, Koſalme, 
What did the Ruſsian whiſper in your eare ? 
Ref. Madam, he {wore that he did hold me deare 
As precious eye-(ight, and did value me 
Aboue this World : adding thereto moreover, 4 
That he vrould Wed me; or dic die my Louer, 
Qs. God giue thee ioy of him : the Noble Lord 
Moſt honorably doth vphold his word. A 
King, What meane you Madame ? 
By wy life, my rroth, 
I neucr ſwore this Ladie ſuch an orh. 
Roſ. By heaven you did; and ro confirme it plaine, 
you gave me this : But rake it fir againe, 
King, My faith and this, the Princeſſe 1did give, | 
I knew her by this lewell on her ſleeve. 
24. Pardon me fir, this Iewell did ſhe weate, 
And Lord Berowne (1 thanke hio) is my deare. 
What? Will you hane me, or your Pearle againe? 
Ber, Neither of either, Iremic bothrwame, | 
I ſee rhe rricke on't : Heere was a conſent, 
Knowing aforchand of our merriment, 
To daſh itlike a Chriſtmas Comedie., 
Some carty=tale,ſome pleaſe-man, ſome light Zanie, 
Some mumble-newes, ſome mncbee-baighe,for Dick | 
That ſmiles his cheeke in yeares, and knowes the trick 
To make wy Lady laugh, when ſhe's diſpos'd; | 
Told 


hd 
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GOES a 


— —— 


" \ Lones, Labour's loft 


Told our intents before : whichonte diſclos'd, 
The Ladies did change Fauoury, and then we 
Following the ſignes, weo'd bur the figne ofthe. 
Now to our periurie, to adde more terror, 
We are againe forſworne in will and error. 
Much vpen this tis : and might notyou 
Foreſtall ourſ{part, ro make vs thus yntrve ? 
Do not you know my Ladiesfootby'th ſquier ? 
And laugh vpon the apple of her eic? | 
And ſtand betweeue her backe fir,and the fire, 
Holding a trencher, iefting mexrilie? 
You pur our Page out: go, you are alowd. 
Die when you will, a ſmocke ſhall be your ſhrowd, 
Youleere ypon-me, do you? There's an c1c 
Wourds like a Lexden ſword.” 

Boy. Full merrily hath this braue manager, this cat- 
reere bene run, Om 
Ber, Loeghe is tilting ſtraight. Peace, I have don, 


Enter Clowne. 


Welcome pure wit, thou part'ſt a faire fray. 

Clo, O Lord fir, they would kno, 

Whether the three worthies (hall come in,or no, 

Ber. What,are there bur three? 

Clo;No fir, but it is vars fine, 

* | For eueric one purtents three. 

Ber, And three times thrice is nine. 

Cle.Not ſo fir, vnder corretion fir, I hope it isnot ſo. 
You cannot beg vs fir, I canaſſure you fir,we know what 
weknow : I hope fir three times thrice fir, 

Zer, Is not nine, 

Clo, Vnder corretion hr, wee know where-vntill it 
doth amount. 

Ber, By Joue, I alwaies rooke three threes for nine. 

Clow. O Lord fir, it were pittie you ſhould get your 
living by reckning fir. 

ZBer. How muchis it ? 

Clo. O Lord fir, the parties themſelues,the aRors (ir 
will (hew where-yntill it doth amount : for mine owne 
part, Iam (as they ſay, bur to perfect one man in one 
poore man) Pompron the great fir. 

Ber. Art thou one of the Worthies ? 

Clo, Itpleaſed them to thinke me worthie of Pompey 
the great : for mine owne part, I know not the degree of 
the Worthie, but I am to Rand for him. 

Ber. Go, bid them prepare. Exit. 

{lo. We will turne it finely off fir, we wil take ſome 
care. | and 

King. Berowne, they will ſhame vs : 

Let chem not approach, 

Fer.' We are ſhame-proofe my Lord : and 'tis fome 
| policie, to haue one ſhew worſe then the Kings and his 

companie, ; 

Kin. I ſay they fhall not come. | 
| Os: Nay my good Lord, let me ore-rule you now; 
| That ſport beſt pleaſes, that doth leaſt know how. 
| Where Zeale ftriues to content; and the contents 
Dies in the Zeale of that which it preſents : 

Their forme confounded, makes moft forme in mirth, 
When great things labouring periſh inthe birth. 
Ber, A right deſcription of our ſport ny Lord, 


Enter Braggert. 


Brag. Annointed, I imploteſo much expence of thy 
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royall ſweet breath, as will vrter a brace of words, © 
Ow. Doth rhis man ſerue God? 
Ber. Why aske you ? | 
" 2s. Heſpeak'snor like a man of God's making. © | 
Brag. That's all one my faire ſweet honie Monarch: 
For I proteft, the Schoolmafter is excceding fantaſtical: 
Too roo yaine, too too yaine. But we wil put it(as they 
_ Fortuna delagnar, | wiſh you the peace of minde 
moſt royall cupplement, 
King, Here is like to be a good preſence of Worthies; 
He preſents Hettor of Troy, the Swaine Pompey y great 
the Pariſh Curate Alexander, Armadoes Page Herowles, 
the Pedant [ndas Machabers : And if theſe foure Wor. 
thies in their firſt ſhew thrive, theſe foure will change 
habites,and preſent the other fiue., 
© Ber, There is fue in the firſt ſhew, 
Kin. You aredeceiued, tis not fo. 
Ber. ThePedamt,the Braggart,the Hedge-Prieſt,the 
Foole,and the Boy, 
Abate throw at Novum, and the whole world againe 
Cannot pricke out five ſuch, take each one in's valee. 
Kin.The ſhip is vader ſaile,and here ſhe coms amain. 


; Emer Pompey. 


Clo, I Pompey am. 
Ber. Youlic, you arenot he. 
Clo. [ Pompey am. 
Boy. With Libbards head on knee. 
_ Ber. Wellſaidold mocker, 
I muſt needs be friends with thee, 
Clo. 1 Pompey am, Pompey ſurvam'd the big, 
Ds. The great. 
Clo, It is great ir : Pompey ſurnam'd the great : | 
That oft in field, with Targe and Shield, 
d:i4 make my foe to ſweat ; | 
And trauailmg along thu coaſt, I heere ans come by chance, 
And lay my Armes before the legs of thus ſweet Laſſe of 
France, 
If your Ladiſhip would fay thankes Pompey,l had done. 
La. Great thankes great Pompey, 
Clo, Tisnotſo much worth: but I hope I wasper- 
fet. 1 made alittle faultin great, 


Ber. My hat toa halfe-penie, Pompey prooues the 
belt Worthie. 


Enter Curate for Alexander. 


Curat, When in the world [ liu'd, I was the worldes (om- 
mander : | 

By Eaſt Weft North, South, I red my conquering might 
My Semtcheon plaine declares that I am Aliſander. 

Boiet. Your noſe {aiesno, you are not : 
For it (tands too right, 

Ber, Your nole {mels no, in this moft tender ſmel- 
ling Knight, 

Qs. The Conqueror is diſmaid : 
Proceede good Alexander, 

Cur, Whenin the world I lined, I was the worldes Com- 
mander. 

Boiet, Moſt true, tis right; you were ſo Aliſaxder, 

Ber. Pompey the great. | | 

Clo, your feruant and (oft ard, | 
+ Ber,Take away the Conqueror, take ——_— 

Clo. O fir,you have ouerthrowne Aliſander the con- | 
queror : you will be ſcrap'd out of the painted cloth for 


this, | 
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Lowes Labout's loft 


this : your Lion that hoids his Pollax fitting on a cloſe 


” | Roole, will be giuen to Aiax. He will be the ninth wor- 


thie. AConqueror, and affraid toſpeake? Runne away 
for ſhame Alsſander. There an't ſhall pleaſe you : a too- 
liſh milde man, an honeſt man,looke you,& ſoon daſhr. 
He is a marvellous good neighbour infooth, and a verie 
good Bowler : but tor Alrſander, alas you ſee, how 'tis a 


| little ore-partcd. But thereare Worthijes a comming, 


will ſpeake theirnunde in ſome other ſort. Exit C's, 


' 2s. Standaſide good Pompey, 
Exter Pedant for Indas, and the Boy for Hercules, 


Ped. Great Hercules is preſented by this Impe, 
Whoſe Club kil'd { erberws that three-headed Can, 


'} And when he was a babe, a childe, a ſhrimpe, 
| Thus did he ftrangle Serpents in his fans : 


Qnoniam, he ſfecmeth in minoritie, 
Ergo, I come with this Apologie. 
Keepe ſome (tate in thy eait,and vaniſh, 

Ped. ludas / am. 

Dum. Aludas? 

Ped. Not Iſcariot ſir, 


Exit Boy 


Tudus I am, ycliped Machabers, 


Dum.Iudas Machabexs clipr, is plaine Tudas, 

Ber, A kifsing traitor. How art thou prou'd /udas ? 

Ped, Indas | am. 

Dum. The more ſhame for you [udu. 

Fed. What meane you fir? 

Boi. To make [udas hang himſelfe. 

Ped. Begin fir,you are my elder. 
Fer, Well follow'd, [udas was hang'd on an Elder, 

Ped. I will not be put our of countenance. 

Her, Becauſe thou halt no face, 

Ped. What is this ? 

Bos, A Citterne head, 

Dum. The head of a bodkin. 

Ber, Adecaths face in aring. 

Lon. The face of an old Roman coine, ſcarce ſcene. 

Bot. The pummell of (xſars Faulchion. 

Dam. The caru d-bone face on a Flaske. 

Ber. $.Gcorges balfe cheeke in a brooch, 

Dum. !,and ina brooch of Lead, 

Ber, I, and worne in the cap of a Tooth-drawer. 
And now forward, fot we haue put thee in countenance 

Ped. You haue put me out n countenance, 

Ber. Falſe, we have giuen thee faces. 

Ped. But you haue our-fac'd thern all, 

Ber. And thou wer'ta Lion, we would do ſo. 

Boy. Therefore as he is, an Aﬀe, let him go : 
And {o adicu ſweet ſude, Nay, why doſt thou ſtay? 

D»m. For thelatter end of his name. 

Ber. For the Aſſe to the /ude : giue it him, [ad-as a- 
way. 

Ped. This is not generous, not gentle,not humble, 

Boy. A light for monſieur Judas, it growes darke, he 
may (tumble. 

One. Alas poore CMachabew, how hath hee beene 
baited. 

Enter Braggart. 


Ber, Aide thy head schilles, heere comes Heftor in 
Armes. 
Dwm. Though my meckes come home by me, I will 


now be merrie. 


King. . Heitor was but a Troyanin reſpe& of this, 


[ 


- Boi. Butis this Hetllor? | 
Kin, I thinke Hettor was not ſo elcanetimber'd, 
Lon. His legge is t00 big for Heitor, 
Dmwm, More Calte certaine: 
Boi. No,he is beſt indued inthe ſmall, 
Ber, This cannot be Hettor, 
Dum, He's a God or a Painter, for he makes faces, 


gane HeCtor agift, 
Dom, AgilcNutmegge. 
Ber, A Lemmon, _ 
Lon, Stucke with Cloues, 
Dum. No clouen. 


Gane Heltor a gift, the heire of [llion 
A max ſo breathed, that certaine be weuld fight: yea 
From morne till night, out of his Paxillion. 
I am thatFlower. 
D#m, That Mint, 
Lovg. Thar Cullambine. 
Brag. Sweet Lord Longamill reine thy tongue. 


gainſt Hedtor. 

Dum, l,and Heitor's a Grey-hound. 

Brag. The ſweet War-man is dead and rotten, - 
| Sweet chuckes,beat not the bones of the buried : 
But I will forward with my deuice 
Sweet Royaltic beſtow on me the ſence ofhearing. 


Berowne ſteppes forth, 
| On. Speake braue Hector, we aremuch delighted, 

Brag. I do adore thy ſweet Graces ſhipper, 

Boy. Loues her by the foot. 

Dum. He may not bythe yard. 

Brag. Thu Heltor farre ſurmounted Hanniball. 

T he partie is gone, 

(os. Fellow Hettor ſhe is gone; ſhe is two moneths 
on her way, | 

Brag, What meaneſt thou? 

Clo, Faith vnlefle you play the honeſt Troyan, the 
poore Wench is caſt away: ſhe's quick,the child brags 
in her belly alreadie : tis yours, 

brag. Dolt thou intamonize me among Potenrates? 


Thou ſhalr die, 


him. 

Dum, Moſt rare Pompey, 

Boi, Renowned Pompey. 

Ber, Greater then great, great,great, great Pompey : 
Pompey the huge. . 

Dam, HeQor trembles. 

Ber, Pompey is moued, morc Atees more Atecs ſtirre 
them, or ſtirre them on, 


Dum. HeRtor will challenge him; | 

Ber. 1, if a'havie no more mans blood in's belly, then 
will ſup a Flea, | 

Brag. By the North-pole I do challenge thee. 

Clo. I wilnotfight with a pole like a Northern man; 
Ile flaſh, lle do it by the ſword : Ipray youlet mec bor. 
row my Armes againe. 
* Dum. Roome for the incenſed Worthies. 

Cle. Ile do it in my ſhirt. 

Dam. Moft reſolute Pompey. | 

Page. Maſter, let me take you a button hole lower : 


—_ "_ 


mt tm 


Brag. The ps CHMars of Lawnces the almighty, 
t 


Lon, 1 mult rather giuc it tbe reine : for it runnes a- 


Clo, Then ſhall HeQtor be whipt for Jaquenetta that | 
is quicke by him, and hang'd for Pompey,that js dead by 


f | 


Do you nor ſec Pompey is yncaling for the combat: what | 


meane | 


Brag. The Armigotent Marrgeof Lannces the almighty, | 


| 


Me 
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| meane you? you will loſe your reputation. 


not combat inmy ſhirt, 

Dw.' You may not denie it, Pompey hath made the 
challenge. 

Brag. Sweet bloods, I both may,and will . 

Ber, \Whatreafon haue you for't? | 

Brag. The naked truth of it is, have no ſhirt, 


Boy. True, and it was inioyned him in Reme for want 
of Linnen : face when, le be {worne he wore none, but | 
a diſhclout of [aquenettes, and that nee weares next his | 
heart for a fauour. 


Enter a Meſſenger, Monſieur Marcade. 


AMar. God ſauce you Madame. 
| Qs, Welcome Marcade, bur that thou interrupteſt 
our merriment. 

Marc. 1am ſorrie Madam, for the newes I bging is 
heauic inmy tongue. The King your father 


I go woolward for penance. | 


Loues Labours left. 
Verying inſubicRts asthe eiedothroule, © 
Brag. Gentlemen and Souldiers pardon.me, I will | To cuerie varied obicR in his glance : | 


EE re nn 


Qs, Dead for my life, 
Mar. Even ſo :My tale is told, 
Ber. Worthies away, the Scene begins to cloud, 
| Brag. For mine owne part, I breath free breath : I 
hane ſeen tic day of wrong, through the little hole.of 
diſcretion, and | will right my ſelte like a Souldier. 
Exeumt Worthies 
Kis, How fare's your Maieſtie? 
Ln. Boyet prepare, I will _ tonight. 
| : 


Km. Madame not (o, Ido beſcech you ſtay. 
Qs, Preparel ſay. I thanke you gracious Lords 
For all your faire endeuours and entreats : 
Our ofa new ſad-ſoule, that you voucbſafe, 
In yourrich wiſedome to excuſe, or hide, 
The liberall oppoſition of our ſpirits, 
If ouer-boldly we haue borne our (clues, 
In the conuerſe of breath (your gentleneſſe 
Was guiltic ofir,) Farewell worthie Lord : 
A heauie hcart beares not a humble tongue. 
Excuſe me (o, comming, ſo ſhort of thankes, 
For my great ſvite, ſo cally obtain'd, 
Kin, The extreme parts of time,cxtremelic formes 
All cauſes to the purpoſe ofhis ſpeed: 
| And often at his veric looſe-decides 
That, which long proceſſe could not arbitrate. 
And thoughthe mourning brow of progevie 
Forbid the ſmiling cvrtehe of Loue : 
The holy ſuite which faine it would conuince, 
Yer lince loves argument was firſt on foote, 
Let not the cloud of ſorrow juftle it 
From what it purpos'd: ſince to waile friends loſt, 
Is not by much ſo wholſome profitable, 
As to re;oyce at friends but newly found, 
Qs, 1 vnderſtand you not, my greefes are double. 
| Ber.Honeſt plain words, beft pierce the ears of griefe 
Andby theſe badges vnderſtand the King, 
For your faire ſakes hauc weneglected time, 
Plaid foule play with our oaths: your beautie Ladies 
Hath much detormed vs, fafhioning our humors 
Euento the oppoſed end of our intents, 
And what in vs hath ſeem'd ridiculous : 
As Love is full of yabeficting Rraines, 
{ All wantonas a childe, skipping and yaine. 
Form'd by the eie, and therefore like the eie. 
Full of traying ſhapes, of habits, and of formes 
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Which partie-coated preſence of loote loue 

Put on by ys, if in your heauenly cies, 

Haue misbecom'd our oathes and gravities, 
Thoſe heauenlie cies that looke into theſe faults, 
Suggeſted vs to make : therefore Ladies 

Our loue being yours, the error that Love makes 
Is likewiſe yonrs. We to our {elues prove falſe, 


' By being once falſe, for cuer to be true 


To thoſe that make vs both, faire Ladies you. 

And even that falſhood in ic {elle a finne, 

Thus purifies it ſelte, and turnesto grace, 
2s, Wehavereceiu'd your Letters, full of Love: 

Your Fauours, the Ambaſladors of Laue. 

And in our maiden counfaile rated thery, 

At courtſhip, pleaſantieft, and curtehie, 

As bumbaſt and as lining tothe time; 

But more deuout then theſe are our reſpects 

Haue we not bene, and therefore met your loues 

In their owne faſhion, like a merriment. 
Ds#.Our letters Madam,ſhew'd much more then ieft, 
Lon, So did our leokes. 
Roſa. We did not coat them ſo. 

. Kin. Now at the lateſtminmte of the hourej 

Grant ys your loues, 7 
Qs. Atime methinkes too ſhort, 

To make a world-without-end bargainein; 

No,no my Lord, your Grace is periur'$d much, 

Full of deare guiltineſſe, and therefore thus : 

If for my Loue (as thete is no ſuch cauſe) 

You will do ought, this fall you do for me. 

Your oth I will not truft: but go with ſpeed 

To ſome forlorne and naked Hermitage, 

Remote from all the pleaſures of the world : 

There Ray, vatill the twelue Celeftiall Signes 

Have brought abour theirannuall reckoning, 

If this auſtere inſociable liſe, 

Change not your offer made in heate of blood ; 

If frotts, and faſts, hard lodging, and thin weeds 

Nip not the gaudie bloſſomes of your Loue, 

Bur that it beare this criall,and laſt loue ; 

Then at the expiration of the yezre, | 

Come challenge me, challenge medy theſe deſerts, 

And by this Virgin palme, vow kiſſing thine, 

| will be thine : and vill chat inſtant ſhue 

My wofull ſelfe vp ina mourning houſe, 

Raining the teares of lameatation, 

For the remembrance of my Fathers death. 

If this thou do denie, let our hands part, - 

Neither inticled in the others hart. 
Kin, Ifthis, or more then this, I would denic, 

To flatter vptheſe powers of mine with reſt, 

The ſodaine hand of death cloſe-vp mine cie. 

Hence ever then, my heartis inthy breſt, 
Ber. And what to me my Loue? and what to me ? 
Roſ. You muſt be purged too, your fins are rack'd, 

You are attaint with faults andperiurie : 

Therefore if you my fauor meane to ger, 

A tweluemonth ſhall you ſpend, and never reſt, 

Bur ſceke the wearie beds of people ficke. 
Ds. But what to me my foue? bur what to me? 
Kat. A wife? a beard, faire health, and honeſtie, 

With three-fold loue, I wiſh you all theſe three, 
Dy. O ſhall I ſay, I thanke you gentle wife ? 
Kat. Not ſo my Lord, a tweluemonth and a ay, 
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144 Lones Labour oft, 


Ile marke no words that ſmoorhfac'd wooers {ay, Plough for her{weet [oue three yeares, Bur moſt eftce. 
Come when the King doth to my Ladie come : med greatnefſe,wil you heare the Dialogue that therwo 
Then if | have much loue, He give you ſome, Learned men haue compiled, in praiſe of theOwle and 

Dum, Ile ſerve thee true and faithfully till then, the Cuckow? It ſhould beve followedin the end of our 


Kath, Yet fweare not, leaſt ye be forſworne agen, | ſhew.. 
Lon. What laies Maria? Kin, Call them forth quicke!y,we will do ſo. 


Mari, Artthe tweluemonths end, | Brag. Holla, Approach. 

Ile change my blacke Gowne, for a faithfull friend. | 

| | Lon. Ile ſtay with patience : but che time is long, | | Enter al 

Mari, The liker you, few taller are ſo yong, This fide 1s Hiems, Winter, } 
Fer. Studies my Ladre? Miſtrefis,looke on me, This Yer,the Spring : the one maintained by the Owle, 

Behold the window of my heart,mine ec: |] THother by che Cuckow. 

What humble luite artends thy anſwer there, Ver, begin. | 

Impole ſome ſeruice.on me for my loue. The Song. 


Kofſ. Ott have | heard of you my Lord Berowne, | | 


Before I faw you: and the worlds large rongue When Dahies pied, and Violets blew, 


| Proclaimes you for a man repleate with mockes, | And Cuckow- buds of yellow hew : 
Full of compariſons, and wounding floutes : And Ladie-ſmockes all filuer white, 
Which you on all eftates will execute, Do paint the Medowes with delight. 
That lie within the mercie of your wit, The Cuckow then on everie tree, 
To weed tiiis VWormewood from your fruitfull braine, Mockes married wen, for thus ſings he, 
And therewithall ro win me, if you pleaſe, Cuckow. 
Without the which lam not to be won : — Cuckow: O word of feare, 
You ſhall this eweluemonth terme from day to day, Vopleating to a married care, 


Viſte the ſpeechilefle ſicke, and till converſe 
With groaning wretches : and your taske ſhall be, When Shepheards pipe on Oaten irawes, 

With ail the fierce endevour of your wit, | And merrie Larkes ate Ploughmens clockes : 
To entorce the pained impotent to ſmile, * When Turtles tread, and Rookey and Dawes, 


Ber To move wilde langhter in the throate of death? —_ bleach their ſummer ſmockes : 
Ir c:nnot be, it is impoſſible. The Cuckow then on everie tree 
Mirth cannot noe ſoule in agonie. | Mockes married men; for thus ſings he, 
Roſe Why thar's the way to choke a gibing ſpirit, Cuckow, | | 
Whoſe influence is begot of that looſe grace, Cuckow, Cuckow: O word of feare, 
Which ſhallow laughing hearers giue to fooles : | Vopleating to a married care. ' 
A iefts profperitie, lies i the eare 

Ot him that heares it, never in the tongue Winter. 

Of him thar makes it: then, if hckly cares, | When Ificles hang by the wall, 

Deaft with the clamors of their owne deare grones, An Dicke the Sphepheard blowes his naile ; 

Will heare your idle ſcornes; continue then, | And Tom beares Logoes into the hall, 
And I will have you, and that fault withall, And Milke comes frozen home inpalle: 

Buc if they will nor, throw away thac ſpirit, \When blood is nipt, and waies be fowle, | 

And 1 ſhal hnde yon emprie of that fault, Then nightly fings the ftaring Owle 

Right ioyfull of your reformation | Tu-whit to-who. | 
Ber. Arwelnemon h? Well: befall what will befall, A merrie note, 

Lle ict a tweluemonth in an Hoſpitall. While greafic Ione doth keelethe pot. | 
2s, 1 ſweet my Lord,and fo I take my leave. | | 
King. No Madam, we will bring you on your way, When all aloud the winde doth blow, | 
Ber. Our woing doth not end like an old Play: And coffing drownes the Parſons ſaw : 

Tacke hathnotGill : theſe Ladies courteſie And birds fit brooding in the ſnow, 

| M.ght wel have made our ſport 2 Comedie, And Marrjans noſe lookes red and raw : 
" Km. Come fir, it wants a tweluemonth and a day, When roafted Crabs hiſſe in the bowle, | 

And then 'twil end. | Then nightly fngs the ſtaring Owle, 
Ber. That's too long for a play. Tu-whit to who : 

| A merrie note, 
Enter Brag gart. H While greafic Ione doth keele the pot. 
| Brag. Sweet _—_ - wry me. | ies {66 al | 
», \Was not that Hettoy ? ' rag. The Words ercurie, 

nl The worthie Knrghr of Troy, Are harſh after the ſongs of Apollo : | 
Brag. 1 wil kifſe thy royal finger,and take leave, | You that way; we this way, 

1 ama Vorarie, I have vow'd to Laquenerttato holdethe | £xeunt ones. | 
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Enter Theſens, Hippolita, with others. 


Theſens, 


Ow faire Hippolita, our nuptiall houre 
Drawes on apace: foure happy daies bring in 


Another Moon: bur oh,me thinkes, how {low 
This old Moen wanes 3 She lingers my defires 
Like to a Step-dame,or a Dowager, 
Long withering out a yong mans reuennew, 
ip.Foure daies wil quickly ſteep th&ſclues in nights 
Foure nights wil quickly dreame away the time: 
And then the Moone, like to a filuer bow, | 
Now bent in heaven, (hal behold the nighr | 


Of our ſolemnities. 

The. Go Philoſtrate, 
Sirre vp the Athenian youth ro merriments, 
Awake the pert and nimble ſpicit of mirth, 
Turne melancholy forth to Funerals: 
The pale companion is not for our pompe, 
Hippolica, Lwoe'd thee with my ſword, 
And wonne thy loue, doing thee iniuries : 
But I will wed thee in pans: key, 
With pompe, with triuwph, and with reuelling. 


— — 


"SO 


Enter Egens and his daughter Hermia, Lyſander, 
and Demetrins. 
Ege. Happy be Theſes, our renowned Duke. | 
e, Thanks good Egens:what's the news with thee ? 
Epe. Full of vexation, come I,with complaint 
Againſt my childe, my daughter Hermia. 
| Stand forth Dometrins. 
M Noble Lord, 
This man hath my conſent to marrie her, 
Stand forth Lyſander, 
And my gracious Duke, 
This man bath bewirch'd the boſome of my childe: 
Thou, thou Lyſander, thou haſt giuen herrimeg, 
And interebang'd loue-tokens with my childe : | | 
| Thou haft by Mooneslight at ber window ſung, 
Wih faining vojee, verſes of faining love, - | 
And ftolne on of her fancahe, | 
With bracelets of thy haire, rings, gawdes, conceits, | 
Knackes,trifles, Noſe-gaics,ſweer meats(meſſengers | 
Offtrong preuailrpent in vohardned youth) 


"mm —— 


| To vndergo ſuch maiden pilgrimage, 


| Growes,liues,and dies, in fingle b 


With cunaing haft thou fhlch'd my daughters heart, 
Turn'd her obedience (which is duc to me) 
To tubborne harthnefſe. Arid my gracious Duke, 
Be it ſo ſhe will not heere before your Grace, 
Conlent to marric with Demerrins, 
I beg the ancient priviledge of Athens; 
As f.1eis mine, I may diſpoſe of her ; 
Which (hall be either ro this Gentlewan, 
Or to her death, according to our Law, 
Immediately provided inthat caſe, 

The. What ſay you Hermia? be 2duis'd faire Maide, 


To you your Father ſhould be as a God ; | | 


One that compoy'd your beauties; yea and one 
To whom you are but as a forme in waxe 
By him imprinted: and within his power, 
To leave the hgure, or di>figureit: 
Demerrins 133 worthy Gentleman, 
Her, Sois Lyſander. 
The, Inhimſclfe he is. 
But in this kinde, wanting your fathers voyce. 
The other muft{ be held the worthier. 
Her. 1 would my father look'd but with my eyes. 
The.Rather your cies muſt with his judgment looke. 
Her. 1 doentreat your Graceto patdon me. 
I know not by what powerI am made bold, 
Nor how it may concerne my modeſtic 
In ſuch a preſence heere to pleade my thoughes : 
But | beſeech your Grace, that I may know 
The worft that may befall me in this caſe; 
IfTrefuſe tro wed Demetrins, 
The. Either to dye the death, or to abiure 
For euer the ſociety of men. 
Therefore faite Hermia queſtion your defires, 
Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 
Whether (jf you yeeld not co your fathers choice) 
You can endure the liverie of a Nunne, 
For ayeto be in ſhady Cloiſter mew'd, 
To liue a barren ſiſter all your life, 
Chanting faint hyrnnes to the cold fruitleſſe Moone, 
Thrice blefſed they that maſter lo their blood, 


Bur carthlier happie is the Roſe diftil'd, 


ag, 


—_— 


Then that which withering onthe virgin thorne, 
lefledoeſſe. 4 
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A Midſommer r nights * Dreame. 


. Her. SowillI grow, ſoliue,fo die my Lord, 
| Erc I will yceld my virgin Patent vp 
Vnto his {ordihip, whoſe vawiſhed yoake, 
My ſoule conſents not to giue ſoueraignty. 
The. Taketime to pauſe, and by the next new Moon 
The ſealing day betwixc my loue and me, 
For euecrlaſting bond of fellowſhip : 
Vpon that day either prepare to dye, 
For diſobedience to your-fathers will, 
Or elſe to wed Demerrims as hee would, 
Or on Dianacs Altar to pibiett 
For aic, auſterity, and (1fgle lite, 
Dem. Relent ſweet Hermia, and Lyſur dey, yeelde 
Thy crazed title ro my certaine right, 
Lyſ. You have her tathers loue, Demetrny : 
Let me haue /Hermiaes : do you marry him, 
Epew, Scorntali Lyſander, true, he hath my Loue; 
Aud what is mine, my loue ſhall render lum, 
And ſhe is mine, and all my :ight ot her, 
I doeſtate vnto Demetrius, 
Lyſ. Tam my Lord, as well derin'd as he, 
As well poſſelt : my loue is more then his ; 
My fortunes every way, as fairely ranck'd 
(Ifnort with vantage) as Demerrias : 
And (which is more then all theſe boaſts can be) 
L am belou'd of beaurcous Hermia. 
\Why ſhould not I then profecurte ty right? 
Demetriuf, Ile anouch it to his head, 
Made loue to Nedars daughter, Hele ra, 
And won he: ſoule rand ſhe ({weet Ladie)dotes, 
Deuoutly dotes, dotes in I[dolatry, 
Vpon this ſpotted and incon{tane man, 
The, 1 muſt contefle, rhat I haue tieard fomuch, 
| And with Demerrins thought to haue ſpoke thereof: 
Bur being ouer-full of ſelfe-aftaires, 
My minde did loſe it. But Demetrins come, 
| And come &gews, you ſhall go with me, 
T have ſoue private ſchooling for you both, 
For you fairc H:rm7a, looke you a1 me your lelfe, 
To fit your tancies to your Fathers will ; 
Or elſe the Law of Athens yeelds you vp 
(Which by no meanes we may exrenuate) 
To death, or to a vow of hinglc ite, 
Come my Hippo/11a, what cheare my loue ? 
Demetrias and Egeus go along, : 
I muſt imploy you in ſome buſineſle 
A gain(t ournuptiall, and conferre with you 
Ot ſomething, neerely thax concernes your {elues, 
Ege. With duvie and defice we follow you. Exennt 
Manet Lyſander ard Hermia. 
Lyſ. How now my loue? Why is your cheek ſo pale? 
How chance the Roles there do fade fo faſt? 
Her. Belike for want of raine, which I could well 
Beteeme them, trom the tempeſt of mine eyes. 
Ly. For ought that ever | could reade, 
Could everheare by rale or hiſtorie, 
The courſe ofcrne lone neaer did run ſmooth, 
But either it was different in blood. 
[ler. Ocroffe! too high to be enthral'd-to loue. 
Lyſ. Orelſe miſgrafted, in reſpe& of yeares. 
Her. O ſpight! too old to be ingag'd to yong. 
Lyſ. Orelſc it ſtood vpon the choſe of merit, /' + + 
Her. O hell ! to chooſe love by anothers eie, 
Lyſ. Or if there were 2 fimpartie m choife, 
Warre, death,or hckneffe, did lay ftegetoits 
| Making it momemarie,as a found: 


| 


Swift as a ſhadow, ſhort as any dreame, 

Briefe as the lightning in the collied night, 

That (in a ſpleene) vnfolds both heaven and earth ; 
And ere « man hath power to ſay, behold, 

The iawes of darkneſle do deuoure it yp: 

So quicke bright things come to confuſion. 

Her. 1tthentrue Lovers have beene cuer croſt, 

It ſtands as an edict in deftinie : 

Then let vs teach our triall patience, 

Becauſe it is acuftomatrie croſle, 

As cue to loue, as thoughts, and dreames, and fighes, 
Wimes and teares ; poore Fancies followers, 

Lyſ.A good perſwahion ; therefore heare me Hermia, 

I have a W:ddow Aunt, a dowager, 

Of great reuennew, and ſhe hath no childe, 

From Athens is her houſe remou'd ſcuen leagues, 

And ſhe reſpe&ts me, as her enely lonne : 

There gentle Hermia, may I marrie thee, 

And to that place, the ſharpe Athenian Law 

Cannor purſue vs. If thou lou'ft me, then 

Steale forth thy fathers houſe to morrow night : 

And inthe wood, a league withouc the towne, 
(Where | did meete thee once with Helena, 


| Todo obſeruance for a morne of May) 
| There will I ſtay for thee. 


Her. My good Lyſander, 
I {wearetothee, by Cupids Rrongeſt bow, 
By his beſt arrow withthe golden head, 
By the ſimplicitie of Venus Doves, , 
By that. which knitteth ſoules, and proſpers loue, 
And by thac fire which burn'd the Carthage Queene, 
When the talſe Troyan vnder faile was ſcene, 
By all the vowes that euer men haue broke, 
(1a number more then ever women ſpoke) 
Ia that tame place thou hat appvinted me, 
To morrow truly will I meete with thee, 
Lyſ. Keepe promile louc : looke here comes Helena, 


Enter Helena, 
Her. God [peede faire Heleza,whither away ? 
Hel. Cal you me faire? that faire againe vnlay, 
Demetrius loves you faire : O happic faire 
Your eyes are loadſtarres,and your tongues ſweet ayre 
More tuneable then Larke to ſhepheards eare, 
When wheate is greene, when hauthorne buds appeare, 
Sickneſlc is catching : O were fauor ſo, 
Your words I catch, faire Hermiaere I go, 
My eare ſhould catch your voice, my eye,your eye, 
My tongue ſhould catch your tongues ſweet melodie, 
Were the world mine, Demetrix; being bated, 
The reſt [le giue to be co youtranſlared. 
O teach me how you looke, and with what art 
you ſway the motion of Demerrms hart, | 
Her. 1 frowne vpon him, yer be loues me till, / 
Hel, O chat your frewnes would teach my ſmiles | 
ſucb $kil, 
Her. | give him curſes, yet he gives me loue, 
Hel. O that my prayers could ſuch affe&ion mooue, 
Her. The more | hate, the more he followes me:”' | 
Hel. The more love, themore he hateth me. 
Her. His folly Helena is none of mine. | 
Hel,None but your beauty, wold that fault wer mitte 
Her. Take comfort: he no moreſhall ſee my face, 


| Lyſander and © y felfe will flie this place, 


Before the time | did Lyſerder ſee, © - 
Scem'sd Athens like a Paradiſe to mee; ' 
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O then, what graces in my Loue do dwell, 
T hat he hath rurn'd a heaven into hell. 

- Lyſ. Helen,ro you our mindes we will vnfold, 
To morrow night,when Phabe doth behold 
Her filuer viſage,in the warry glaſſe, 
Decking with liquid pearle, the bladed graſſe 
(A time that Lovers flights doth ſtill conceale) 
Through Athens gates, haue we devis'd ro ſteale. 

Her, And in the wood, where often you and I, 
Vpon faint Primroſe beds, were wont tolye, 
Emprtying our boſomes, of their counſell ſweld ; 

There my Lyſander, and my ſelfe ſhall meete, 

And thence from Athens turne away our eyes 

To ſecke new friends and firange companions, 

Farwell ſweet play-fellow, pray thou for vs, 

And good lucke grant thee thy Demetrias, 

Keepe word Lyſwder we muſt ſtartte our fight, 

From lowers toode, till morrow deepe midnight, 
Exit Herm:ia, 

Lyſ. 1 will my Hermia. Helena adiev, 

As you on him, Demetrizes dotes on you, Exit Lyſander. 

Hele, How happy ſome,ore otherſomie can be ? 
Through Athens I am thought as faire as ſhe, 

But what of that ? Demetrius thinkes not lo : 

He will not know, whar all, but be doth know , 

And as hee erres,doting on Herm4as cyes ; 

Sol, admiring of his qualities : | 

Things bale and vilde, holding no quantity, 

Lone can tranſpole to forme and dignity , 

Loue lookes not with the eyes,but with the minde, 
And therefore is wing'd Cuprd painted blinde, 
Nor hath loues minde of any judgement caſte : 
Wings and no eyes, figure, vnheedy hafie. 

And therefore is Loue ſaid to be a childe, 

Becauſe in choiſe he 13 often beguild, 

As waggiſh boyes tn game themſelves forſweare; 
So the boy Loue is periur'd eucry where. 

For ere Demetrius lookt on Hermias eyne, 

He hail'd down oathes that he was onely mine. 
And when this Haile ſome hear from Herma tel, 
So he difolu'd,and ſhowres of oathes 41d melt, 

| will goe tell him of faire Hermias flight : 

Then to the wood will he,to morrow night 

'| Porſuc her ; and for his intelligence, 

If I haue thankes, it is a deere expence : 

But heerein meaneT ro enrich my paine, | 
To haue his ſight chither, and backe againe. Exit. 
Enter Quince the Carpenter, Snug the Toner, Bottome the 
Weanrer, Flute the bellomes- ,Snout the Tinker, and 
Starxecling the T aylor, 


2mm, 1s all our company heere? 
Bot. You were beſt to call them generally, man by 
man,accoading tothe (crip. 

#j. Here is the ſcrowle of euery mans name, which 
is thought fic through all Arbens, to play in our Enter- 
lude betore the Duke and the Dutches, on his wedding 
day at night. 

Bot. Firſt, good Peter Quince,ſay what the play treats 
on : then read the names of the ARtors ; and ſo grow on 
to 2a point, 

Quin. Marcy our play.is the moſt lamentable Comes 
dy, and moſt cruell death of 2yramu and Thrckie, 


FO" "I — 


| 
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Bot, A very good peece of workeT affure you, and a 


merry. Now good Peter Dwince, call forth your AQots 
by the ſcrowle, Maſters ſpread your ſclues. 

Lwince.” Anſwere as I call you, Nick Bottome the 
Weayuer, 

Bottome. Ready ; name what part 1 am for, and 
proceed, 


Duince. You Ncke Bottome are ſet downe for Py. | 


ramus. 

Bot, What is Prams, a lover,or a tyrant? 
| Lain, A Lover thar kills himiclte moft gallantly for 

oue. 

Bot. Thx will aske ſome teares in the true perfor- 
ming ot 1t-if 1 do it, let the audience looke to their cies: 
| will mooue ſtormes ; I will condole in ſome meaſure. 
Tothereſt yer,my chiefe humour 1s for a tyrant. I could 
play Ercles rarely, or apart toteare a Cat in, tomake all 
ſplit the raging Rocks; and ſhivering ſhocks ſhall break 
thelocks ot priſon gates, and Phibbus carre ſhall ſhine 
from farre, and make and marre the fooliſh Fates. This 
was lofty. Now name the reſt of the Players: This 
- Ercles vaine, a tyrants vaine : a louer is more condo- 
ing. 

Quin. Francn Flute the Bellowes-mender. 

Flu, Heere Peter mince, 

© nin. You muſt take Thisbie on you. 

E/ut. What is Thisbie,a wandring Knight ? 

Quin. Ie is the Lady that Pyramw mult loue, 

Flue, Nay faith, let not mee play a woman, I have a 
beard comming, 

Qi, That's all one, you ſhall play utin a Maske, and 
you may ſpeake as {mall as you will. 

Bo, And I may hide my face,let me play Thisbie 00 : 
Tle ſpeake in a monſtrous little voyce ; Tbiſne,Theſne, ah 
— my louer deare, thy Thwubie deare, and Lady 

eare, 

Quin. No no,you muſt play Pyramm, and Flute, you 
T huby, I 

Bot. ' Well, proceed. | 

On. Robin Starueling the Taylor, 

Star. Heere Peter wimce. 

Puince. Robin Starweling , you muſt play Thwbies 
morher? | 

Tom Srowt the Tinker. 

Snowt, Heere Teter Quince. 

Qum. You, Pyramiw father; my (elf, Thu bier father 
Szugge the loyner,you the Lyons part : and | hope there 
is a play fitted. ; 

So. Haue youthe Lions part written? pray you if 
be,giue it me,tor ] am ſlow of tudie, 

Lun. You may doeit extemporee, fer it is nothing 
but roaring. 

Bot. Lecmeeplay the Lyon too, I will roare that I 
will doe any mans hcart good to heare me. I will roare, 
that I will make the Duke ſay, Lethim roare againe,ler 
him roare 2gaine. 


©xin. It you ſhould doeittoo tentibly, you would | 


frightthe Durcheſle and the Ladies, that they would 
ſhrike, and that were enoughto hang vs all. 
All. That would hang ys cuery mothers ſonne, 
Bottome, I grount you friends, if that you ſhould 
fright the Ladies out of their Wittes, they would 
haue no more diſcretion but to hang vs : but I will ag. 
grauate my voyce ſo, that I will roare you as gently as 
any ſucking Doue; 1 will roare and 'twere any Nightin- 
ale, 
Y Ain. You can play no part but Piramw, for Pira- 
N 2 17:85 
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AM, 1dſommer nights Dreame. 
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mu is a (weet-fac'd man, a proper man as one ſhall ſee in 
a ſummers day; a moft louely Gentleman-like man,ther- 
foge you muſt needs play Piramme. 

Bot. Well, I will yndertake it. What beard wereI 
beſt troplayitin? 

um. Why, what you will. 

Zoe. I will diſcharge it, iu either your ſtraw-colour 
beard ,your orange tawaie beard, your purple in graine 


fe yellow, 

in. Some of your French Crownes haue no haire 
at all, and then you will play bare-fac'd,Þurt maſters here 
are your parts, and Iam to intreat you, requeſt you, and 
defire you, to con them by too morrow night: and meet 
mein the palace wood, a mile without the Towne, by 
Moone-light, there we will rchearſe : for if we meete in 
the Citie, we ſhalbe dog'd with company,and our deui- 
ſes knowne. In the meane time, [ wil draw abil of pro- 
perties, ſuch as our play wants, I pray you faile me nor, 

Bottom, We will meete, and there we may rehearſe 
more obſcenely and couragiouſly, Take paines, be per- 
fe, adieu. 

Qain, At the Dukes oake we meete, 


Bot. Enough, hold or cut bow-ſting's. E'xennt 


Atlus Secundus. 
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Enter 4 Fairie at one doore, and Robin good. 
fellow at another, 

Rob. How now [pirit, whether wander you ? 
Fai.Over hil,ouer dale,gthrovgh buſh, through briar, 
Ouer parke,ouer pale, through flood, through hue, 
| do wander cueric where, {wifter then y Muons Iphere ; 
And [ ſerne the Fairy Queene to dew her orbs ypon the 
The Cowſlips tall, her pevhioners bee; (green. 
- In their gold coats, {pots you lee, 


| Thoſe be Rubics, Farcie tauors, 


In thoſe freckles, live their (auors, 
I mvſt go ſecke ſome tlew drops heere, 
; And hang a pcatle in every cowſlips eare, 
Farewell thou Lob of ſpirits, lle be gon, . 
Our Queene and all her Elues comme heere anon, 
Rob, The King doth keepe his Revels here to night, 
Take heed the Queene come noc withit his fight, 
' For Oberos is palsing fell and wrath, 
Becauſe that he, as her attendant, hath 
Alouely hoy ſtolne trom an Indian King, 
Sheneuer had ſo {ſweet a changeling, 
And jealous Oberen would haue the childe 
Knight of his rraine, to trace the Forreſts wilde. 
Bur ſhe (perforce) with-holds the loved boy, 
»Crownes him with lowers, and makes him all her 1oy, 
Andnow they neuer meete 1n groue, or greene, 
By ſountaine cleere, or [pangled tar-light ſheene, 
But they do ſquare, that all their Elves tor feare 
Creepe into Acorne cups 8nd hide themchere, 
Fas, Eitlier I miſtake your ſhape and making quite, 
Or elſe you are that ſhrew'd and knawiſh ſpirit 
Cal'd Robin Good-tellow. Are younot hee, 
That frights the maidens of the Villagree, 
Skim milke, and ſometimes labour in the querne, 
And bootleſle make the dreathlefle huſwite cherne, 
And ſometime make the drinke to beare no barme, 


Y 


—— ——— 


beard, or your French-crowne colour'd beard, your per- | 
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Miſleade night-wanderers, laughing at their harme, 
Thoſe that Hobgoblin call you,and ſweet Pucke, 
You do their worke, and they ſhall have good lucke. 
Arenot you he? 
Rob. Thou ſpeak'ſt aright; 
I am that merrie wanderer of the night ; 
Tieſt ro Oberon, and make him ſmile, 
When I a fat and beane-fed horſe beguile, 
Neighing in likenefle of « filly foale, 
A:d ſometime lurkeI in a Goſſips bole, 
In very likeneſſe of a roafted crab; 
And when ſhe drcinkes, againſt her lips I bob, 
And on her withered dewlop poure the Ale. 
The wiſeſt Aune telling the ſaddeſt rale, 
Sometime for three-foot ſtoole, miftaketh me, 
Then flip I from her bum, downe copples ſhe, 
And tailour cries, and fals into a doffe. 
And then the whole quire hold their hips, and lofte, 
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and ſweare, 
A merrier houre vyas never wafted there. 
But reome Fairy, heere comes Oberow. 
Fair, And heere my Miſtris: 
Would that ke yvere gone, 


Enter the King of Fairies at one doore with bus traine, 


and the Oueene at anether with hers. 


06. Ill metby Moone-lighr, 
Proud Tytania. | 
Qs. What, jealous Oberon? Fairy skip hence, 
I haue forſworne his bed and companie. 
06. Tarrieraſh Wanton; am notI thy Lord? 
Qs. Then 1 muſt be thy Lady : but] know 
When thou vvaſt Rolne away from Fairy Land, 
And in the ſhape of Corin,fate all day, 
Playing on pipes of Corne, and verfing loue 
To amorous Philida. Why art thou beere 
Come trom the tartheſt ſteepe of /ndia? 
Bur that forſooth che bouncing Amazon 
Your buskin'd Miftrefſe, and your Warrior loue, 
To Theſews muſt be Wedded z and you come, 
To giue their bed ioy and proſperitie. 
| 06. Howeanſt thou thus for ſhame Tytazia, 
Glance art my credite, vvith Hippolita ? 
Knowing I knovy thy loue to Theſeza? 
D1eſt thou not leade himthrough the glimmering night 
From Peregenia, whom he raviſhed ? 
And make him vvith faire Eagles breake his faith 
With Ariaane, and Atiopa? 
Que. Theſe are the forgeries of iealouſie, 
And neuer fince the middle Summers ſpring 
Met vye on hil, in dale, forreft,or mead, 
By paued fountaine, er by ruſhie brooke, 
Or in the beached margent of the ſea, 
To dance our ringlers to the whiſtling Winde, 
Bur yvith thy braules thou haft difturb'd our ſport, 
Therefore the Windes, piping to vs in vaine, 
As inreuenge, haue ſuck'd yp from the ſea 
Contagious fogges : Which falling in the Land, 
Hath everie petty Riuer made ſoproud, 
That they haue ouer-borne their Continents. 
The Oxc hath therefore ſtrerch'd his yoake in vaine, 
The Ploughman loft his ſweat, and the greene Corne 
Hath rorted, ere his youth atrain'd a beard : 
The fold ſtands empty inthe drowned field, 
And Crawes are fatted yyith the murrion flecke, . 
The 
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The nine mens Morris isfild yp with'mud,” » / 
And the queint Mazesin the wanton greene”;.\ 
For lacke of creadare yndiſtin MING! 
The humane mortals want thew winter heere, 
No night is now with hymne or carol} bleft; 7 
Theretore the Moone (the gouerneſle of floods) 
Pale in her anger,waſhes all the aire; \\ 
That Rheumaticke diſeaſes docabound. - 
| Andthrough this diſtemperarure, we fee 
The ſcaſons alter ; hoared headed frofts 
Fall in the freſh lap of the crimſon Role, 
And on old Hyems chinne and Icie crowne, 
An odorous Chaplet of ſweet Sommer buds! 
Is as in mockryiet, The Spring,the Sommer, 
The childing Auturne,angry Winter change 
Their wonted Liverics,ahd the mazed world , 
By their increaſe, now knowes not which is which 3 
And this ſame progeny of evills, 
Comes from our debate, from our difſention, 
We are their parents and originall. 

Ober, Do you amend it then, it lies in you, 


| Why ſhould Titania crofſe her Oberon ? 


I do but beg alittle changeling boy, 
To be my Henchman. 
#. Set your heart at reit, 
The Fairy land buyes not the childe of me, 
His mother was a Votreſſe of my Order, 
And in the ſpiced [dan aire, by night 
Full often hath ſhe goſſip by my hide, 
And ſat with me on Neptwnes yellow ſands, 
Marking th'embarked traders on the flood, 
When we haue laught to ſee the failes conceiue, 
And grow big bellied with the wanton winde : 
Which ſhe with pretty and with ſwimming gate, | 
Following (her wombe then rich with my yong ſquire) 
Would imitate, and fajle vpon the Land, 
To fetch metrifles, and returne againe , 
As from a voyage, rich with merchandize. 
But ſhe being mortall, of that boy did die, 
And for her ſake ] doe reare vp her boy, 
And for her ſake will not part with him, 

Ob. How long within this wood intend you ſtay ? 

On, Perchancetill after Theſexs wedding day. 
If you will patiently dance in our Round, 

And ſceour Moone-light reuels, goe with vs; 
If not,ſhun me and 1 will ſpare your haunts. 

Ob. Giue me that boy,and | will goe withthee, 

Lu. Not for thy Fairy Kingdome. Fairies away : 
We ſhall chide downe right,itI longer ſtay. Exemnt. 

Ob. Wel,go thy way: thou ſhalt not from this groue, 
Till Icorment thee for this injury. 

My gentle Pucke come hither ; thou remembreſt 
Since once I ſat ypon a promontory, 

And heard a Meare-maide on a Dolphins backe, 
Vetering ſuch dulcer and harmonious breath, 

Thar the rude ſea grew ciuill at her ſong, 

And certaine ſtarres ſhot madly from their Spheares, 
To heare the Sea-maids mulicke. 

Puc. Iremember. 

Ob. That very time I fay ( but theu could not ) 
Fiying berweene the cold Moone and the earth, 
Cupid all arm'd ; a certaine aime he tooke 
At afaire Veſtall, throned by the Weſt, 

And1oos'd his loue-ſhaft ſmartly from his bow, 
Az it ſhould pierce a hundred thouſand hearts, 


But I might ſee young { pid: fiery ſhaft 


—_—__— 


| 


Quencht in the chaſte beammes of the watry Moone ; 


| Andthe imperiall Verreſle paſſed on, 


In maiden medication, fancy free. 

Yermarkt | where the bolt of Cupid fell, 

It fell ypon alittle wefterne flower ; 
Betore,milke-whitez now purple with loves wound 
And maidens callit, Loue in idleneſſe. : 
Ferch me that flower the hearb I ſhew'd thee once, 
The iuyce of it, on {leeping eyelids laid, 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 

Vpon the nexe live creaturethart it ſees. 

Ferch.me this hearbe,and be thou heere agaive, 

Ere the Lewiathan can (wim 2 league. 


Pucke. Ile put a girdle about the earth , in Yorty M1 


nutes. 
Ober. Having oncethis wyce , 
[le watch Titania, when ſhe is aſleepe , 
And drop the h1quor of it in her eyes - 
The next thing when ſhe waking lookes vpon , 
(Be it 6n Lyon,Beare,or Wolfe, or Bull, 
On medling Monkey,or on bufie Ape) 
Shee ſhall purſue ic, with the ſoule of love. 
And ere I rake this charme off from her light, 
(As 1 can take it with another hearbe ) | 
lle make her render vp her Page to me, 
But who comes heere? I am inu1Hble, 
And I will ouer-heare their conference, 


Enter Demetriua, Helena following him. 


Deme, | loue thee nor, therefore purſue menot, 
Where is Lyſander, and faire Hermia? 
The one lle (tay, the other ſtayeth me, 
Thou toldft me they were ſtolne into this word ; 
And heefe am I, and wood within this wood, 
Bec2uſe I cannor mcet my Hermia. 
Hence,get thee gone and follow me no more. 
Hel. You draw me,you hard-hearted Adamant; 
Bur yer you draw not [ron, for my heart 
I; rrue as ſteele, Leauc you your power to dtaw, 
And I ſhall haue no power to follow you. 
'Peme. Do I entice you? do I fpeake you faire ? 
Or rather doe Inoc in plaineſt truth, 
Tell you I doe not,nor I cannor love you ? 
Hel. And euen for that doe T loue thee the mote 
I am your ſpaniell,and Demetrim , 
The more you beat me, I will ftawne on you, 
Vſe me but as your ipaniell ; ſpurne me, firike me, 
Neple&t me,loſe me; onely giue me leaue 
(Vaworthy as I am)to follow you, 
What worler place can I beg in your loue, 
(And yera place of high reſpe& with me) 
Then to be vied as you doe your dogge. | 
Dem. Temprt not too much the hatged of my ſpirit, 
For I am ficke when I do looke on thee, 
Hel, And Iam ficke when Llooke not on you. 
Dem, You doe impeach your modeſty too much, 
Tolcaue the Citry,and commit your ſelfe 
Into the hands of onethat loues you nor, 
Torruſt the opportunity of night, 
And the il] counſcll of adeſert place, 
With the rich worth of your virginity. 
Hel. Your vertue is my priviledge : for that 
It is not night when I doe ſee your face. 
Therefore Ithinke I am notin che night, 
Nor doth his wood lacke worlds of company , 
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Then how can it be ſaid I am alone, 
When all the world is heere to looke on me ? 

Dem. Ile run from thee,and hide me in the brakes, 
And leage thee to the mercy of wilde beaſts, 

Hel. The wildeſt hath not luch aheart as you; 
Runne when you will,tbe tory ſhall bechang'd : 
Apolls flies, and Dapbne holds the chaſe ; 

The Doue purlues the Griffin, tHe milde Hinde 
Makes ſpecd to catch the Tyger, Bootlefle (peede, 
When cowardiſe purſues, and valour flies, 

Demet. 1 will not (tay thy queſtions, let mego; 
Or if thou follow m2, doe not belecue, 

But i (hall doc thee miſchicfe in the wood. 

Bel. 1,in the Temple, in the Towne,and Field 
You doe me miſchictc. Fye Demetrius, 

Your wrongs doe ſet a ſcandall onmy exe : 

We cannot fight tor louegas men may doe ; 

We ſhould be woo d, and were not made to wooe, 

I follow thee, and make a heauen of hell , 

Todie vpon the hand 1 loue {o well. Exit. 

Ob, Fare thee well Nymph,erc he do leaue this grout, 
Thou ſhalt flie him, and he (hall tecke thy loue, 

Haſt thou the lower there? Welcome wanderer, 


Enter Pucke. 

Puck, 1, there it is. 

06. I pray thee give it me. 
I know 2 banke where the wilde time blawes, 
| Where Ox{lips and the nodding Violet growes, 
Quite ouer-cannoped with luſcious woodbine, 
With ſweet muske roſes, and with Eglantine; 
There ſlcepes 7 ytaxia, ſometime of the night, 
Lul'd in theſe Aowers, with dances and delight : 
And there the ſnake throwes her enammel'd skwne, 
Weed wide enough to rap a Fairy in, 
And with the iuyce of this lle fireake her eyes , 


And make her full of hatefull fanraties. 


Take thou ſome of it, and ſeek through this groue 
A (weet eAtbenian Lady is inloue 
With a difdainelnil youth : annoint his eyes, 
But doe at when the next thing he elpies, 
May be the Lady. Thou ſhalt know the man, 
By the Athenian garments he hath on, 
EfReR it with ſome care,that he may prouec 
More fond on her,then ſhe vpon her loue; 
And looke thou meet me ere the ficftt Cocke crow, 
P#. Feare not my Lord, your ſeruant (hall do ſo, Exit. 


Emter ©ucenc of Fairies, with ber trame, 

Ouncen, Come, now 2 Roundell,and a Fairy ſong ; 
Then for the third part of a minute hence , 
Some to kill Cankers jn the muske roſe buds, 
Some warre with Reremile, for their leathern wingx, 
To make my ſmall Elves coates,and ſome keepe backe 
The clamorous Owle that nightly hoots and wonders 
At our queint ſpirits : Sing me now aſleepe, 
Then to your offices, and let me reft. 


Fairies Smg. 


Y ou ſpotted Snakes with double tongue, 
Thorny Hedge egge” be not ſeene, 


'ewts and bl inde wormes do no wrong, 
Come not neere our Fairy Dneene. 


Philomele with melodue 


For you in my reſpett arenl] the world, F 


[4 % 


your ſmeet Lullaby, 
LullaJulla iniaby julia iuls Jallaby , 
Newer harme nor ſpell,ver charme, 
{ mee 6w7 lonely Lady nye, 
So good night wh .., 
2. Fairy. Weaning Spiders come ngt beers, 
Hence you long leg'd Spinners fence: 
Beetles blacks approach not neere ;, 
Worme nor Suayle doe no offence, 
* Philomele with melody, &c. 
1. Fairy. Hence away, now all ir well; 
One aloofe, ſtand Centinell, Shee ſleepes. 


Enter Oberon, 
Ober. What thou ſeeſt when thou doſt wake, 
Doe it for thy true Loue take ; 
Louc and langviſh for his ſake. 
Be i Ounce, or Catte, or Beare, 
Pard, or Boare with briſtled haire, 
In thy eye that ſhall appeare, 
When thou wak'Rt, it is thy deaze, 
Wake when ſome vile thing is neere. 


Soy in 


Enter Liſander and Hermia. 


Liſ. Faire loue,you faint with wandring in 5 woods, 
And to {peaketroth I haue forgot our way : 
Wee'll reſt vs Hermia, if you thinke it good , 

And tarry for the comfort of the day, 

Her. Be it ſo Lyſander; finde you out a bed, 
For I vpon this banke will reſt my head, [ 

Lyſ. One turte ſhall ſerue as pillow for vs beth, 
One heart, one bed, two boſomes,and one troth, 

Her. Nay good Lyſander, for my ſake my deere 
Lie further off yet, doe nor lic (o neere. 

Lyſ. O rake the lence {weet,of my innocence, 
Loue takes the meaning, in loues conference, 

T meane that my heart ynto yours is knit, 

So that but one heart can you make of it. 
Two boſomes interchanged with an oath, 
So then two boſomes, and a fiagle troth. 
Then by your fide, no bed-roome me deny, * 
For lying ſo, Hermia.l doc not lye, 

Her. Lyſander riddles very prettily 
Now much beſhrew my manners and my pride, 

If Hermia meant to ſay, Lyſander lied. 

Bur gentle friend, for loue and courteſie 

Lie hike off, in humane modeſty, 

Such ſeparation, as may well be ſaid , 

Becomes a vertuous batchelour, and a maide, 
So farre be diſtant,and good night ſweet friend ; 
Thy loue nere alter, till thy (weert life end, 

Lyſ. Amen,amen,to that faire prayer, ſay 1, 

And then end life, when I end loyalty : 

Heere 1s my bed,ſleepe giue thee all his reſt. 
Her. Wich balfe >. wiſh,the wiſhers eyes bepreſt. 

Enter Packe. They ſleepe. 

Puck. Through the Forreſt haueT gone, 

But Athenian finde I none , 

One whoſe eyes I might approue 

This flowers force in ſtirring loue. 

Night and filence : who is heere ? 

Weedes of Athens he doth weare ; 

This is he (wy maſter ſaid) q 

Deſpiſed the Athenian maide : 

And heere the maiden ſleeping ſound, F | 

| n 
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| On the danke and durty graynd-, 
Paerey foulcyſhe gueRt nor, lye © J 

'| Neete this lacke-loye,this kill-enmehiq, x 
Churle,vpon thy eyes. Lthrow 

All the agus th charme doth;owe: , 1. .,/j 
When thou wak/(t,let loue forbid. F 

'Slecpe his ſeate gn thy eye-lid, 

So awake when I am gone : 

For 1 muſt now to Oberon, Exit, 

* * Emer Demetring and Helena rmming . 


| Rel, Stay,though thou kill me,ſweete Demetring. 
De. 1 chargethee hence,and do not haunt me thus, 
Hel. O wilt thoii darkling leaue me? do not (o. 
De. Stay onthy perill,l alone will goe. 
Exit Demetrius. 
Hel. OT am out of breath,in this fond chate, 
The.,more my prayer,the leſſer is my grace, 
Happy is Hermia, whereſoere ſhe lies ; 
Far the hath bleſſed 'F attractive eyes, 
How came her eyes fo bright? Not with ſalt teares. 
If ſo, my, eyes are oftner waſht then hers. 
No,no,lamas vgly as a Beare 
For beafts that meete me,runne away for feare, 
Therefore no maruaile,though Demetrius 
Doe as a monſter, flie my preſence thus. 
What wicked and diſſembling glafle of mine, 
Made me compare with Hermias ſphery eyne ? 
But who is here? Lyſander on the ground ; 
Deade or aſleepe? I ſce no bloud,no wound, 
| Lyſander, if you live, good fir awake. 
Lyſ. And run through fire I will for thy ſweet ſake. 
Tranſparent Helena,nature her ſhewes art, 
That through thy boſome makes me ſee thy heart. 
Where is Demetrins? oh how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to periſh on my ſword ! 
Hel, Do not ſay ſo Lyſandey, lay nor ſo : 
What though he loue your Hermia?Lord, what though? 
Yer Hermia (till loues you; then be content, 
Lyſ. Content with Hermia? Noyl dorepenrt 
The tedious minutes I with her haue ſpent. 
Not Hermia, but Helena now I loue ; 
} Who will not change a Rauen for a Doue? 
The will of man is by his reaſon ſway'd : 
And reaſon ſaies you are the worthier Maide. 
Things growing are not ripe yntill their ſeaſon; 
So I being yong,till now ripe notto reaſon, 
And couching now the point of humane kill, 
Reaſon becomes the Marſhall co my will, 
And leades me to your eyes, where I orclooke 
Loves tories,written in Loues richeſt booke, 
Hel. Wherefore was I to this keene mockery borne? 
When at your hands did [ deſerve this ſcorne? 
Iſt not enough,ift not enough, yong man, 
That I did neuer,no nor neuer can, 
Deſerue a ſweete looke from Demetrix eye, 
But you muſt flour my inſufficiency? 
Good troth you do me wrong(good-ſooth you do) 
In ſuch diſdainfull manner,me to wooe, 
But fare you well; perforce 1 mult conteſle, 
I thought you Lord of morexrue geatlenefſe. 
Oh,that a Lady of one man refus'd, 


{ Should of anocherthereforebeabus'd, + Exit, 
Lyſ. She ſees not Hermia ; Herwia fleepe thou there, 
And neuer majſtxhou come Lyſapger neere; 


| 


\ The deepeſt loathing to the ftomac 


| doitinaRtion,as we will do it before the 


. 


FL 


For as a ſurfeit of the ſweeteſt things 


e brings : 


———— 
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Or as the herefies that men do leaue, 

| Are hated moſt of thoſe that did deceive : 
Sq thou,my ſurfeit,and my herehie, 
Of all be hated; butthe moſt of me ; | 
And all my powers addrefſe your loue and might, 
To honour Helen,and to be her Kuight, 
Her. Helpe me Lyſander,helpe me; do thy beſt 
To pluckethis crawling ſerpent from my bref? 
Aye me,for pitty;what a dreame was here ? 
Lyſander looke,how I do quake with feare : 
Me-thenghr a {crpent eate my heart away, 
And yer fat ſmiling at his cruell prey, 
Lyſander,what remoou'd? Lyſander, Lord, 
What,out of hearing, gone? No ſound, no word ? 
Alacke where ate you? ſpeake and if you heates 
Speake of all loues ; I ſound almoſt with feare. 
No, then I well perceiue you are not nye, 
Either death or you lle finde immediacely, 


Exit. 


Exit. 


WY 


Attus Tet tius, 


NOT — —— "RR 


Enter the Clownes, 


Bot. Are weall met ? 

Lui. Pat, pat, and here's a maruailous conuenient 
place for our rehearſall. This greene plot ſhall be our 
ſtage,this hauthorne brake our tyring youie-pnd we will 

ake, 

Bot, Peter quince ? 

Peter. Whagr failt thou, bully Botrome ? 

Bor. There are things in this Comedy ef Piramu and 
Thisby,that will neuer pleaſe, Firſt, Firamme mult draw 2 
{word to kill himſclfe; which the Ladies cannot abide. 
How an{were you that? . 

Snour. Berlaken, a parlous feare. 

Star, Tbelecue we muſt leque the killing out, when 
all is done. 

Bot. Not a whit, Thaveadevice to make all well. 
Write me aPrologue,and leethe Prologue ſeeme to (ay, 
we w:ll do no harme with our ſwords, and that Pyramm 
1s not kill'd indeede : and for the more better afſurance, 
tell chem, that I Piramw arm not PiramnwsbutBeottome the 
Weauer; this will put chem our of feare. 

Quin. Well,we will have ſuch a Prologue,and it ſhall 
be written in eight and fixe. 

Bot. No mate it two more, let it be written in eight 
and eight. 

Snout, Will not the Ladics be afear'd ofthe Lyon? 

Star. | feare it, I promiſe you. 

Bor .Maſters,you ought to confider with your ſelues,to 
bring in(God ſhield vs)a Lyon among Ladies,isa moſt 
dreadfull thing. For there is not a more fearefull wilde 
foule then your Lyon liuing ; and wee ought to looke 
tO Its 

Snout. Therefore another Prologue muſt tell he is nor 
a Lyon. 

Bot. Nay, you muſt name his name,and balfe his face 
muſt be ſeene through the Lyons neckezand he himſclfe 

ſpeake through,laying thus, or to the ſame defe&t; 


muſt 
Ladies, or faire Ladies, I would with you, or I would 
ta w—_— 


— 
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tremble: my life for yours. If you thinke I come hither 
as a Lyon, it were pitty of my life. No, Iamno ſuch 
thing,] am a man as other men are ; and there indeedlet 
him name his name, and tell him plainly hee is Snug the 
1oyner.- : 

Duin. Well, it ſhall be ſo; but there is two hard 
things, thatis, to bring the Moone-light into a cham- 
ber:tor you know, Prramw and T hrby meete by Moone- 
light, 

fl Doth the Moone ſhine that night wee play our 
lay ? 
F Vat. A Calender ,a Calender,lookein theAlmanack, 
finde-out Moone-ſhine,finde our Moone-{hine, 
Enter Pucke. 

Qin, Yes, it doxh ſhine that night, 

Bot. Why then may youlc-ue a caſement of the great 
chamber window( where we play)open,and the Moone 
may ſhine in at the calſemenr. 

 ©a,1,or clſe one mult come in with a buſh of thorns 
and alanthorne,and lay he comes to disfigure,or to pre- 
ſent the perſon of Moone-ſhine. Then there is azother 
thing, we muft have a wall iathe great Chamber;for P;- 
rams and Thwby ((aies the ftory ) did talke through the 
chinke of a wall. 

Sn, You can neuer bring ina wall. What ſay you 
Bottome ? 


him haue ſome Plaſter, or ſome Lome, or ſome reugh 
caſt about him,ro fignific wall ; or let him hold his fin- 
gers thus; and ghrough that cranny, (hall Pramas and 
Thiuby whitper, 

Own, It that may be, then all is well. Come, fi 
downe euery mothers fonne, and rehearſe your parts. 
Pirammws,you begin;when you have {poken your ſpeech, 
enter into that Brake, and ſo cuery one according to his 
cue, 

Enter Robin, 
Rob, What hempen home-ſpuns have we ſwagge- 
ring here, 
Soneere the Cradle of the Faieric Queene ? 
What,a Play toward 7 Ile be an auditor, 
An Actor too perhaps, it I {ce cauie, 
Dum, Speake Piramus : Thuby Rand forth, 
Pir. Thwby,the lowers of odious fauors {weete, 
Quin, Odours, odours. 
Pir, Odours {auors ſweete, 
So hath thy breath, my deareſt Thy deare. 
But harke, a voyce: ſtay rhou but here a while, 
And by and by | willto thee appeare. Exit,Þir, 
Puck Aftranger Prramws,then ere plaid here, 

Thiſ. Muſt E(peake now ? 

Pet. I marry muſt you. For you muſt vnderſtand he 
goes bur to fee a noyſe that he heard, and is to come a- 
7aine. / 

Thy. Moſt radiant P'ramws,molt Lilly white of hue, 
Of colour like the red roſe on triumphant bryer, 

Moſt brisky lunenall,and cke moſt louely lew, 

As true as trueſt horle,that yer would never tyre, 

Ie meete thee Piramus,at Ninnies toombe, 

| Pet, Ninwstoombe man: why, you muſt net ſpeake 
that yet; that you anſwereto Piramw : you ſpeake all 
_ | yourpart at once, cues and all, Prams enter,your cue is 
; paſt; it is never tyre. 

Thy/. O,as true as trueſt horſe,that yer would never 
ryre: 


- 


requelt you,or 1 would entreat you, not to feare, ce 


Bot. Some man or other muſt preſent wall, andlet | 


COS ——_—_—— 


| The Wooſell cocke, fo blacke of bew, 
' WirhOrenge-tawny bill, 


| 


Pr, Tf] were faire, Thuby I were onely thine, © | 

Pet. O monftrous. O ftrange. We are hanted; priy 
maſters, flye mafters, helpe. / / 

The Clownes all Exit. 

P#k, Ile follow you, Ile leade you about a Round, 
Through bogge,through buſh, through brake,through 
Sometime a horle lle be,fometime a hound : (bryer, 
A hogge,a headlefle beare, ſometime a fire, 

And neigh,and barke,and grunt,and rore,and burne, 
Like horſe, hound, hog, beare,fire,at every rurne, Exit, 
Emter Piramus with the Aſſe head. 

Zot, Why do they run away? This is a knauery of 
them ro make me afeard. Emer Snowt. 

X Sn. O Zottem, thou art chang'd ; What doe I ſce on 
thee ? 

Bot, What do you ſee? You ſee an Aﬀe-head of your 
owne, do you ? 

Enter Peter Quince, 

Pet. Blefle thee Bortome, bleſſe thee; thou art tranſla- 
red. Exit. 

Bot. 1 ſee their knauery;this is to make an afſe of me, 
to fright meif they could; but I will not ftirre from 
this place,do what they can, 1 will walke vp and downe 


here, and I will ſing that they ſhall heare I am not a- 
fraid. 


The T hroftle,with his note ſo true, 

The Wren and llictle quill. | 
Tyta. What Angell wakes me from my flowry bed? 
Bet. The Finch, the Sparrow,and the Larke, 

The plaintlong Cuckow pray ; 

Whoſe note full many a man doth marke, 

And dares not anſwere,nay. 

For indeede,who would ſet his wit to fo foolifh a bird ? 

Who would ginea bird the lye,though he cry Cuckow, 

neuer fo? 

Tjta. Ipray tace gentle mortal], fing againe, 

Mine care 1s much enamored of thy note ; 

On theft view to fay, to ſweareT loue thee, 

So is mine eyeenthralled to thy ſhape. 

And thy fave vertucs force (perforce ) doth moue me. 
Bat, Me-thinkes 'miftrefle , you ſhould have little 

reaſon for that : and yet to ſay the truth, reaſon and 

love keepe little company together , now-adayes. 

The more the pirtie, that ſome honeſt neighbours will 

not make them friends. Nay, I can gleeke ypon occa- 
ſion, 

Tyta, Thou art as wiſe,as thou art beautifull. 

Bot, Not ſo neither - but if Thad wit enoughto get 
out of this wood, I haue cnough to ſerue mine owne 
turne. . 

Tyta. Out of this wood, do ngt defireto goe, 

Thou ſhalt remaine here, wherher thou wilt or no. 

I ama ſpirit ofno common rate : 

The Summer ſtill doth tend ypon my ftate, 

And I doe louethee ; therefore goe with me, 

He giue thee Fairies to attend on thees 

And they (hall fetchthee Jewels from the deepe, 

And fing,while thou on preſſed flowers doft ſleepe: 

And I will purge thy mortal! groſſcnefle ſo, 

That thou ſhal: like an 8iric ſpirit go. 


Emter Peaſe-bleſſome,Cobweb, Motb, Mnſtard- 
ſeede, and fowre F airies. 
Fai, Ready; and Land}, and I, Where ſhall we go? 
Tita. Be 


e 
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Tits. Be kinde and curteous to this Gentleman, 
Hop in his walkes,and gambole in his cies, 

Feede him with Apricocks, and Dewberries, 
With purple Grapes,greene Figs, and Mulbernies, 
The honie-bags (teale from the humble Bees, 
And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighes, 
And light them at the fierie-Glow-wortnes eyes, 
To haue my loueto bed,and to ariſe : 

And plucke the wings from painted Butteriiics, 
To fan the Moone-beames trom hisfleeping cies . 
Nod to him Elues, and doc him curtettes, 

1.F4i. Haile mortal}; haile. 

2.Fai. Haile. 

3.F4i. Haile. 

Bot, I cry your worſhips mercy hartily; 1 beſeech 
your worſhips name. 

Cob. Cobweb. 

Bot. 1 ſhall defire you of more acquamtance, good 
Maſter Cobweb : if I cut my finger, I ſhall make boly 
with you. 

Your name honeſt Gentleman ? 
Peaſ. Peaſe bloſſome. 
Bot. I pray you commend mee to miſtrefſe $quah , 
our mother, and to maſter Peaſcod your father, Good 
maſter Peaſe-bloſſome, 1 (hal detire of you more acquain* 
tance to. Your name beſeech you lr? 

Muſe. Mnſtard-ſced:. 

Peaſ. Petaie-bloſſome. 

Bot, Good matter Maftard ſecede, I know your pati- 
ence well : that ſame cowardly gyant-like Oxe- beefe 
hath deuoured many a gentleman of your houte. I pro- 
miſe you, your kindred hath made my cyes warer ere 
now. Idefire you more acquaintance, good Mafter 
Muſt ard-ſcede. 

Tite. Come waite vypon him,lead him to my bower, 
The Moone me=-thinks,lookes with a watrie e1e, 
And when ſhe weepes, weepe cuerie little lower, 
Lamenting ſome enforced chaſtitie. 

Tye vp my louers tongue, bring him (itently, Exit, 
Enter King of Pharies, folus. 


O6. I wonder if Titania be awak't ; 
Then what it was that next came in her eye, 
Which (he muſt dote on, in extremitie. 

Enter Pucke. 

Here comes my meſſenger : how now mad ſpirit, 
What night-rule now about this gaunted grouc? 
Puck, My Miftris with amonfter is in loue, 

Neere to her cloſe and conſecrated bower, 
While ſhe was in her dull and {leeping hower, 
A crew of patches, rude Mcchanicals, 

That worke for bread ypon Athenias (tals, 
Were met together to rehearſe a Play, 
Intended for great Theſexs nuptiall day : 

The ſhalloweſt thick-skin of thar barren (fort, 
Who Pram preſented,in their ſport, 
Forſooke his Scene, and entred in a brake, 
When I did him at this aduantage take, 

An Aſſesnolc I fixed on his head. 

Anon his Thabie mult be anfwered, 

And forth my Mimmick comes: when chey him ſpie, 
As Wilde-geeſe,thar the creeping Fowher eye, 
Or ruſſed-pated choughes,many in _ 

(Rifing and cawing atthe gunsreport) 
Seuer | TAY Ar madly ſweeperhe skye : 


—  —_— 


| Some (lecues, ſome hats, from yeelders all things catch, 


13! 
So at his fight, away his fellowes flye, Fl 
And act our tampe,here ore and ore one tals; 
He murther cries,and helpe from Athens cals, 
Their ſenſe thus weake,loft with their tears thus irong, 
Made ſenſelefſe things begin to do them wrong, = 
For briars and thornes at their apparel! ſnarch, 


—_ 


I led chem on in this diſtraRted feare, 
And left ſweete Piramns tranſlated there : 
When1m that woment({o it came topaſlc) 
Tytania waked,and Rraightway lou'd an Aﬀe. 
O6. This fals out better then | could deviſe: 
But haſt thou yer lacht the Athenians eyes, 
With the loue iuyce,as I did bid thee doe ? 
Rob. I tooke him ſleeping (that is finiſht to) 
And the Arhenian woman by his tide, 
Thar when he wak't,of force ſhe muſt be eyde. 


Enter Demetrins and Hermia. 


O6. Stand cloſe, this is the ſame Atherias. | 
Rob. This is the woman, but nor this the man, 


Dem, O why rebuke you him that loves you fo? 
Lay breath ſo bitter on your bitter foe, 

Her. Now I but chide, but I ſhevld vſe thee worſe. 
For thou ({ feare)haft giuen me caule to curie, 
If thou haſt{laine Lyſander in his ſleepe, 


Being ore ſhooes in bloud, plunge in the deepe, and kill 


me too: 

The Sunne was not ſo true vnto the day, 

As he to me, Would he have flollen away, 

From ſleeping Hermia? lle beleenc as ſoone 

This whole earth may be bord,and that the Moone 
May throughthe Center creepe,and fo diſplcaſe 
Her brothers noonetice,with th' Antipodes, 

Jt cannot be but thou haſt rpurdred hymn, 

So ſhould a mutrherer looke, ſo dead, ſo grim. 

Dem. So ſhould the murderer looke,and ſo ſhould 1, 
Pierlt through the hear with your Rtearne cruekty ; 
Yet you the murderer looks as bright as cleare, 

As yonder Venus in her ghmmerivg ſpheare. 
Her. \What's this to my Lyſander ? where is he ? 
Ah good Demetrims, wilt thou giue him me ? 

Dem. I'de rather give his carkaſſe tomy hounds, 

Her.Out dog,out cur,thou driu't me paſt the bounds 
Of maidens patience. Haſt thouſlaine him then? 
Henceforth beneuer numbred among men, 

Oh, once cell true,cuen for my ſake, 

Durſt thou a looket ypon him, being awake? 

And haſt thou kill'd him ſleeping ? O brave tutch: 
Could not a worme,an Adder do ſo much ? 

An Adder did it : for with doubler congue 
Thenthine(thou ſerpent) never Adder flung, 

Dem. You ſpend your paſſion on amiſpri'sd mood, 
I am not guihkie of Lyſnder; blood :; 

Nor is he dead for ought that I can tell, 

Her. I pray theetell me then that he is well. 

Dem. Aud if I could, what ſhould I get therefore? 

Her. Apriuiledge,neuer to ſee memore; 

And from thy hated preſence part I:ſee me no more 
Whether he be dead or no. Exis. 

Dem, There is no following her in this fierce yaine, 
Here therefore for a while I will remaine. 

So ſorrowes heauineſſe doth heauier grow: 
For debt that bankrout ſlip doth ſorrow owe, 
Which now in ſome ſlight meaſure it will pay, 


| 


If 


_— 


. 
| 
: 


. 


| 


| 


1 


A— 


-_ 


154. 


A Midſommer nights Dreame. 


0—— -- — - - 


If for his tender here I make ſome a Lie downe. 
0b, Whar haſt thou done:Thou 
And laid the louc iuyce on ſome true loves light : 
Ot thy miſpriſion,mult perforce enſue 
Some true loue turn'd, and not a faile turn'd true. 
Rob. Then fate ore-iules,thar one man holding troth, 
A million taile, contounding oath on oath. 
Ob. About the wood, poe {wifter then the winde, 
And Helena of Athens looke thou finde. 
All fancy licke ſhe 15, and pale of checre, 
\With fighes of loue,that cots the freſh bloud deare, 
By ſome illuhop lee chou bring her heere, 
[le charme his eyes againſt ſhe doth appeare, 
Robin, 1 gogl go, looke how I goe, 
Swifter then arrow from the T7 artars bowe. 
Ob. Flower of this purple dic ,' 
Hit with Cypids archery, 
Sinke mn apple of his eye, 
When 1s loue he doth eſpic, 
Let her ſhine as gloriouſly 
As the Venus of the sky, 
When thou wak'lt if ſhe be by, 
Beg of her for 1emedy, 


Exit. 


Enter Packe. 

Puck, Captaine of our Faity band, 
Helena 1s heere athand, 
And the youth, miltooke by me, 
Pleading for a Louers tee. 
Shall we their fond Pageant ſee? 
Lord, what fooles thele morta)s be ! 

Ob. Stand alide: the noyle they make, 
Will cauſe Demetrius to awake, 

Puck, Then will two at once wooe one, 
That muſt needs be (port alone : 
And thoſe things doe beft pleaſe me, 
That betall prepotteroully. 


Enter Lyſander and Helena. 
Lyſ. Why (hould you chink y 1 ſhould whoe in {corn ? 
Scorne and deriſion neuer comes i1tcarcs : 
Looke when ] vow | weepe ; and vowes ſo borne, 
Ja their nativity all truth appeares.. 
How can thele things in me,{eeme lcorne to you? 
Beariag the badge pf faith to prove them true. 
Hel. You doe aduance your cunning more & more, 
When truth k:ls crurh, O diwelith holy tray | 
Theſe yowes are Hermias. Will you giueherore? 
Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh. 
Your yowes to her, an me, (put in two ſcales) 
Will even wergh,and both as lightas tales. 
Lyf. 1 bad no iudgement, when to her I ſwore, 
He!. Nor none m wy minde,now you giue her ore. 
: Lyſ. Dem'tr: loues her,and he Joues not you. Awa, 
Dem. O Helen,g,oddefle,nimph,pertect,diuine, 
To what my loue,ſhall I compare.thine eyne; 
Chriſtall is muddy, O how ripe in ſhow, 
Thy lips,chole kifſing cherries, cempring grow! 
That pure congealed white, high Tawrw fnow!, 
Fan'd with the Eaſterne winde, turnes tv a crow. 
\When thou holdſt vp thy hand. Oler me kifſe 
This Princeſſe of pure white, this ſeale of blifle. 
te!l, O ſpight ! O hell !I ſee you are all bent 
To ſet againft me, for your merriment : 
[f you were ciuill, and knew curtehe , 
You would nor doe me thus much injury. 


MI 
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, Can you not hate me, as I know you doe, 


aft miftaken quite | 


But you muſt joyne in ſoules ro mocke me to? 
| If you are men, as men you are in ſhow, 
' You would nor vſe a gentle Lady ſoz 


| To yow, and ſweare, and ſuperpraiſe my parts, 


When 1 am ſure you hate me with your hearts. 

You both are Rivals, and loue Hermia ; 

' Andnow both Rivals ro mocke Helena. 

A trim exploit,a manly enterprizc, 
To coniure teares vp in a poore maidseyes, 

| With your derifton ;none of noble ſorr, 

' Would ſooffend a Virgin, andextort 

A poore ſ{oules patience, all to make you ſport, 

Lyſa. You are vakind Demetrms;be not ſo, 

For you loue Hermta; this you know I know ; 

And here with all good will, with all my heart, 

In Hermias loue I yeeld you vp my part; 

And yours of Helena, to me bequeath, 

Whom I do loue,and will do to my death. 
Hel,Neuer did mockers waſt more idle breth, 
Dem, Lyſander, keep thy Hermia,l will none: 

If ere lou'd her,all that loue is gone. 

My heart to her, but as gueſt-wiſe ſoiourn'd, 

' Andnow to Helenit is home return'd, 

There to remaine, 

Lyſ. Itis nor ſo. 
De Diſparage not the faith thou doft not know, 

Leſt to thy perill thou abide it deare, 

Looke where thy Loue comes,yonder is thy deare. 


Enter Hprmia, 


Her. Datk nigkt,that from the eye his funRion takes, 

The care more quicke of apprehenſion makes , 

Wherein it doth impaire the ſeeing ſenſe , 

Ir paies the hearing double recompence. 

Thou art not by mine eye, Lyſander found , 

Mine eare([ thanke it) brought me to tha: ſound, 

But why vokiod!y didit thou leaue me ſo ? (to go? 
Lyſan. \\hy ſhould hee ſtay whom Loue doth preſſe 
Her, What loue could preſſe Lyſandertrom my de? 
Lyſ. Lyſanders loue {that would nor let him bide) 

Faire Helena ; who more engilds the night, 

Then all yon hierie oes, and cies of light, 

Why leek'ſt thou me? Could not this makethee know, 

T he hate | bare thee, made me leaue thee ſo? 

Fer, You ſpeake not as you thinke; it cannot be, 
Hel. Loe, ſhe is one of this confederacy , 

Now I perceiue they have c>nioyn'd all three, 

To faſhionthis falſe ſport in ſpight of me. 

Iniurious Hermia, woſt vngratefull maid , 

Haue you conſpir'd, hauc you with theſe contriu'd 

To baite me, with this foule derifion ? 

Is all the counſel! that we two have ſhar'd, 

The fiſters yowes, the houres that we have ſpent, 

When wee haue chid the haſty footed time , 

For parting vs3 O, 1s all forgot ? 

All ſchooledaies friendſhip, child-hood innocence ? 

We Hermia, like two Artificiall gods, 

Haue with our needles,created both one flower, 

Both on one ſampler,ſitting on one cuſhion, 

Both warbling of one fong,both in one key ; 

As if our hands,our fides,voices, and mindes 

| Had beenc incorporate. So we grew together, 

Like to a double cherry, ſeeming parted , 
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Bur yet a ynion ta particion , 
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| So with two ſceming bodies, but one hearr, ” 


| To joyne with men in ſcorninng your 


Ne 


Two louely berries molded on one ftem, | 
Two of the firſt life coarsin Heraldry, ' , 
Due but to one afid crowned with one creſ?, 
And wilt you rent out ancient loueaſunder; 
oore friend ? 
[tis not friendly, tivnoe maidenly.”! 7 © 
Our ſexe as well as 1, may chide you fort, 
Though4 tone doe feelothire miurie, ' 
Her, I amamazed & your psſhonate wordg, 
I ſcorne younor5 It fremes that you Teorne me, 
Hel, Haue you not'fet Lyſande#;29 in ſcorne 
To tollow me,and praif&my eies and face? 
| And made your other Joue, Demetyires 
| (Whoeuen bur now dd ſpurne me with his foore) 
' Tocall me roddeGeaimph,dwume,and rare, 
Precious, celeftall? Wherefore ſpeakes he this 
To her he hates 7 Ant wherefore doth Lyſarder 
Denie your loue {ory h within s loule) 
And tender me (torſooth) afte&tion, 
But by your ſerting on, by your content? 
Wharthough 1 beyor'iq in grace as you, 
50 hung vpon with lone, ſo fortunate ? 
 (Burmiſerable moſt, to Toue vnlou'd ) 
This you ſhould pirtie;rather then deſpiſe. 
Her, 1 vnderfiand not what you meane by this, 
Hel. 1,doe,perſeuer,counterteit ſad lookes, 
Make mouthes vpon me when I turne my backe, 
Winke each at other,hold the ſweete ielt vp : 
his ſport well carried, ſhall be chronicled, 
If you have any pittie,grace,or manners, 
You wouldnor make me ſuch an argurnent : 
Bur fare ye well,'tis partly mine ownefaulr, 
Which death or abſence foone ſhallremedie. 
Lyſ. Stay geatle Helena, heare my excuſe, 
My loue,my life, my ſoule,faire Helena. 
Hel. Ocxcellent ! " 
Her. Sweete,do not ſcorn* her ſo, 
| Dew. If ſhe cannot entreate,1 can compell, 
Lyſ. Thou canſt compell,no nfore then ſhe entreate, 
Thy threats haue no more ſtrengthythen her weak praiſe. 
Helen, loue thee, by my life I doe; 
I (weare by that which I will loſe for thee, 
| Toproue him falſe,tha.»fajes I loue thee not. 
Dem. | ſay, love thee more then he can do, 
Lyſ. 1fthou ſay (o,with-draw and prouc it too, 
Dem, Quick, come, * ke 
Her. Lyſander hereto rends all this? 
Ly(. Away,youErhiope. 
—"h {otra wh to breake looſe; 
Take on as you would follow, 
But yet come not: you'are a tame mat, go. | 
Lyſ. Hang off thou cat,thou but: vile thing let looſe, 
OrT will ſhake thee from me like a ſerpent; © © 
Her. Why are you ſo rode ? 
Whar change is this ſweete Loue?' © —_—Y 
Lyſ. Thy lovePourtawny Tafrar,ont 3 "Ot 
Our loathed mediche; Ohaed poiſon hence. 
Her. Do younotiM? - aehiatch ag drops 
Hel, Yes ſooth,and' feds you; © 2100 00000 
Lyſ[. Demetrif wWiltk word with thee”: 
Dom. 1 wouldT Rrrl petecine” © 
A weake bond hol6sy6#! Tenor wift your wotd:)"" 
Lyſ. Whar, ſhould Thike Her (HiREDer; KTHardesd F 
| Although T hare her, Ile nochiartti&het {g,77 10017 1191 VY 
Her, What, cati jon do me great hatwie thith hate? 
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' Save tnat in loue vnro Demetrinxs, 
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In her beNlfe that ſcotnes your ſervices. * 


155. 


Love ? 


Hate me, wheretore? O'me, what ewes my 
Am not I Hermu ?'Atenor you Lyſander? 
I am as faire now,as 1 was ere while, 
Since night you lou'dme;yer fince mght you left me, 
Why then youleft me (O the godsforbid 
In earneſt, (hall I ſay ? 

Lyſ. I,by my life; 
And never did defrre to fee thee more. 
Therefore be out of hope, of queſtion, of doubr ; 
Be certaine,nothng truer : tis noieft, 
That I doe hate thee,and loue Helens. 

Her, O me, you iugler,you canker bloſſome, 
Youtheete of love ; What, haue you come by night, 
And ftolne my loues heart from him > © 

Hel, Fine ytaith: 

Haue you no modeſty,no maiden ſhame, 

No touch of baſhfulaefſe? What, will yon teare 
Imparient an{wers from my gentle tongue ? | 
Fie,fie,you counterfeit, you prippet,you. uI7 

Her. Puppet? why 6? 1,thatway goes the game. 
Now | percefte that ſhe hath made compare 
Berweene our ſtatures,ſhe hath vrg'd ker height, 

And with her perfonage,hertall pertonage, 

Her her1ght (forſooth ) ſhe hath prevail'd with him; 
And are you growne fo high in hisefteeme, 
Becauſe I am (o dwarfiſh, and ſolow ? 

How low am], thou pant d May-pole?Speake, 
How low am 1? I amnort yerfo low, 

Bur that my nailes can reach vnto thine eyes. 

Hel. ]pray you thougtyou rhocke me, gentlemen, 

Let her not hurt me; 'F was never cart 2 FRAIL 
l haue no gitt at all in ſhrewiſhnefle; 
I ama right maide for my cowardize; hi 
Let her not ſtrike me : you perhaps may thinke, 
Becauſe ſhe is ſomething lower'then my ſelfe,”” ©» 
That | can match her. 22th 9 Fn 

Her. Lower? harkeagaine. 

Hel. Geod Hermia,d-not be 
] evermore Gid loue you Flermin, 
Did cuer keepe your counſels, never wrenged you,” 


ſo bitter with me, 


I told him of your Realth vnto this wood, 

He followed you, for love I followed him,” bh 

Bur he hath chid me hence;#md threatned me” 7” 

To firike me,fpurne me,nay ro kill metoo;' | 

And now,fo you will Jerme quier go, 

To «then will Ibeare my folly backe, 

And follow youno further. Let me go 17 

You ſee how ſimplezand how fend Fam. ' C9013 £4 
Her,” Why get you gone: whoiſt that hinders you ? 
Hel. A toohſWheart.chat I leave here behinde, © © | 
Her. What,with Ly ſander ? 
Her. With Demetrius. ; 
Lyfſ.” Benor afraid,Mhe ſhall not harme thee Felena.” ' 
Dew. No fir,fhe ſhallnot, chough you take her pare. - 
Hel. O whenſhEvingry, ſhe is keene and ſhrewd, 

She was a vixen whegſhe went to ſchools | 7 

And theugh ſhe be duthierle, ſhes fierce, 276225 
Fer, Little 2gainve? Nothing but low and liecle ? 

Why will you ſuffer her toflourmechus? 47 ( 

Let me come to'het."”" © mug 2 6) 
Lyſ. Get one you dwarfe, J's 

Me Amaatg yes knot-grafſe made, 

You bead,you acorne-. } $012 245 4. 963 1271 
Dem. Y ovt ire too officious, 
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; if | 156 A Midſommernights Dreame. 
Bet: ORR a2, 7 ES CNET Mo 
3-24: | Let her alone,ſpcake not of Helena, ; But notwithſtanding haſte,make no delay : 
| | "q: ' Take not her part. For it thou do(t intend We may eftc& this bulineſle, yer cre day. 
7: | Neuer ſo little ſhew of loueto her, Puck, Vp and downe, 'vp and downe, I will leade 
nay Thou ſhalt abide ir. them vp and dewne: I am ſear'd in ficld and rowne. 
| f Lyſ. Now ſhe holds me not, Goblin, lead them vp and downe : here comes one. 
"4! Now follow if thou dar'ſt,to try whole right, | Emer Lyſander. 
Tit! 5 Of thine or mine 1s moſt in Helena, | Lyſ. Where art thou, proud Demetris ? 
Dom, Follow Nay, lle goc with thee cheeke by | Speake thou now. 
iowle. Exu Lyſander and Demetrine , Rob. Here villaine,drawne & readic. Where art thou? 
| | Her. YouMiſtris,all this coyle 1s long of you. Lyſ. 1 will be wichthee ſtraight. 
N ay, goc not backe, Rob. Follow me then to plainer ground, 
Hel. I will not truſt you I, Enter Demetrios. 
Nor longer {tay in your curlt companie. Dem, Lyſander, ſpeake againe; | 
Your hands then mine,are quicker for a fray, Thou runaway,thou coward ,art thou fled? 
My legs are longer though to runne away, Speake in ſome buſh: Where doſt thou hide thy head? | 
Rob. Thou coward, art thou bragging to the ſtars, 
Enter Oberon and Pucke. Telling the buſhes that thou look'ſt tor wars, 
Ob. This is thy negligence, ſtill thou miltak'ſt, And wilt not come? Come recreant, come thou childe, 
Or elſe commitr'ft chy knaveries willingly. He whip thee with a rod. He is defil'd ; 
Puck. Belceve me, King of ſhadowes,T miſtooke, That drawes a ſword on thee. 
Did not you tell me, | ſhould know the man, Dem, Yea,artthou there ? 
By the Athenian garments he hath on ? Re. Follow my voice, we'l try no manhood here, Exit. 
And (o farre blamicleſſe proves my enterpize, * { Lyſ. Hegoes beforeme,and Rill dares me on, 
That I haue nointed an Athenians cies, When I come where he cals,then he's gone. 
And ſo farre am I glad,it ſo did lort, The villaine is much lighter heel'd then] : 
As this their jangling I eſtecme 2 1porr. | I followed faſt, butfaſter he did flye; Pifiirg places. 
Ob. Thou ſeeſt theſe Lovers lecke a place to fight, Thar fallen am I in darke vneuen way, 
Hie therefore Rebin,onercalt the night, | And here wil reſt me. Come thou gentle day ; {ye down. 
The ſtarrie Welkin couer thou anon, For if bur oncethou ſhew nie thy gray light, 
With drooping fogge aus blacke as Acheron, He finde Demerri,and revenge this ſpight. 
And lead theſe teſtic Riuals lo altray, Enter Robin and Demetrius. 
As one come not within anothers way. Rob. Ho,ho,ho; coward, why com'ſt thou not ? 
Like to Lyſander, ſometime trame thy congue, Dem. Abide me,if thou dar'(t. For well I wot, 
Then ſtirre Demetrixs vp with bitter wrong; Thou runſt before me,ſhifring every place, 
And ſometime raile thou like Demetrius ; And dar'{t not ftand,nor looke me in the face. 
And from each other looke thou leade them thus, Where art thou ? : 
Till ore their browes,death-counterteiting,ſleepe Reb. Come hither,] am here. 
| With leaden legs,and Battie-wings dothc reepe ; Dem, Nay then thou mock'lt me ; thou ſhalt buy this | 
Then cruſhthis hearbe into Lyſanders cie, deere, 
Whoſe liquor hath this vercuous propertie, If cuer I thy face by day-light ſee, 
To take from thence all error, with his might, Now goe thy way : faintnefle conftraineth me, | 
And make his eie-bals rdle with wonted fight. To meaſure out my length on this cold bed, | 
When they next wake, all chis dertfhon By daics approach looke to be vilited. 
Shall ſeeme a dreame, and fruitlefle viſion, | Enter Helena, | 
And backe to Athens ſhall the Lovers wend . Hel. O weary night,O long and tedious night, ' 
_ | Withleague,whoſe datetill death ſhall never end. Abate thy houres, ſhine comforts from the Eaſt, 
| | Whiles I 1n this affaice do thee imply, Thar 1 = backero Acbens byday-light, 
 [lleromy Queene,and beg her /ndi@» Boy ; From theſe that my poore companie deteſt ; 
| Andthen 1 will her charmed ciereleaſe And ſleepe that ſometime ſhurs vp ſorrowes eie, 
| Frommonters view,and all chings ſhall be peace, Steale me a while from mine owne companic. Sleepe. 
Puck My Fairie Lord, this muſt be done with haſte, Rob. Yet but three ? Come onemore, 
For night,ſwift Dragons cur the Clouds full faſt, Two of both kindes makes vp foure, 
And yonder ſhines Awrora harbinger ; Here ſhe comes,curſt and ſad, 
At whoſe approach Ghoſts wandring here and there, Cupid is a knauiſh lad, 
Troope home to Church-yards; damaed ſpirits all, Emer Hermes. 


That wa crofſe-waies and flouds have buriall, Thus to make poore females mad, | 

Alrcadie to their wormie beds are gone; Her. Neuer (o wearie,never ſo in woe, 

For feare leaſt day (hould looke their ſhames vpon, Bedabbled with the dew,and torne with briars, 

They wilfully chemſelucs dxile fromlight, 

And muſt for aye covlort with blacke drowd night. ' 
O65. But we are ſpirits of another ſort : 


I, with the mornings loue hauc oft made (porr, -meanea fray. / 
And like a Forreſter,the groues may tread, eepe ſc 
Even till che Eaſterne gate all fieriered, le louer remedy; 
Opening on Neprexe,with faire bleſſed beames, tak 
| | Turnes into yellow gold, his ſale greene (treames, | True delight in the fight of thy former Ladies eye, Wl 
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And the Country Þ . "oY | Ohow Lloue thee !howTdece orithee 7” th 
That b of « I71L . 
aking ſhall Jhnogy nth a Woke Aa 
Feet haue on == goeWy! 24) |! Ob. Welcome good Robin : — | 
The man _ have his agiine , "nd al 1 ihallee Seeſt thou this ſweer fight ? | 
well. > 5: | | Herdotage nowl1 doe beginto pirry. 21) be 
: 1 "ris Af. / |, For meer of latebe inde th e wood, ve] vi 
—_ = | © | Seeking ſweeter ſauorsfor this hateful foole; | 
902 $0771? 2010 b ' || I'did =. her, and fal! our with her. = } 
- 2-2 na —— T7" TIO TTITI571 | For ſhe bis ity temples then had rounded, - ff 
weve oo! 1 212 Qb '/” | Wirthcoronet of freſh and fragrant flowers. | ki. | 
Ti 1 | And that ſame dew which ſomctime on the buds © | 
ATi fa i. 1, if: i | Was wortto {well hkeronnd and orient penile : 1 
21101 900! 1 + | Stood now Within the pretty flouriets'eyes, | 


G_— 


br rn”! 210012 "__ 1: | Likereares that did their owne diſgrace bewaile, 
PF TIEE rio lonet .\ | WhenIbadarmypleaſuretautted her, © A 

Enter ins of Famer nd Clvi, antForie, it the ; And ſhe in milde termes _— my patience, no | 
King behinds them, SETAE I then did aske of her, her changelin > <4 

1 \ | Which ſtraight ſhe gave me;and Fher teh” 1 y 


Tits. Come, Earth. oa To beare him to my Bower im Fairy L 


- "Clo. Nothing good Mounfienr, bur to help Caualery | Oh, how mineeyes doth loaththis viſage now ! 
] Cobweb to ſcratch, I muſt to the Barbers Mounficur, for 0b. Silence a while, Rebiriake off his head: 


While1 thyamiable theekts doe coy, ' Andnow Thane the Boy, Fwilvndoe NEST © | _ | 
| And flicke muske roſes in thy {leeke fmoorthe head, This hatefull imperfeQion of her eyes.” Ay | 
And kifle thy faire large eares, w gentle joy. ' And gentle Pucke take this transformed fea pe, * 
Clow, Where's Peaſe bloſſome ? | From oft the head of this Athenian ſwaine; o” as | 
[ Ped. Ready. That he awaking when the other doe, © "Ong 
(ow. —_ my head \Prſeiſſme, Wher s Moun- | May all to Athens backeagainerepaire, Cf 
| fieuer Cobweb. And thinke no more of this nighrs accidents, _- 
Cob, Ready. Bur as the fierce vexation ofa dreame. alk, 3g | 
Clowne, Mounheur Cobweb, owed Mounſier get your | But firft] will releaſe theFairy Queene, © | 
| —_—_— in your hand, & kill mea red hipt humble-Bee, | Reel UNFDOR 
| on the top of a thiftle z *and good Mounficar bring mee Be thou as thow waſt wont ts be ; RE 
| the hony bag. Doe nor fret your ſelfe roo much inthe See as thou waſt wont ro ſee. | 
{ ation, Mounſieur; and good Mounſienr have a care the Dias bud, or Cupids 
| hony bap breake not, I would be loth to haue yon ouer- Hath ſuch force andbleſſed power- wy | 
flowne with a hony-be o figniour. Where's Mounſieur 
| Muſtardſeed ? Now my Titania wake you my ſweet Queene, 
| _Muſ. Ready. Tita, My Oberon, what vitions haue I ſeene! | 
| Ct. Give me yourneafe, Mounfieur Muſt ardſced, Me-thought | was enamoured of an Aſſe. | 
Pray you leaue your courtehe good Mounheur. - 06. There lies your loue, 
Mnſ. What's your will? T4. How came thele things to paſſe? 
| 


me-chinkes I am marvellous hairy abour the face. And1 | Titan:a muſick call, and firike mote dead 
| amſuch a render aſſe,if my haire do but tickle me,] muſt | Then common lleepe ; ; of all theſe, fine the ſenſe. 


Ci 

{ ſcratch, © Tita. Mulickegho mulickegſuch as charmethſleepe. | 

Tita. What, wilt thou heare ſome welictomy ſ{weet Mufick ſtill. 

| loue, © 4 Rob, When thou wak'ſt, with thine owne fooles cies | 

| Clow, Thaue a reaſonable good earcinmulicke, Let peepe, (me | 

| vs have the tongs and the bones. | Ob. Sound mufick; comemy Queen,take hands wich | 
| HMuſiche Tong 5, Rurall Mnſiche. And rocke the ground whereon theſe ſle epers be. 


Tita; Or ſay ſweere Loue, what thou defireft toeat. | Now thou and] arenew in amity, 
Clowne, Truly a pecke of Prouender; I could munch | And will to morrow woes 7 ſolemnly 
your good dry Oates. Me-rhinkes ] haves greardefire | Dance in Duke Theſews houſe triumphantly, | 
\ [ron bottle of hay's "ed wy , ſweere buy hathno fel | And blefſe it to all faire poſterity. 
low. There ſhall the paires of fairhfull Louers be 


F Tits;' a—_—_ evenrarenePaity, 4 Wedded, with Theſems, all in iollity. 
That (hall-ſecke the Squirrels hoard , Rob. Faire King actend, 2nd marke, 
And fetch thee new Nurs. I doe heare the morning Larke. 


Clown. 1had rather haue a handfull or two of dried Ob. Then my ny Queen cene infilence ſad, 
eaſe, But an you letnone of potyon people ſtirreme,1 | Trip we after the nights ſhade ; 


auc an expoh aps py ypon me Wethe Globe can compalſe ſoone, 
Tyta. Nleepe thou,and I will winde thee in my arms, | Swifter then the Moone. 
Fairies be gone, and be alwaies away. Tits. Come my Lord, and in our fli * | 
So doth the woodbine, the ſweer Honiſuckle, * | Tellmehowir his this night, 
| Gently emwiſty che feaaleoy ſo That Ileeping heere was found, 
Enrings the barky fingers of the Elme, of "Sago __ 
i 
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With theſe mortals on the ground, | 
Winde Hornes, 
Enter Theſens,Egen:, Haippolta and all bis 3raine. 
Theſ. Goe one of you, finde out the Ferrefter , 
For now our obſeruation is perform'd, 
'And fince we haue the vaward of the day, . , 
My Loue ſhall hare the mulicke of my hounds. 
Vncouple in the Wetterne valley,let them -goe; 
Diſpatch 1 fay, and finde the Forrefter, 
'We will faire Quecne,vp to the Mountaines top. 
[And marke the muſicall confuſion | 
'Ofhounds and eccho 1a communion, 

Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmns once, 
'Whenin a wood of (reete they bayed the Beace 

With hounds of Sparta; neuer did I heare 

Such gallant chiding. For beſides the groues, 

The skies, the fountaines,cuery region neere, 

Seeme all one mucuall cry.  ] never heard | 

So mulicall a diſcord, ſuch ſweet thunder, 

Theſ. My haqunds are bred aut of the Spartay kinde, 

So flew'd, ſo ſanded, andtheir heads are hung 
[With eares that ſweepc away the morning dew , 
,| Crooke kneed, and dew-lapt,like Theſſalsan Buls, 
Slow in purſtzc,but match'd in mouth like bels, 
Each vnder each. A cry more tuncable 
'Was neuer hallowed tq,nor cheer'd with hozne, 
In Creete, in Sparta, nor in Theſſaly ; 


=. 


Egeus, My Lord,this is my daughter hecre aſleepe, 
' And this Lyſander, this Demetrins is, 
This Helena, olde Nedars Helena, 
I wonder of this being heere together, 
The, No doubt the» roſe vp early,to obſerue 
| The right of May ; «..d hearing our intent, 
Came heere in grace of our ſolemnity. 
But ſpeake Egews, is not this the day 
'Thart Hermiefhould giue anſwer of her choice? 
Fgens, It is,my Lord, _ 
Theſ. Goe bid the huntſ.men wake them with their 
hornes, 
Hornes and they wake, 
| Sbout within,they all ſtart wp. 
| Theſ. Good morrow friends : Saint Valentme is paſt, 
Begin theſe wood birds butto couple now ? 
Lyſ. Pardon my Lord, 
' Thef. lpray youall and vp. 
{| I know you two arc Riuall enemies. 
How comes this gentle concord inthe worid , 
' That hatred js is to farre fromicalouhe, 
To leepe by hate, and fearc no enmity. 
Lyſ. My Lord, I ſhall reply amazedly, _ 
Halfe ſleepe,halfe waking. But as yet, 1 ſweare, 
I cannot truly ſay how I came heere. 
| But 2s Ithinke (for truly would I ſpcake } 
And now I doe bethinke me, ſoit is; 
I came with Hermia hither. Our incent 
Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be 
Without the perill of the Athenian Law, 
Ege. Enough, enougb, my Lord; you haue enough ; 
I beg the Law, the Law,vponhis head : 
They would haue ſtole away, they would Demerrins, 
Thereby to haue defeated ygu.and me: * 
You of your wite,and me ofmy content ; 
Of my conſent,qhat ſhe ſhould be yqur wife. 
Dem. My Lord,faire Helew told me of theis RRealth, 
Of this rheic purpole hither, to this wood, 


I IE "I" 
—_— _— ——————— — 


Tudge when you heare. Bac ſoft, what nimphs are thele? | 
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Faire Helena, in fancy ollowed me. 
But my good Lord, I wot Na 
(Bur by ſome power ix >) 
To Hermis (mclicd as the ſnow). | a2ar: 
Sceras to me now as the remembrance of an idle gaude, 
Which in my childehoad Idid doat ypon: 
And all the faith, the vertue of my hearr, 
The obieCt andthe pleaſure of mine eye, 
Is onely Helena. To her,my Lord, 
Was | betroth'd, ere I ſee Hermia , 
Bur like a ſickeneſle did I laxth this food, 
Bur as in health, come tomy oaturall taſte, 
Now doe | wiſh it, louc it, long forit, 
And will for euermore be truetoit. 
Theſ. Faire Louers,you are fortunately met; 
Of this diſcourſe we ſhall heare more anon. 
Egens, 1 will ouer-beare your willz 
For in the Temple, by and by with vs, 
Theſe couples ſhall eternally. be knit. 
And for the morning now is ſomething worne, 
Our purpos'd: hunting ſhall be ſer afide, 
Away, with vs to &thens; three and three, 
Wee'll hold a feaſt in great ſolemnitie, 
Come Hippolite. Exit Dukg and Lards, 
Dems. Tele things ſeeme ſmall & vodiftinguiſhable, 
Like farre = = ys wa turned into Clouds. 
Her. Me-thipks I ſee theſe things with parted 
When cuery things ſeemes double. : . mp2 
Heil. So me-thinkes : 
And I haue found Demerrias, like a iewell, 
Mine owne, and not mine ownÞ. 
Dem, Itlcemesto mee, 
That yet we fleepe,we dreame, Donot 
The Duke was heere,and bid vs follow 
Her. Yea,and my Father, 
Hel, And Hyppeiite. , 
Lyſ. And he bid vs follow to the Temple. 
Dems. Why thea we are awake; lets follow 
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| by the way let vs recount our dreames. | 
Bottome Wakes, Exit Lawers. 
Clo. When my cue comes,call me, and I will anſwer, 
My next 1s, moſt faire Poramme. Hey ho. Peter Laince? 
Flute the bellowes-mender ? Snout the tinker ? Starme- 
ling? Gods my life ! Stolne hence,and left me aſlcepe: 1 
have had a moſt rare viſion, I had adreame, paſt the wit 
of man, to ſay, what dreame it was. Man is bur an Aſle, 
if he goe about toexpound this dreame. Me-thought I 
was, there is no man can tell what, Me-rhoughe I was, 
and me-thought | had. Burt manis but a patch'd foole, 
if he will offer to ſay,what me-thoughtIhad;T he eye of 
man hath not heard, the eare of man hath oor ſeen, mans 
hand is nat able to taſte, hisrongue toconceiue, nor his 
heart to report, what my dreame was. I will gee Peter 
Quince to write a ballet of this dreame, it ſhall be called 
Bottomes Dreume becauſe it hath no bottomeg and will 
fing it in the latter end of aplay, before the Duke, Pers 
aduenture,to make it the more 


acher death, . , it [on 
Enter © uince Flute ThiebiegSnous aud Starneling. 


nin, Haue you ſcateo Garomes bouſe? Is hc come 
home yer? | 


Starw, He cannot be heard of; Qur of doubt hee is 


| 


tranſported. 


, 


| 
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not forward, deth it ? 


Athens,able to diſcharge Piranox bur he. 

Thiſ. No, hee hath hmply the beſt wit of any handy- 
craft man 1n eAthens. 

Quin. Yea,and the beſtperſon too, andhee is a very 
Paramour, for a (weer voyce. 

Thif. You muft ſay, Paragon. A Paramovr is (God 
bleſſe vs) athing ofnought. 


Enter Snug the Joyner, 
Sg. Maſters,the Duke is comming from the Tem» 
le,and there is two or three Lords& Ladies more mar- 
ried. If our ſport had gone forward,we had all bin made 

n. 

"Thi, O ſweet bully Bottome : thus hath he loſt fixe- 
pence a day,during his life;he.could not have ſcaped t1x- 
pence a day. Andthe Duke had nor giuen him fxpence 
a day for playing-Pirame,lle be hang'd. He would haue 
deſerued it, Sixpence a day in Prramws,or nothing. 

| Enter Bottome. 

Bot. Where are theſe Lads? Where are theſe hearts? 

nin. Battome,o molt couragious day! O moſt hap- 

ic houre ! 

Bot. Maſters,l am to diſcourſe wonders ; but ask me 
not what, ForifItellyou, 1 am no true Arbenian, I 
will tell you euery thing as ir fell our, 

On. Let vs heare,ſweet Botrome, 

Bot. Not 2 word of me: all that I will tell you,is,thar 
the Duke hath dined. Get your apparell rogether, good 
ſtrings to your beards, new ribbands to your pumps, 
meete preſently at the Palace, every man looke ore his 
part : for the ſhort and the long is,our play is preferred: 
In any caſe ler Tbi;by have cleane linnen: and let not him 
that playesthe Lion, paire his nailes, for they ſhall hang 
out for the Lions clawes. And moſt deare Actors, care 
no Onions, nor Garlicke ; for wee are to vtter ſweere 
breath,and I doe not doubt but to heare them ſay, itisa 
ſweet Comedy, Nu more words ; away, go away, 

Exennt. 


_—_— 
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Attus Quintus. 


— 


 Thif: Ifhe comenor, then the play is mar'd. Ir goes | 


win. Iris notpoſſible ; you hauenota man in all | 


— 
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Enter Theſens, Hippolita, Egens and bis Lords. 
Hip. 'Tis firange my Theſens,y theſe lovers ſpeake of, 


The. More firange then true, Inever may belecue 
Theſe anticke fables, nor theſe Fairy toyes, 
Louers and mad men have ſuch ſeething braines, 
Such ſhaping phanrahies, that apprehend more 
Then coole reaſon ever comprehends. 
The Lunaticke, the Louer, and the Poet, 
Are of imagination all compaQ. 
One ſeex more diuels then vaſte hell can hold ; 
That is the mad man. The Louer, all as franticke, 
| Sees Helens beauty in a brow of Epipt, 
The Poets eye in a fine frenzy rolling,doth glance 
From heauen to earth, from earth ro heauen, 
And as imagination bodies forth the forms ofthings 
Vaknowne ; the Poers pen turnes them to ſhapes, 
And giuesto aire nothing, a locall habiration, 
And a name. Such tricks hath Rirong imagination, 


_—. A —_— 


Thar if it wou!d bur apprehend ſome ioy, 
It comprehends ſome bringer of that joy, 
Or in the night, imagining ſome feare, 
How eahe is a buſh ſuppos'd a Beare ? 
Hip. Burall the torie of the night told ouer 
And all their minds transfigur'd ſo together, ; 
More witneſſeth than fancies images, 
And growes to ſomething of great conftancie; 
But howſoever, ſtrange,and admirable. 


Enter logers Dr ſander Demetrins, Hermia, 
and Helena, | 


The. Heere come the louers,fall of ioy and mirth : 
Toy, gentle friends, ioy and freſh dayes 
Otloue accompany your hearts. 

Lyſ. More thento vs, waite in your royal walkes, 
your boord, your bed, 

The. Comenow, what maskes, what dances ſhall 
we haue, 
To weare away this long age of three houres, 
Berween our ater ſupper, and bed-time? 
Where is our viuall manager of mirth ? 
VWhat Renels are in hand? Is thereno play, 
Toeale the anguiſh of 4 torturing houre? 
Call Fgews, 

Ege. Heere mighty Theſews. 

The. Say, what abridgement haueyou for this eue- | 
ning? 


| What maske? What muſicke? How ſhall we beguile | 


The lazie time, if not with ſome delight ? 
Ege, There is a breefe how many ſports arerife: 
Make choiſe of which your Hiphneffe will ſee firf. 
Liſ. The bartell with the Centaursto be ſung 
By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harpe, 
The. Wee'lnone of that, That haue [ told my Loue 
In glory ot my kinſman Hercules, 
Lif. The riot of the tipfie Bachanale, 
Tearing che Thracian finger,in their rage? 
The. That is an olg device, and it was plaid 
When I from Thebes came laſt a Conqueror. 
Li. The thrice three Muſes,mourning for the death 
of learning, late decesſt in begverie, 
The. Thatis ſome Satire keene and criticall, 


| Notforting with a nuptiall ceremonie, 


Liſ. Atedious breefe Scene of yong Piramn, 
And his loueTh&6y; very tragicall mirth, 

The, Merry and tragicall ? Tedious,and briefe? That 
is,hot ice, and wondrous ftrange ſnow, How ſhall wee 
finde the concord of this diſcord ? 

Ege. Aplaythereis, my Lord, ſometeu words long, 
Which is as breefe, as I have knowne a play ; 

But by ten words, my Lord, itis too long; 

Which makes it tedious. For in all the Tay, | 
There is not one word apt, one Player fitted. 

And tragicall my noble Lord it is : for Pirammy 
Therein doth kill himſelfe. Which when 1 faw 
Rehearſt, I muſt confeſſe, made mine eyes water : 
Bur more metrie teares, che paſſion of lond laughter 
Neuer ſhed. 

Theſ. What are they that do play it ? 

Ege. Hard handed men, that worke in Athens heere, 
Which neuer labour'd in their mindes till now ; 

And now have toyled their ynbreathed memories 
With this ſame play, againſt your nupriall, 
The, And we will heare it, 


1 Ts Phy, 
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"Phi. No,my noble Lord,ir is notfor you. I haue heard : 
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Ir over,and it is nothing, nothing ip the world ; 
Vnleſſe you can finde ſport in their intents, 
Extreamely ftretcht,and cond with cruell paine, 
To doe you ſervice. 
Theſ. I will heare that play. For never any thing 
Can be amiſſe, when ſimpleneſſe and duty render it, 
Goc bring them in,and take your places, Ladies. 
Hip. 1louc not to ſee wretchednefle orecharged; 
And duty in his ſervice periſhing. 
Thef. Why gentle ſweer, you ſhall ſeeno ſuch thing. 
Hy. He laics,they can doe nothing in this kinde, 
Theſ. The kinder we,to giue them thanks for nothing 
Our ſport ſhall be,to take what they miſtake ; 
And what poore duty cannot doe, noble reſpeCt 
Takes it in might, not merit, 
Where I have come, great Clearkes haue purpoſed 
To greete me with premeditated welcomes ; 
Where I haue ſcene them ſhiver and looke pale , 
Make periods in the midſt of ſentences, 
Throttle their prattiz'd accent in their feares, 
Andin meaadls hauec broke off, 
Not paying me a welcome. Truſt me {weete, 
Our of this ſilence yet, Ipickt a welcome : 
And in the modeſty of tearcfull duty , 
I read as much,as from the ratling rongue 
Of faucy and audacious eloquence. 
Loue therefore, and tongue-ride fhumplicity, kb 
In leaft,ſpeake moſt, ro my capacity. 
Opps: So pleale your Grace,the Prologue is addreft. 


e. Lethimapproach. Flor. T runs, 
Enter the Prologue, Onince. 


Pro. If we offend,it is with our good will. 
Tl:at you ſhould thinke, we ome not to offend, 
Burt with good will. To ſhew our fimple skill, 
That is the true beginning of our end, 
Conſider then, we come bur indelpight. 

We do not come, as minding to content you, 
Our erue intent is, All for your delight, 


The Actors are at hand ; and by their ſhow, 
You ſhall know all, that you are like to know, 
Thef. This fellow doth not ſtand ypon points. 
Lyſ. He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt : he 
knowes not the ſtop. A good morall my Lord. Itisnort 
enough to ſpeake, but to ſpeake true, 
Hy. Indeed hee hath plaid on his Prologue , like a 
childe on a Recorder, a {ound, bur not in gouernment. 

Thef. His (pecth was like tangled chaine: nothing 
impaiced,but all diſordered. Who is next ? | 

T aver with a Trumpet before thens, 


Enter Fyramus and Thisby, Wall, Moone ſhinegand Lyon. 
Pro, Geatles,perchance you wonder at this ſhow, 

But wonder on,till eruth make all things plaine. 

This man is Prem, if you would know 

This beauteous Lady, Thuby is certaine, 

This man, with lyme and rough-caft,doth preſent 

Wall, that vile wall, which d1d theſe louers ſunder.: 

And through walls chink(poor ſoules) they are content 

To whiſper, Atthe which, let no man wonder, 

This man, with Lanthorne,dog,and buſh of thorne, 

Preſcnteth moone-ſhine, For if you will know, 

By moone-ſhine did theſe L ouers thinke no ſcorne 

To meet at Ninw toombethere, there to wooe : 


We are not heere. That you ſhould here repent you, | 
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This grizy beaſt (which Lyon hight by name) 
The truſty Tbwby, comming firſt by night, 
Did ſcarre away, or rather did affright : 
And as ſhe fled, her mantle ſhe did tall; 
Which Lyon vile with bloody mouth did Raine, 
Anon comes Piramm, ſweet youth and tall, 
And findes his Thwbies Mantle laine ; 
Whereat, with blade, with bloody blamefull blade, 
He brauely broacht his boiling bloudy breaſt, 
And Thuby, tarrying in Mulberry ſhade, 
His dagger drew,and died. For all thereſt, 
Let Lyon, Moone-foine Wal,and Lovers twaine, 
Art largediſcourſe,while here they doe remaine. 
Exit all but Wall. 
- Theſ. 1 wonder if the Lion be to ſpeake. 
Deme, No wonder, my Lord : one Lion may, when 
many Aſſes doe. 
Exit Lyon, T hisbie and Meoneſhine. 
Wall. In this ſame Interlude, it doth befall, 
Thar I,one S»owt (by name) preſent a wall : 
And ſuch a wall, as I vyould haue you thinke, 
That hadin it a crannied hole or chinke : 
Through which the Lovers, Pires and Thisbie 
Did whiſper often, very ſecretly, 
This loame,this rough.caſt ,and this tone doth ſhew, 
That I am that ſame Wall z the truth is ſo, 
And this the cranny is,right and finiſter, 


Through which the fearetull Louers are to whiſper, 


\, Theſ., Would you defire Lime and Haire to ſpeake 
better? 

Deme. It isthe vyittieſt partition, that cuer I heard 
diſcourſe, my Lord. 

Theſ. Pyramus drawes neere the Wall, filence. 

Enter Pyramm. 

Pir. O grim looktnight,6night with hue ſo blacke, 
O night, which ever art, when day 15 not : 
O night, ©n1ghe, alacke, alacke, alacke, 
I feare my Thisbies promiſe is forgot. 
And thou © vyall,thou ſweet and loucly yvall, 
That ſtands berweene her fathers ground and mine, 
Thou vyall, 6 yvall, 6 ſweet and louely vvall, 
Shew me thy chinke, to blinkethrough vvith mineecine, 
Thankes courteous yvall. [owe ſhield thee yvell for this, 
But vvhat fee I? No Thirbie doe I ſee, 
O vvicked vvall, through vyhom 1 ſee no bliſſe, 
Curft be thy ſtones for thus deceiving mee. 

Theſ. The yyall me-thinkes being ſenfible, ſhould 
curſe againe. 

Pir. Noin truth fir,he ſhould not. Deceining me, 
Is Thisbier cue ſhe is te enter, and Lamto (py 
Her through the vyall., You ſhall ſec it vvill fall. 


Enter Thishie. 
Pat as I told you; yonder ſhe comes, 
Thiſ. O yvall,full often haſt thou heard my mones, 
For parting my faire Prams, and me. 
My cherry lips haue often kifi thy ſtones; 
Thy ones vvith Lime and Haire knit yp inthee. 
Pyra, 1 ſceavoyce ; now vvill I tothe chinke , 
To ſpy and | can heare my Thirbies face, Thirbie? 
Thiſ. My Love thou art,my Louc1 thinke. 
Pir. Thinke yyhar thou yvilt,] am thy Lovers grace, 
And like Limaxder am I trufly fill, 
Thiſ. And like Helen cill the Fates me kill, 
Pir, Not Shafalni to Procrus,was ſo true, 
Thiſ. As Shafalns to Procrns | to you. 


_— 7 


Pir. © 


— 
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Pir. O kifſe me through the hole of this vile wall. 
Thiſ, I kifſe the wals hole,not your lips at all. 
Pir. Wilt thou at Ninzies rombe meete me Rraight 


way? 

Thiſ Tide life, tide death, I come without delay. 

Wai, Thus haue 1 %1,my part diſcharged fo; 
And being done, thus Wall away doth go. Exit Clow. 

Ds. Now is the morall downe betweene the two 
Neighbors. 

. Noremedic my Lord, when Wals are ſo wil- | 

full, to heare without —_— 

Dat. This is the Gllicft Rufe that ere I heard. 

Ds, The beſt in this kind are but ſhadowes, and the 
workt are no worſe, if imaginauon amend them, 

Dwt. It muſt be your imagination then,& not theirs. 

Dub. If wee imagineno worſe of them then they of 
themielues, they may paſle for excellent men. Here com 
two noble beaſts,in a man and a Lion, 


> — 


| 
Enter Lyon and MMoone-ſhine, | 

Lyon. You Ladies, you (whole gentle harts do feare 
The ſmalleſt monſtrous mouſe that creepes on floore ) | 
May now perchance, both quake and tremble heere, | 
When Lion rough in wildelt rage duth roare. | 


| Then know that 1, one Sug the loyner am 


A Lion fell, nor elſe no Lions dam : 
For if I ſhould as Lion come in ſtrife 
lnto this place, 'twerepittie of my lite. 

»Ds.Averie gentle beaſt, and of a good conſcience. 
Dem. The verie beſt at a beaſt, my Lord, y cre 1 law. 
Lif. This Lion is a veric Fox for his valor, 

Ds. True,and a Gooſe for his diſcretion. 

Dem, Not ſo my Lord : for his valor cannot carric 
his diſcretion, and the Fox carries the Gooſe. 

Ds. His diſcretion I am ſure cannot carrie his valor : 
for the Gooſe carries not the Fox, It is well ; leaue it to 
his diſccetion, and let vs hearken tothe Moone. 

Moon, This Lanthorne doth the horned Moone pre- 
ſent. 

De, He (hould haue worne the hornes on his head, 

Ds. Heeis no creſcent, and his hornes are inutfible, 
within the circumference. 

Moox. Tis lanthorne doththe horned Moone pre- 
ſent : My ſelfe, the man i'th Moone doth: ſeeme to be. 

Ds. This is the greateſterror of all tne reſt; the man. 
ſhould be put into the Lanthorze. How is it els the man 
ith Moone ? 

Dem. He dares not come there for the candle, 

For you ſee, it is already in ſnuffe. 

Dut. T am vrearic ofthis Moone ; yyould he would 
change. 

Ds. It appeares by his ſmal light of diſcretion, that 
he is in the wane : bur yer in courrchie, in all reaſon, vve 
muſt tay the time. | 

Lyſ. Proceed Moone» - — + 

Moon. All that I have to ſay, is to tell you, that the 
Lanthorne is the Moone; I, the man in the Mooney this 
thorne buſh,my thorne buſh; and this dog,my dog, 

Dem. Why all theſe ſhould be in the Lanthorne:for 
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they-re-inrhe Moone. Dor fitence, free comes Thuby, | His eyes were greene n3 Leckes, 
O ters three, come, come to mee, 
Enter Thicby. With hands as pale as Milke, 
Thiſ. This is old Ninwies ctombe : where is my loue ? | Lay them in gore, fincs you have ſhore 
Lyon. Oh. With ſheeres, his thred of filke, 
The Lien roares, Thicby runs off, | Tongue not a word: Come truſty ſword : 
Dew. Well roar'd Lion, | Come blade, wy breft _ EY 
— = 3 —_ 


D#. Well run Tbu6y. 
Dat, Well ſhone Moone. 

Truly the Moone ſhines with a goed grace. 
Ds. Wel weuz'd Lion. 
Dem. And then came Pirramw. 
Lyſ. And ſothe Lien vaniſh. 


_ Enter Piramm, 
Pyr.Sweet Moone,l thank thee for thy ſunny beame 
I thanke thee Moone, for ſhining now FA bright: Y 
For by thy gracious, golden, glittering beames, 
Irruſt ro tafte of truelt Thubies fi ghe. 
Bur ſtay : O ſpight ! bur marke, poore Knight, 
\W hat dreadful dole is heere? 
Eyes do you lee! How can it be * 
O dainty Ducke: O Deere! 
Thy mantle good; what Rtaind with blood ! 
Approch you Furies fell : 
O Fates! come, come : Cut thred and thrum, 
Quaile, cruſh, conclude, and quell, 
Ds. This pafſion,and the death of a deare friend, 
Would go neere to make a man looke ſad, 
Dut. Beſhrew my heart, but I pittie the man. 
Pir. O wherefore Nature, did'ft thou Lions frame? 
Since Lion vilde hath heere deflour'd my deere: 
Which is : no, no, which was the faireſt Dame 
That liu'd, that lou'd, that lik'd, thatJook'd with cheere, 
Come teares, confound : Our ſwotd,and wound 
The pap of Pirammns : 
I, that left pap, where heart doth hop ; 
Thus dye 1, thus, thus,thus. 
Now am Idead, now am Ifled, my ſoule is in the sky, 
Tongue loſe thy light, Moone take thy flight, 
Now ye, dy eoOye,dye,dye. 
Dem, NoD:e, bur an ace for him; for he is but one. 
b Liſ. Leſſe then an ace man, For he is dead, he is no- 
thing. 
Ds. Wirth the helpe of a Surgeon, he might yet reco- 


{ uer, and proue an Aﬀe. 


Dxur. How chance Moone-ſhine is gone before? 
Thuby comes backe, and findes her Louer. 


Evter Tbuby, 
Duke. She wil finde him by ſtarre-light, 


Heere ſhe comes, and her paſſion ends the play, 


Dwt. Me thinkes ſhee ſhould not vie along one for 


{uch a Pirams : I hope ſhe will be breefe, 
Dem.A Moth wil curne the ballance, which Piremns 
which 7hzby is the better. (eyes, 


Lyſ. She hath ſpyed him already, with thoſe ſweete 
Dem. . Aud thus ſhe meanes,videlieit, | 
Thg, Aſleepe my Loue? What,dead my Done ? 
O Piranns atile ; | 
Speake,Speake. Quite dumbe? Dead,dead? Atombe 
Muft couer thy ſweet eyes. 
Thele Lilly Lips, this cherry noſe, 
Theſe yellow Cowſlip cheekes 
Are gone, are gone: Louers make mone * 
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Py the dead and drowhe her , 

Everic Elfe and Fairie ſpright, 

Hop as light as bird from brier, 

And this Ditty after me, fing and dance it trippinglie, 
7ita. Firſt rehearſe this ſong by roate, 

To each word a warbling note. 

Hand in hand, with Fairje grace, | 

Will we ſing and bleſſe this place, 


' And farwell friends,thus Thebie ends ; | 
| ; _ | Adiey, adieu, adicu, 
5 Dub. Moon-ſhine & Lion are left to burie the dead. 
Deme, 1, and Wa)l too. 
Bot, No, | aſſure you, the wall is downe, that parted 
| their Fathers. Wall it pleale you to ſee the Epilogue, or 
| troheare a Bergomask dauce,berweene two of our com- | 


tay / 
V5 41d ſi 
| wil | 16> ; A Midſommermghts Dreame. | 
; | . y 


pany ? | 
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dead,there need none to be blamed. Marry, if hee that 
writ it had plaid T-ramm,and hung himſelte in Thrisbies 
garter,it would haue decne a fine Tragedy: and ſoit is 
truely, and very notably diſcharg'd. But come, your 
Burgomaske; let your Ep:logue alone. 
The iron tongue of a1d11ght hath told twelye, 
Louers to bed, 'tis almoſt Fairy time, 
I feare we ſhall out-fleepe the comming morne, 
As much as we this night have over-watcht, 
This palpable groſle play hath well heguil'd . 
The heauy gate of night, Sweet friends to bed. 
A fortnight hold we this ſolemnity. 
In nightly Reuels; and new iollitie, E xeunt, 
Enter Pucke. 
| Puck Now the hungry Lyons rores, 
And the Wolfe beholds the Moone : 
Wrhileſt the heauy ploughiman ſnores, 
All with weary t15ke fore-done, 
Now the waſted brands doe glow, 
Whul'ſt the ſcritch-owle,feritching loud, 
Puts the wretch that lies in woe, 
In remembrance of a ſhrowd. 
Now it is the time of night, 
| Thatthe graues, all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his ſpright, 
Jn the Church-way paths to glide 
And we Fairies,that do runne, 
By therriple Hecates teame ," 
From the preſence ot the Sunne, 
Following darketiefſe ike a dreame. 
Now are frollicke; not a Mouſe 
Shall d;ſturbe this hallowed houſe 
I am ſent with broome before, 


']. D#k, No Epilogue, I pray you; for your play needs The Song. 
» Mi no excuſe, Neuer exculc ; tor when he plaiers are all Now vntill the breake of day , 


| Through thu houſe each Fairy ſtray. 


To the beſt Bride-bed will we, 
Which by vs ſhall bleſſed be : 


| 
| 
| Neuer mole harelp vor ſearre, 
| 


And the iſſue there create, 

E wer ſhall be fortunate : 

Ss ſhall all the comples three, 
Fuer true im loniug be : 

And the blots of Natwres hand, 
Shall not tn their iſſue ftand, 


Nor marke pred:gione, ſuch as are 
Deſpiſed in Natmitie, 

Shall pon ther children be. 

With thu fietd dew conſecrate , 

Emery Fairy take his gate, 

And each ſenerall chamber bleſſe , 

T hrough this Vallace with ſweet peace, 
Eur ſhall m ſafety veſt, 

And the owner of ut bleſt. 


[} Trip away, make no ſtay ; 


Acer me all by breake of day. 
Robin, If we ſhodowes have offended, 


# Thinke but this (and all is mended) 


That you have but ſlumbred heere, 
While theſe viſions did appeare, 
And this weake and idle theame, 
No more yeelding but a dreame, 
Centles, doe not reprehend, 

If you pardon, we will mend, 
AndasI] am an honeſt Parke , 

If we have vnearned lucke, 

Now to ſcape the Serpents tongue, 
We will make amends ere long; 


— — 


Elſe the Puck alyar call. 
So good night vnto you all. 
Giue me your hands, if we be friends, 


Tolſweep the duſt behinde the doore 


Enter King ans Oneenc of Fairies with their trame. 


?f q Ob. Through the houſe give glunmering light, And Robin ſhall reſtore amends, 
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The Merchant of Venice. 


Atlus primus. 


Vpon the fortune of this preſent yeere: 
Therefore my merchandize makes me not (ad. 

Sola. Why then you are in loue. 

Anth, Fie, he, 

Sola. Not in loue neither : then let vs fay you are fad 
Becaulc you are not merry; and 'twere as eafie 
For you to laugh and leape,and {ay you are merry 
Becauſe you are not fad. Now by two-headed [avas, 
Nature hath fram'd (irange fellowes in her time : 
Some that will cuermore peepe through their eyes, 
And langh ke Parrats at a bag-piper. 
And other of ſuch vineger atpect, 
That they il not ſhew their teech in way of ſmile, 
Though Neffor ſweare the ielt be laughable, 


Enter Authonio, Salarino,ard Salanis, 


Anthons. 
N {ooth 1 know not why I am fo fad, 
[t wearies me : you ſay it wearies you z 
ut how I caught ir, tound it, or came by it, 
What (tuffe tis made of, whereof it is borne, 
I am to learne : and ſucha Want-wit ſadnefſe makes of 
mee, 

That I kaue much ado to know my ſelfe. 

Sal. Your minde is tofsing on the Ocean, 
There where your Argoſies with portly faile 
Like Signiors and rich Burgers on the flood, 
Or as it were the Pageants of the ſea, 
Do ouer-peere the pettie Trafhiquers 
That curthe to them, do them reuerence 
As they flye by them with their wouen wings, 

Salar, Belecue me (ir, had | (uch venture forth, 
The better part of my affetiovs, would 
Be with my hopes abroad, I ſhould beſtill 
Plucking the grafle to know where ſts the winde, 
Peering in Maps for ports, and peers, and rodes : 
And ett&ry obie&t that might make me feare 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubr 
Would make me fad, 

Sal, My winde cooling my broth, 
Would blow meto an Ague, when I thought | 
What harme a winde too great might doe at ſea, 
I ſhould nor ſee the ſandie houre-giaſſe runne, 
But I ſhould thinke of ſhallows, and of flats , 
And ſee wy wealthy Andrew docks in ſand, 
Vailing her hightop lower then her ribs 
To kiſſe her buriall ; 1hould I goe to Church 
And ſeethe holy edifice of ſtone, 
And not bethinke me ſtraight of dangerous rocks, 
Which touching but my gentle Veſſels ide 
Would ſcatter all her ſpices on the fireame, 
Enrobethe roring waters with my bikes, 
And in 2 word, but cuen now worth this, 
And now worth nothing. Shall I haue the thought 


——_— 


[ 


Enter Baſſanio, Lorenſo,and Gratiano, 
Sola. Heere comes Baſſanio, 
Your molt noble Kiniman, 
Gratiavo, and Lorenſo. Faryewell, 
Wc leaue you now With better company. 
Sala. 1 would haveſtaidv Il] had madeyou merty, 
If worrhier friends had not preuented me. 
ent. Your worth is very deere in my regard, | 
I rake it your owne bufines calls on you, 
And you embrace th'occafion to depart, 
Sal. Good morrow my good Lords, (when? 
Baſſ. Good figniors both, when (hall we laugh?lay, 
You grow exceeding ſtrange : mult it be ſo ? 
Sal. Wee'll make our leyſures to attend on yours, 
| Exennt Salarino, and Solano. 


oR—— — — —qy  ——————————— 
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We two will Jeaue you, bur at dinnertime 
1 pray vou have in minde where we mutt meete, 
Boſſ. I will not faile you. 
Grat. Youlooke not well fignior Authoxio, 
You haue roo much reipe&t vpon the world : 
They looſe it that doe buy it with much cate; 
Belecue me you are marueJlouſly chang'd. 
Ant, Thold the world but as the world Gratiano, 
A flage, where cuery man mutt play a part, 
And mine a ſad one, | 


Tothinke on this, and ſhall Jlacke the though. | CGrati, Letme play the foole 
That ſuch a thing bechaunc'd would make me ſad ? | With mirth and laughter let old wrinckles core, 
But tell not me, 1 know yAmthonrs | Andlert my Liver rather heate with wine , 


Is ſad tothinke vpon hismerchandize.. | 
Anth, Beleeuc meno,l thanke my fortune for it, 
My ventures are not in one bottom trufted, | 
Nor to one place; nor is my whole eſtate 


Then my heart coole with mortifying grones, 

Why (h-uld a man whoſe bloud is warme within , 
Sit like his Grandfire, cut in Alablaſter? 

dleepe when he wakes ? and creep into the Jaundies 


» 
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Lor. My Lord Baſſanio,fince you have found Anthonio 
| 
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\ I oft found both. I vrge this child-hoode proofe, 
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Thee Merchant of Venice. 


By being peeuiſh? | tell thee what Anthonis, | 
L loue thee, and it is my loue that ſpeakes : | 
There are a ſort of men, whole viſages | 
Do creame and mantle like a ſtanding pond, 
And do a wilfull ftilneſſe entertaine, 
With purpoſe to be dreltin an opinion 
Of wiſedome, grauity, profound conceit, 
As who ſhould ſay, 1 am fir an Oracle, 
And when I ope my lips, let no dogge barke. 
O my Asthono, I do know of chele 
That therefore onely are reputed wiſe, 
For ſaying nothing ; when | am verie ſure 
If they ſhould ſpeake, would almoſt dam thoſe cares 
Which hearing them would call their brothers fooles : 
Lle tell thee more of this another time, 
Rut fiſh not with this melancholly baite 
For this foole Gudgin, this opimon : 
Come good Lorenzo, faryewell a while, 
He end my exhortation after dinner. 
Loy. Well, we will leaue you then till dinner time. 
I muſt be one of theſe ſame dumbe wile men, 
For Gratianoneuer let's me {peake. 
Gra. Well, keepe me company but two yeares mo, 
Thou ſhalt not know the ſound of thine owne rongue. 
«Ant, Far you well, Ile grow atalker tor this geare. 
Gra.Thankes ifaith, for hilence 1s onely commendable 
In a neats tongue dri'd, and a maid not vendible, Exit. 
Ant. It is chat any thing now. | 
Baſ. Gratiano ſpeakes an infinite deale of nothing, | 
more then any man in all Venice, bis reaſons are two | 
graines of wheate hid in two buſhels of chaffe: you ſhall | 
ſceke all day cre you finde them, & when you haue them. | 
they are not worth the ſearch, 
An, Well: tel me now, what Lady is the ſane 
To whom you {wore 8 ſecret Piigrimage 
That you to day promis'd to tel me of ? 
Baſ. Tis noyynknowne to you Anther: 
How much I haue diſabled mine eſtatc, 
By ſomething ſhewing a more ſwelling port 
Then my faint meanes would grant continuance : 
Nor do | now make mone to be abricg dl 
From ſuch a noble rate, but my cheefe care 
Is to come faircly off from the great debts 
Wherein my time ſomething roo prodigall 
Hath left me gag'd : to you Anthonis 
I owe the molt in money,and in loue, 
And from your love I haue a warrantie 
To vnburthen all my plots and purpoſes, 
How to get cleere of all the debts I owe. 
An. 1 pray you good Baſſo let me know it, 
And if it ſtand as you your ſelte till do, 
Within the eye of honour, be afſur'd 
My purſe, my perſon, my extreamett meanes 
L ye all vnlock'd to your occahons. 
' Haſſ. Inmy ſchoole dayes, when 1 had loſt one ſhaft 
I ſhot his fellow of the ſelfeſame flight 
The (elfeſame way, with more aduifſed watch 
To finde the other forth, and by aduenturing both, 


| 


_ Cm - — 


Recauſe what followes is pure innocence. 


; And out of doubt you doe more wrong 

| In making ene of my yttermoft 

| Then if you 

 , Thendoe but ſay tome what I ſhould doe 
That in your knowledge may by me be done, 


| And ſhe is faire, and fairer then that word, 


I owe you much, and like a wilfull youth, 
That which I owe is loſt : but if you pleaſe 
To ſhoore 3nother arrow tha: ſelte way 


Which you did ſhoot the firſt, I do not doubt, 
As I will watch the ayme : Or co finde both, 


Or bring your latter hazard backe againe, 


— 
—_ 


And thankfully reſt debrer for thefirſt. 
eAw. You know me well and herein ſpend but time 
To winde about my love with circumſtance, | 


ad made waſte of al) I haue : 


AndIampreftynto it: therefore ſpeake. 
Baſſ. In Belmont is a Lady richly left 


Of wondrous vertues, ſometimes from her eyes 
I did receiue faire ſpeechlefſe meſſages : 

Her name is Portia, nothing vndervallewd 4 
To (ats's daughter, Brutus Portia , 

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth, 

For the foure windes blow in from euery coaft | 
Renowned ſutors, and her ſunny locks 

Hang on her temples like a golden fleece, 

Which makes her ſeat of Belment (helches ſtrond, 

And many /aſ#»s come in queſt of her. 

O my Anthonio, had I but the meanes 

Tohold ariuall place with one of them, 

I have a minde preſages me ſuch thrift, 

Thar 1 ſhould queſtionleſſe be fortunate. 

Anth. Thou knowſt that all my fortunes are 8t ſea, 
Neither have I money, nor commodity 
Toraiſe apreſent ſumme,therefore goe forth 
Try what my credit can in Fenice doe , 

That ſhall berackteuento the vttermoſt, 
To furniſh thee to Belmont to faire Portia. 
Goe preſently enquire, 2nd ſo will I 
Where money is, and I no queſtion make 
To haue it of wy truſt,or for my ſake. 


Enter Portia with ber waiting woman Neriſſa. 


Portia. By my troth Nerr:ſſa, my little body is a wea» 
ric of this great wor'd. 

Ner. You would be ſweet Madam , if your miſeries/ 
were in the lame abundance as your good fortunes are : 
and yet for ought I ſee, they are as ſicke that ſurfer with 
too much, as they that ſtarue with nothing ; it is no {mal 
happineſle theretore robee ſeated inthe meane,, ſuper- 
Auitie comes ſooner by white haires , but competencie 
lues longer. © | 

Portia. Good ſentences, and well pronounc'd. 

Ner. They would be better if well followed. 

Portia. It to doe were as eafie as to know what were 
good to doe, Chappels had beene Churches, and poore 
mens cotrages Princes Pallaces;it is a good Diuine that 
followes his owne inftrutions; I can eafier teach rwen- 
tie what were good to be done, then be one of the tweni= 
tic to follow mine owne teaching : the braine may de- 
viſe lawes for the blood , bur a hot temper leapes ore a 
colde decree, ſuch a hare is madnefſe the youth, to skip 
ore the meſhes of good counſaile the cripple ; but this 
reaſon is not in faſhion to chooſe mea husband : O mee, 
the word chooſe, I may neither chooſe whom I would, 

nor refuſe whom 1 diſlike,ſo is the wil of a living daugh. 
ter curb'd by the will of adead father :it is not hard Nev. 


riſa, that I cannot chooſe 1 refuſe none. 

Ner. Your father water vertuous , and holy men 
at their death have goo irarions, therefore the lot- 
terie that hee hath theſe three cheſts of gold, 
filuer, andleade, who choeſes his meaning, 

chooſes |} 


th 


-- 
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Exeunt, | 


| 
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chooſes you, wilnodoubt never be choſen by any right- 
ly,burt one who you ſhall rightly loue:but what warmth 
ion towards any of theſe Princely 


is there in your a 


ſurers that are —_ come ? 


Por. Ipray thee over-name them, and as thou nameſt 
them,I will deſcribe them, and according to my deſcrip- 


tion leuell at my afteion. 


Ner, Firſt there is the Neopolirane Prince. 

Por. I chat's a colt indeede, tor he doth nothing but 
talke of his horſe, and hee makes it a great appropria- 
tion to his owne good parts that he can ſhoo him him- 
ſelfe : I am much atraid my Ladie his mother plaid falſe 


with a Smyth, 


Ner. Than is there the Countie Palentine. 

Por. He doth nothing but frowne (as who ſhould 
ſay, and you will not haue me,chooſe : he heares merrie 
tales and ſmiles nor, I feare bee will prove the we 
Phyloſopher when he growes old, being ſo full © 
mannerly ſadnefſe in h1s youth. )] had rather to be marri- 
edto a deaths head with a bone in his mouth, then to ei- 
ther of theſe : God defend me fromtheſe two. 

Ner. How ſay you by the French Lord, Mounſter 


Le RBouxe? 


Pro. God made him, and therefore let him paſſe for a 
man, in truth I know it is a finne to be a mocker, but he, 
why hehath a horſe better then the Neopolitans, a bet- 

bad habite of frowning then the Count Palentine,he 
; he fals ſtraighe 


rer 


is every man in no man, it a Trafſell (in 
a capring,he will fence with his own ſhadow. If I ſhould 
marry him, I ſhould marry twentie husbands : if hee 
would deſpiſe me,I would torgiue him,for if he lLoueme 
to madneſle.1l ſhouldneuer requite him, 

Ner. What ſay you then to Faxconbr idge, the yong 


Baron of England? 


Por. You know I ſay nothing to him, for hee vnder- 
fands not me,nor I him : he hath neither Latine, French, 
nor /taljan, 21d you will come into the Court & iweare 
that 1 haue a poore pennie-worth in the Engliſh; heeis a 
proper mans yiRure, bur alas who can conuerſe with a 
dumbe ſhow ? how odlyhe is ſuited, I thinke he.boughr 
his doublet in /ralie,his round hoſe in France,his bonnet 
in Germanie,and his behaujour euery where, 


Ner. Vhat thinke you of the other Lord his neigh- 


bour ? 


Per. That he hath a neighboutly charitie in him, for 
he borrowed a boxe of the eare of the Engliſhman, and 
ſworehe would pay him againe when hee was able: 1 
thinke the Frenchman became his (uretie,and ſeald vader 


for another. 


Ner. How like you the yong Germaine, the Duke of | 


Saxonies Nephew ? 


Por. Very vildely in the morning when heeis ſober, 
and moſt vildely in the afternoone when hee is drunke : 
when he is beft,he is a little worſe then a man, and when 
he is worſt he is little better then a beaſt * and the worſt 
fall that euer fell, Lhope I ſhall make ſhift ro goe with- 


out him. 


Ner.Ifhe ſhould offer to chooſe, and chooſe the right 
Casket, you ſhould refuſe to performe yourFathers will, 
if you ſhonld refuſe to accept him, 

Por, Therefore for feare of the worſt, I pray thee ſet 
glaſſe of Reiniſh-wine on the contrary Casker, 
for if the diuell be within, and that temptation withour, 
I know he will chooſe it, 1 Will doe 


a deepe 


ere I will be married to a ſpunge. 


— 


any thing Nerriſſ« 
Ner, Yeouncede not feare Lady the hauing any of | 


theſe Lords, they haue acquainted me with their deter- 
minations, which is indeede eo returneto their home; 
and to trouble you with no more ſuite, vnlefſe you may 
be won by ſome other fort then your Fathers impofici- 
on,depending on the Caskets. 

Poy. IfT live to be as olde as 'Sibifa, I will dye as 
chafte as Diana: valefſe I be obtained by the manner 
of my Fathers will : Iam glad this parcell of wooers 
are ſo reaſonable, for there is not one among them bur 
I doate on his yeric abſence : and I wiſh them a faire de. 
parture, 

Ner. Doe you not remember Ladie in your Fax 
thers time, a Yenecian, aScholler and a Souldior that 
came hither in companie of the Marqueſſe of CMownt- 
ferrat ? | 

= Yes, yes,it was Zaſſanto, as I thinke, ſo was hee 
call'd. 

Ner. True Madam, hee of all the mer: that ever my 
_ eyes look'd vpon, was the beft deſerving a faire 
Lady. 

Por. I remember him well,and I remember him wor- 
thy of thy praiſe. 


Enter 4 Seruingman, 


Ser. The foure Strangers ſeeke you Madam to take 
their leaue : and there is a fore-runner come from a fife, 
the Prince of Aforoco, who brings word the Prince his | 
Maifter will be here to night. | 

Por, It I covld bid the fift welcome with fo good 
hearc as I can bid the other foure farewell, 1 ſhould be 
glad of his approach : if he haue the condition of a Saint, 
and the complexion of a dinell, [ had rather hee ſhould 
ſhrive me then wiue me, Come Nerriſa,firra go before; 
whiles wee ſhut the gate vpon one wooer, another 
knocks at the doore. Exenxt. 


Enter B aſſanio with Shylocke the Iew. 


Shy. Three thouſand ducates,well, 

Paſſ, 1liir,tor thiee months. 

Shy. For three months, well. 

Baſſ. For the which, as 1 told you, 
Axthonio (ſhall be ound, 

Shy. Anthenio ſhall become bound, well, 

Baſſ. May you ſted me? Will you pleaſure me? 
Shall | know your anſwere, 

Shy. Three thouſand ducats for three months, 
and Amthonio bound. 

Baſſ. Your anſwere to that. 

Shy. Authonio is a good man. 

Bafſ. Haue you heard any imputation to the con. 
rrary. Pp 

Shy. Hono,no,no,no : my meaning in ſaying he is 2 
good man, is to haue you vnderftand methat he is ſuf 
ent, yet nis meanes are in ſuppoſition: he hathan Argo- 
fie bound to Tripolis, another tothe Indies, I vnder- 
ſtand moreouer vpon theRyalta, be hath a third at Mexie 
co,a fourth for England, and other ventures hee hath 
ſ{quandred abroad, but ſhips are but boords,Saylery but 
men, there be land rats, and water rats, water theeues, 
and land theeues, I meane Pyrats, and then there is the 
perrill of waters,windes,and rocks : the man is notwith» 
ſanding ſufficient, three rhouſand ducats, I thinke I may 


| takehis bond. 


Baſ. Be aſſured you may. 
| Jew, 1 


_—— 
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few, Iviillbe aflured | may : and that I may be afſu- 
red, I will bethiuke .mee, may I ſpeake with Antbo- 


no 7 


Baſſ. If it pleaſe you to dine with vs. 

lew. Yes, to ſmell porke, to cate of the habitation 
which your Prophet the Nazarite coniured the diuell 
into : I will buy with you, {ell with you, talke with 
you, walke with you, and ſo following : bur I will 
not cate with you,drinke with you, nor pray with you, 
What newes on the Ryalta, who is he comes here ? 


Enter Anthonro. 


Baſſ. This 1s ſignior Anthonio. 

lew. How likea fawning publican he lookes. 
I hate him for he 1s a Chriſtian : 
But moce,for that in low limplicitie 
He lends out money gratis,and brings downe 
The rate of viance here with vs in Vere, 
If I can catch him once vpon the hip, 
I will feede farthe aucient grudge I bearehirn, 
' He hates our {acred Nation, and hersiles 
Euen there where Merchants moſt'doe congregate 
On me, my bargaines, and my well-worne thritt, 
Which he cals interreft : Curicd be my Trybe 
IfI forgiue him. 

Baſſ. Shylock, doe you heare, 

Shy. Iam debating of my preſent tore, 
And by the neere geſle of my memorie 
I cannot inſtantly raiſe vp the groſſe 
Offull three thouſand ducars : what of chat? 
Twballa wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe 
Will furniſh me;but ſoft, how many months 
Doe you deſire ? Reſt you faire good h1gnior, 
Your Worſhip was the {a(t man 1n our mouthes., 

Ant, Shylocke , albeit [ ncither lend nor borrow 

By taking,nor by giuing of exceſle, 
Yerto {upply the ripe wants of my friend, 
[le breake a cuſtome: is he yet poſſe 

How much he would ? 

Shy. 1,I,threc thouland ducats 

Ant. And for three months, 

Shy. 1 had forgot,three months, you toid melo. 
Well then, your bond : and let me {ce,but heare you, 
Me thoughts you laid,you neither lend rior borrow 
Vpon aduantage, 
| Am, Idoencuervſcit, 

Shy. When [acob graz'd his Vncle Laban; ſheepe, 
This Jacob from o'r holy Abram was 
(As his wiſe mother wrought in his behalfe) 

The third poſſeſler; T,he was the third. 

Ant. And what of him.,did he take interreRt ? 

Shy. No,not take intereſt,nort as you would ſay 
DireQly intereſt, marke what /acob cid, 

When Labas and himſelfe were compremyz'd 
That all the canelings which were ftreakt and pied 
Shoukd fall as {acebs hier, the Ewes being rancke, 
[n end of Autumne turned tothe Rammes, 

And when the worke of generation was 
Betweene theſe woolly breeders in the aft, 

The skiltull ſhepheard pil'd me certaine wands, 
And in the dooing of the deede of kinde, 

He ſtucke them yp before the fulſome Ewes, 


| \Who then conceauing,did in caning time 


Fall party-colour'd lambs, and thoſe were [acob-. 


This was a way to thriue, and he was bleft : 


* - | : 


And thrift is bleſſing if men fteale ir not. 
Ant. This was a venture hr that Jacob ſern'd for, 
A thing not in his power to bring to paſſe, 
Burt ſw ay'd and faſhion'd by the hang of heauen, 
W as this inſerted to make ingerreſt good? 
Or is your gold and filuer Ewes and Rams 2 
Shy. I cannot tell, I make it breede as faft, 
Bot note me fignior. 
Ant. Marke you this Bafſanis, 
The diuell can cite Scripture for his purpoſe, 
An euill ſoule producing holy witnefſe, 
Is like a villaine with a ſmiling checke, 
A goodly applerotten at the hearr. 
O what a goodly ourfide fallchood hath. 
Shy. Three thouſand ducats,'tis a good round ſum. 
Three months from twelue, then let me ſee the rare. 
Ant. Well Shylocke,ſhall we be beholding to you ? 
Shy. Signior Anthenio,many a time and otr 
In the Ryalto you haue rated me 
About my monies and my vfances : 
Still haue I borne it with a patient ſhrug, 
(For ſuffrance is the badge of all our Tribe.) 
You call me misbeleeuer, cut-throate dog, 
And ſpet ypon my Iewiſh gaberdine, 
And all tor yſc of thac which is mine owne. 
Well then, it now appeares you neede my helpe: 
Coe tothen, you come to me, and you ſay, 
Shylocke,we would haue moneyes, you ſay ſo: 
You that did voide your rume vpon my beard, 
And foote me as you ſpurne a ſtranger cure 
Ouer your threſhold,moneyes is your ſuite, 
What ſhould 1 ſay to you? Should 1 not ſay, 
Hath a dog money ? Is it poſſible 
A curre ſhould lend three thouſand ducats? or 
Shall I bend low,and 1n a bond-mans key 
With bated breath,and whiſpring humbleneſſe, 
Say this : Faire fir, you ſpet on me on Wedneſday laſt; 
You ſpurn'd me ſuch a day; another time 
You cald me dog : and for theſe curtefies 
Ile lend you thus much moneyes. 
Ant. Tamas liketo call thee ſo againeg 
To pet on thee againegto ſpurnc thee roo, 
If thou wilt led this money,lend it not 
As to thy friends,for when did friendſhip take 
A breede of barraine mercall of his friend? 
Bur lend it rather xo thine enemie, 
Who if he breake,thou maiſt with better face 
Exact the penalties, 
Shy. Why looke you how you ſtorme, 
I would be friends with you, and haue your loue, 
Forget the ſhames that you haue ſtaind me with, 
Supplie your preſent wants,and take no doite 
Of viance fer my moneyes,and youle not heare me, 
This is kinde I offer, 
Baſſ. This were kindneſſe, 
Shy. This kindoefle will I ſhowe, 
Goe with me to a Notarie,ſeale me there 
Your fngle bond, and in a merrie ſport. 
If you repaie me not on ſuch a day, 
In ſuch a place, ſuch ſum or ſums as are 
Expreſt in the condition, letthe forfeite 
Be nominated for an equall pdund 
Of your faire fleſh,to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your bodic ir pleaſerh me, 
Ant. Content infaith,lle ſeale to ſuch a bond, 
And ſay there is much kindnefſe inthe Iew. 
| Baſſ. You 


—_—_ 
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Yen we cv not qi pr FI TR 
Within cheſer two months,that's a month before 
This bond expizes,] doe zeturoe 
Of thrice three times the valew of this bond. 

Shy. © facber Abrawy what | theſe Chriftigngare, 
Whoſe owne hard, $caches then ſuipeR& 
Ya thoughts of thers : Praie yay rell mexbis, 

ſhquld breake his daie,whas ſhauld I gaine 
Bythe exaQtion of the forfeiture ? 

A pound of mans fleſh taken fromg man, | 
Is not ſo cftimable,profumableneicher hal) 5 
As fleſh of Mutrons, Becetes,or Goates, ] ſay - 

To buy his fauvowghevtend this friendſhip, 

Ifhe willcake.u fo:it not adiew,, a" 

And for my loue 1 prait you wrong me not. 

Am. Yes $hyocks, will ſeale-voto this boyd, 

| Shy, Then meete me forthwith at the Notaricy, 
Giae hi direRiou for this merrie bond, 

And1 will goe and purſe tbe qucats roite., 
Sce tomy bouſle left in the fearefull gard 
Ofan vnthriftie knave ; and preſentlie 


Le be with you. Exit. 
Am, Hie thee gentle Jew. This Hebrew will turne 
Chriſtian, be growes kinde, 


Baſ. like not faire teames, and avillaines minde, 
eAnt. Come on,inthis there can be no diſmaie, 
My Shippes come hame a month before the daie. 
Exennt. 


—_—— 
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Enter Morochus a tawnie Moore at. ” or Fe ard thre or 
foure followers accordingly, with Portia, 
Nerrifſa, and therr trame. 
Flo, Cornets, 


Mor. Miſlikemenot for my camplexion, 
The ſhadowed liuerie of the burniſhe ſunne, 
To whom Lam a neighbour,aud -neere bred, 
Bring me the faireſt creature North-ward borne, 
Where Phebns fire [carcerhawes the ylicles, 
And let vs makeinciſion foryour loue, 
Toproue whoſe blood iy reddeft,his or mine. 
I tell thee Ladie this aſpet of mine 
Hath feard the valiant,(by my love I ſweare) 
The beſt regarded Virgins of our Clyme 
Hauc lou'dit to.: | would not change this hue, 
Except to ficale your thoughts my gentle Queene. 
Por. Intearmes of choiſe I am not ſolic led 
| By nice diretion of amaidenseies ; 
' Beſides, the loctric of my deſtenie 
Bars me the right of voluntariechookng: 
But if my Father had not ſranted me, 
And hedg'd me by his wit to yeelde my ſclfe 
His wife, who wins me by that meanes I told 
Your ſelfe (renowned Prince) than ſtood our va 
As any commer I -haue REIIgS 
For my affeQion, | 
Mer, Even forthact pM 
Therefore I pray you leade Cab 


Torrie my fortune : By this Symtase; - --- 


Y 


| Ooetow the So Tagen ie, anda Perkian Prince 

| That wen three of Sulran Solyman, - | 
I would ore-ftare the ſterneſt ics thatlogke : | 
Qut-braue the, heart moſt daring 0n the earth : 
Plucke the yoog ſucking Cub the ſhe ___ 

| Yea,mocke the Lion when he rores for pray 

| To win the Ladic: Buralayhe while 

; 16, Herewles and Lychas plaie at dice _ 

| Which is the better man,the greater r throw. 

| May curne by fortune from the weaker hand: 


; Sois Alcides beaten by his WS 
; Andſo may 1,blinde Fl une leading me 


Miſſe that which one vaworthier may attaine, 

| And die with grieving, 

| Port. Youmulttake your chance, " 
Aad either not attemptio chooſe at all, -  _ 

Or {weare before you choolezif you chooſe _=_ 
Neuec to ſpeake to Ladic afterward F 

| la way of matriage,therefore be aduis'd. | 
| | for. Nor willnot, come bring me vnto-my chance. 
| Por, Firſt forward to the rea ple, after dinner 11h 

| Your bazard ſhall be made. | 

| Ador. Good fortunethen, Comme, 
Tomake me bleſt or curſed' Ros by AR 


Emter the Clanne alone, 


(la, Certainely, my conſcience will fuue wwe t0.3un 
from this Iew my Maitter: the fiend is atmyneglibow, 
and rempts me,ſaying rom2, /obbe,Lanncelet d 
| Lawncelet, origogd Jobbe, or good Lawnrlet labbe, vic 
your legs, take the ftart, rutvawaie : my\contcience ſaies 
no; take heede honeſt Laneceler, take heed hoteſt obbe, 
or asatore-taid honeſ} Lawnceltt lobbe, doe not runoe, 
{corne runaing with thy heeles 3 well, the moſt coragi- 
ous fiend bids me packe, fia ſaies the fiend, away taies 
the fiend, forthe heauens roule vp a braue minde ſaies 
| the fiend, and run; well, my contcience hanging about 

thenecke of mythearc, ſaies veric wiſely tro. me; my ho- 
neſt friend Lawnceler, being an honeſt mans ſoone, or ra- 
ther an honeſt womans ſonne, for indeede my Father did 
ſomething imack. ſomething grow too;he hada kinde of 
talte; wel, my conlcience ſaies Canceler bouge not, bouge | 
faies the fiend, bouge not ſaies myconſcience, conſcience 
ſay | you counſaile well, fiend fay I you counfaile well, | 
to be rul'd by my conſcience I ſhould Ray with the {ew 
wy Maifter, (who God bleſſe the marke)1s2 kinde of dis | 
vell; andro run away from the /ew I ſhould be ruledby | 
| the fiend, who ſaving your reverence is the. divell\him- * 
| ſelfe: certainelythe /ew is the verie divell incarnation, 
| and4n my conſcience, my conſcience is a kinde of bard 
conſciencegto. offer tocounſaile me to ſtay withthe /ew; 
| the fiend gjues the more friendly counſaile : I willrunne 
fend, my beeles are at your commandement, I will 
runne. 


———— 


Entey o/d Gobbo with a Baſket. | 

Gob. Maiſter yong-man, you I praie yow,which is the 
waie to Maifter Jewes ? 

| Lan. O heavens, this is my true begotten Farher,who 
being more then (and-blinde,bigh grauel blinde, knows 
me not, I will zrie confuftons with him. 

Gob, Maiſter yong Gentleman, I praie you which i* 
the waie to Maifter /ewes. 

Law, Furne ypon your right hand at the next tur. 


_ —— 
—— 


ni 
—_— — 1 
- _ 4 


- 


'$ 


: : 
'F? 
| 
i \ 
'* 
j 7: 
[4 » 
7 , 
1 | : 
1 j \ 
yy a 
bh ? 
' - o 
, 
- 


<< 
_ $———_ —— + J 
Ce er er Ez _- - 


— 


A ——_—_ 


—_ 


rms u——_—_— 


| 


——_—. 


—_w_— 


_—_— 


168 


— 


" Thee Merchant of Venice 


— 
. 


| 


ning, bur at thenext turning of all on your left , EET 


at the yerienextturning,rturne of ho hand, but turn down 
indirealic crorthe Jewes houſe. (1 ds 
Gob. Be Gods ſonties*twill be a hard waie tohit,caty 
you tell me whether one Gamnceler that dwels with him, 
dycll with him orno, 'f 

Lawn, Talke youof yong Maſter Lawicelet, marke 
me now, now will | caiſe the waters; talke you of yohg 
Maiſter Lawnoeter? | 

Gob. No Maiſter fr, but apoore mans ſonne, his Fa- 
ther though I fay*t is an honeſt exceeding poore man, 
and God be thanked well co live. | 

Lan. Well,let his Father be what a will, wee talke of 
yong Maiſter Lawnceler. 

Gob., Your worſhips friend and Lawneelet. 

Laus.But I praie youergo od man;erys I beſeech you, 
ralke you of yong Maiſter Lawncelet. 

Gob. Ot Lawncelet,ant pleaſe your maiſterſhip. 

Lax.£rgs Maitter Laycelet talkenot ot maiſter Lavce- 
letFather,torthe yong gentleman according to fates 2nd 
| deſtinics,and fuck odde ſayings,the (ifters three, & ſuch 
branches of learau'g, is indeede deceafe?, or as you 
would ſay in plaine tearmes,gone to heoven, 

Gob. Marrie Godforbid, the boy was the verie ſtafte 
of my age,my verie prop. 

Las. Dol look like acudgell or a houe!l-poſt,a ſtaffe 
or a prop: doe you know me Father, | 

Gob. Alacke the day, 1 know you not yong Gentle- 
man,bur | praie you ell me,is my boy Godreſt his foule 
aliueor dead. 

; Lan, Doe younot knowme Father, 

Gob. Alacke fir l am fand blinde,] know you nor, 

| Lax. Nay,indeedeit you had your eics you might 
faile of the knowing met iris a wile Father that knowes 
his owne childe, Well,oid man, will tell you newes of 
your ſon,giueme your bleſſing,cruth will come tolight, 
murder cannot be hid long,a mans fonne may, Hut in che 
end truth will out. 

Gob. Praicyou hi ſtand vp, I aim ſure you are not 
Laxcelet my boy. 

Las. Praic you let's haue no more fooling about 
it, dut giue mec your blcthng : I am Lanceler your 
boy that was, your tonne that is, youtchilde chat 
ſhall be, 


Gob. I cannot thinke you are my ſonne, 


is my mother. 

Geb. Hername is Margerie indeede, le be tworne if 
thou be Laxecler, thou art mine owne fleth and blood : 
Lord worſhipt might he be, what a'beard haſt chou got; 
rhou haſt got more haire on thy chin, then Dobbin my 

hilhorſe has og his raile. 
Lan. It ſhould ſeeme then that Dobbins taile 
growes backeward. I am ſure he had more haire of his 
tailechen I haue of my face when I loft ſaw him. 

Gob, Lord how art thou chang'd : how-dooft thou 
and thy Maſter agree, | haue brought him a preſenc;how 

ree you now 2 & 

La, Wecll,well,but for mine owne part, as T haue ſer 
vp my reſt corunawaie, ſo | will not reſt till I have #un 


{ ſome gromd'; my Maiftcr's a verie /ew, giuehim'a pre- 


ſent, giue him a halter, I am famiſht in his ſeruice; You 


| may tell euerie finger] haue with my ribs : Father Tam 


glad you arc come, giue me your preſent. to one Maiſter 
Baſſanio,who indeede giues rare new Liuories, if Iſetue 


oY 
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Lan, I know not what | ſhall thinke of that: but Iam | 
Lancelet the Tewes man,and I ama ſure Margerie your wite | 


not him, wiltrun 2s far as'God has anie pr . Orare 

fortune,here comes the man, to him Farher, forIama| 

lew if | ſerve the /ew aniclonger, " 1 
Enter Baſſawio with 4 follower or two, 


7 1 
Baſſ. You may doeTo; ' bit let ir be'fo haſted that 
ſupper be readie ar the fartheſt by five of the clocke: 


ſee theſe Letters delivere#,” pur the Liveties to mak- | | 
' ing, and defire Gratiano to come anoneto my lodg- 
\ 


ing. 
Lan. Tohim Father, 
Gob, God bleſſe your worſhip. 


Baſſ. Gramercie,would'ft thou ought with me. & 


Gob. Here's my ſonne fir,a poore boy, | 


Lan. Not a poore boy fir, bur the rich Tewes man that ' 


would fir as my Father ſhall ſpecifie. 
Gob. Hehath a grear infeQion fir, as ohe would ſay 
toſerue, | 


Lan. Indeede the ſhort and the long is, I ſeruethe 


lew,and haue a deſife as my Fathet ſhall ſpecifie. 


Gob, His Maifter and he(ſauing your worſhips reue- | 


rence) are {carce caterconns, 

Lan. To be briefe, the veric truth is, that the ew 
having done me wrong, doth caufe me as my Father be- 
ing I hope an old man fall frutifieynto you. 

Gob. Þ have here a diſh of Doues that I would beſtow 
vpon your worſhip,and my ſuite is. 

Lan. Invetie briefe, the ſuiteis impertinent to my 
ſelfe,as your worſhip ſhall know bythis honeſt old man, 
and though I ſay it, though old man,yer poore man my 
Father. 

Baſſ. One ſpeaky for bath, what would you ? 

Lan, Seruec you (ir, S."7'0 

Gob. That is the verie defe& of the matter ſir. 

Baſſ. Iknow thee well,thou haſt obrain'd thy ſuite, 
Shylecke thy Maifter ſpoke with me this daie, 


o 
a 


And hah prefer'd thee,if it be preferment | 


Toleaue a rich ewes leruice,ro become 
The follower of ſopoore a Gentleman, 

Clo. The old prouerbe 1s verie well parted betweene 
my. Maifter Shylocke and you fir, you haue the grace of 
God (ir,and he hath enough. 


Baſſ. Thou fpeak'ſt it well; go Father with thy Son, | 


Take leaue of thy old Maiſter,and enquire 
My lodging out, giue hima Liuerie 


More garded then his fellowes : ſee it done. | | 


Clo, Fatherin;I cannot get a ſeruice,no, F haue nere 
atonguein my head, well : if anie man in /ralie haue a 
fairer table which doth offer to ſweare vpon a booke, 1 
ſhall have good fortunez goe too, here's a ſimple line 
of life, here's a ſmall crifle of wiues, alas,fifteene wiues 
is nothing, aleuen widdowes and nine maides is a fim- 
ple comming in for one man, and then to ſcape drow- 
ning thrice, and to be inperill of my life with the edge 
of a featherbed, here are ſimple : well, if Fortune 
be a woman, ſhe's a good wench for this gere: Father 
come,lle take my leaue ofthe /aw inthe ewinkling, 

Exit Clowve, 

Baſ]. I praie thee good Leonardo thinke on this, 

Theſe things being bought and orderly beſtowed 

Rerurne in haſte, for I doe feaſt to night 

My beſt eſteemd acquaintance, hie thee goe. | 
Leon, My beſt engeuors ſhall be done herein. Ex##. Le. 

Enter Gratiane, 2 

Gra, Where's your Maiſter. 


—_—. 
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Leon. Yonder | 


— 
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| Leon. Yonder fir he walkes. | Sel. 'Tis vile rnlofleic may be quaintly ordered, 
b $= Signior Baſſanio, | And better in my minde not vndertooke. | 
Raſ. Gratiano, Ler. Tis now bur foure of clock, we haue two houres | 
Gra. I have a ſute to you. To furniſh vs; friend Lexceler what's the newes, 
Baſ. You have obcain'd ir. Enter Laxcelet with a Lettor. 
Gra. You muſt natdenie me, muſt goe with you to Las. And it (ball pleaſe youro break® vp Chis, ſhall ir | 
Belmont. | ſeeme to hignifie. X 
| Baſſ. Why then you muſt: but heare thee Gratiano, Lor, Iknow the band,in faith 'cis a faire hand 
Thou art to wilde,to rude, and bold of voyce, And whiter then the paper it writ on, 
Paxts that beceme thee happily — I the taire hand that wrir; 
And in ſuch eyes as ours appearenot taulrs; Gra, Loue newes in faith; | 
But where they are not knowne, why there they ſhow Lan, By your leaue fir. 
Semething too liberall, pray thee take paine Lor. Whuther goeſtthou? | 
To allay with ſome cold drops of modeſtie Las. Marty firco bid my old Maſter the ew to ſup 
Thy skipping ſpirit, leaſt chrough thy wilde behauiour to night with my new Maſter the Chriſtian; 
| bemilconſterdin the place | goe to, Lor, Hold here,take this,rell gentle lefſica | 
And looſe my hopes. . I will not taile her,[peake jt privately ; 
Gra. Signor Baſſanio,heare me, Go Gentlemen, will you prepare you for this Maske to 
IfI doe not pur on a ſober habire, night, 
Talke with reſpe&t,and ſweare but now and than, I am prouided of a Torch-bearer. Exit.Clowne, 
Weare prayer bookes in my pocket, looke demurely, Sal. 1 marry,ile be gone abour it trait. 
Nay more,while grace is ſaying hood mine eyes Sol, And fo will I. ; 
Thus with my hat, and ſigh and ſay Amen: Lor. Meeteine and Gratiane at Gratianss lodging | 
Vſe all the obſeruance of civillirie Some houre hence. 
Like one well Rtudied in a (ad oftent Sal. 'Tis good wedo fo, . Ex, 
Topleaſe his Grandam,neuer truſt me more. Gra. Was notthut Lecter from faire Jeſſica? 
Baſ. Well,we ſhall ſee your —_— Lor. I muſt needes tell thee all,ſhe hath direQed 
Gra, Nay bur I barreto night, you ſhall not gage me | Howl] (hall cake her from her Fathers houſe, 
By what we doe to night, Whar gold and iewels he is furniſh with, 
Baſ. No that were pirtic, VV hat Pages ſuite ſhe hath in readineſſe: 
I would intreate you rather to put on If ece the /ew ber Father come to heauen, | 
Your boldeſt ſuite of mirth, for we have friends it will be for his gentle daughters ſake; 
That purpoſe merriment: bur far you well, And never dare misfortune crofle her foote; 
I haue ſome bulinefle. Valeſſe ſhe doe it vnder this excuſe, 
Gra. And L muſt to Lorenſo and the reſt, That ſhe is ifſue to a faithleſle /ow ; 
Burt we will viſite you at ſupper time, Exeunt, | Come goe with me,pervſe this as thou goeſt, | 
Faire leſſica ſhall be my Torch-bearer. Ext. 
Enter Ieſſica and the { lowne. 
Emer Tewyand his man that was the Clowne, 
leſ. 1 am ſorry thou wilt leaue my Father ſo, 
Our houſe is hell,and thou a merrie diuell | lew, Well,thou ſhall ſee,thy eyes ſhall be thy ludge, 
Did'ſ rob it of ſome taſte of tedioulneſle; | The difference of old Shylocke and Baſſanio ; 
Bur far thee well,there is a ducat for thee, | Vihar /eſſi-e, thou ſhale not gurmandize 
And Lancelet, ſoone at ſupper ſhalt thou ſee As thou laſt done with me : whor Jeſſica ? 
 Lorenzo,who is thy new Maiſters gueſt, And fleepe,and ſnore,and rend apparrell our. 
Giue him this Letter,doe it ſecretly, Why I:ſſics 1 ſay. 
And ſo farwell : i would not haue my Father Goo Why Jeſſica. 
See me talke with thee. ; Sby, Who bids thee call? I donot bid thee call. 
Clo. Adue,teares exhibit my tongue,moſt beaurifull Cls. Your worſhip was wont to tell me 
Pagan, moſt ſweete Iew,if a Chriſtian doe not play the | I could doenothing without bidding, 
knave and get thee, l am much deceiued; bur adue,theſe | Enter leſſica. 
| fooliſh drops doe ſomewhat drowne my manly ſpirit; Tef. Call you? what is your will? 
adue. Exit. Shy. 1 am bid forth to ſupper leſſics, 
leſ. Farewell good Lancelet. There are my Keyes: but ka ſhouldI go? 
Alacke,what hainous finneis it in me I amnot bid for loue,they flattrr me, 
To be aſhamed to be my Fathers childe, But yetIle goe in hare,to feede y 
But though I am a daughter ro his blood, _ The prodigall Chriſtian, eſſica my girle, 
I am not to his manners : O Lorenz, Looke to my houſe, I am right loath to goe, 
If thou keepe promile I ſhall end chis rife, — - Thereis ſome ill a bruing towards my reſt, 
Becomea Chriſtian, and thy loving wife. ' - Exit, | For I diddreame of money bags to night. 
TY Clo, I beſcech you fir goe,my yong Maſter 
Emter Gratiano, Lorewz.o,Slarino and Salavis. Doth expe your 
Lear. Nay ,we will linke away in {upper time, | Shy. SodoeIhis, © 2 
Diſguiſe vs army lodging, and retutne all in av houre. Cle. And they haue conſpired together, T will not = 
Gra, We haue not made goed preparation,  - you ſhall ſee a Maske, bur if you doe, then it was notfor . 
Sal, We hauenor ſpoke vs yerof Torch-bearers, | nothingther ary ole fol E's - | | ] 
@ wh E FIT WERE + laſt, | 
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laſt,at ſix a clocke ith morning, falling out tha yeere on 
aſhwenſday was foure yeere in th'afternoone. 

Shy. What are their makes ? heare you me Jeſſica, 
Lock vp my doores,and when you heare the drum 
And the vile ſquealing ot the wry-neckt Fife, 
afnber not you yp to the caſements then, 
or thruſt your head into the publique ftreete 
To gaze on Chriſtian tooles with yarniſht faces : 
But ttop my houſes eares, I meane my caſements, 
Let not the ſound of ſhallow fopperie enter 
My ſober houic. By /acobs ſtafte I (weare, 
I haue no minde of tealting forth to night: 
Burt I will goe : goe you before me lira, 
Say I will come. 
Clo, 1 will goc before fir. 
Miſtris looke out at window for all this 
' There will come a Chriſtian by, 
Will be worth a lewes eye, 
Shy. What ſaics that foole of Hagars off-ipting ? 
ha. S 
ef. His words were farewell miſtris,nothiog elle. 
Shy. Thepatch is kinde enough, but a huge teeder : 
Snaile-ſlow in profir,bur he ſleepes by day 
More then the wilde-cat: drones hive not with me, 
Therefore I part with him,and part with hin 
To one that I would haue him helpe to walte 
His borrowed purſe. Well Jeſſica goe in, 
Perhaps I will returne immecaately ; 
Doe as I bid you, ſhut dores after you, faſt binde, faſt 
finde, - 


A prouerbe neuer ſtale in thriftie minde, Exit, 
ef; Farewceli,and it my tortune be not croſt, 
I hauea Father,you a daughter loll, Exit, 


Enter the Makers, Gratiano and Salmo. 


Gra. This is the penthouſe vnder which Lorenzo 
Deſired vs to make a ſtand. 

Sal. His hourec is almolt paſt, 

Gra, Andit is meruaile he out-dwels his hovure, 
For louers ener run betore the clocke. 

Sal. Oren times taſter Venus Pidgions flye 
To ſteale loues bonds new made,then they are wont 
To keepe obliged faith ynforfaitcd. 

Gra. That cuer holds, who riſeth from a feaſt 
Wirh that keenc appetite that he fits downe ? 
Where is the horſe that doth vntread againe 
His tedjous meaſures with the vnbared fire, 

That he did pace them firſt; all things that are, 
Are with more ſpirit chaſed then enioy'e, _ 

How like a yonger or a prodigall 

The skarfed barke purs from her natiue bay, 
Hudg'd and embraced by the (trumpet winde : 

| How like aprodigall coth ſhe returne 

\WVith ouer-wither'd ribs andragged failes, 
Leane,rent,and begger'd by the ſtrumper winde ? 


| 


Enter Lorenzo. 


Saline, Heere comes Lorenzo, more of this here» 
after, 

| Lor, Sweete friends, your patience for my lopg oh 
bode, \ "#O 

Not LOpy affaires haug made you wait : | 

When you ſhall pleaſe tg play the cheeues for wives | 

Ie watch as long for you then: approach. | 


, 


——— 
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— 
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Our masking mates by this time for vs tay, 


ee 


CE — —————— 
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Here dwels my father Iew. Hoa,who's within 
leſſica aboxe, 


leſſ. Who are you?rell mefor more certainty, 
Albcit Ile ſweare that I do know your tongue. 

Lor. Lorenzs,and thy Loue. 

leſ. Lorenzs certaine,and my louc indeed, 
For who loue I ſo much? and now who knowes 
But you Lorenzo,whether I am yours ? 


Lor, Heaven and thy thoughts are witneſs that thou 


art. 

leſ. Heere,catch this casket,it is worth the paines, 

I am glad 'tis night,you do not looke on me, 

For I am much aſham'd of my exchange: 

Bur loue is blinde, and lovers cannot ſee 

The pretty follies that themſelues commit, 

For if they could, Cupid himſclfe would bluſh 

To ſee me thus transformed to a boy. 
Lor. Deſcend,for you muſt be my torch-bearer. 
leſ. What, mutt 1 hold a Caodle ro my ſhames ? 

They in themlelues goodſooth are too too light, 

\Why, 'tis an office of diſcovery Loue, 

And ] ſhould be obſcur'd. 
Lor. So you are ſweet, 

Euen in the louely garniſh of a boy:but come at once, 

For the cloſe night doth play the cun-away, 

And we are ſtaid for at Baſſanis's feaſt, 
leſ. 1 will wake faſt the doores and guild my felfe 

With ſome more ducats,2nd be with you ſtraight. 
Gra, Now by my hood, a gentle,and no lew. 
Lor. Beſhrew me bur I love her heartily, 

For ſhe is wile, if I can iudge of her, 

And faire ſhe is, if that mine eyes be true, 

And true ſhe is,as ſhe hath prou'd her ſelfe : 

And therefore like her ſelfe,wiſe,faire,and true, 

Shall ſhe be placed in my conſtant ſoule. 


Enter leſſica. 
What, art thou come ? on genclemen, away, 


Enter Antbomo, 


Ant, Who's there ? 

Gra. Signior Antbonio ? 

eAnt, Fie,fie,Gratians, where are all thereft? 
Tis nine a clocke, our friends all tay for you, 
No maske to night,the winde is come about, 
Baſſanio preſently will goc aboord, 
I haue ſent twenty our co ſeeke for you. 

Gra. lam glad on't, I defire no more delight 
Then to be vnder ſaile,and gone to night. 


Enter Portia with Morroche and both their traines, 


Por. Goe,draw afide the curtaines, and diſcover © + 
| Theſeuerall Caskets tothisnoblePrince: | 


Now wake your choyſe. 

. Mor. The firſt of gold,who this inſcription beares, 
Who chooſeth me, ſhall gaine what men defire, 

The ſecond filuer, which this promiſe carries, + 
Who cbeoſeth me,ſhall ger as much as be deſerues. 
This third,dull lead, with warning all as blunr, 

Who chooſeth me,muft give and hazardall be hath, 
Hew ſhall knowif I doe chooſe cheright? 


hen, Adi. a 


— A 
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Exit. 


Erewnt, 


Por, The | 


| 
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How ſball [ know ifIdoe chooſe the righr.”' 
Por, The one of themcomainesmypiRre Prince, 
If you chooſe that,thenÞ am yours withalt: 
Mor. Some God durecdmy indgement,let me ſce, 
I will ſuruay the inſcriptions; backe againe: 
What ſaies this leaden casker* » Pata & 
Who chooſerth me, mufigiveand hazardcall he hath, 
Muſt giue,for what ? for lead; hazard forlead ? 
This casket threatens meathat hazard al}- © 
Doe itin hope of faire aduantages : 
A golden minde ſtoopes norxo ſhowesof drofle, 
Ne then nor giue nor hazard ought for lead. 
What ſaies the Situer with her virgin hue? ** 
Who chooſeth me, ſhall get as mith as he deſerues. 
As much as he deſerues; pauſe there MHorechs, 
And weigh thy value with aneuen hand, 
If thou beeftrared by thy eſtimation 
Thou doofſt deſerue enough,and yer enough 
May not extend fo farre as to the Ladie : 
And yetto be ateard of my deſeruing, 
Were but a weake diſabling of my lelfe, 
As much as [ deferue, why that's the Lady, 
I doe in birth deſeruc her, and in fortunes, 
In graces,and in qualities of breeding : 
But more then theſe,in loue I doe deſerue, 
Whart if I ftirai'd no farther, but choſe here ? 
Let's ſee once more this ſaying grau'd in gold. 


Why that's the Lady, all the world defires her : 
From the foure corners of the earth they come 
To kifle this ſhrine,this morrall breathing Saint. 
The Hircanion deſerts, and the vafte wildes 
Of wide Arabia are as throughfares now 
For Princes to come view faire Portis. 
The waterie Kingdome, whoſe ambitious head 
Spers in the face of heauen, is no barre 
To top the forraine ſpirits, but they come 
As ore a brooke to ſee faire Perria. 
One of theſe three containcs her heauenly piQure, 
Is't like that Lead containes her?'ewere damnation 
Tothinke ſo baſe a thoughr,ir were coo groſe 
To rib her {earecloath in the obſcure graue : 
Or ſhall I rhinke in Silver ſhe's immur'd 
Being ten times vndervalued to tride gold ; 
O fGnfull thought, neverſo richa Tem 
Was ſet in worſe then gold ! They haue in England 
A coyne that beares the figure of an Angell 
Stamprt in gold, but that's inſculpt vpon : 
But here a! Angell in a golden bed 
Lies all within, Deliuer me the key : 
Here doe 1 chooſe,and thriue I as I may. 

Poy. Theretake it Prince, andif my forme lye there 
Then 1am yours.: 

Mor, O hell what baue we here,a cairion death, 
Wirhin whole emptie eye there is a written ſcroule ; 
Ile reade the writing. 


All that glifters it not gold, 

Often hane you heard thaveold ; 
Many a man hu life hath ſold 

But my outſide to behold; 

Guilded timber doe wormes infold: 
Had you beene as wiſe as bold, 
Yong in limbs, in indgement old, 
Towr 4nſwere had wot beene inſerold, 
Fareyonwell, your ſuite is cold, 


Who chooſeth me ſhall gaine what many men defire: 


- — 


— 


—— — - 
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Mor. Cold mndeede,and labour loft, 
Then farewell heate, and welcome froſt : 
Portia adew, I haue too grieu'd a heart | 
To take a tedious leaue : thus looſers part: 

Por, A gentle riddance ; draw the curtaines,go : 
Ler all of tus complexion chooſe me ſo. , 

Emer Salarins and Solanie, 
4 Flo.Cormets, 

Sal. Why man ſaw;Baſſanio vnder ſayle, 
With him is Gratians gone along ; 

Andi1n their ſhip I am ture Lorenzo is not, 

Sol. The villaine /ew with omtcries raild theDuke. 
Who went with him to ſearch Zaf/ario? ſhip. 

Sal. He cornes too jate, the ſhip was vnderlaile; 
Bur there the Duke was givento vnderftand 
Thar 1n a Gondilo were teene'togerhet 
Lorenzo and his amorous lefſice. * 

Belides, Anthoxio certified the Duke 
They were not with Baſſ##ie in his ſhip, 

$9l, | never heard a pathon io contuld, 
So ftrange,outragious,and to variable, 
As the dogge lew did vtter in the ſtreets; 
My daughter,O my dacars, O my davghter, 
Fled with a Chriſtian,O my Chriltian ducars ! 
Tuſtice,the law, my ducats,and my daughter ; 
A ſcaled bag,two ſealed bags of ducars, 
Of duuble ducats,ftolne from me by my daughter, 
And tewels,two ſtones,two rich and precious tiones, 
Stolne by my daughter : iuſtice, finde the girle, 
She hath the ſtones vypon ker,and the dacats, 

Sal. Why all the nook in Venice follow him, 
Crying his ſtones, his daughter,and his ducats, 

Sol. Ler good Anthonio looke he keepe his day 
Or he (hall pay for this. 

Sal. Marry well remembred, 

[ reaſon'd with a Frenchman yeſterday, 
Whotold me,in the narrow eas that part 
The French and Engliſh, there miſcaried 

A veſlell of our countrey ricbly fraught : 

I thought vpan Anthonjo when he told me, 
And wiſhtin flence that it werenot his, 

Sol, Yo were belt ro tell Anthonio what you heare, 
Yet doe not ſuddainely, for ic may grieue him. 

Sal. A kinder Gentleman treads not theearth, 

I ſaw Baſſanio and Anthoro part, 

Baſſ«nio roll him he would make ſome ſpeede 
Ot his returne : he anſwered, doe nor ſo, 
$lubber not bufinefle for my ſake Baſſanio, 
Pur ſtay the very riping of the rime, 

And for the [ewes bond which he hath of me, 
Lec ir not enter in your minde of loue : 

Be mecry,andimploy your chicfeſt thoughts 
To courtſhip, and fuch faire oftenrs of loue 
As ſhall conueniently become you there ; 
And euen there his eye being big with reares, 
'[urning his face, he put his hand behinde him, 
And with affeRion wondrous ſencible 

He wrung Baſſanios hand,and ſo they parted, 

Sol. I thinke he onely loues the world for him, 
I pray thee let vs goe and flnde him out 
And quicken his embraced heauinefſe 
With ſome delight or other. 


Sal. Doe we ſo. EF xeant, 
Enter Nerriſſs and a Serviture. 

Ner Quick,quick1 pray thee,draw the curtain ſtrait, 

P 3 The 


Exit ” 
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The Prince of Arragon hath cave his oath, 
And comes to hiis election preſently. | 


Enter Arragon, bu main, 49d — wake 
[bor. Corxets. 

Por. Behold,there ſtand the cazkers noble Prince, 
If you chooie char wherem | aptcontain'd, - + 
Straight ſhall our nupiall riglus.be ſolemniz'd : 

Bur if thou faile, without mozeſpeech my Lord, 
You muſt be gone from hence 41gmediately, 
Ar. 1 amemzoyodby oath wp obleruethree things; 
Firſt, neuet to vntold LOany OC 
Which ca5kert 'twas I cholez gext,it i faile 
' Of rhe rigar ca>ket,neuer inmy lite 
' To wooe a maide in way of marriage; 
Laſtly, if I doc faile in torgpne of my choylſe, 
Immediately to leaue y ou,and be gone, 
Por. To thele intunctions eucry one doth ſv:care 
hat comes to hazard for my worthleſleſelte. 
Ar, And to haue I addreſtme,tortune now 
To my hearts hope : gold, {iluer, and baje lcad. 
Who chooleth me muſt give and hazard all he iiath, 
You ſhall looke tairer cre 1] giue or hazard, 
Whart ſaics the golden cheſt,ha, let me fee : 
| Who chooleth me,fhall gatae what many men cletire: 

\What maiiy men defire,that many may bemeanc 
By the foole multtude that choole by thow, 

Not learning more thenthe tond eye doth teach, 
Which pries not to th*incerior, but itke the Martler 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 

Fuen in the force and rode of catualtie. 

! will not choole what many mcndetire, 

Becaulc f will aot jumpe with common ſpirits, 
And ranke ine with the barbarous multicudes. 

Why then to thee c10u Siſuer trealure houfe, 

Tell me once more, what ti:le thou doolt beare; 
Who choetc:i ime tlall get as much as he delcrucs : 
And well {21d tro0 4 for Wil {h I] poc aboucr 
To.colen Fortune,and be honourable 

Without the {Lampe of merrit, let none preſume 

To wear* an vadetecucd digiuric ; 

O that eltates, cicgrees, and } offices, 

Were not THER d corruptly,and that cleare Konour 
Were purchalt by che.meriic of che wearer ; 

How many then {hould cover that {tand bare ? 

How many be commanded that command ? 

How much low pleaſantry would then be gleaned 
Erom the true {cede of honor ? And how much henor 
Pickt from the chaſte and ruine of the times, 

To be new vainiſht : \Well,but to my choite. 
\Who chooſeth me ſhall ger as much as he deſcrues, 
1 will aſſume Ceſcrt ; giue me a key for this, 

And mſtantly vnlocke my tortunes here. 


Ar. What ; here.r] the portrait of a blinking idiot 
Prelenting me a icegule, I will reade ut ; 
How mach valike art ho tO Portia ? 
How much vnlike my hopes and my deſcruings ? 
\\'hochoolcrh me, ſhall haue as much as he deſerues. 
D:d] deicrueno more then a fooles head, 
Is that wy prize,are my delertsno becter ? 

lor. To offend and iudge ate diſtinR offices, 
And ot oppoled natures, 

Ar, What is here ? 


T he fier ſeauen tawes tried thus, 


Per.Too long 2 pauſc tor that which you finde there, 


cd <- — 
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Seanen times tried that indewent is, 

' That as 8mm; - 20 20, 

Some there be that ſhadowes kifſe, 1: 
» Such bane but a ſhadowes bliſſe > 

There he aline Ins 

Silmuer'd o re,and ſown this: 

T akgwhat wife you will to bed, 

I will-euer be your head: 

So be gone, you pes 


Ar. Still more foole1 ſhall appeare + 
| By the time 1linger here, | 
With one fooles head I came to woo, 
But I goe away with two. 
Sweet adue, Ile keepe my oath, 
Patiently to beare my wroath. 
Por, Thus hath the candle fing'dthe moath : 
O theſe deliberate fooles when they doe chooſe, 
They haue the wiſdome by their wit to looſe. 
Ner. The ancient ſaying ts no herefie, 


| Ha .nemg and wing goes by deſtinle. 


— 


Por, Come draw the curtaine N erriſa. 


Emer Meſſenger, 
Aleſ. Where is my Lady? 
Por. Here,what would iy Lord ? 
Meſ. Madam,there is a-highted at your gate 
A yorg Venetian ,one that comes before 
" agnifie, th'approaching of his Lord, 
From whom he bringeth feafible regrets; 


; To wit (beſi1des eommends and curteous breath) 


Gifts ot rich value; yet | haue nor teenc 

So likely an Embaſlador of loue. 

A day in Aprill neuer came fo ſweete 

To ſhow how coſtly Sommer was at hand, 
As this fore-{purres comes before his Lord. 

Por, No more | pray thee, Il am halte a-fcard 
Thou wilt {ay anone he is lome kinto thee, 
Thou fpend'{t fuch high-day wit in praiting him: 
Come,come Nerryſſa,tor I long tolee 
Quicke Crpids Pot, that comes ſo mannertlv. 


Ner. Taſſanio Lord, loue if wy willit be, Exeunt, | 


Attus 7 Bs 
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Enter Solanio aud Salarino, 


Sol. Now, what newes onthe Ryalto? 

Sa/. Why yetic lives there vncheckt, that Anthonio 
hata a ſhip ot rich lading wrackt on the narrow deaz;the 
Goodwans I thinke they call the place, a very dangerous 
flar,and farall, where the caccaſles of many 3 tall ſhip,lye 


buried,as chey ſay,it my goſſips report be an honeſt wo- 
man of her word, 


S#l. I would ſhe were as lying a goſſip in that,as euer 
knapt Ginger,or made her neighbours beleeue ſhe wept 
for the death of a third husband : bur it is rrae, withour 
any ſlips of prolixicy, or croſſing the plaine high-way of 
talke,that the good Amhonie,the honeſt Antbonio;o that 
I had: a title good enoughto keepe his name company! 

Sal, Come,the full (top. 

n Ha,what layeſt thou, why the endiis,he hath loſt 
a ſhip. 
F Sal, I \ 


oat —— 
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| coſt me two thouſahd 
uer fell ypon our 
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Sal. 1 would it might proue the end ofhis loſſes, 

Sel. Let me (ay Amen bertimes, leaſt the divell croſſe 
my praier,for here he comes in the iikenes of a /ew, How 
now Shylocks,what newes arnong the Merchants ? 


Shy. You knew none fo well, none ſo well as you, of 


my daughters flight, 

Sal. That's certaine, Ifor my part knew the Tailor 
that made tiie wings ſhe flew withall, 

Sol. And Shylacke tor his own part knew the bird was 
fledg'd,and then it 1s the complexion of them al to leaue 
the dam 

Shy. Sheis damn'd for it. 

Sal. That's certaine,if the diuell may be her Iudge. 

Shy. My owne fleſh and blood to rebell. 

Sol. Out vponir old carcion, rebels it at theſe yeeres, 

Svy. I fay my daughter is my fleſh and bloud. 

Sal. There is more difference berweene thy fleſh and 
hers,then berweene ler and Tuorie,more betweene your 
bloods,then there is berweenered wine and renmſh: bur 
tell vs, doe you heare whether Anthonio have had anie 
loſſe ar ſea or no ? 

Shy. There I haue another bad match, a bankrovr, a 
prodigall, who dare ſcarce ſhew his head on the Ryalto, 
a begger that was vid to come fo ſmug vpon the Mart: 
let him look to his bond, he was wont to call me Vſurer, 
let him looke to his bond, he was wont to lend raoney 
for a Chriſtian curthe, ler him looke to his bond. 

Sal. Why I am ſure if he forfaite, thou wilt not take 
his fleſh, what's that good for? 

Shy. To baite fiſh withall, if it will feede nothing 
elſe, it will feede my reuenge ; he hach diſgrac'd me, and 
hindred me balfe a million, Jaught atmy loſſes, mock at 
my gaines, ſcorned my Nation, thwarted my bargaines, 
cooled my friends, heated mine enemies, and what's the 
reaſon? lama /ewe: Hath not a /eweyes? hath not a 
ew hands, organs, dementions, (ences, affe&ions,pafſi- 
ons. fed with the ſame foode, hurt with the ſame wea- 
pons, ſubie& ro the ſame diſeaſes, healed by the ſame 
meanes, warmed and cooled by the ſame Winter and 
Sommmer as a Chriſtian is : if you pricke vs doe we not 
bleede? if you tickle vs;doc wenor laugh? if you poiſon 
vs doe we not die? and it you wrong vs ſhall wenot re- 
uenge?if we are like you inthe reſt, we will reſemble you 
in that, If a /ew wrong a ( briſtian, what is his humility, 
revenge? If a Chriftian wrong a /ew,what ſhould his ſuf- 
ferance be by Chriſtian example, why reuenge? The vil- 
lanie you teach me 1 will execute, and it ſhall goe hard 
but I will better the inftrution. 


Enter a man from Anthonio. 
Gentlemen, my maifter eAnthoruio is at his houſe, and 
deſires to ſpecake with you both. 
Sal. We haue beene'vp and downe to feeke him, 
Enter Tuball, SILE 
Sol. Here comes another of che Tribe;a third cannot 


| be marcht,vnleſſe the diiielthitaſelfe tirtne Jew. 


| + COrenm Gentlemen, 
Shy, How now Twball, what newes from Genowa?haſt 
thou found my daughter? * - - ob 
_ Tb, 1 often eithe wheteT did heare offter, but can- 
not finde her, ll Ma F | 4 
Shy, chers;chere; there, there, a diemond gone 
my Geet Pranckfotd the eorte ne. 
Hl gow, F never felt it till now, 
two thouſand ducats irrthat; and other precious, prect- 


— 
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| 


{ ous iewels: I would iy daughter were dead at my fodr, 


and the jewels in her care : would ſhe were bearſt at tny 
foote, and the duckets in her coffin :no newes of them, 
why {o?and I know not how much is ſpent inthe ſearch: 
why thou lofſe ypon loſſe, the theefe gone with ſo 
much, and ſo much to finde the theefe, and no fatisfa. 
ction,no reuenge,nornoill luck ſtirring bur what lights 
a my ſhoulders, no ſtghes but a my breathing,no teares 
but a my ſhedding. 

Twb. Yes,other men haveill lucke roo, Antbonio as 1 
heard in Genowa ? 

Shy. What, what, what,ill lucke,ill lucke:. 
- ub. Hath an Argoſie calt away comming from Tri. 
polis. 

Shy. I thankeGod,I thanke God, is it true, is ittrue? 

Tb. | ſpoke with ſome of the Saylers that eſcaped 
the wracke, 

Shy, Ithanke thee good Twball, good newes, 200d 
newes : ha,ha,here in Genowa, 6 

T«b. Your daughter ſpent in Genowa,as I heard, one 
night tovreſcore aucars. 


Shy. Thouſtick'Rt a dagger in me, I ſhall never ſee my 


| gold againe, foureſcore ducats at afitting,foureſcore du- 


cats. 

Tab. There came diuers of Anthonjes creditors in my 
company to Venice, that ſweare hee cannot chooſe but 
breake. 

Shy, Tam very glad of it, ileplague him, iletorture 
him,I am glad of it, 

T#6, One of them ſhewed me a ring that hee had of 
your daughter for a Monkie. 

Shy, Out vpon her,thou cortureft me Tuball, it was 
my Turkies, 1 bad it of Leab when I was a Batcheler: 1 
would not haue giuen it for a wilderneſſs of Monkies. 

Tub. But Anthomo is certainely vndone. 

Shy, Nay,that's true, that's very true, goe Tnball,fee 
me an Officer, beſpeake him a fortnight before I will 
have the heart of him if heforfeir, for were he out of Ve- 
nice, I can make what merchandize I will: goe Tuball, 
and meere me at our Sinagogue, poe good Tubat,at our 
Sinagogue Tuball, Ex eunt, 

Enter 'Baſſanio, Portia, Gratiano, and all their traine, 

Por, Ipray you tarrie, pauſe a day or two 
Before you hazard,for in chooling wrong 
I looſe your companie; therefore torbeare a while, 
There's iomething tels me (but it is not loue) 

] would not looſe you, and you know your ſelfe, 
Hate counſailesnot in ſfucha quallirie; 

Burt leaſt you ſhould not vnderſtand me well, 

And yet a maiden hath no rongue, but chought, 

I would detaine you here ſome month or two 
Before you venture for me. I could r-ach you 
Haw to chooſe right, but then I am foxfworne, 
So will I neuer be, ſomay youmiſſeme, * 

But if you doe,youle ak me wiſh a finne, 

That I had beene forſworne : Beſhrow your eyes, 


They haue ore-lookt meand deuided me, 


One halfe of me is yours, the other halfe yours, 
Mine owne I would fay: bur of mine then yours, 
And (oall yours; O theſenaughtie times - 
Purs bars berweene the owners and their rights, 
And ſo though yours, not yours (proueit ſo) 
Let Fortune goeto hell for ir,nor 1, 


I ſpeake too long, but *tis to peizethe tire, | 


To ich ir,and to draw it ont in length, 
To ſtay you from eleQion. : 
NIE = Is: Let 
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Baſſ. Let me choole, 


For as I am,[ live vpon the racke. 


Por. Vpon the racke Baſſanio,then conteſſe 
W hat treaſon there is mingled with your loue." 
Bafſ. None bur that vglic treaſon of miſtruft, 
Which makes me feare the enjoying of my loue : 
There may as well be amitic andlite, 
'Tweene {now and fire,as trealon and my loue: 
Por. I, but I feare you ſpeake vpontheracke, . 
Where men enforced doth ſpeake any thing. 
Baff. Promiſe me life,and ile confefſe the truth. 
Por. Well then,confcle and liue. 
Baſſ. Conteſle 2nd loue : 
Had beene the verie ſuin of my confeſſion: 
O happie torment, when ny torturer 
Doth teach me an{wers for deliverance : 
But let me to my fortune and the caskets, 
Por, Away then,l am lockt in one of them, 
If you doe loue me,you will tinde me out, 
Nerryfſa and the reſt, ſtand all alooſe, 
Let muſicke ſound while he doth make his choiſe, 
Then if he looſe he makes a Swan-likeend, 
Fading in muſique. That the compariſon 
May ſtand more proper,my eye ſhall be the ftreame 
And watrie death-bed for him : he may win, 
And what is muſique than? Than muſique is 
Euen as the flouriſh, when true ſubictts bowe 
To a new crowned Monarch : Such it is, 
As are thoſe dulcet ſounds in breake of day, 


| That creepe into the dreaming bride-groomes eare, 


And ſummon him to marriage. Now he goes 
With no leſſe preſence, but with much wore love 
Then yong Alcides, when he did redeeme 
The virgine tribute, paied by howling Troy 
To the Sea-monſter : I Rand for ſacrifice, 
Thereſt aloofe arc the Dardanian wines : 
With bleared viſages come forth to view 

The iflue of th'exploit : Goe Hercules, 

Liue thou,lI liue with much more dilmay 

I view the fight,then thou that mak'(l the tray. 
| Here Muſicke. 


A Song the whil/t Baſlanio comments on the 
Caskets to himſelfe. 


Tell me where us fancie bred, 
Or #n the heart ,or in the bead : 
How begot how nour;hed, 
It u engendred in the eyes, 
With gazing fed,and Fancie dies, 
In the cradle where it lies : 
Let vs all ring Fancies knekl, 
le begin it. 
Ding dong bell, 
All. Ding, dong, bell, 


Replie yreplie, 


Baſſ. So may the outward ſhowes be leaſt themſclues 
The world is ſill deceiu'd with ornament. 
In Law, what Plea ſo tanted and corrupt, 
But being ſcaſon'd with a gracious yoice, 
Obſcu reathe ſhow of euill? Io Religion, , 
What damned error, but ſome ſober brow 
Will blefſeir, and approue it with a text, 
Hiding the groſcueſſe with fajce ornament : 
There isno voice {o imple, but aſſumes 
Some marke of yertue on his ourward parts; . 
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How manic cowards, whoſe hearts are all as falſe | 
As ayers of (and, weare yet ypon their chins 
The beards of Herewles and frowning AMear:, 
Who inward ſearcht,haue lyuers white as milke, 
And theſe aſſume bur valors excrement, 
To render them redoubted. Leoke on beautie, 
And you ſhall ſee'tis purchaſt by the weight, 
Wh hich therein workes a miracle in nature, 
Making them —_— that weare moſt of it : 
So are thoſe criſped ſnakie golden locks 
Which makes ſuch wanton gambols with the winde 
Vpon ſuppoſed faireneſſe, often knowne 
To be the dowrie of a ſecond head, 
The ſcull that bred then in the Sepulcher, | 
Thus ornament is but the guiled " 
To a moſt dangerous ſea : the beautious ſcarfe 
Vailing an Indian beautiez In a word, 
The ſeeming truth which cunning times put on 
To intrapthe wileſt. Therefore then thou gaudie gold, | 
Hatd food tor Midas, I will none of thee, 
Nor none ot thee thou pale and common drudge 
'T weene man and man : but thou, thou meager lead 
Which rather chreatneſt then doſt promiſe ought, 
Thy palenefſe moues me more then eloquence, 
And here chooſe I,ioy be the conſequence. 
Por. How all the other paſſions fleet to ayre, 
As doubrfull choughts,and raſh imbrac'd deſpaire : 
And ſhuddring feare,and greene-eyed icalouhie. ' 
O loue be moderate,allay thy extaſie, 
In meaſure raine thy 10y,ſcant this exceſſe, 
1 teele roo much thy bleſſing, make u lefle, 
For feare] ſurfeit, | 
Baſ. What finde I here? 
Faire Portias counterfeit. What demice God 
Hath come ſoneere creation? moue theſe cies? 
Or whether riding on the bals of mind 
Secme they in motion? Here are ſeuer'd lips 
Pacted with ſuger breath, ſo ſweet a barre 
Should ſunder {uch {weet friends : here in her haires 
The Painter plaies the Spider,and hath wouen 
A golden meth t'intrap the hearts of men 
Faſter then gnats in cobwebs: but her eies, 
How could he ſee to doe them ? hauing made one, 
Me thinkes it ſhould haue power to ſcale both his 
And leaue it ſelfe vnfurniſht : Yer looke how farre 
The ſubſtance of my praiſe doth wrong this ſhadow 
In vnderpriſing it, {o farre this ſhadew 
Dothlimpe behinde the ſubſtance. Here's the ſcroule, 
The continent, and ſummarie of my fortune. 


To that chooſe not by the view 
Chance as faire, and chooſe as true : 
Since thus fortune fals to yow, 

Be content ,and ſeehe no new. 

If you be well pleaſd with this, 

And held yonr fortune for your bliſſe, 

Ti —_—_y where your Lady us, 
And claime ber with a lowing kiſſe. 


I come by nate to giue, und to receive, 

Like one oftwo contending inaprize | '- + 
That thinks he hath done wellin peoples cies: | 
Hearing applauſe and vniuc 


Bf. A gentleſcroule: Faire Lady by your leave; | 


Giddie in ſpirit, ftill gazing a WO. 
Whether thoſe peales of — 4 +oiÞ | 
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So thrice faire Lady ftand I cuen ſo, 
As doubrfull whether what I ſee be true, 
Varill confirm'd, fign'd, ratified by you. 

Por. You ſee my Lord Baſſiave where I and, 
Snch as | am ; though for my {elfe alone * 
] would not be andinions in my wiſh, 

To wiſh my ſclfe much bercer,yet for you, 

I would be trebled rwenty times my lelfe, 

A thouſand times more faire,ten thouſand times 
More rich,that onely to ſtand high in your account, 
I might io vertues, beautics, livings, friends, 
Exceed account : but the tull ſumme of me 

Is ſum of nothing : which to terme in grofle , 

ls an ynlefſoned girle, vnſchool'd, vnprattiz'd, 
Happy in this, ſhe is not yet ſo old 

But the may learne : happier then this, 

Shee is not bred ſo dull but ſhe can learne ; 
Happieſt of all, is that her gentle ſpirit 
Commits it ſelfe to yours to bedirzed , 

As from her Lord,her Gouernour,her King. 

My ſelfe, and what is mine, to you and yours 

Is now converted. Bur now I was the Lord 

Of this faire manſon, maſter of my ſeruants, 
Queene ore my lelte: and even now, but now, 
This houſegtheſe ſ:ruancs,and this ſame my ſelfe 
Are yours, my Lord, I give them with this ring, 
Which when you part from, looſe,or giue away, 
Let it preſage the ruine of your lou, 


..| And be my vantage to exclaime on you. 


Baſſ. Maddam,you haue bereft me of all words, 
Onely my bloud ſpeakes ro youin my vaines, 
And there is ſuch confuſion in my powers, 
As after ſome oration fairely (poke 
By a beloued Prince, there doth appeare 
Among the buzzing pleaſed multitude, 
Where euery ſomething being blent cogether, 
Turnes to a wilde of nothing, ſaue of joy 
Expreſt, and not expreſt : but when this ring 
Parts from this finger, then partslite fromhence, 
O then be bold ro ſay Baſſanio's dead. 

Ner, My Lord and Lady, it is now ur time 


4 


Thar have (tood by and ſcene our wiſhes proſper, 


To cry good ioy,good ioy my Lord and Lady. 
Gra. My Lord Baſſanio,and my gentle Lady, 
I wiſh you all the ioy that you can wiſh : 
For an ſure you can wiſh none from me : 
And when your Honours meane to ſolemnize 
The bargaine of your faith: I doe beſeech you 
Euen art that time | may be married too. 
Baſſ. Withall my heart,ſo thou canſt get a wite., 
Gra. Ithanke your Lordſhip, you gave got me one. 
My eyes my Lord can looke as {wift as yours : 
You ſaw the miſtres, I beheld the maid : 
You lou'd; I lou'd for intermiſhon, 
No more pertaines to me my Lord then you ; 
Your fortune ſtood vpon the caskets there, 
And ſo did mine too, as the matter falls : 
For wooing heere vutill 1 twer againe, 
And ſwearing till my very rough was dry 
With oathes of leue, ar laſt, it promiſe laſt, 
I got a promiſe of this taire'one hoere 
To haue her lone: pronided that your fortune 
Atchieu'd her miſtcefſe, 1. | 


Por, Isthis Ar 47 0 
Ner. Madamiis{o; ſtand pleas'd withall, 
Baſſ. And doe you 7 © at goodfauh? 


| 


— 


Gra, Yes faith my Lord. 
| Baſſ. Our feaft ſhall be much honored in your mar- | 

riage. 

Gra, Weeleplay with them the firſt boy for a thou- 
{and ducats. 

Ner, What and take downe? 

Gra. No,we ſhal nere win at that ſport, and flake 
downe. 
But whe comes heere ? Lorenzo and his Infidel! > 
What and my old Venetian friend Salerio ? 


Enter Lorenza,Jeſſica,and Salerio, 


Baſ. Lorenzo and Salerie, welcome hether, 
If that the youth of my new intereſt heere 
Haue power to bid you welcome : by your leaue 
I bid my verie friends and Countrimen 
Sweet Portia welcoine, 

Por. So do 1 my Lord,they are intirely welcome. 

Ler. Ithanke your honor; for my part my Lord, 
My purpoſe was not to have ſeenc you heere, 

But meeting with Salerio by the way, 
He did intreate mee paſt all ſaying nay 
To come with him along, 

Sal. 1 did my Lord, | 
And 1 haue reaſon for it, Signior Anthonzs 
Commends him to you. 

Baſſ. Erel ope his Lerter 
I pray you tell me how my good friend doth. 

Sal. Not ficke my Lord, vnleſſe it be in minde, | 
Nor wel, vnlefle in minde : his Letter there | 
Wil ſhew you his eſtate, 

Opens the Letter. 

Gra. Nerriſſa, cheere yond ſtranger, bid her welcom, 
Your hand Saleris, what's the newes from Venice? 
How doth that royal Merchant good eAntbono; 
| know he vvil be glad of eur (ucceſſe, 

We are the /aſons,we hane won the fleece, 
Sal. I would you had yyon the fleece that hee hath 


loſt. 

Por. There are ſome ſhrewd contents in youd ſame 
Paper, 
Thar ſteales the colour from Buſſiavos cheeke, 


| Some deere friend dead, elſe nothing in the world 
| Could turneſo much the conſtizurion 


Iffuing lifeblood, Bur is it true Salerio, 


| Ofany conſtant man. What, worſe and worſe? 


With leaue BaſſanioI am halfe your lelfe, 


| AndI muſt freely haue the halfe of any thing 


Thar this ſ3me paper brings you. 

Baſſ. O ſweet Portia, 
Heere are a few of che ynpleaſant'ſt words 
That cuer blotted paper, Gentle Ladie 
When 1 did firft impart my loueto you, 
I freely told you all the wealth Lhad 
Ran in my vaines: I was a Gentleman, 
And then I told you true ; and ytr deere Ladie, 
Rating my ſelfe at nothing, you ſhall ſee 
How much I was a Braggart,when1 told you 
My tate was nothing, I ſhould then haue told you 
That I vyas worſe then nothing : for indeede 
I haue ingag'd my ſelfe toa deere friend, 
Ingag'd my friend ts his meere enemic 
To feede my weanes. Heereis a Letter Ladie, 
The paper as the bodie of my friend, 
Andeuerie word in ita gaping wound 


—_—__ ape 
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Hath all his ventures faild, what not one hit, 
From Tripolis, irom Mexico and England, 
From Lisbon, Barbary, and India, 
And not one veſlell {cape the dreadfull couch 
Of Merchant-marring rocks ? 
Sal. Nor one my Lord, 
Beſides, it ſhould appeare, that if he had 
The pretent money to di{charge the ew, 
He would not take it ; never did I know 
A creature that did beare the ſhape of man 
So keene and greedy to confound a man. 
He plyes the Duke at morning and at night, 
And doth impeach the freedome of the ſtate 
If they deny him witice. Twenty Merchants , 
The Duke himlelfe,and the Magnificoes 
Of greateſt port have all perſwaded with him, 
But none can drive him trom the envious plea 
Of forfeiture,of wſtice,and his bond. 
Teſs, When] was with lim, bauc heard him ſweare 
To Tnxballand to Chas, his Countri-men, 
That he would rather haue Aathonio's fleſh, 
Then twenty times the yalue of the lumme 
That he did owe him: and I know my Lord, 
Tt law, authoritic, and power denic nor, 
It will goe hard with poore Amtbonso, 
Pr. Is it your deere friend that is thus in trouble? 
Faſſ The deereſt friend to me,the kindeft man, 
The beſt conduion'd, and ynwearied ſpirit 
In {ing curtefies : and one 11 whom 
The ancient Romance honour more appeaics 
Then any that drawes breath 1n Iralie, 
Por. Whar (urnine owes he the ew ? 
Baſ]. tor we three thouſand ducars. 
Por. What, no more ? 
Pay him fixe thouſand, and deface the bond : 
Double xe thouſand, and then treble that , 
Before a friend of this deſcription 
Shall lole a haige through Baſſans's fault, 
Firſt goe with me to Church, and call me wife, 
And then away to Veniceto your friend : 


1 For never ſhall you lic by Portis fide 


With an vnquiert ſoule. You ſhall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over. 
When it is payd, bring your true friend along, 
My maid Nerrsſſa, and my ſ{clfe meane time 
W1llline as maids and widdowes ; come away, 


For you ſhall hence vpon your wedding day : 


| Bid your friends welcome,ſhow a merry cheere, 


Since you are deere bought, I will loue you degre. 
But ler me heare the letter of your friend. 


Sweet Baſſinio, my /hips haue all miſcarried, my (Ted:- 
tors rrow cruell, my eſtate 15 very low, my bond to the [ew is 
forfeit , and /ince m paying it, it 8s rmpoſſible I ſhowld lme , all 
debts are cleerd berweene you and I if I might fee you at my 
death : netwithſtandin7 , vſc your pleaſure tf your loue doe not 
per ſwade you to come, let not my letter, 


_ Poy.. Olone! diſpach all buſines and be gone. 
Baſſ. Since I have your good leauc to goeaway , 
I will make haſtz but ll I come againe, 
No bed ſhall ere be guiky of my ſtay, 
Nor relt be interpoler twixt vs tWaine. Exeunt, 
Enter the Iaw, and Solaniv, and eAmthonie, 
and the laylor. 
lew. laylor, looke to him,tell not me of mercy, 


————_——— 


A IIS oo. 


This is the foole that lends out money gratss, 
[aylor, looke to him, 
' Ant. Heare me yet good Shylok. , 

lew. llc have my bond,ſpeake not againſt my bond, 
I haue ſy#orne an oath that 1 will have my bond : 
Thou call'dft me dog before thou hadſt a cauſe, 
Bur ſince 1 am a dog, beware my phangs, 
The Duke ſhall grant me iuſtice, I do wonder 
Thou naughty laylor, that thou art ſo fond 
To come abroad with him at his requeſt. 

Ant, 1 pray thee heare me ſpeake. 

lew. Ile haue my bond, I will not heare thee ſpeake, 
He haue my bond, and therefore ſpeake no more, 
lie not be made a ſoft and dull ey'd foole, 
To ſhake the head, relent,and figh,and yeeld 
To Chrittian interceſſors : follewnor, 
le have no ſpeaking,l will haue my bond. 

Sol. Itis the moſt impenetrable curre 
That euer kept with men. 

Ant, Let him alone, 


Exit Iew. 


{ Ile follow him no more with bootlefle prayers: 


He lcekes wy life, his reaſon well Il know z 

] oft deliuer'd from his forfeitures 

Many that haue at times made mone to me, 
Therefore he hates me. 

Sol, lam ſurethe Duke will never grant 

this forfeiture to hold. 

An, The Duke cannot deny the courſe of law : 
For the con moditie that ſtrangers haue 
Withvs in Venice, if it be denicd, 

W1ll much impeach the iuftice of the State, 
Since that the trade and profit of the citty 
Coniifteth cf all Nations. Therefore gee, 
Theſe greefes and loſſes haue {o bated mee, 
That ] (ha!l hardly ſpare a pound of fleſh 
To mo:row, tomy bleudy Creditor, 

Well Jaylor,on,pray God Baſſanio come 
Tolce me pay his debt, and then I carenot, Exennt. 
Enter Torti:, Nerriſſa, Lorenzo, lefſica, and a man of 

Porttas, 


Lor, Madam, although I ſpeake it in your preſence, 
You have aroble and a crue conceit 
Of god-like amity, which appeares moſt Rrongly 
In bearing thus the abſence of your Lord, 
But if you knew to whon: you ſhewthis honour, 
Howtrue a Gentleman you (end releefe, 
How deere a louer of my Lord your husband, 


' Iknow you would be prouder of the worke 
Then cuttomary bourty can enforce you, 


Por. I never did repent for doing good, 


| Nor ſhall not now : for in companions 


That do conuerle and waſte the timetogether, 
Whoſe foules doe beare anegal yoke of loue, 
There muſt be needs a likeproportion 


' Of lyniaments,of manners.and of ſpirit ; 
' Which makes me thinke that this Anthenis 
| Being the boſome lover of my Lord, 


Muſt needs be like my Lord, Ifit beſo, 

How lirtle is the coft L have beſtowed 

In purchafing the ſemblance of my ſoule ; 
From out the ſtate of helliſh cruckry, + 

This comes too neere the praiſing of my ſelfe , 
Therefore no more of it: Cohen , 
Lorenſe 1 commit into yourhands, 


—_— 


The 


| 


— — —_— - — _ 


The husbandry and _ of my houte ;» -: 
Vnitill my Lords returne;; for-mine owne pare, 


| 


I have towarG heauen breath'd.aſecretveny ! © 
Toliue in prayer and corterplation, +l 5 


Onely attended by Nerriſ« beere, ' WE 


Vncill her husband and my Lords returne * 
There is a monaſtery too mules oft , 7 
And there we, will abide. I doe defite you 
Not to denie this impohtion, -* | 
The which my!/laye and ſont heceflicy 
Now layes vpon you. THY | 

Lorenſ. Madame, withal my heart, 

I ſhall obey youin all taire commands. 

Por. My people doe already know my minde, 
And will ackypwledge you andJeſſics 
In place of Lord Faſſame and wy ſelfe, 

So far you well til] we ſhall meere againe. 

Lor. Faire thoughts & happy houres attend on you. 

Ieſſi. 1 wiſh-your Ladiſhip ll hearts content. 

Por. Ichanke you tor your wiſh, and am well pleas'd 
To wiſh it backe on you: faryouwell /effice, Epxemnr. 
Now Zalthaſer,as I have eucr found thee honeft true, 
Solet me finde thee (hill ; rake this fame lerter, 

And vic thou all the indeauor of a man, 

In {peed to Mantua, ſee thou render this 

loto my cofins hand, DoQor Belars, 

And looke what notes and garments he doth giue thee, 
Bring them I pray thee withimagin'd ſpeed 

Vnto the Tranect,rto the common Ferric 

Which trades to Venice ; waſtenotimeinwords , 

Bur get thee gone, ſhal} be there before thee, 

Balth, Madam,1 goe withall convenienc ſpeed. 

Por, Come on Neriſſa,l haue worke ih hand 
That you yet know not of ; wee ll ſee our husbands - 


' Before they thinke of vs? 


Nerriſſa, $hall they ſee vs ? | 

Portia, They ſhall Nerriſſa:' bur in ſuch a habit, 
That they ſhall thinke we are accompliſhed 
With that welacke; 1le hold thee any wager 
When we are both accoutered like yong men, 
lle proue the prettier fellow of thetwo , | 
And weare my dagger with the brauer grace, 
And ſpeake betweene the change of man and boy, 
With a reede voyce, and turne two minling ſteps 
Into a manly ſtride ; and ſpeake of frayes 
Like a fine bragging youth: and teil quaint lyes 
How honourable Ladies ſought my loue, 
Which 1 denying, they fell ficke and died, 
I could not doe withall : then Ile repent, 
And wiſh for all that,that I had not kil'd them ; 
And twentic of theſepunie lies Ile tell, 
That men ſhall ſweare I haue diſcontinued ſchoole 
Aboue a twelue moneth : I have within my minde 
A thouſand raw tricks of theſe bragging Iacks, 
Which I will practiſe, 

Nerriſ, Why ,ſhall wee turne to men ? 

Portia. Fie, what a queſtions that ? 
If thou wert nere a lewd interpreter : 
Bur come, lie tell thee all my whole device 
When I amin my coach, which ſtayes for vs 
At the Parke gate ; and therefore haſte away, 


For we muſt meaſure twentie miles today, — Exennt. 


Enter Cloauwne and leſſica.. 


Clows. Yes truly ; for loake you, the finnes of the Fa- 


| | you, I feareyou, 1 was alwajes plaine with you, and fo: 


— ——— —  — 


ThembmdTms ig 


ther areto be laid vpon the children,thereforc I promiſe 


now I ſpeake my agitation of the matter : therfore be 6f 
good cheere, fortruly [thinke you are darrn'd, there is 
bur one hope initthat can doe you anie good, and ther 15; 
but a kinde of baſtard hope neither. | 

lejſica, And what hope is that I pray thee? | 

Clow, Marrie you may partlie hope that your father 
got you nor, that you are not the Jewes daughter. | 
_ Tef. That were a kinde of baſtard hope indeed, ſo the , 
fins of my mother ſhould be viſited ypon me. 

Cow. Truly then I feare you are damned beth by fa« 
ther and mother : thus whenTſhun Scil/x your farher, 1 
tall into Charrbdy your morhier; well, you are gbne both | 


waies, 


| Fe. Iſhallbe fav'dby my tusband, he bath mademe 
a Chriſtian, I 


Clow. Truly themoreto blame he. we were Chrifti- . 


ans enow beforegc'ne as many-28 could wel live 'one by 2 
nother : this making of Chriftians will raiſe the'price bf 
Hogs, it wee grow all to be porke-eaters, wet ſhall nor ' 
ſhortlic have a rather onthe coales for money, 


Enter Lovenz 9. 
| Jef. Wietell my husband Lanceler what you ſay,heere ; 
he comes, 6 ; 

Loren, 1 hall grow iealous of you ſhortly Lanceler,, 
| if you thus get my wife into corners ? | 

leſ. Nay, yau need not feare vs Lorenz's, L,amicelet 
and ] are out, he tells me flatly there is no mercy for mee 
in heauen, becauſe I am a lewes daughter: and hee ſaies 
| youare no good member of the common wealth, for | 

in converting lewes to Chriſtians , you raiſe the price 
of Porke. 

Loren, | ſhall anſwcre that better to the Common- 
wealth,than you can the getting vp of the Negroes bel- 
lie *the Moore is with childe by you Launcelet ? 

Clow, Ttis much that the Moore ſhould be more then 
realon: but if ſhe beleſſe then an honeſt woman, ſhee is | 
indted more then |! rooke her for. 

Loren, How euerie foole can play vpon the word, 1 | 
thinke the beſ] grace of witre will ſhortly tutne inro f- 
lence, and dilcourſe grow commendable in none onel 
but Parrats : goein firra, bid them prepare for dinner ? 

Claw, That is done fir, they haue all Romacks ? 

Loren. Goodly Lord,whart a witte-ſnapper arc you, 
then bid them prepare dinner. 

Clow. That is done to ir, onely coner is the word, 

Loren, Will you couer than fir ? 

Clow. Not ſo ir neither, | know my dutie, 

Lorex. Yet more quarrellng with occaſion, wilt thoy 
ſhew the whole wealth of thy wit in an intant ; I pray 
thee vnderltand a plaine man in his plaine meaning: Foe 
to thy fellowes , bid them couer the table, ſeruc inthe | 
mear,and we will come in to dinner, 

Clow. For the table fir , it ſhall beſcru'din , for the 
meat (ir, it ſhall bee covered , for your comming in to 
dinner fir,why letit be as humors and conceits fha!l go- 
uerne, Exit { lowne. 

Lor, O deare diſcretion, how his words arc luted , 

The foole hath planted in his memory 

An Armie of good words, and ] doe know 
A many foolestharftand in better place, 

| Garniſht like him, that for atrickfic word 

Defie the matter:how cheer'ſt thou Jeſſica, 
And now good {weet ſay thy opinion, 
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| 1 ſhall digeſt it? 


| Duze, What, is Anthonro heere ? 


178 "4 


Tbe «Merchant of Venice. 


How doſt thou like the Lord Baſravo's wite ? 
lefſi. Paſt all expreſling,it is very meete | 
The Lord Baſſanio live an vpright life 
For having ſuch a bleſſing in his Lady, 
He findes the ioyes of heauen heere on earth, 
And gen earth he doe not meane it,it 
Is reaſon he ſhonld never cone to heauen ? 
\ Why,ifrwo gods ſhould play ſome heavenly match, 
And on the wager lay two earthly women, 
And Portia one : there mult be ſomething elſe 
Paund with the other, forthe poore rude world 
Hath not her fellow. p 
Loren. Eaen (uch a husband 
Haſt thou of me, as ſhe is for a wife, 
Ieſ. Nay,but aske my opinion to of that? 
Lor, 1 will anone,firttlet vs goe to dinner ? 
leſ. Nay,let me praiſe you while I hauc a tomacke? 
Lor. No pray thee, let it ſerve for table ralke, 
Then how ſom ere thou ſpeakR 'mong other things, 


A 


E xemnt. 


Heſſi. Well, Ile fer you forth, 


£2 ROO ORE RL HOY "IE | 
eA tus Quartus, 
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Enter the Duke, the Magnificees, Anthanio, Baſſanis, and 
_ Gratiano. | 


Ant, Ready, (o pleaſe your grace ? 
Duke. I am ſorry for thee,thou art come toanſwere 
A tome 2duerſary, an inhumane wretch, 
Vncapable of pitty, voyd, and empty 
From any dram of mercie, 
Ant. Thaucheard 
Your Grace hath tane great paines to qualific 
His rigorous courtc : but hince he ftands obdurate, 
And thatno lawtul mcanes can carrie me | 
Out of his enuies reach, | do oppole 
My patience to his fury, and aim arn'd 
To (offer with a quietneſic of tpirit, 
The very tirana y and rage of his. 
Da. Go one and cal the Tew into the Courr. 
Sal. He is ready at th doore,he comes my Lord, 


OC CCS EEO ——_ - 


Enter Shylocke. 

Ds. Make roome,and let him ſtand before our face. 
Shylocke the world thinkes, and I thinke fo to 
T hat thou bur leadeſt rhis taſhion of thy mallice 
To the laſt houre of act,and then.'tis thought 
Thou'lt ſhew thy mercy and remorſe more ſtrange , 
Than is thy ftrange apparant cruelty; 
And where thou now exact't the penalty, 
\Which is a pound of this poore Merchants fleſh, 
Thou wilt not onely looſe the forfeiture, 
But rouch'd with hunmanc gentieneſle and loue : | 
Forgiue a moytic of the principall , 
Glancing 2n cye of pitty on his loſſes 
That liaue of late ſo hudled on his backe, 
Enow tonrefle a royall Merchant downe; 
And plucke commileration of his tate 
From braſſie boſomes, and rough hearts of flints , 
From (tubborne Turkes and Tarters never traind 


| The Ewe bleatefor the Lambe: 
| Youmay as well forbid the Mountaine Pines 


_—_— 


Why ſweate they ynder burthens? Let their beds 


To offices of tender curtefie, 
We altexpeR a m_ anſwer Jew ? 
Tew. 1haue pofleſt your grace of what I purpoſe 
Andby our holy Sabback! hone I ſwerne - Tar. 
To haue the due and forfeit of my bond. 
If you denie ir, ler the danger light 
Vpon your Charter, and your Cities freedeme, 
You! aske me why I rather chooſe to baue | 
A weight of carrion fleſh, then to receive | 
Three thouſand Ducars ? lle not anſwer that ; 
Burt ſay it is my humor ; Is it anſwercd? | 
What if my houſe be troubled with « Rat, 
AndI bepleas'd ro give ten thouſand Ducares 
To haue it bain'd 5 Whar,are you anſwer'd yer ? 
Some men there are loue nor a gapin Pigge: 
Some that are mad, if they behold a Cat: 
And others, when the bag-pipe ſings i'th noſe, 
Cannot containe their Vrine for efotties, 
Mafters of paſſion ſwayes it to the moode 
Of what it likes or loaths, now for your anſwer : 
Asthege is no firme reaſon to berendred 
\V hy he cannot abide a gaping Pigge ? 
Why he a harmleſſe necelieieCort 
Why he a woollen bag-pipe: bur of force 
Muſt yeeld zo ſuch incuirable ſhame, . 
As to offend himſelfe being offended : 
So can I giueno reaſon, nor I will not, 
More then a lodg'd hate, and a certaine loathing 
I beare Avthenio, that I follow thus 
A looefing ſuite againſt him? Are you anſwered? 
Baſſ. This is no anſwer thou vnfeeling man, 
To excuſe the currant of thy cruelty. 
ſew. ] amnut bound to pleaſe thee with my anſwer. 
Baſ. Doall men kil the things they do not loue? 
lew. Hates any man the thing he would nor kill? 
Zaſſ. Eucrie offence is not a hate at firſt, 
lew, What wouldſt thou haue a Serpent ſting thee 
ewice ? 
Ant, 1 pray you thinke you queſtion with the Tew : 
You may as well go (tand vpon the beach, 
And bid the maine flood baite his vſuall height, 
Or euen as well vie queſtion with the Wolfe, 


To wagge their high tops, and ro make no noiſe | 
When they are fretted with the gufts of heauen: | 
You may as well do any thing moft hard, 
As {eeke to ſoften that, then which what harder ? | 
His Iewiſh heart. Therefore 1 do beſeech you 

Make no more offers, vie no farther meanes, 

But with all briefe and pline conueniencie 

Let me hauc judgement, and the Tew his will. 

Baſ. For thy three thouſand Ducares heereis fix. 
lew. If everie Ducart in fixe thouſand Ducates 

Were in ſixe parts, and every part aDucate, 

I would not draw them, I would haue my bond? 
D#.How ſhalt thou hope for mercie,rendring none ? 
lew.W hat judgement (hall I dread doing no wrong? 

You haue among you many a purchaſt laue, 

Which 11k: your Aﬀes,and your Dogs and Mules, | 

You vſe in abie& and in flauiſh parts, 

Becauſe you bought them, Shall I ſay to you, | 

Let them be free, marrie them to your heires f 


Be made as ſoft as yours : and let their pallats 
Be ſeaſon'd with ſuch Viands ; you will anſwer 


—_ ——_— 
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| Thee Merchant of Venied. © 


_ 


% 


The flaues are ours, So do I anſwer yous.”: 
The pound of fleſh which] demand ot him bs: 6 
Is deerely bought, 'tis mine,and Lwiltþaue it, - -. > 
If you deny me; fie ypon your Law, | " 
' There 15 no force in the decrees of Venice; | 
I Rand for iudgement, anſwer,Shall I baue it? , 
Ds», Vpon my power 1 may dilmiſſe this Court, 
Vnlefle Zellario a learned Doctor, , 
W hom | haue ſcnr for ro determine this, 
Come heere to day, 
Sal. My Lord, heere ſtayes without 
A Meſſenger with Letters from the Doctor, 
New come from Padua. | 
Dx. Bring vs the Letters, Call the Meſſengers, 
Baſſ. Good cheere Anthonis, What man, corage yet: 
The Iew ſhall haue my fleſh, blood, bones, and all, 
Ere thou ſhalt looſe for me one drop of blood, 
eAnt, | ama tainted Weather of the flocke,' 
Meeteſt for death, the weakeſt kinde of fruite 
Drops earlieſt rothe ground, and fo ler me; 
You cannot better be employ'd Baſſamo, 
Then to liue ſtill, and write mine Epitaph, 


Z Enter Nerriſa. 
Ds. Came you from Padua trom Bellaris? 
Ner. From both, 
My Lord Zellario greets your Grace. 
Baſ. Why doſt thou wher thy knife ſo earneſtly ? 
 {ww. Tocutthe forfeiture from that bankrour there. 
Gra. Not on thy ſoale : but on thy ſoule harſh lew 
Thou mak'{ thy knife keene : but no mertall can, 
No, not the hangmans Axe beare halfe the keenneſſe 
Otghy ſharpe enuy. Can no prayers pierce thee? 
ew. No, none that thou haſt wit enough to make, 
Gra, O be thou damn'd, inexecrable dogge, 
And for thy life let juſtice be accus'd: 
| Thou almoſt mak'(t me waver iu my faith; 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That ſoules of Animals infulc themſelues 
Intothetrunkes of men. Thy curriſh ſpirit 
Gouern'd a Wolfe, who hang'd for humane laughter, 
Euen from the gallowes did his fell ſoulefleet; 
And whil't thou layeſt in thy vnhallowed dam, 
Intus'd it ſelfe in thee : For thy delires 
Are Woluiſh, bloody, Rery'd,and rauenous, 
| ſew. Till thou canſtrailethe ſeale trom off my bond 
Thou but offend'ſi thy Lungs to ſpeake fo loud: 
Repaire thy wit good yourl1, or it will fall 
Toendlefſe ruine. I ftand heerefor Law. 
D#, This Letter from Bellario doth commend | 
A yong and LearnedDoRor in our Cour ; 
Whereis he ? ITT | 
Ner. He attendeth heere hatd by 121 A 
To know your anſwer, whether you!l admit him. 
Ds#. Wuhall my.hearc,.: Some three or fog of,you 
Go giue bim curteous-conduRt to this place, | 
Meane time the Cour ſhall heare Belarwes Letter! 


Owr Grace ſhall nderſtand , that At the: recerte of your 
Letter I amwery,ficke : bus inyby inflate thas your meſ- 
 ſenger came, m lowing yjuation,wes mith mea young Dv- 

tor of Rome, his namne.4s Balthafar i] acquained bum with 
the cauſe in ( ontraverſit, betwernetht lex and Anthonio 
the Merchant : We turn'd ore wavy 
| furny 


with my opinion, which#@ wed with bx ajone lear- 


 L*% mittigatetheiuſtice of thy plea; . 


FT For. 1s hetotable to diſcharge the money ?, 


Baekest ogevher > ther i} 


| with bins at my ineportnnity, to fill op your Graces requeſt in 
m7 ſted. 1 beſeech you, ler bu lacke of years be no impedime m 
ts let him lacks arenerend eſtimation : far Inency hnewe (0 
Jong 4 body, with ſo olda head. 1 leane bim Ia Jour gr aciond 
Acceptance, whoſe trial ſhall better publiſh hit commendation. 


Emer Portia for Balthazar. | 
Duke, You heare the learn'd Beflario what he write 
And heere(I take it)is the DoGtor come. 
Giue me your hand : Came you trom old Bellaris? 
Por. 1 did my Lord. 
Ds, You are welcome : take your place; 
Are you acquainted with the difterence | 
Thar holds this preſent queſtion in the Courr, 
Por. 1am entormed throughty of the cauſe. 
W hich is the Merchant heere? and which the lew? 
Du. Anthonio and old Shylocke, both ſtand forth, 
Por. 1s your name Sbylocke? 
lew, Shylocke i» my name. 
Por. Of a ftrange nature sthe ſure you follow, 
Yet in ſuchrule, thatthe Venetian Law 
Cannot 1impugne you as youdo proceed. | 
You (tand within his danger,dv you not? 
Ant. 1, lo he ſayes. | 
Por. Do you confeſic the bond? 
Ant. 1do, 
Por, Then muſt the Tew be mercifull, 
Tew. On what compultion muſt I? Tell methat, 
Por. The quality ot mercy is nor ftrain'd, 
Ic droppeth as the gentle raine trom heauen 
Vpontie place beneath. lr is twice bleſt, 
It bleſſeth him that giues, and him that rakes, 
'Tis mightieſt in the mightich, it becomes 
The throned Monarch better then his Crowne. 
| His Sceprter ſhewes the force of temporall power, 
The attribure to awe and Maieſt:e, 
| W herein doth ht the dread and feare of Kings : 
But mercy is aboue this {ceptred ſway, 


s, 


| Iris enthroned in the hearts of Kings, 

| Itisan attributeto God huvſclfe; 

| And earthly power docrn then ſhew likeft Gods 
\When mercie {ealons Iuſtice, Therefore lew, 

Though Luſtice bethy plea, conhider this, 

That in the courſe of Juſtice,none of vs 

Should ſee {aluation ; we do pray for mercie, | 
Anduhat{ameprayer, doth teach vs all te render 1 

| The deeds of metcie. I have ſpoke thus much 


' Which it thou follow, this f{trict courſe of Venice 
Mult needes giue ſentence 'gainfdthe Merchant there. 
Shy. My deeds vpon my head, I craue the Law, 

The penaltie andforfeite of my bond, 


Baſe. Yes,beerel tender it for him in the Court, 
Yea, twice the ſunjmey it that will not ſuffice, 
I will be bound xopay it tex times ore, 
On forfeit of my. tiands, my head, my heart : 
If this will nor ſvfhce, it muſt appeare 
That malice þeares downe truth, And Lbeſecch yau 
Wrelt once the Law to your authority, 
Tado a greatright, do alittle wrong, 
And curbethis cruell divel}of his will. 
Por, It muſt rige be, there is no power in Venice 
Can alter a decree eſtabliſhed: 
'Twill be recorded for a Preſident, 


| ning, the greatneſſe whereof 1 cannot enaygh canmnacud pomet | 


And 
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And many an error by the ſame exawple, 
Will ruſh into the ſtate: Ir cannot be. 
lew. A Danielcome to judgement, yea a Daniel. 
O wiſe young Iudge, how do I honour thee, 
Por. I pray you let me looke vpon the bond. 
Im. Heere'tis molt reuctend DoRor,heere itis, 
Por. Shbylocke, there's thrice thy monie offered thee. 
Shy. Au oath, an oath, | have an oath in heauen: 
Shall [ lay periurie vpon my foule? 
No not for Venice, 
Por, Why this bond is forfeit, 
And lawfully by this the Iew may claime 
A pound of fleſh, to be by him cur off 
Neereſt the Merchants heart ; be merciful, 
Take thrice thy money, bid me teare the bond. 
lew. When it is paid according to the tenure, 
It doth appeare you are a worthy [udge : 
you know the Law, your expoſition 
Hath beene moſt ſound. I charge you by the Law, 
Whereof you are a well.deſerning pillar, 
Proceede toiudgement : By my ſoule I lweare, 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me: I lay heere on my bond. 
An. Molt heartily I ds beſeech the Court 
To giuethe judgement. 
Por. Why then thus itis : 
you muſt prepare your boſome for his knife. 
lew. O noble Tudge, O excellent yong man, 
Por. Forthe intent and purpoſe of the Law 
Hath full relation to the penaltie, 
Which heere appeareth due vpon the bond. 
lew, 'Tis verie true : O wiſe and vpright Tudge, 
How much more elder art thou then thy lookes ? 
Por, Therefore lay bare your boſome, 
lew. I, his breſt, 


| So ſayes the bond, doth it not noble Judge? 


Necreſt his heart, thoſe are the very words. 
Por. Itis ſo: Are there ball ance heere to weigh the 
fleſh? 
lew, I haue them ready. 
Por. Haue by tome Surgeon Shylock on your charge 
To ſtop his wounds, leaft he ſhould bleede ro death, 
Jew. It is notnominated inthe bond ? 
Por. It is not ſo expreft; but whar of that ? 
'Twere good you do G much for charite. 
lew. I cannot hndeir, 'ris not in the bond. 
Por, Come Me: chant, haue you any thing to ſay? 
Ant, Butlittle : Tamarm''d and well prepar'd, 
Giue me your hand Faſſanio, tare you well, 
Greeue not thatT am falne to this for you : 
For heerein fortune ſhewes her ſelte more kinde 
Then is her cuftome, It is ſtill her-vſe 
To let the wretched man out-liue his wealth, 
To view with hollow eye, and winkled brow 
An age of poverty. From which lingring penance 
| Of ſuch miſerie, doth ſhecut me © 
Commend me to your honourable Wife, 
Tell her the proceſle of Anthonio's end : 
Say how I lou'd you ſpeake mefaireindeath : 
And when the tale is told, bid her be judge, 
Whether Baſanio had not once a Lone: 
Repent not you that you ſhall looſe your friend, 
And he repenrs not that he payes your debt. 
For if the [ew do cut but deepe enough, 
[le pay it inſtantly, with all my heart. 
Baſ. Anthenie, I am marriedco a wite, 


þ 


Which is as deere tome as life it ſelfe, 
Bur life it ſelfe,my wife,and all the world, 
Are not with me efteem'd aboue thy life, 
I would looſe all, I ſacrifice them all 
Heere to this deuill, to deliver you. 
Por. Your wifewould giue you little thanks for that 
If ſhe were by to heare you make the offer. 
Gra. Ihaue a wife whem Iproteft 1 loue, 
I would ſhe were in heauen, ſo ſhe could 
Intreat ſome power to change this curriſh Tew. 
Ner. 'Tis well you offer it behinde her backe, 
The wiſh would make elſe an vnquiet houſe. (ter 
lew.Theſe be the Chriſtian hacdandeel haue a daugh- 
Would any of the ſtocke of Barrabas 
Had beene her husband,rather then a Chriſtian. 
We trifle time, I pray thee purſue ſentence. 
Por, Apound of that ſame marchants flefhis thine, 
The Court awards it,and the law doth giue it. 
[ew. Moſt rightfull Judge. 
For. And you muſt cur Pio fleſh from off his breaſt, 
The Law allowes it, and the Court awards it. 
lew. Moftleained Iudge,a ſentence,come prepare. 
For. Tarty alittle,there is ſomething elſe, 
This bond doth giue thee heereno iot of bloud, 
The words expreſly are a pound of fleſh : 
Then take thy bond, take chou thy pound of fleſh, 
Bur in the cutting it, if thou doſt ſhed 
One gdrop of Chriſtian bloud thy lands and goods 
Are by the Lawes of Venice confiſcate 
Vntothe ſtate of Venice, 
Gra. O vpright Iudge, 
Marke Iew,6learned Judge. 
Shy. Is that the law ? 
Por. Thy (elfe ſhalt ſee the AQ : 
For as thou vegeſt iuſtice, be aſſur'd 
Thou ſhalt have iuſtice more then thou defireſt, 
Gra. O learned Iudge,mark ſew,a learned Judge, 
lew. I take this offer then;pay the bond thrice, 
And let the Chriftian goe. | 
Zaſſ. Heere is che money, 
Por, Soft,the Iew ſhall haue all juſtice, ſoft,no haſte, 
He ſhall hauenothing but the penalty. 
Gra. O Jew,an vpright Tudge,a learned Tudge, 
Por. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the fleſh , 
Shed thou no bloud, or cut thou leſſe nor more 
Burt juſt a pound of fleſh : if thou tak'ſt more 
Orleſle then a juſt pound, be it ſo much 
As makes it light or heauy in the ſubſtance, 
Or the deuifion of the twentieth part 
Of one poore ſcruple, nay if the ſcale doe turne: 
Bur in the eſtimation of a hayre , 
"Thou dieſt, and all thy goods are confiſcate, 
Gra Alecond Daniel, a Daxicl lew, 
Now infidell I haue thee on the hip, 
Por, Why doth the lew pauſe,take thy forfeiture, 
Shy. Giue me my principall,and let me goe, 
Baſſ. 1 hauecit ready for thee, heere it it. 
Por, He hath refus'd,it inthe open Court, ] 
He ſhall have meerly iuſticeand his bond. —G* \, | 
Gra. A Daniel ill ſay 1,a ſecond Daniel, | 
] thankerhee Iew for teaching methat word. 
Shy; Shall I not haue barely my principall? 
Por. Thou (halt have nothing but the forfeiture, 
To be taken ſo at thy perill ew. | 
= Why thenthe Deuill giue him good of it; 
Ile Ray no longer queſtion. 


Por. Tarry 
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Por, Tarry Iew, | Haue by your wiſedeme berne tliis da acquitted 
The Law bath yer another hold on you. | Of greeuous penalcies, in lic 1 whereof, | 
[t jsenacted in the Lawes of Venice, | Three thouſand Dycats due vnto9 the Jew _ 
If it be proued againſt an Alien, Wefreely cope your curteous paines withall, 
That by direQ,or indireR attempts An, And ftand indebted over and abouc 
He ſecke thelife of any Citizen, | In loue and ſervice to you cucrmore. 
The party gainſt che which he doth contriue , Por. Heis well paid that is well ſatisfied, 
Shall ſeaze one halfe his goods,the other halte And [ delivering you, am ſatisfied, 
Comes to the privie coffer of the State , And therein doe account my felfe well paid, 
And the offenders life lies in the mercy My minde was neuer yet more mercinarie. 
Of the Duke onely, gainſt all other voice, l pray you know me when we meete againe, 
In which predicament I ſay thou ſtand(t : I wiſh you well,and ſoI take my leaue, 
For it appeares by manifeſt proceeding, | Baſf. Deare (ir,of force I mult attempr you further, . 
That indireQly, and directly to, | Take ſome remembrance of vs as a tribute, | 
Thou haft contriu'd againſt the very life | Nor as fee : grant me two things, I pray you 
Of the defendant : and thou haſt incur'd | Nottodenie me, and to pardon me, | | 
The danget formerly by merchearſt, Por. You prefle mee farre,and therefore I will yeeld, 
Downe therefore,and beg mercy of the Duke. Giue me your gloues, Ile weare them for your ſake, 
Gra. Beg that thou maiſt baueleaue to hang thy ſelfe, | And for your loue lle take this ring from you, 
And yet thy wealth being forfeit ro the tate, | Doenot draw backe your hand,ile take uo more, 
Thou haft not left the value of a cord, And you in loue ſhall not deny me this ? 
Therefore thou muſt be hang'd at the ſlates charge. Baſſ. Thisring good fir, alas itis a rifle, 
Dk, That thou ſhalt ſce the difference of our ſpirit, | I will not ſhame my lelfe ro give you this. 
I pardon thee thy life before thou askeit; Por. I wil have nothing clſe but onely this; 
For halfethy wealth, it is Azthowio's, | And now methinkes I haue a mindeto it. 
The other ha'fe comes to the generall ſtate, Baf. There's more depends on this then onthe yalew, 
Which humbleneſſe may drive vnte a fine. The dearcſt ring in Venice will I gine you, | 
| Por. I for the ſtate,not for Anthonis. And finde it out by proclamacion, 
Shy. Nay,take my life and all, pardon not that, Onely for this I pray you pardon me. 
You take my houſe, when you do take the prop Por. I ſeefir y=u are liberall in offers, 
That doth ſuſtaine my houſe : you take my lite You caught me firlt ro beg ,arid now me thinkes 
When you doe take the meanes whereby I live, You teach me how a beggar ſhould be anſwer'd, 
Por, What mercy can you render him Anthonio? Baſ. Good fir,this ring was giuen me by my wife, 
Gra. A halter gratts,nothing elſe for Gods ſake. And when ſhe put it on, ſhe made me vow y 
Ant. So pleaſe my Lord the Duke, and all the Court | Thatiſhould neither ſell,nor giue,norloſeir, 
To quit the fine for one halfe of his goods, | Por, That ſcuſe ſerues many men to ſaue their gifts, 
[ am content : ſo he will let me haue Andif your wife be not a mad woman, 
The other halfe in vie, to render ic | And know how well I have deſeru'd this ring, 
Vpon his death, vnto the Gentleman J Shee would not hold out. enemy for ever | 
Thar lately Role his daughter, For giuing it to me: well, peace be with you, Exennt, 


Twothings prouided more,that for this fauour 


Ant. My L.Baſſanio,let himbauethering, 
He preſently become a Chriſtian : 


Let his deſerumgs aud my love withal! 


— 


The other,that he doe record a gift | Bevalued againft your wives commandement, 
Heere in the Court of all he dies poſſe Baſſ. Goe Gratiano,run and ouer-take him , 
Vnto his ſonne Lerenze,and bis daughter, Giue him the ring,and bring himif thou canſt 
| Duk, He ſhall doe this,or elſe I doerecant Vnro Anthenies houſe, away,make haſte. Exit Grati. 
The pardon that I late pronounced heere, | Come, you and I will thitherpreſently, | 
Por. Art thou contented Tew? what doft thou ſay? And in the morning early will we both 
| Shy. 1 am content. + | Flietoward Belmont, come Anthonio. Exenunt. 
Por. Clarke,draw a deed of gift, 
Shy. 1 pray you giverne leave to goefrom hence, . Enter Portia and Nerriſſa. 
Iam not well,ſend the deed after me, Por. Enquirethe Iewes houſe out, giue him this deed, | 
AndIwill figneits ++ -/ 22.47 Andlet him figpe it, wee'll away to night, | 
Duke. Ger tlice gone,burdoe it, And be a day before our husbands home : 
-. Gra. In chriſtning thou ſhalt hauetwo godfathers, | This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. | 
| Had I been iudge,thou ſhould have bad ter more, Enter Gratians, 
| Tobringtheetothe gallowes,notto the font. , Exir. Gra.. Faire fir;you are well ore-tane : . 
Ds. Sir I intreat- you with me home todinner; | \ | My L.Baſſamovpon more aduice | 
| Por. Ihumbly doedefixe your Graceof pardon, v7 | Harhſengyou heere this ring,and doth intreat 
| | Ieauft away thisnightroward Padua, -/.) ,, ,. our company at dinner." . 
+121 |} Por. Thatcannotbe; | 
| His ring I doe accept moſt thankfully, . 
 oniduolA- 4 | And ſoI pray you tell him : furthermore, 
bourdcohim, ;,;;./..;; || Iprayyouſhew my youthold Shylockes houſe. 
bw treme,. | Gra. ThatwillIdoe, 
'} Ne. went angne; ahi: 
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—__— 


—— —_—W_ — 
—_ ——Þ_— 


—— -—- 


et — 


182 


The «Merchant of Venice. 


He ſee if I can get my husbands ring 
Which I did make him ſweare toſkeepe for euer. 
Por. Thou maift I warrant, we ſhal have oldſwearing 
| That they did give the rings away tomen; 
But weele out- face them,and out-{weare them to : 
Away,make hafte,thou know'ſt where I will carry, 
Ner. Come good fir, will you ſhew me to this houſe. 
Exennt, 


ee O_— OO OE” ——> \=_—_— — ———_— 


e/ tins Quinius. 


—— 


Enter Lorenz, and Ieſſica. 

- Loy, The moone ſhines bright, In ſuch a night as this, 
Wanen the ſweet winde did gently kiffe the trees, 
And they did make no nnyſe,in ſuch a night 
Troylus me thinkes tmounted the T roian walls, 
| And figh'd his ſoule toward the Grecian tents 
| Where Creſſed lay that night, 
Tef. In ſuch a night 
Did 7Thubie fearefully ore-tripthe dewe, 
And ſaw the Lyons ſhadow ere hiwlelfe , 
And ranne diſmayed away. 

Loren, inſuch anighr 
Stood D1ids with a Willow in her hand 
Vpon the wilde ſca bankes,and waft her Love 
To come againe to Carthage. 

Fe. In Eich a night 
Medea gathered the inchanted hearbs 
Thar did renew old Eſon. 

Loren, In ſuch anight 
Did /eſſica Reale from the wealthy Tewe, 
And with an Vnthrift Love did runne from Venice, 
As farre as Belmont. 

ef. In ſuch anight 
Did young Lorenzo {weare he lou'd her well, 
Stealing her ſoule with many yowes of faith , 
| Andnerea true one. 

Loren. In ſuch a night 
Did pretty /-ſic4 (like alirtle ſhrow) 
Slander her Loue,and he forgaue it her, 

lejſi 1 would out-night you did no body come : 
But harke,I heare the footing of a man. 


Emer Meſſenger. 

Lor, Who comes fo faſt in hlence'of thenight? 

AMeſ. A friend, (friend? 

Loren. A friend, what friend ? your name I pray you 

Meſ. Stephan \s my name,and TI bring word 
My Miſtreſſe will before the breake of day 
Be heere at Belmont, ſhe doth ſtray abour 
| By holy croſſes where ſhe kneeles and prayes 

| For happy wedlocke houres. 
'| Loren, Whocomes with her ? K 
| Aeſ, None but a holy Hermit and her maid: 

I pray you it my Maſter yerrneurn'd ? 

Loren. He is not,tor we have not heard from him, 
But goc we in I pray thee /eſſiea, 
And ceremoniouſly let ys vs prepare 
Some welcome for the Miſtreſſe of the houſe, * 11 


Fer Clowne, 


Cle, Sola,ſola: wo ha ho,fola,foha, + © 


| 


——C.._c IA ac. > At ne. 


Loren. Who calls? | 

Cle. Sola,did you ſee M. Lorenzo,& M, Lorenz2s, ſola, 

Lor. Leaue hollowing man, heere, (ſola, 

Cls. Sola, where, where? 

Lor, Heere? 

Cls Tel him ther's a Poſt come from my Maſter, with 
his horne full of good newes,my Maſter will be here ere 
morning ſweet {oule, 

Loren. Ler'sin,and there expeR their comming. 
And yet no matter : why ſhould we goe in? 
My friend Stephey, fignifie pray you 
Within the houſe, your Miſtreſle is at hand, 
And bring your muſique foorth into the ayre, 
How ſweet the moone-light ſleepes ypon this banke, 
Heere will we fit,and let che ſounds of muſicke 
Creepe in our eares ſoft iilnes,and the night 
Become the tutches of ſweet harmonie : 
Sit /eſſica, looke how the floore of heauen 
Is thicke inlayed with patrens of bright gold , 
There's not the ſmalle(t orbe which thou behold 
But in his motion like an Angell ſings, 
Sull quiring to the young eyed Cherubins ; 
Such harmonie is in immorrtall ſoules, 
Bu: whilſt this muddy veſture of decay 
Doth groſly cloſe in it, we cannor heare it : 
Come hoe,and wake Diana with a hymne , 
With ſweeteſt tutches pearce your Miſtreſle care, 
And draw her home with muſicke. 

leſſi. 1 am never merry when I heare ſweet muſique. 

Play mnſiche. 

Lor. The reaſon is, your ſpirits are atrentiue : 
For doe but note a wilde and wanton heard 
Or race of youthful and vnhandled colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
Which is the hot condition of their bloud, 


| If they bur heare perchance a trumpet ſound, 


Or any ayre of muſicke touch their eares, 

You ſhall perceiue them make a muruall ſtand, 
Their ſauage eyes turn'dto a modeft gaze, 

By the {ſweet power of mulicke : therefore the Poer 
Did faine that Orphers drew trees, Rones,and floods, 
Sincenaught ſo ſtockiſh,hard,and full of rage, 

But muficke for time doth change his nature, 

The man that hath no muſicke in himſelfe, 

Nor is not moued with concord of ſweet ſounds, 
Is fit for treaſons, ſtratagems,and ſpoyles, 

The motions of his ſpirit aredull as night, 

And his affe&ions darke as E£robu, 

Let no ſuch man be truited : marke the muſicke. 


Emer Portia aud Nerriſſa. 


Por, That light weſee is burning in my hall: 

How farre that little candell throwes his beames, 

So ſhines a good deed in a naughty world. (dle? 
Ner. When the movne ſhone we did not fee the can 
Por. So doth the greater glory dim thelefle, 

A ſubſtitute ſhines brightly as a King 

Vnrill a Ring be by, and then his ſtare 

Empties it ſelfe,as doth anivland brooke Wy 

Into the maine of waters + muſique, harke, © Mwficke, 

' Ner. It is your tmuficke Madame of the houſe. 
Por. Nothing is goodT (ſee without reſpeR, 

Methinkes it founds much ſweetet then by day? 

Ne#: Silence beftowes that yertuc on it Madarn. 
Por, The Crow doth ting as ſweetly usthe bits: 
mn 


Att. AE. 


RI 
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When neither is attended : and I thinke 
The Nightingale if ſhe ſhould fing by day 
When euery Gooſe is cackling, would be thought 
No better a Muſfitian then the Wren ? 
How many things by ſeaſon, ſeaſon'dare 
To their right praiſe, and true perfeQion : 
Peace, how the Moone ſleepes with Endimion, 
And would not be awak'd, 

CMuſicke ceaſes, 

Lor, That is the voice, 

Or I am much deceiu'd of Portia, 

Por. He knowes me as the blinde man knowes the 
Cuckow by the bad voice ? 

Lor, Deere Lady welcome home ? 

Por. We haue bene praying for our busbands welfare. 
Which ſpeed we hope the berter for our words, 
Are they return'd? 

Lor, Madam, they arenot yet: 

But there is come a Meſſenger betore 
To ſignifie their comming. 

Por, Go iu Nerriſſa, 

Giue order to my leruants, that they take 
No note art all of our being abſent hence, 
Nor you Lorenzo, Jeſſica nor you. 

+1 T ucket ſounds. 

Lor. Your husband is at hand, 1 hearehis Trumpet, 
We ateno tell-rales Madam,feare you nor, 

Por. This night methinkes is bur the daylight ficke, 
It lookes alittle paler, 'tis a day, 

Such as the day is, when the Sun is hid, 


Enter Baſſanio, Anthonio, Gratiaue,and their 
Followers. 


Baſ. We ſhould hold day with the Antipodes, 
If you would walke in abſence ofthe ſunne. 

Por, Let me giue light, but let me not belight, 
For alight wife doth make a heauic husbapd, 


And ncuer be Baſſanio lo for me, 
| But God ſorra!l: you are welcome homemy Lord. 


'} This is the man, this is Anthonio, 
| To whom I amo infinitely bound, 
Por. You ſhould in all ſence be much bound to him, 
| For as I heare he was much bound for you. | 
'}. Anth, No morethen I am wel acquitted of. 
Por. Sir, you arc verie welcome to our houle : 
{| It muſt appeare in other Waies then words, 
{| Therefore I ſcant this breathing curtehie; 
| Gra, By yonder Moohe I ſweare you do me wrong, 
4 Infaith I gaue it to the Iudges Clearke, 
| Would he were geltthat had ic for my part, 
| Since youdo take it Loue ſo much at bart. 
Por. A quarrel hoe alreadie, what's the matter? 
Gra, About a hoope of Gold,a paltry Ring - | 
That ſhe did giue me, whoſe Poche was | 
For all the world like Cutlers Poetry 
Vpon z knife; Lowe mee, and leaue mee nr, wy 
Ner. What talke you of che Pochie or the valew: 
1 You ſwore to me when I did giue it you, 
{ That you would weare it til the huure ofdeath, 
And that it ſhouldlye with you in your graue, 
Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths, 
You ſhould have beene reſpeQtiue and haue kept it. 
Gaue it a Iudges Clearke: bur wel I know 
| The Clearke wil nere weare haire on's face that had it. 
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Baſſ. I thanke you Madarn,giue wetcom to my triend | | 
| You would abate the ſtreagth of your diſpleaſure? 


| 


| 
| 
[ 


Gra. He wil, anditheliueto beaman, 

Nirriſa, 1,ifa Woman live tobe a man, 

Gra. Now by this hand I gaue it toa youth, 

A kinde of boy, a little ſcrubbed boy, 

No higher then thy ſelfe, the Judges Clearke, 
A prating boy that begg'd ir as a Fee, 

I could not for my heart deny it him. 

For. You were too blame, | muſt be plaine with you 
To part ſo {lightly with your wiues firft gift, ; 
A thing fincke on with oathes vpon your finger, 
And fo riveted with faith vnto your fleſh, 

I gauemy Louca Ring, and made him ſweare 
Neuer to part with it, and heete he tands : 
I dare be frccks tor him, he would not leaueit, 
Nor plucke it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world maſters. Now in faith Gratians, 
You give your wife too vnkinde a caulc of greefe, 
And'twereto me I ſhould be mad at it... 

Baſſ. Why | were beſt to cur my left hand off 
And {weareT loft the Ring defending it. 

Gre, My Lord Baſſ«nio gaue his Ring 2Way 
Vnto the ludge that beg'd it, and indeede 
Deſeru'dit too : and then the Boy his C learke 
Thar tooke ſome paines in writing, he begg'd mine 
And neyther mannor mafter would take ought 
Burt the two Rings, 

Por. What Ring gave you my Lord? 

Not that I hope which you receiu'd of me, 
Baſſ. IfI could addealie vato a taulr, 
I would deny it : bur you ſee my finger 
Hath-not the Ring vpon it, it 1s gone, 

Por. Enen fo vyoide is your falſe heart of truth, 
By heauen I wil nere come in your bed 
Vacil I ſee the Ring. 

| Ner. Nor lin yours,til T againe ſee mine, 

Baſſ. Sweet Portia, 
If you did know to whom I gaue the Ring, 
If you did know for whom I gave the Ring, 
And would conceiue for what I gave theRing, 
And how vnwillingly I left the Ring, 
When nought would be accepted but the Ring, 


Por, It you had knowne the yertue of che Ring, + 
Or halfe her worthinefſe that gaue the Ring, 
Or your owne honour to containe the Ring, 
You would nor then have parted with the Ring ; 
What man 1s there ſo much vnreaſonable, 
If you had pleav'd to haue defended it 
With any termes of Zeale : wanted the modeſtic 
To vrgethe thivg held as a ceremonie : 
Nerriſſa teaches me what to beleeue, 
Ile die for't, but ſome Woman had the Ring ? 
Baſſ. No by mine honor Madam, by my ſoule 


No Woman hadit, but a civill Door, 


Which did refuſe three thouſand Ducates of me, 


A. And beg'd the Ring; the which I did denic him, 


And ſafter'd himto go diſpleas'd away : 

Even he that had held vp the verie life 

Of my deere friend, What ſhould I ſay ſweere Lady? 
I was inforc'dto ſend it after him, 

I was beſet with ſhame and curteſie, 

My honor would not let ingratitude 

So much beſmeare it. Pardon me good Lady, 

And by theſe bleſſed Candles of the night, 

Had you bene there, I thinke you would haue beg'd 
The Ring of me, to giuethe worthic Door ? 


Q 2 Por. 


| 
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Pi } e184 The Merchant of Venice: | 
| + ; | Por. Letnotthat Doctor ere come neere my houſe, Por, Speake net ſo groſlely,you are all amaz'd; 
T8. pl | Since he hath got the iewell that 1 loued, Heere is a letter, reade 1t at your leyſure, 

| a0 | And that which you did ſweare to keepe for me, It comes from Padua from Bellario , 

41+ I will become as hiberall as you, There you ſhall finde that Portia was the Door , 

a it Ile not deny him any thing | have, Nerriſ/athere her Clarke. Loreuz.0 heere 

q 7 | Nognot my body, nor my husbands bed : Shall witneſle I ſer forth as ſoone as you, 

1A4 Know him | ſhall, I am well ſure otir, And but eu'n now return'd: I hauenor yet 
| fl | Lienot a night from home. Watch me like Argos, Entred my houſe, Anzthonso you are welcome , 

Y If you doe not, it I beleſit alone, And I haue better newes in Gore for you 


Now by mine honour which is yet mine awne, 
1 Ilc haue the Doctor tor my bediellow, 


How you doe leaue mc to mine owne protection. 
Gra. Well,doe you to: let not me take him then, 
For if I doe, ile mar the yong Clarks pen, 
' Ant. lamth'vnhappy ſubickt of thele quarrels. 
Por. Sir, grieuc not you, 
You are welcome notwith{tanding, 
Baſe. Portia, torgiue me this enforced wrong, 
And inthe hearing of theſe manie friends 
I ſweareto thee, eucn vy thine owne taire eyes 
Wherein | ſee my clte. 
Por. Marke you bur that ? 
In both my eyes he doubly lecs himlelfe : 
Ineacheye one,{weare by your doublcſelfe, 
And there's an oath of credit. 
Baſ. Nay, but heare mc, 
Pardn this fault, and by my ſoule | ſweare 


I neurr more will breake an oath with thee 
Anth. ] oncedid lend my bodstortby wealth 
W ich but for him that had your husbands ring 


Had quite miſcarried. I dare be bound againe, 
My ſoule vpon the torteit, that your Lord 
Will neuer more breake taith aduiſedhie. 
Por, Then you ſhall be his ſureve : gine him this, 
And bid him keepe it berrer chen the other. 
Ant, Heere Lord Baſſario,twear to keep this ring, 
| Baſſ, By heauen its the lamel gane the Doctor. 
Por. I had it of him: pardon Baſſanro, 
For by this ring the DoCtor lay with me. 
Ner. And pardon me my gentle Gratiano, 
For that ſame ſcrubbed boy the Doors Clarke 
In liew of this, laſt night did lye with me. 
Gra, Why this is like the mendingoof high waies 
In Sommer,where the waies are faireenough : 
What, are we Cuckolds ere we haue deſeru'dit. 


Nerriſſa. And | his Clarke: therefore be well aduis'd 


| 


| 


| 


| 


Then you expect : vnſeale this letter ſoone, 
There you ſhall finde three of your Argoſies 
Arerichly come to harbour ſodainlie. 
You ſhall not know by what ſtrange accident 
I chanced on this letter. 
Antho, 1 am dumbe, 
Baſſ. Were you the DoQtor,and I knew you not ? 
Gra. Were you the Clark that is to make me cuckold. 
Ner. I1.butthe Clark thatnever meancs to doc it, 
Vnleſic he hue vntill he be a man. 
Baſſ. (Sweet Door )you ſhall be my bedfellow, 
When I am abfent,then he with my wife, 
An. (Sweet Ladie)you haue given me life & living 
For beere I reade for certaine that my ſhips 
Are ſatclie come to Rode, 
Por. How now Lorenzo? 
My Clarke hath ſome good comforts to for you. 
Ner. ],and Ile give them him without a fee. 
Tnere doe I giue to you and /eſſica 
From therich Iewe, a ſpeciall deed of gift 
After his death, of all he dies poſſefſ'd of. 
Loren, Faire Ladies you drop Manna in the way 
Of arued people. 
Por. It is almoſt morning, 
And yet am ſure you are not ſatisfied 
Of cheſe events at full. Let ys goe in, 
And chargevs there vpon intergatories, 


| And we will anſwer 8ll runs faithfully, 


Gra. Let it be ſo, the fir intergarory 
That my Nerriſſa ſhall be ſworne on, is, 
Whether till thenext night ſhe had rather ftay, 
Or goe to bed,now being two houres to day, 


| But werethe day come, ] ſhould wiſh it darke, 


Till I were couching with the Doors Clarke. 
Well, while Iliue, Ile feare no other thing 


| So lore,as keeping ſafe Nerrifſas ring, 
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{ you that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, chat dif- 
fers not from the ſtalling ofan Oxe? his horſes are bred | 


were there twenty brothers betwixt ys :I haue as much 
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Orlando. 5 

$ I remember Adam, it was ypon this taſhion 
bequeathed me by will, but poore a thouſand 
Crownes, and as thou fſaift, .charged my bro- 


there begins my ſadneſſe : My brother /aques he keepes 
at ſchoole, and report ſpeakes goldenly of his profit: 
for my part, he keepes me ruſtically at home, or(to ſpeak 
more properly) ftaies me heere at home vnkept : for call 


Enter Orlando and Adam. | 


better, for beſides that they are faire with their feeding, 
they are taught their mannage, and to that end Riders 
deerely hir'd ; burI (his brother) gainenothing vnder | 
him but growth, for the which his Animals on his 

dunghils are as much bound to him as 1] : beſides this no- 
thing that he ſo plentifully giues me,the ſomething that 
nature gaue mee, his countenance ſeemes to take from 
me : hee lets mee feede with his Hindes, barres mee the 
place of a brother, and as much as in him lies, mines my 
gentility with my education. This is it «Adam that 


ther on his bleſſing to breed mee well : and | 


grieues me, and the {pirit of my Father, which I thinke 
1s Within mee, begins to murinie againſt this ferujrude, 
I will no longer endure it, though yer I know no wiſe 
remedy how to auoid it, 

Enter Oliner, 

Adam, Yonder comes my Maſter,your brother. 

Orlan, Goe a-part Adam, and thou ſhalt heare how 
he will ſhake me vp. 

Oli, Now Sir, what make you heere ? 

Orl. Nothing : I am not taught co make any thing. 

Oli, What mar you then (tr ? 

Orl, Marry fit, 1 am helping you to mar that which 
God made , a poore vaworthy brother of yours with 
idleneſſe, | 

Oliner. Marry fir be better employed,and benaught 
a while, | 

Orlan. Shall I keepe your hogs, and eat huskes with 
them? what prodigall portion have I ſpent,that I ſhould 
cometo ſuch penury? 

Oh. Know you where you arefir ? 

Orl. Ofir,very well: heere in your Orchard, 

Oli. Know you before whom fir ? 

Orl, I, better then him I am before knowes mee : I | 
know you are my eldeſt brother, and in the gentle con- 
dition of bloud you ſhould ſo know me: the courteſie of 
nations allowes you my better , in that youare the firſt 
borne,but the ſame tradition takes not away my bloud, 


| 


_— 
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of my father in mee, as you, albeit 1 confeſſe your com- | 
ming before me is neerer to his reverence, 

Oh. What Boy, | (this, | 

Orl. Come,comeelder brother, you are roo yorg in 

Oli. Wilt thou lay hands on me villaine? 

Or!. lamnovillaine: 1 am the yongeſt ſonne of Sir 
Rowland de Boys he was my father, and he is thrice a vil- 
laine that ſaies {uch a father begor villaines : wert thou 
not my brother , I would nor take this hand from thy 
throat, til! this other had puld out thy tongue for laying 
ſo,thou haſt raild on thy felfe. 

Adam. Sweet Maſters bee patient, for your Fathers 
remembrance, be at accord. 

Oli, Ler me goel lay, 

Orl. Iwillnot ill I pleaſe : you ſhall heare ee : wy 
father charg'd you in his will to give me good educati- 
on : you have train'd melike a pezanc, obſcuring and 
hiding from me all gentlemar-like qualities : the {pirir 
of my father growes frong,.in mee, and ] will no longer 
endure it; therefore allow me ſuch exerciſes as may be- 
come 2 gentleman , or give mee the poore allottery my 
father left me by teſtament, with that | will goe buy my 
fortunes, =, 

Oli. And what wilt thou do ? beg when that is ſpent? 
Well fir, get you in. 1willnotlong be troubled with 
you : you (hall haue ſome part of your will, Ipray you 
leave me, 

Orl, 1 will no further offend you, then becomes mee 
for my good, ; 

Oli. Get you with him, you olde dogye. 

Adam, 1s old dogye my reward : mott tree, Thaue 
loſt my teethin your ſervice : God be with my olde ma» 
ter,he would not have ſpoke ſuch a word, Ex.Orl. Ad. 

Oli. 1s it even ſo, begin you to grow vpon me? I will 
phyſicke your ranckeneſſe, and yet giue no thouſand 
crownes neyther : holla Denus. 

Enter Dennis, 

Den. Calls your worſhip ? | 

Oli. Was not Charles the Dukes Wraftler heere to | 
ſpeake with mo? | 

Den. So pleaſe you,he is heere at the doore, and im. 
portunes acceſſe to you, 

Oli, Call him in: 'twill be a good way: and to mor- 
row the wraſtling is. 

Enter Charles. 

Cha. Good morrow to your worſhip. 

Oli, Good Mounher Charles: what's the new newes 
at the new Court ? 

Chatlesr. There's nonewes at the Court Sir, but the 
olde newes:that is,the old Duke is baniſhed by his yon- 
ger brether the new Duke, and three or foure loving 
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| thou ſbalt finde I will molt kindly require : 
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Lords have put themſelues into voluntary exile with 
him , whoſe lands and revenues enrich the new Duke , 
therefore he gives them good leaue to wander. 


baniſhed'with her Father ? 

Cha. Ono ; for the Dukes davghter her Coſen ſo 
loues her, being cuer from their Cradles bred together, 
that hee would lauc tollowed her exile, or haue died to 
tay behind her ; ſhe is at the Court, 2nd nolefle beloued 
ofhier Vncle,then his owne daughter,and never two La- 
dics loued as they doe. 

Ol, Where will the old Duke liue? 

Cha. They ſay hee is already in the Forreſt of efrdey, 
and a many merry men with him ; and there they live 
like the old Robrn Hood of Englard: they lay many yong 
Gentlemen flocke ro him cuery day , and fleet the time 
careleſly as they did in the golden world, 

Oli. What, you wraſtle tro morrow before the new 
Duke, 

{ha. Marry doe | fir : and I came to acquaint you 
with a matter : ] am giuen fir ſecretly to vnder (tand,that 
your yonger brother Orlando hath a diſpoiition to come 
in diſguis'd againſt mee to try afall : ro morrow tir I 
wraſtle for my credit , and hee that eſcapes me without 
ſome broken limbe,ſhall acquit him well : your brother 
is but young and render, and for your loue I would bee 
leth to foyle him, as | muſt tor my owne honour if hee 
come in : therefore our of my louec to you, I came hither 
to acquaint you withall, that either you might ay him 
from his intendiment, or brooke luch dilgrace well as he 
ſhall runne into, in that it is athing of his owne learch, 
and alrogether againlt my will. 

Oli, *Charles, I thanke thee for thy loue tome, which 
I had my 
ſelfe notice of my Brothers purpolc heerein,and haue by 
ynder-hand meancs laboured to diflwade him trom it ; 
but he is reſolute. Ile cell thee {Þarles,it is the tubbor- 
neſt yong fellow of France, tull of an|bition, an envious 
emulator of eucry mans good parts, a ſecret & villanous 
contriuer againlt nec his naturall brother : therefore vie 
thy diſcretion, I had as liete thou didſt breake his necke 
as h1$ finger, And thou wert belt looke to't ; for if thou 
doſt him any flight diſgrace,or it hee doe not mightil:e 
grace himiclte on thee , hee will practiſe againſt thee by 
poylon,entrap thee by {ome treacherous deuile, and ne- 
ver leaue thee till he hath ane thy life by ſome indire&t 
meanes or other : forT aſſurethee, ( and almoſt with 
reares | ſpeake 1t) there 1s not one ſo young, and ſo vil- 
lanous this day liuing. 1 ſpeake but brotherly of him, 
but ſhould I anathomize him ro thee, as hee 1s, I muſt 
bluſh, and weepe, and thou muit looke pale and 
wonder, 

- Cha. lam heartily glad I came hither to you : if hee 
comets morrow, Ile give him his payment : it ever hee 
ove alone againe, Ile never wraſtle tor prize more: and 

toGod keepe your worſhip. Exit, 
Farewell good (harles, Now will I tire this Game- 
ter : I hope l ſhall ſce an cnd ot him; for my ſoule(yer 
[ know not why) hates nothing more then he : yet hee's 
gentle, never ſchool'd, and yer learned , full of noble 
deuiſe , of all ſorts encbantingly beloued, and indeed 
ſo much in the heart of the world, and eſpecially of my 
owne people, who beſt know him, that I am alcogether 


' miſprited ; but ir ſhall nor be ſolong, this wraſtler ſhall 


cleare all : nothing remaines , but that I kindle the boy 
thither, which now Ile goe about. Ext. 
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Oh. Canyou tell if Reſa/md the Dukes daughter bee 


As you like it. 
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Cel. 1 pray thee Roſalind, ſweet my Corz,be merry, 
Rof. Deere Cellia; I ſhow more mirth then I am mi- 
fireſſe of, and would you yer were merrier : vnlefſe you 
could teach me to forget abaniſhed father, you muft nor 
_ mee how to remember any extraordinary ples- 
ure. | 

Cel, Heerein I ſee thou lou'ſt mee not with the full 
waight that 1 lovethee; if my Vncle thy baniſhed father 
had baniſhed thy Vncle the Duke my Father, ſo thou 
hadft beene ſtill with mee, I could haue taught my loue 
to take thy fatherYor mine; ſo wouldſt thou, if the truth 
of thy louc to me were ſo righteouſly temper'd, as mine 
isto thee. 

Ref. Well, I will forget the condition of my eftate, 
to re1oyce 1n yours. 

Cel. You know my Father hath no childe, but 1, nor 
none is liketo haue; and rnely when he dies, thou ſhalt 
be his heire; for what hee hath raken away from thy fa- 
ther perforce , I will render thee againe in affeQion : by 
mine honor I will, and when I breake that oath, let mee 
rurne monſter:therefore my ſweet Roſe , my deare Roſe, 


| be merry. 


Koſ. From henceforth ] will Coz,and deviſe ſports: 
let me ſee, what thinke you of falling in Loue? 

Cel, Marry I prethee doe,to make ſport wichall: but 
loue no man in good carneſt,nor no further in ſport ney- 
ther; then with tafery ofa pure bluſh, thou maiſt in ho- 
nor come off againe, 

Roſ. What ſhall be our ſpore then ? 

Cel. Let vs fit and mocke the good houſwife Fore 
twne from her wheele, that ber gifts may henceforth bee 
beſtowed equally. 

Rof. 1 would wee could doe fo : for her benefits are 
mightily miſplaced, and the bountifull blinde woman 
doth moſt miſtake in her gifts to women. 

Cel. Tis true, for thoſe that ſhe makes faire.ſhe ſcarce 
makes honeſt, & thoſe that ſhe makes honeſt, ſhe makes 
very illfauouredly. 

Roſ. Nay now thou goeſt from Fortunes office to Na- 
tures : Fortune reignes un gifts of the world, not in the 
lineaments of Nature. 


Enter Clowne. 

Cel. No; wlien Nature hath made a faire creature , 
may ſhe not by Fortune fall irito the fire ? though nature 
hath given ys wit to flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune 
ſent in this foole to cut off the argument ? 

Ref. Indeed there is fortune too hard for nature,when 
fortune makes natures nacurall, the cutter off of natures 
witte. 

Cel. Peraduergure this is not Fortunes work neither, 
bur Natures, who perceiueth our naturall wits too dull 
to reaſon of ſuch goddeſſes , hath ſent this Naturall for 
our wherſtone.. for alwaies the dulneſle of the foole, is 
the whetſtone of the wits, How now Witte, whether 
wander you? 

Clow. Mifireſſe, you muſt come away to your farher, 

Cel, Were you made the er? 

Clo.No by mine honor, but I was bid ro come for you 


Ref. 


| 
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| Reſ. Where learned you that oath foole ? 
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ders take his part with weeping, | | | 


Clo, Ofa certaine Knight, that ſwore by his Honour Roſ. Alas. 
| they were good Pan-cakes, and ſwore by his Honor the | * Clo, Bur what is the ſport Monficur, that the Ladies 
Muſtard was naught : Now lle ſtand to it,the Pancakes | haueloſt? 


Le Bew. Why this that I ſpeake of. 

Clo. Thus men may grow wiſer cuery day. It is the 
firſt time that euer I heard breaking of ribbey was ſpore 
for Ladies, 

Cel. QrI, Ipromiſethee. 

Roſ. But is there any elſc longs to ſee this broken | 
Muſicke in his ſides? Is there yer another doates ypon 
rib-breaking ? Shall we ce this wraſtling Cefin? 

Le Ben. You mutt it you tay heere, for heere is the | 
place appointed for the wraltling, and they are ready to | 
pertorme it, 

Cel. Yonder {ure they are comming. Let vs now ſtay 
and lee it, 


| were nn and the Muſtard was good, and yet was 
| Not the Knight forſworne. - 

; Cel. How proue youthat inthe great heape of your 
knowledge? 

Roſ. 1 marry, now vamuzzle your wiſedome, 

Cle. Stand you both forth now: (troke your chinnes, 
and ſweare byyour beards that I am a knaue, 

(el. By our beards(if we had them)thou art. 

Cle. By my knauerie (if I hadit) rhen I were * burif 
you {weate by that that 1s not, you are not forſworn ;1n0 
more was this knight twearing by his Honor, for he ne- 
uer had anie; or if he had, he had ſworne it away,before 
euer he ſaw thoſe Pancakes,or that Muſtard, 

Cel. Prethee,who is't that thou means't ? 

Clo, One that old Fredericke your Father loues. 

Roſ.My Fathers loue is enough to honor him enough; 
ſpeake no more of him, you'l be whipt fot taxation one 
of theſe daies. 

(lo. The more pittie that fooles may not ſpeak wiſe- 
ly, what Wiſemen go fooliſhly. 

Cel. By my troth thou laieſt rrue : For, ſince thelittle | 
| wit that fooles haue was filenced, the little toolerie that 
wiſe men hauc makes a great ſhew ; Heere comes Mon- 
ficur the Bew. 


Flowriſh. Enter Duke, Lords, Orlands, { barler, 
and Attendants. 


D#ke.Come on, tince the yonth will not be increated 
His owne peril! on his forwardneſfle, 

Rof. Is yonder the man ? 

Le Ben, Euen he, Madam. - 

Cel. Alas, he is too yong : yet he looks ſucceſſctull 

Du. Hownow daughter, and Coulin: 
Are you ctept hither to ſee the wraſtling? 

Roſ. 1 my Liege, ſo pleaſe you giue vs leave 

Du, You wilcake little delightin it, I can tell you 
there is ſuch oddes in the man: Inpitic of the challen— 
vers youth, I would faine difſwade him, bur he will nor 
bre entreated. Speake to him Ladies, fee if you can 
mooue him, 

Cel. Call him bether good Monſieuer Le Few. 

Dake. Do ſo: llenor be by. .. 

Le'Sew. Monheur the Challenger, the Princeſle cals | 
for you. | 

Orl. Tattend them with all reſpe& and dutie. 

Roſ, Young man, haue you challeng'd Charles the 
Wralitler? 


Enter le Beau. 


Roſ. With his mouth full of uewes, 
Cel. Which be yvill put on vs, as Pigeons feed rheir 
oung, 

Ref Then ſhal we be newes-cram'd. 

(el. All the beter : we ſhalbe the more Marketable. 
Boon-iour Monſieur le Ben, what's the newes? 

Le Ben. FairePrinceſle, 
you haue loſt much good ſport, 

Cel. Sport : of what colour? 


Le 'Beu. What colour Madame ? How ſhall I aun- 
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{wer you? 

Rof. As wit and fortune will. 

Clo, Or as the deftinies decrees, 

Cel. Well ſaid, that was laid on with a trowell. 

Clo. Nayzit I keepenot my ranke, 

Ro{. Thou looſeft thy old ſmell. 

Le Ben. You amaze me Ladies: I would haue told 
you of good wraſtling, which you haue loft the fight of. 

Rof. Yer tell vs the manner of the Wraſtling. 

Le Bees. 1 wil tell youthe beginning : and it it pleaſe 
your Ladiſhips, you may ſee the end, tor the belt is yer 
todoe, and heere where you are, they are comming to 
performe it. 

Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried. 

Le Ben, There comes an old man,and his three ſons. 

(el. 1 could match this beginning with anoldrale, 

Le Bev. Three proper yongmen,of excellent growth 
and preſence. 

Rof. With bils on their neckes : Be it knowne vnto 
all men by thefe preſents. 

Le Beu, The eldeſt of the three, wraſtled with Cherles 
the Dukes Wraftler, which Charles in moment threw 
him, and broke three of his ribbes, that there is little 
hope of life in him : So be ſeru'd the ſecond, and fo the 
third : yonder they lie, the poore old man their Facher, 
making ſuch pitiful dole ouer them, that all the behol- 


em li. 


Orl.No faire Princeſle : he is the generall challenger, 
| come but in as others do, to try with him the ftrength 
of my youth, | 

Cel. Yong Gentleman, your ſpirits are too bold for 
your yeares : you haue ſeene cruell proofe of this mans 
(trengch, if you ſaw your ſelfe with your cies, or knew 
your leife with your iudgment, the feare of your 3duen- 
ture would counſel youto a more equall enterpriſe. We 
pray you for your owne ſake to embrace your own fafe> 
rie,and giue ouer this attempr. 

Roſ. Do yoaog Sir,your reputation ſhall not therefore 
be miſpriſed : we wil make ic our ſuite to the Duke, that 

the wraſtling might not go forward, 

Orl. Ibefcech you, puniſh mee not with your harde 
thoughts, wherein I conteſſe me much guiltie to denie 
ſo faire and excellent Ladies anie thing. Bur let your 
faire cies, and gentle wiſhes go with meeto my triall; 
wherein if I bee foil'd, there wh 4 one ſham'd rhat vyas 
never gracious : if kil'd, but one dead that 15 willing to 
be ſo : I ſhall do my friends no wrong, for I haue none to 
lament me: the world no iniurie, tor in it I have nothing: 
onely in the world I fil yp a place, which may bee berter 
ſupplied, when I haue made it emprie. 

Roſ. The lictle ftrengrhthat I have, I would it vyere 
with you, 

Cel. 
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1 | Cel. And mine to ecke out hers, | Orl.What paſſion hangs theſe waightryp6 myroong? | 
an | 't Reſ. Fare you well:praie heauen I be deceiu'd in you. | I cannot ſpeake ro her, yer ſhe vrg'd conference, ; 
| Cel. Your hearts defires be with you, 
1+ } | Char. Come, where i this yong gallant, that is ſs Enter Le Bew. | 
$7110 deſirous tolie with his mother carth ? O poore Orlevds ! thou art ouerthrowne | 
A4 Orl. Readie Sirgbur his will hath init amore modeſt | Or Charles, or ſomething weaker maſters thee, | 
$; ' J working. Le Bex.Good Sir,I do in friendſhip counſaile you | 
| # Dwuk. You ſhall tric but one fall, Teleaue this place; Albeit you haue deſeru'd 
4:46 Cha. No,I warrant your Grace you ſhall not entreat | High cominendation, true applauſe,and loue ; 
þ 4 i him to a ſecond, that haue ſo mightilie perſwaded him | Yet ſuch is now the Dukes condition, 
1:80! from a firſt. © That he miſconſters all that you haue done: | 
00: 981 Orl. You meaneto mocke me after : you ſhould not | The Duke is humorous, what heis indeede 
19. haue mockt me before : bur come your waics. More ſuites you to conceiue,then I to ſpeake of. 
1 #1 ti | Ref. Now Hercules, be thy ſpeede yong man. Orl. I thanke you Sir ; and pray youtell me this, 
4400 Cel. | would I were inuifible, tocatcl: the ſtrong fel- | Which of the two was daughter of the Duke, 
Ft low by the1:gge: Wyaſtle, | That here was atthe Wraftling ? 
1L+8 Roſ. Oh excellent yong man. ga Le Bex.Neither his daughter,if we iudge by manners, 
" 4 (#1. if I hadathunderbolr in mine cie,I cantell who | Bur yer indeede the taller is his daughter, 
Wired ſhould downe. Shont. The other is daughter to the baniſh'd Duke, 
iv p . Dw#b. No more, no more. | And here detain'd by her vſurping Vncle p 
Ph Orl. Yes I beſeech your Grace, Iam not yet well | To keepe his daughter companie, whoſe loues 
| fi LY | breath'd. Are deerer then the naturall bond of Sifters : | 
Dhtt oe | Dwxk, How do'ſtthou Charles? Bur I can tell you, that of late this Duke 
Fo i} '} Le Ben. He cannot ſpeake my Lord. Hath tane diſpleaſure*gainft his gentle Neece, 
js \ | Dxk, Beare him awaic : Grounded vpon no other argument, 
$99.5 3b | What is thy name yong man ? Bur that the people praiſe her for her vertues, 
| Lal. | Orl. Orlando my Liege, the yongelt ſonne of Sir Ro. | Andpitrie her, for her good Fathers ſake; 
WATER lard de Boys, And on wy life his malice 'gainſt the Lady 
Jt} } it Dwk., 1 would thou hadſt beene fon to ſome man elſe, | Will ſodainly breake forth : Sir,fare you well, 
R117 The world efteem'd thy father honourable, Hereafter in a better world then this, 
T6 Bur I did finde him till mine encmie: 1 ſhall defire more loue and knowledge of you, 
© | {F008 Thou ſhould'ft have better pleas'd me with this deede, Orl. Ireſt much bounden to you : fare you well. 
Ap! HadRt thou deſcended from another houſe : | Thus muſtI fromthe ſmoake into the ſmother, 
1 O00 But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth, From tyrant Duke, vnto atyrant Brother, 
£10446 I would thou had'lt told me of another Father. But heauenly Roſaline, F xit 
{ = - | Exit Dube. 
h = Cel.. Were I my Father (Core) would T do this? fs Re. 2” ; WS 
" Orl. 1 am more proud to be Sir Reland:s fonne, . 
& $1740 His yorge® {onne, ar would not change that calling Scena 7 ertius. 
1h To be adopted heire to Fredriche Me | 5 AB 
TRA AO. Roſ. My Father lou'd Sir Relard 25 his {oule, 
'F doll And all the wor!d was of iny Fathers minde, ' Enter (lia and Roſalme. 
W100 Had I before knowne this yong man his ſonne, 
T1374 I ſhould haue given him tcares vnto entreaties, Cel. Why Coſen, why Reſaline : Cupid haue mercie, 
| l 4, Exe he ſhould thus haue ventur'd. Not a word? 
us Cel. Gentle Colen, Roſ, Not oneto throw at a dog, | 
fr” : Let vs goe thanke him,and encourage him : Cel, No, thy words are too precious to be caſt away | 
J . My Fathers rough and envious diſpoſition ypon curs,throw ſome of them at me ; come lame mee | 
4  * Sticks me at heart : Sir, yon have well deſeru'd, | withreaſons, 
{1 $y! | If you doe keepe your promiſes in love z Roſe Then there were two Coſens laid vp, when the 
(, RI Bur iuſtly as you haue excecded all promiſe, one ſhould be lam'd with reaſons, and the other mad | 
ASRPN Your Miſtris ſhall be happie. without any. 
1. | i b | Roſ. Gentleman, Cel. But is all this for your Father? | 
11 Weare this for me : one out of ſuites with fortune Roſ. No, ſome of it is for my childes Father : Oh 
| F&6- That could giue more, but that her hand lacks meanes. how full of briers is this working day world. 
| > = Shall we goc Core? Cel. They are but burs, Coſen, throwne vpon thee | 
| $5 F2 Cel. 1: fare you well faire Gentleman, in hohiday foolerie, if we walke not in the crodden paths 
Wn tg Orl. Can [ not ſay,] thanke you? My better parts our very petty-coates will catch them, 
| o "hf Are all throwne downe, and that which here ſtands vp Rof. 1 could ſhake them off my coate, theſe burs are 
T1! 1h Is but a quintine, a mcerc livelefſe blocke. in my heart. 
O's Roſ7 He cals vs back: my pride fell with my fortunes, Cel. Hem them away, 
L / j 4.16 Ile aske him what he would : Did you call Sir? Roj. I would tryif I conld hem.and have him. 
441 | Sir, you haue wraſtled well, and ouerthrowne (+. Come,come, wraſtle with thy affeRions. 
(R3W+ More then your enemies. Ref. O they take the part of a better wraſtler then 
139% | Cel. Will you goe Core? p wy ſelfe, 
| Keſ. Hauc with you : fare you well. Exit, | (#1. O,a good wiſh ypon you: you will tric in time 
in 
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As gun like it. 


in diſpight of afall: but turning cheſc iefts oue of ſervice, 
let vs talke in good earneRt : Is itpoſſible on ſuch a ſo- 
daine,you ſhould fall into ſo ſtrong aliking with old Sir 
Rowlands yongelt ſonne? 
Roſ, The Duke my Father lou'd his Father deerclie. 
Cel. Doth it theretore enſue that you ſhould loue his 
Sonne deerelie? By this kinde of chaſe, I ſhould hate 
him, for wy father hated his father deerely; yer I hate 
not Orlando. 
Rof. No faith, hate him not for my ſake. 
Cel. Why ſhould I nor ?doth he not deferue well? 


—_ 


Enter Duke with Lords, : 

Rof. Let me loue him for that, and do you louc him 
Becauſe 1 doe. Looke, here comes the Duke. 

Cel. With Ins cies full of anger. 

D#k, Miſtris,diſpatch yoga with your ſafeſt haſte, 
And get you from our Court, 

Rofſ. Me Vncle. 

Duk You Colcn, 
Within theſe ten dajes it that thou beeſt found 
So neere our publike Count as twentic miles, 
Thou dieſt {or ir. 
- Rof. 1doe bcſeech your Grace 
Ler me the knowledge of my tault beare with me : 
If with my (clte I hold intelligence, 
Or have acquaintance with mine owne deſires, 
If that I doenot dreame, or be not franticke, 
(As I doetrult I am not) chen deere Vncle, 
Neuer ſo much as in a thought ynborne, 
Did I offend your highneſle. 

Dw#k. Thus doe all Traitors, 
If their purgatiou did conhft in words, 
T hey are as innocent as grace it ſelfe ; 
Let it ſuffice thee that I truſt thee nor. 

Roſ. Yet your miſtruſt cannot make me a Traitor ; 
Te!l me whereon the likel:/hoods depends? 

Dub, Thou art thy Fathers daughter,there's enough. 

Reſ.So was | when your highnes took his Dukdome, 
So was I when your highnefſe baniſht him; 
Treaſon is not inherited my Lord, 
Or if we did deriuc it from our friends, 
W hat's that to me, my Father was no Traitor, 
Then good my Leige, miſtake me not ſo much, 
Tothinke my pouertic is treacherous. 

Cel. Deere Soveraigne heare me ſpeake. 

Dwk. 1 Celia, we (ta1d her for your ſake, 
Elſe had ſhe with her Father rang'd along. 

Cel. I did notthen intreat to have her (tay, 
It was your plealure, and your owne cemorie, 
I was too yong that time to value her, 
But now I know her : it ſhe be a Traitor, 
Why ſoam I we (iill have (lept together, . 
Roſcat an inſtan;, learn'd, plaid,cate together, 
And whereſggre we wen, like Junos Swans, 
Still we went coupled WER 4 AA at 

Dk. She is too ſubtile for rhee, and her {moorhnes; 
Her verie ſilence, and per patience, | 
Speake to the people, and they pirrie her;; | 
Thou are a ole, therobs thee of chy name,...... 
Andthou wilt ſhow mare bright, & tcem more yertuous 
When ſhe is gone ; then open nottby lips, ..1, ._ 
 Firme, and irrevocable is my doombe, |... :, 
Which I have paſt ypon her, ſhe. is baciſh'd.:.....: ',.: 

Cel. Progounce that ſenxence then amme my 1,eige, 
I cannot liue out of hex companic. | 


<l—— 
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Duk, Youareafoole: you Neice prouide your ſelſe, 
If you out-ſtay the time, ypon mine honor, 
Andin the greatnefſe of my word you die, 
Exit Dukeyerc. 
(#1. O my poore Reſalme,whether wilt thou goc? 
Wilt thou change Fathers? 1 will giue thee mine : 
I charge thee benot thou more grieu'd then 1 am. 
Rof. 1 have more cauſe. 
Cel, Thou haſt not Coſen, 
Prethee be cheerefull ; know'ſt thou not the Duke 
Hath baniſh'd me his daughter ? 
Roſ. That he hathnor. 
Cel. No,hath not? Reſalme lacks chen the loue 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one, 
Shall we be ſundred ? ſhall we part ſweete girle? 
No, let my Father ſecke another hcire : 
Therefore deuiſe with me how we may flie 
Whether to goe, and whatto beare with ys, 
And doe not leeke to take your change ypon you, 
To beare your griefes your ſelfe,and leaue me out : 
For by this heauen, now at our forrowespale; 


| Say what thou canſt, Ile goe along with thee, 


Ref. Why, whether ſhall we goe? 
Cel. Tolecke my Vncle inthe Forreſt of Arden. 
Rof. Alas,what danger will it be to vs, 

(Maides as we are) to trauell forth ſo farre ? 


\ Beautie prouoketh theeues ſooner then gold. 


Cel. lle put my ſelfe inpoore and meane attire, 
And with a kinde of vmber {mirch my face, 
The like doe you,ſo ſhall we paſle along, 
And neuer ſtir afſailants, 
Roſ. Were it not better, 
Becauſe that Iam more then common tall, 
That I did ſuite me all points like a man, 
A gallant curtelax vpon my thigh, 
A bore-ipeare in my hand, ang 1n my heart 
Lye there what hidden womans feare there will, 
Weele haue a {waſhing and a marſhall outſide, 
As manie other manniſh cowards haue, 
That doe outface it with their ſemblances, 
Cel. What ſhall 1 call thee when thou art aman? 
Rof, le haveno worſe a name then Jones owne Page, 
And therefore looke you call me Ganimed, 
But what will you by call'd? 
(*l. Something that hath a reference tomy ſtare ; 
No longer Cel;a, but Aliena. 
Roſ. But Colen, what if we aſſaid to ſteale 
The clowniſh Foole out of your Fathers Court : 
Would he not be a comfort to our trauaile ? 
Cel. Heele goe along ore the wide world with me, 
Leaue me alone to woe him; Let's away 
And get our Jewels and our wealth together, 
Deuiſe the firtcſt time, and ſafeſt way 
To hide vs from purſuite that will be mgde 
After my flight : now goe in we content, 
To libertie,and not to baniſhment. | Exennt. 
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Aus Secundus. Scena Prima, 
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Enter Duke Senior : Amyens and two or three Lords 
e like Forrefters. 
- Duk.Sen.Now my Coe-mates,and brothers in exile ; 
Hath nor old cuſtome made this life more ſweete 
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This is no flattery : theſe are counſellors 
Thar feelingly periwade me what I am : 


I Sweet are the vies of aduerſhtic 


; Z , £ . | NE dls =_ 
| b 4 Then that 6f painted pompe ? Are not theſe woods Ds.Sen. Show me the place, 
111; More free from peril then the envious Court ? I loue to cope him in theſe ſullen firs, 

$i it Heere feele we not the penaltie of Adam, For then he's full of matter. 

[4 it The ſeaſons difference, as the Icie phange ILor. Ile bring you to him ftrair Exeron, 
BN And churliſh chiding of the winters winde, | ont Ko ad 2: 
141% \Which when it bites and blowes ypon my body 

Euen till I ſhrinke with cold,]I ſmile, and fay Scena Secunda. 


4-7 | | Which like the toad, ougly and venemous, Enter Duke, with Lords. . 


#14 Weares yet a precious lewell in his head : 
l And this our life exen-pt from publike haunt, Dsk, Can it be poſſible that no man ſaw them ? 

' | Findes rongues in tees, bookes inthe running brookes, It cannot be,ſome villaines of my Court 

= . Sermons in ftones,and good in cuery thing, Are of conſent and ſufferance in this. 

i 

| 


Amien, 1 would not change 1t,happy is your Grace 1.Lo. ] cannot heare of any that did ſee her, 


$70 't That can tranſlate the (tubbornneſle of fortune The Ladies her attendants of her chamber 
| l i Into ſo quiet and ſo ſweet a ſtile, Saw her a bed, and in the morning early, 
fl Ni | D».Sev. Come,ſhall we goe and kill vs veniſon? They found the bed vntreaſur'd of their Miftris. 
| p Ip ; And yetit irkes me the poore dapled fooles 2.Lor. My Lord,the royniſh Clown,at whom fo oft, 
> Being native Burgers of thisdelert City, Your Grace was wont to laugh is alſo miſhng, 


Hiſjeria the Princefle Centlewoman 
Conteſles that ſhe ſecretly ore-heard 


Should intheir owne confines with forked heads 
Haue their round hanches goard. 


i! "3 : 1.Lord. Indeed my Lord Your daughter and her Coſen much commend 

». k The melancholy /aquver grieues at that, The parts and graces of the Wraſtlec | 

j 3  . And in that kinde ſweares you doe more vſurpe That did but lately foile the ſynowie Charles, 

} | | ? | Then doth your brother that hath baniſh'd you: And ſhe beleeues where ever they are gone 
ſ Bol! To day my Lord of Amrens,and my ſelfe, That youth is ſurely in their companie. 
he402 Did ſteale behinde him as he Jay along D#k, Send to his brother, fetch that gallant hither, 
i £8 00 | Vnder an oake, whole anticke roote peepes our If he be abſeur,bring his Brother to me, 

| Vpon the brooke tha; brawles along this wood, Ie make him finde him : do this ſodainly ; 
| To the which place a poore lequeſtred Stag And letnor ſearch and inquiſition quaile, | 

mT That from the Hunters aime had tane a hurt, | Tobring againe theſe fooliſh runawaies. Exmnt, 
W900 Did come to languiſh; and indeed wy Lord y 
WA ITTVY The wretched annimall heav'd forth tuch groanes | I Deana OY 
[ i That their diſcharge did ſtrerch his leatherne coat 
ji ' Almoſt to burſting, aud the big round teares Scena Terta. 
| | Cours'd one another downe his innotent noſe 
3 In pitteous chaſe : and thus the hairie foole, "7x 
x Much marked of the melancholic [axes , | Enter Orlando and Adam. 


Stood on th'extremeſt verge of the {wift brooke, 
Augmenting it with tearcs, 
Dn.Sen. But what ſaid [aques? 

Did he not moralize this ſpectacle? 
"| 1.Lord, O yes,into athouſand ſimilies, 

Firſt, for hs weeping into the needleſle fireame; 
: Poore Deere quoth he,thou mak'(t a teſtament 
| As worldlings doe, giving thy fum of more 
To that which had roo muſt : then being there alone, 
Left and abandoned of his veluet friend ; 


Orl. Who's there ? 

Ad. Whart my yong Maſter, oh my gentle maſter, 
Oh my [weet maſter,O you memorie 

Ot old Sir Rowland; why,what make you here? | 

Why are you vertuous ? Why do people loue you ? 

And wherefore are you gentle,ſtrong,and valiant ? | 

Why would you be ſo fond to ouercome 

The bonnie priſer of the humorous Duke? 

Your praiſe is come too [wiftly home before you. 


fl Wh | Tis right quoth he, thus miſerie doth part Know you not Maſter,to ſeeme kinde of men, 
'% . pt. The Fluxe of companie : anon a carelefſe Heard Their graces ſerve them but as enemies, | 
'# t F Full of the paſture, tumps along by him No more doe yours : your vertues gentle Maſter G 
fl i _— And neuer ſtaies to greet him : I quoth /aquer, Are {anQtified and holy traitors to you : 5 
5 1.84 Sweepe on you fat and greazie Citizens, Oh what a world is this, when what is comely 
+ m_— 'Tis iuſt the faſhion ; wherefore doe you looke Enuenoms him that beares it ? 
uy 44 | Vpon that poore and broken bankrupt there? Why, what's the matrer ? 
; VE Thus moſt inueRiuely he pierceth through Ad. O vnhappie youth, | 

1079 | The body of Countrie, Chtie, Court, Come not within theſe doores : within this roofe 


Yea,and of rhisour life, ſwearing that we 
Wks Are meere yſurpers, tyrants,and whats worſe 
"4 1 p To fright the Annimals, and to kill them vp 
+ 


The enemie of all your graces lines 
Your brother, no,no brother, yer the ſorne 
(Yer not the ſony] will not call him ſon) 


* - —_ - 


W. ix [n their alſign'd and native dwelling place. Ot him I was about to call his Father, 
134}; D.Sen. And did you leave him in this contemplation? | Hath heard your praiſes,and this night he meanes, 
v4 it n | 2.4074. Wedid my Lord, weeping and commenting To burne the lodging where you vie to ye, 
j'8 Vpon the ſobbing Deere. And you within it : if be faile of that | 
13h « He | 
"Ft! 
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He will have other meanes co cut you off; 
I overheard hin): and his praQtiſes 2 


. This is no place, this houle is but a butcherie ; 


Abhacrre ir,feace it, doe not enter it. 
Ad. Why whether Adam would'tthou have me go? 
Ad, No matter wherthergſo you come nor here. 
Orl. W hat, would'tthou haue me go& beg my food, 
Or with a bale and boiſtrous Sword enforce 
A theeuiſh living onthe common rode ? 
This I muft do,or know not what todo : 
Yet this I will not do, do how | can, 
I rather will ſubict me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood, and bloudie brother. 
AA. Put do not fo : I haue five hundred Crownes, 
The thriftie hire I ſaued vnder your Father, 
Which 1 did ſore to be my tofter Nurle, 
When ſeruice (ſhould in my old Lmbs lie lame, 
And varegarded age in corners throwne, 
Take that, and he that doth the Rauens feede, 
Yea prouidently carers for the Sparrow, 


| Be comfort to my age : here is the gold, 


All this I giue you, let me be your ſeruant, 
Though I looke old, yet I am trong and luſtie; 
For in my youth Lneuer did apply 

Hot,and rebellious liquors in my bloud, 

Nor did not with vnbaſhfull forehead woe, 
The meanes of weakneſle and debiliie, 
Therefore my age is as aluſtic winter, 

Froſtie, but kindely ; let me goe with you, 

Le doe the ſervice of a yonger man 

In all your buſineſſe and neceſſities. 

Orl. Oh good old man, how well in thee appeares 
The conſtant ſervice of the antique world, 
When ſervice ſweate for dutie,nor for meede: 
Thou art not for the faſhion of theſe times, 
Where none will ſweategbut for promotion, 
And hauing that do choake their ſeruice vp, 
Euen with the hauing, it is not ſo with thee: 

But poore old man, thou prun'lt a rotten tree, 
That cannot ſo much as a bloflome yeclde, 

[n lieu of all thy paines and husbandrie, 

Bur come thy waies, weele goe along together, 
And ere we hauethy yourhfull wages ſpent, 
Weele light ypon ſome ſetled low contene. 

Ad. Maſter goe on,and I will follow thee 

Tothe laſt gaſpe with truth and loyaltie, 

From ſeauentie yeeres, till now almoſt foureſcore 

Hers liued I, but now liwe here no more 

At ſcanenteene yeeres, many their fortunes ſeeke 

But at fooreſcore, it is too late a weeke, 

Yet fortune cannot recompence meberter 

Then todie well, and not my Maſters debrer. Exrume. 


_— 
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my Scars Quarta. 
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Enter Roſalive for Ganianed, Cliafer Aliena; aud > 
Clewne, alias Touchſtove. | etl} (9/94 
Rof. O Lapieer, hot rvviry are my ſpirits? F * 
Cle. 1 care nor for my ſpirits, if my leggoswere not 
wearie. . 3 TIES 
Ref. I could findetw ay heate- to my mans 


| [apparell, and co cry like 3 woman: bur Tanuſt comfort 


- ——"— —— - 
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| ſelfe coragious to petty-coate; therefore courage, yood 


— 


—— 


I breake my ſhins againſt it. | 


the weaker veſlell, as doublet and hoſe oughtto ſhow it 


Aliena. 
: Cel, I pray you bearewith me, I cannot goe no fur- 
ther. 
(lo. For my part, I had rather beare with you, then 
beare you: yet I ſhould beare no crofſe if I did beare 
you, for 1 thinke you haue no money in your purſe. 
Roſ. Well,this is the Forreſt of Arden. 
Clo, I,now am I in Arden, the more foole 1, when 1 


was at home [ was ina better place, but Trauellers maſt 
be content. 


Enter Corin and Siluins , 


Ref. 1,be ſo good Touchſtone: Look you, who comes 
here, a yong man and an old in ſolemnetalke. 
Cor. Thatis the way to make her ſcorne you till, 
Sil. Oh Corin,that thou knew'(t how I do loue her, 
( #7, Ipartly gueſſe: for | have lou'd ere now. 
Sil. No Corin, being old,thou canſt not gueſle, 
Though inthy yourhthou waſt as true a louer 
As euer ſigh'd vpon a midnight pillow ; 
Bur ifthy loue were cuer like to mine, 
As ſure I thinke did never man lone fo : 
How many actions molt ridiculous, 
Haſt thou beene drawnerto by thy fantaſie ? 
Cor, Into a thouſind that I haue forgorren, 
Sil, Ohthou didſt then never loue {o hartily 
If houremembreſtnor the ſlighteſtfolly, ** 
That ever loue did make thee run into, ; 
Thou halt not lou'd. 
Or if thou haft not ſat as I doe now, 
Wearing thy hearerinihy Miſtris praiſe, 
Thou haſt not lou'd. 
Or if thou haſt not broke from companie, 
Abruptly as my paſſhon now makes me, 
Thou haft not lou'd. 
O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe. Exit 
Roſ. Alas poore Shepbeard ſearching of x 
| haue by h_ mo found mine Im 
Clo. And] mine: Icemember when I was in loue, 1 
broke my (word vpona ſtone, and bid him takethac for 
comming a night to /ane Smile, and I remember the kiſ- 
fing of her batler, and the Cowes dugs that her prettie 
chopr hands had milk'd; and I remember the wooing 
of a peaſcod inſtead of her, from whom I tooke two 
cods, and giving her them againe , ſaid with weeping 
reares, weare theſe for my ſake: wee that are true Lo- 
vers, runne into ſtrge-capers ; bur as all 1s mortall in 
nature, ſo is all nature in loue, morrall infolly. 
Rof. Thou ſpeak'ſt wiſer then thowart ware of. 
Cs; Nay, [ ſhall nere be ware of mine owne wit, till 


Roſ. Ione Joue,this Shepherds paſſion, 
Is muctyypon my faſhion. 

Cls.' And mine, but itgrowes ſomething Rale with 
mee. \ 

(el. I pray you, one of you queſtion yon'd man, 
Ifhe for gold will giue ys any foode, 
I fajmralmoſt to death. . | 

(lo. Holla; youClowne, 

Ref; Peace foole, he's not thy kinſman. 

Cor. Who cals? 

Cle.” Y our bertters Sir, 

Cor. Elſe are they very wretched. 


| 
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Rof. Pence 
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Roſ. Peace I ſay ; good cuen to yonr friend, | 
{or. Andtoyou gentle Sir,and to you all. 
Roſ. 1 prethee Shepheard, ifthar loue or gold | 
Can in this deſert place buy entertainment, 
Bring vs where we may relt our ſelues,and feed: 
Here's a yong maid with crauaile much oppreſſed, 


Cor, Faire Sir, Ipitticher, 
And wiſh for her ſake more then for mine owne, 
My forcunes were more able toreleecue her ; 
But I am ſhepheacd ro another man, 
And donot ſheere the Fleeces that I graze : 
My maſter is of churliſh difpoſicon, 
And little wreakes to tinde the way to heauer 
By doing deeds of holpiralitie. 
Beſides his Coate, his Flockes,and bounds of feede 
Are now on fale, and at our ſheep-coat now 
By reaſon of his abſence there 1s nothing 
That you will feed on: bur what is, come ſee, 
And in my voice moſt welcome ſhall you be. 
Roſ. What is he that ſhall buy his flocke and paſture? 
Cor. That yong Swaine that you ſaw heere bur cre- 
while, 
That little cares for buying any thing. 
 FRof. 1pray theeit i ſtand with honeſtie, 
Buy chou the Cottage, paſture,and the fHlocke, 
And thou ſhalt haue to pay for it of vs. 
' Cel. And we will mend thy wages : 
like chis place, and willingly could 
Wafte my time 101t, 
Cor. Aſſuredly thething is to be ſold: 
Go with me, if you like yponreport, 
The ſoile, the profit,and this kinde of life, 
I will your very faithfull Feeder be, 
| And buy it with your Gold right ſodainly. 


V4 


E xennt, 


ee . 


Scena (umta. 


_ — 
} Joon, Ges e—_— Ee ae fe ee ————— aca 


l Enter, Amens, laqnes, & others, 
| Song. 


4 Vader the greene wood tree, 


who lowes to lye with mee, 
And turne bis merrie Note, 
unto the ſweet Birds throte : 
Come hither, come hither, come hither : 
 Heerefhall he ſer no enemie, 
Gut Winter and rough Weather, 


lag. More,more,I pre'thee more. 
Amy. Ic will make you melancholly Monſieur Jaques 
lag. 1 thanke it : More, I prethee more, 

I can ſucke mclancholly out of a ſong, 

As a Weazel (uckes egges : More,]I pre'thee more, 


A... 


ou, C 
: l1g. Ido notdelire you to pleaſe me, - 
I do Nee you to (ing : | 
| Come, more, another ftanzo; Cal you'emſtanzo's? 

Amy. What you wil Monheur Jaques. 
Lig. Nay, I carenot for their names, they owemec 
nothing, v1 you ling ? = 
Amy. Mo.c ar your requeſt,then to pleaſe my (elfe, 
laq. 'Wellthen, if ever I chanke any man, Ile thanke 
| ' 


_—. 


And fainrs for ſuccour. . | 


— 


_— 


| Come hither come huther come hither, 


eA's you bke it. | 


you: but that they cal complement is like th'encounter 
of two dog-Apes. And when a manthankes me hartily, 
me thinkes I haue giuen him a _ and he renders me 
the beggerly thankes, Come ting ; and you that wil not 
hold your tongues. 

Az, Wel, Ve end the ſong. Sirs, cover the while, 
the Duke wil drinke ynder this tree; he hath bin all this 
day tolooke you. 

{aq. And I baue bin all this day to auoid bim : 

He is too diſpureable for my companie: \,, 
I thinke of as many macters as he, bur I giue 
Heauen thankes, and make no boaſt of thera, 
Come, warble,come. 


Song, eAltogether beers, 
}ho doth ambition [hunne, 
and lowes to lene i'th Suune: 
_ Seeking the food be eates, 
and pleas d with what he gers : 


Heere ſhall he ſee.&+c., 


T9. Ile giue you a verſeto this note, 
Thar I made yeſterday in deſpight of my Invention, 
Amy. Andlle fing it, 
Amy. Thus it goes. 
If it do come to paſſe, that any man turue Aſſe : 
Leaning hu wealth and eaſe, 
A flubborne will to pleaſe, 
Dwcdame, ducdame, duc 
Heere ſhall he ſee, groſſe fooles as be, 
; And if he will come to me. 

Amy. Whar's that Ducdame? | 
| lag. 'Tis a Greeke inuocation, to call fools into a cir- 
cle. Ile goſleepeif I can: if I canner, lle raile againſt all 
the firſt borne of Egypr. 

Amy. And lle go lecke the Duke, 
His banker is prepar'd. 


Exenrt 


—__ ——— 


—_—— <_ 


| For lacke of a dinner 


| Amy. My voice is ragged, I know I cannax pleaſe | 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Orlands, &f eAdam, 


| 
| Adam. Dcere Mafier, I can go no further : 
| OIdiecfor food. Heerelie1downe, 
| And meaſure out my graue, Farwel kinde meter, | 
'  Orl.Why how now Adam? No greater heart in thee: 
| Live alittle,comfort a lictle,cheere thy ſelfe a little.q 
| If this vncouth Forreſt yeeld any thing ſauage, 
| Iwileither be food for it,or bring it Br foodeto thee: 
| Thy conceire is neerer death, then thy powers, 
| For my ſake be comfortableghold death a while 
; Atthe armes end: T wil heere be with thee preſently, 
AndifT bring thee nor ſomething to cate, 
| Twil giue theeleaue todie : but if thou dieft 
| Before | come, thowart a mecker of my labor. . 
| Welſaid, thou look & cheerely, 
| Andllebe wich thee quickly : yer thou lieſt 
In the bleake aire... Come, I wil beare thee \ 
'T'o ſome.ſhclter,and thou ſhalt not dis 


Ikthere live anything inthis Deſert... | 1 | 


— 


___. 
— _— 
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Scena Septima. 


Exter Duke Sen. Lord, lihe Out-lawer. 
D«.Sex. | thinke he be transtorm'dinto a beaſt, 
For I can no where finde him, like a man, 

1.Lord. My Lord, he is but cuen now gone hence, 
Heere was lie merry, hearing of a Song. 

Ds.Sen. If he compaQt of jarres, grow Mukicall, 
We ſhall haue ſhortly diſcord in the Spheares : 
Go ſceke him, tell him I would ſpeake with him, 


Enter Jaques, 
1.Lord, He {aues my labor by his owne approach. 
Ds.Sen. Why how now Monſieur, what a life is this 
That your poore friends muſt woe your companie, 
Whar, you looke merrily. 
lag. A Foole, a foole : I met a foole i'th Forreſt, 
A motley Foole (a miſerable world: ) 
As I doliue by foode, I meta foole, 
Who laid him downe, and bask'd him in the Sun, 
And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good termes, 
In good ſet termes, and yer a motley foole, 
Good morrow foole (quoth 1:) no Sir,quoth he, 
Call me oor foole, till heaven hath ſent me fortune, 
And then he drew adiall from his poake, 
And looking on it, with lacke-luſtre eye, 
Sayes, very wiſely, itis ten aclocke: 
Thus we may ſee (quoth he) how the world wagges : 
'Tis but an houre agoc, ſince it was nine, 
And after one houre more, 'twill be eleuen,! 
And ſo from houre to houre, we ripe,andripe, 
And then from houre to houre, werot,and rot, 
And thereby hangs atale. When I did heare 
The motley Foole, thus morall on the time, 
My Lungs began to crow like Chanricleere, 
That Fooles ſhould be fo deepe contemplariue ; 
And 1Idid laugh, ſans intermiſſion 
An houre by his diall. Ohnoble toole, 
A worthy Dole : Matley's the onely weare. 
Dw.Sen. What foole is this? 
Jaq. © worthie Foole : One that hath bin a Courtier 
Andſayes, if Ladies be but yong, and faire, 
They haue the gift co know it : and in his braiue, 
Which is as dric as the remainder bisket 
After a yoyage : He hath ſtrange places cram'd 
| With obſeruation, the which he vents 
In mangled formes. O that I were a foole, 
I am ambitious for a motley coat, 
Du. Sen. Thon ſhalt hiaue one. 
aq. Itis my onely ſuite, 
Prouided that you weed your better iud gements 
Ofall opinion that growes ranke in them, 
That Lam wife. I muſt have liberty 
Wiithall, as large a Charter as the winde, 
To blow on whom I pleaſc, forſo fooles haue : 
Andthey that are moſt gauled with my folly, 
They moſt muſt laugh : And why fir muſt they ſo? 
The why is plaine, as way te Pariſh Church; ., 
Hee, that a Foole doth very wiſely bit, 
Dath very fooliſhly, although he ſmart 
Seeme ſenſeleſſe ofihe bob, Ifnor, 
The Wiſe-mans tally is anathomiz.d | 
Even by the ſ{quandring glances of the fools, | | 


—_——— 


Inveſt me in my motley : Giueme leaue 

To ſpeake my minde, aud I will through and through 

Cleanſe the foule bodice ofch'infeRed world, | 

if they will patiently receive my. medicine. J; 
Ds.Sen. Figen thee, I can cl] what thou wouldft do. } 
lag. What, for a Counter, would I do,but good *. | 
Du, Sen. Molt miſchecuous foule fin, in chiding fn : 

For thou thy lelfc haſt bene a Libertine, : 

As ſenſuall as the beutiſh fling it ſelfe, 

And all th'imboſled ſores, and headed evils 

That thou with licenſe of free foot halt caught 

Would'f thou diſgorge into the generall world. 
lag. Why who cries out on pride, 

That can therein taxe any private party : 

Doth it not flow as hugely as the Sea, 

Till that the wearie verie imeanes do cbbe, 

What woman in the Citie do I name, 

When that 1 fay the Cty woman beares 

The coft of Princes on vnworthy ſhoulders ? 

Who can come in,and ſay that I meane her, 

When ſuch a one as ſhee, ſuch is her neighbor? 

Or what 15 he of baſeſt funion, | 

Thar {ayes his brauerie is not on my coſt, 

Thinking that I meane him, but therein ſuires 

His tolly tathe mettle 07 my ſpeech, 

There then, how then, what then, let me ſee wherein 

My tongue hath wrong'd bim: if it do himrighe, 

Then he hath wrong'd himfelfe : it he be free, 

why then my taxing l:ke a wild-goole flies 

Vnclaim'd of any. man But who come here? 


—_———————— — 


Enter Orl undo. 
Orl. Forbeare, and eate no more, 
Taq. Why haue cate none yet, 
Orl. Nor ſhaltnor, till neceſſity be ſeru'd, 
119, Of what kinde ſhould this Cocke come of? 
Tex, Sen. Art thou thus bolden'd man by thy diſtres? 
Orelic a rude deſpiſer of good manners, 
Thar in civility thou feem ſt ſo emprie ? ' 
Orl. Yau touch'd my veine at firft, the thorny point 
Of bare diſtrefle, hath tance from me the ſhew 
Of (mooth ciuility : yet am lin-land bred, 
And know ſome nourture: But forbeare, I ſay, 
He dies that touches any of this fruite, 
Till I, and my affaires are anſwered. 
lag. And you will not be anſwer'd with reaſon, 
I muſt dye. 
Du, Sen. What would you haue? 
Your gentleneſſe ſhall force, more then your force 
Moue vs to gentlenefle, 
Or/. 1 almoſt die tor food, and let me have it. 
Dre. Sen. Sit downe and feed, & welcom to our table 
Orl. Speake you ſo gently? Pardon mel pray you, 
I thought that all things had bin ſauage heere, 
And therefore put i on tne countenance 
Of ſterne command'ment. But what ere you are 
That 1n this deſert inacceſſible, 
Vnder the ſhade of melancholly boughes, 
Looſe, and negle& the creeping houzes of times; 
If euer you haue look'd on better dayes : 
If euer bcene where bels hauc knell'd to Church ; 
It ever fate at any good mans feaſt : 
If cuer from your eye-lids wip'd a teare, 
And know what tis to pittie, and be pircied ; 
Let gentleneſſe my ſtrong enforcement be, 


In the which hope, I bluſh, and hide my Sworg, 
R Dus | 


—_———_—_— 
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And haue with holy bell bin knowld to Church, 
| And ſat at good mens feafts, and wip'd our cies 
Of drops, that ſacred pity hath engendred : 
And therefore tit you downe 1n gentleneſſe, 
And take ypon command, what nelpe we haue 
That to your wanting may be miniſtred, 

Gr1. Then but forbeare your toad alittle while : 
\Whiles (like a Doe) 1 go to finde my Fawne, 
| And giueit food, There is anold poore man, 
Who after me,hath many a weary ſteppe 
Limprt inpure loue : till he be firſt ſuffic'd, 
Oppreſt with two weake euils, age,and hunger, 
{ will nor touch a bir. | 

Duke Sen. Go linde him our, 
And we will nothing waſtetill you recurne, 


Du Sen. Thou ſeeſt,we are not all alone vahappic: 
This wide and vaiuverfall Theater 
Preſents more wofull Pageants then the Sceanc 
Wherein we play in. 

| Ia. All the world's a ſtage, 
And all the men and women, meerely Players; 
They haue their Exits and their Entrances, 

And one man in his time playes many parts, - 
His Acts being ſeuen ages. Ar firſt the Infant, 
| Mewling,and puking 1n the Nurlcs armes : 
| Then, the whining Schoole-boy with his Satchel! 
And ſhining morning face, creeping like {naile 
Vnwillingly to ſchoole. And then the Lover, 
Sighing like Furnace, with, a wofull ballad 

M:de to his Miſtreſſe eye-brow. Then, a Soldier, 
| Full of ſtrange oaths, and bearded like rhe Pard, 
lelous in honor, ſodamne,and quicke in quarrel], 
| Secking the bub>le Reputation 

Fuen in the Canons (vouth : And then, the Tuſtice, 
In faire round be'ly, with good Capon lin'd, 
With eyes ſcucte, and beard of tormall cur, 
Full of wiſe ſawes, and moderne inſtances, 

And ſo he playes his part, The f1xt age ſhits 
[ntothe leane and {lipper'd Pantaloone, 

Wuth ſpectacles on noſe, and pouch on hide, 

His youthfull hole well ſau'd, a world too wide, 
For his ſhrunke ſhanke, and his bigge manly voice, 
Turning againe toward childiſh — 
And whiſtles in his ſound. Laſt Scene of all, 
That ends this ſtrange cuenttall hiltorie, 

[s ſecond childiſhnefle, and meere oblivion, 
{Sans teerh,ſans eyes, tans taſte, ſans cuery thing. 


| 


Enter Orlando with A 1am. 

Ds Sen. Welcome: ſet downe your venerable bur- 
then, and let him feede, | 

Orl, I chanke you moſt for him. 

Ad, So had you necde, 
[ ſcarce can ſpeake to thanke you for my ſelfe. 

Du, Sen. Welcome, tall roo: I wil not trouble you, 
As yet to queſtion you about your fortunes : 


Giue vs ſome Mulicke,and good Coren,fing. 
Song. 


Ds. Sen, True is it, that we have ſeene berter dayes, 


Orl.1 thanke ye, and be blelt for your good comfort. 


' Hergh ho, ſing hergh bo, wats the greene holly, 


Till thou canſt quit thee by thy brothers mouth, 


Mo 4 " by Lowi z oye 
ONE erren''s 
This Life is moſt tolly. 


Freize, freize, thou bitter chie that doſt not bight ſo nigh 
as benefits forget - rY 
Though thou the waters warpe, thy ſting is not ſo ſh 
as freind remembred not. CO POre, 
Heigh ho, ſing,ehc, 


Dake Sen.If that you were the good Sir Rewlavds ſon | 
As you haue whiſper'd faithfully you were, : 
And as mine eye doth his cfhgies witneſle, 

Moſt cruly limn'd, and living in your face, 

Be truly welcome hither : 1 am the Duke 

That lou'd your Father, the reſidue of your fortune, 
Goto my Cave, and tell mee, Good old may, 
Thou art right welcome, as thy maſters is - 
Support him bythe armg : giue me your hand, 


Andlet me all your fortunes ynderſtand, Exeunt, 


-— a — — 
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eAtus Tertius. Scena Prima, 


— 


Enter Duke, Lords, & Oliner. 

Ds. Not ſee him ſince ? Sir, fir, that cannot be: 
Bur were 1 not the better part made mercie, 
I ſhould notſeeke an abſent argument 
Of my revenge, thou preſent : bur looketo it, 
Finde out thy brother whereſoere he is, 
Seeke him with Candle : bring him &ead,or living 
Within this tweluemonth, or turne thouno more 
Tosſcekealiving in our Territorie. 
Thy Lands and all things that theu doſt call thine, 
Worth ſeizure, do we leizc into our hands, 


Ot what wethinke againft thee, 
O!. Oh that your Highneſſe knew my heart in this; 
I never lou'd my brother in wy life. | 
Duke More villaine thou, We!l puſh him cut of Cores 
Andler wy officers of ſuch a nature | 
Make an extent ypou his houſe and Lands; | 


Dothisexpediently, and turne him going, Exeunt 


——_— 


—_— 


—_— 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Orlando. 

Or!. Hang there my verſe, in witnefſe of my loue, 
And thou thrice crowned Queene of night ſuruey 
Wirth thy chaite eye, from thy pale ſpheare aboue 
Thy Huntrefle name, that my full life doth ſway, 

O Roſalind, theſe Trees ſhall be my Bookes, 

And intheirbarkes my thoughrs Ile charraQer, 

That everieeye, which in this Forreſt lookes, | 
Shall ſee thy vertue witneſt every where. 
Run, run Or/audo,carue on euery Tree, | 


Blow, blow, thou winter windg, The faire,the chafte,and 
Thom art not ſo vukmde, as mans ingratitude | "1 uf Kg Ahh _ wad 
Thy tooth 15 not ſo keene, becanſe thou art not ſeene, Enter Corin & Clowne, 
although thy breath be rude. | (*-And bow like you this ſhepherds life Mf Touchſtone? 
i. ; _ Clo, 


——_— ————. 


— C—C—_— — 


TTY 


Clow.. Truely Shepheard, in reſpeRotiit ſelfe,igis a 
g00d life; butin reſpeRthat it is a thepheards life, tis 
naught, Inreſpe&char it is ſolitary; Like it verie wall : 
but in reſpe& that it is private, it is a very vild lite. Now 


| in reſpect it is in the fields, it pleaſeth mee well.: bytiin 


reſpe&t it is ot inthe Court,itis tedious. As it is aſpare 
life(looke you) ic fres my humor well : bur as thexeis no 
moreplenticinirt, it goes much agaioft my ſtomacke. 
Has't any Philoſophicina thee ſhepheard:/? 
Cor. No more, buc that I know the more one fickens, 
the worſe at caſe he is: andthat hee that wants money, 
meanes, and concent, is without three good frends:That 
the propertie of raine is tower, and fieto burne; That 
pood paſture makes fat ſheepe:; and that a great caufe of 
thenight, is lacke of the Sunne : That hee that hath lear- 
ned no wit by Nature, nor Art, may complaine of good 
breeding,or comes of a.very dull kindred. 

Cle. Such a one is a naturall Philoſopher : 
Was't ever in Court, Shepbeard ? ,_ .: 

Cor, No truly. | «1 

Clo, Then thou art damn'd. 

Cor, Nay,I hope. 


all on one fide. 
Cor. For not being at Court? your reaſon. 
| Cls, Why, ifthou never wav at Court, thou-never 


then thy manners mult be wicked, and wickednes is io, 
and finne is damnation: Thou art in a parlous ftate ſhep- 
heard. Ke” 

- Cor. Not a whit Toxchſtone, thoſe that are good ma- 
ners at the Court, are as ridiculous in the Countrey, as 
the behaujour of the Countric is moſt mockeable ac the 
Court. You told me, you ſalute not at the Court, but 
you kifſe your hands; that courtefie would be yncleaulic 
if Courtiers were ſhepheards, 

Clo. Inftance,briefly ; come, inſtance. | 

Cor. Why we are ſtill handling our Ewes, and their 
Fels you know are greabie. 

Cle. Why do not your Courtiers hands ſweate ? and 
is not the greaſe of a Mutton, as wholeſome as the ſweat 
ofs man? Shallow, ſhallow : A better inſtance I fay : 
Come, 

Cor. BeGdes,our hands arc hard. 

Cle, Your lips wil feele them the ſooner. Shallow a- 
gen: amore ſounder inftance, come. 


Cor. And they are often tarr'd ouer,with the ſurgery 


| of our ſheepe : and would you have vs kiſſe Tarre? The 


Covrtiers hands are perfum'd wich Ciuer, 
Cle, Moſt ſhallow man ; Thou wermes meate in re- 


1 ſpe of a good peece of fleſh indeed : learve of the wile 


and perpend : Ciuetisof a baſer birth then Tarre, the 
| _ vncleanly fluxe of a Cat. Mend he inftance Shep- 
eard. . 
Cor, You haue too Courtly a wityfor me, Ile reſt. 
Clo, Wilt thou reſt dama'd? God helpe thee ſhallow 
man : God make inciſion in thee, thou art raw. 
Cor. Sir, I am a true Labourer, I carne that Leate: get 
that I weare; owe no man hate, enuie.no mans happi- 
| neſſe; gladof other mens good content with my haume: 
andthe one «ting Slide, isto ſcemy Ewcs graze, & 
my Ucxe. ;j . in 396 t AN) 
Clo. That is another ſimple finge in you, to bring the 
Ewes and the — taofier to ger your 
living, by the copulation ef Cattle, to be bawd.co # Bgl- 
weuher,andte yy 3 ſhee-Lambe of s ewelugens 


— 


(le. Truly thou art damn'd, like anill roafted Egge, 


ſaw'it good manners : it thou neuer ſaw'ft good maners, 


| 


Wo —————_— 


to a crooked-pated alde Cuckoldl Ramme, our of all 
reaſonable match. Ifthou bee'R __ damn'd for this os 
diuell himſelfe will have no ſhepherds, I cannot fee elſe 
how thou ſhouldſt ſcape. 


Cor, Heere comes yong MF Ganimed; my new Miſtriſ- 


ſes Brother. 
Emer Roſalind. 

Roſ. From the caſt to weſterne Inde, 

no iewel 1s like Roſalinds, 
Hir worth being monnted on the winde, 

through all the world beares Roſalinde, 

All the piltures faireſt Linde, 
are but blacke to Roſalinde : 

Let no face bee kept in mind, 
but the faire of Roſalinde, 


Clo. lNerime youſo, eight yeares togerher; dinneys, 
and ſuppers, and ſleeping hours excepred: it is the right 
Butrer-womens ranke to Market, 

Roſ. Our Foole. 

Cls, For ataſte, 

If a Hart doe lacke a Hinde, . 
Let hins ſeehe ont Roſalinde : 
| {ftheCat will after kwwde, 
ſo be ſure will Roſalinde : 
Wintred garments muſt be linde, 
ſo muſt ſlender Roſalinde : | 
T bey that reap muſt ſheafe and binde, 
| ther tocart with Roſalinde. 
Sweeteſt wnt , bath ſowreſt rinde, 
ſuch a nut is Roſalinde, 
. He that ſmerteſt roſe will finde, 
wwſt finde Lanes pricke, & Roſalinde. 


This is the verie falſe gallop of Verſes, why dec youin- 
fe your ſelfe withthem? a 
Roſ. Peace you dull foole, I found them on a tree. 
Clo. Truly the tree yeelds bad fruice, > + 
Roſ. Vie grafte it with you, and then | ſhall graffe it 
witha Medler : then it will be the earlieſt fruit i'th coun» 
try : for you'l be rotten ere you bee halfe ripe, andzhat's 
theright vertue of the Medler. 
Clo. You have ſaid : but whether wiſely or no, letthe | 
Forreſt iudge. ' 
Enter Celia with a writing, 
Reſ.Pcace,bere comes my lifter reading, ſtaud zfide. 
Cel. Why ſhould thy Deſert bee, 
for it is vnpeopled ? Noe: * 
Twnges lle bang on exerie tree, _. 
that ſhall cinill ſayings ſhoe. 
Some, how Frjeate Life of man 
| runs 19 677% remage, 
That the Irnewgs 4 tg | 
| buckles in bus ſumme of age. 
. . Some of violated vewes, - 
| twixt the ſoules of friend,and friend: 
But vpon the faireſt bowes, 
07 at exerie ſentence end ; 
Will I Reſalindawrite, 
teaching all that reade, to know 
T he quinteſſence of enerie ſprite, 
heaven would im little ſhow. 
ore beanen Nature charg d, 
thas one bodze ſhowld be fill d 
Withall Graces wide enlarg'd, 
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As you like it. | 


Helens cheeks, but not by heart, -£ 
Cleopatra's Maieſtie : '* i 
Arttalanta's foo part, 
ſad Lucrecia's Modeſtie, 
Thu Rofalinde of mavie parts, 
by Heauenly Synode was denys'd, 
Of manze facec, ever, and hearts, 
to ham the touches deereſt prig'd. 
Heaven would that ſhee theſe gifts ſhould bawe, 
av I to line and die ber [lane. 


Roſ. O moſt gentle [upiter, what tedious homilie of 
Louec haue you wearied your pariſhioners withall, and 
never cri'de, haue patience good people. 


tle : 80 with him ficrah, 


| treit, though not with bagge and baggage, yet with 
ſcrip and ſcrippage. Ext, 

Cel. Did thou heare thele verſes? 

Reſ., O yes, I heard them all,and more too, for ſome 
of them had in them more feete then the Veries would 
Poms. on 

Cel, That's no matter : the feer might beare y verſes, 

Rof. I, but the feet were lame, and could not beare 
themſelues without the verſe, and therefore ttood lame- 
ly in the verſe. 

Cel. But didſt thou heare without wondering, how 
thy name ſhould be hz#ng'd and carved vpon heletrees? 

Roſ. 1 was ſeucnof the nine daies out of the wonder, 
before you came : for looke heere what I found on a 
Palme tree; I was neuet ſo berim d ſince Tyrhagoras time 
that I was an Iriſh Rar, which I can hardly remember, 

Cel, Tro you,who hath done this ? 

Roſe. I81ra man? 

Cel, And a chaine that you once wore about his neck; 

change you colour? 

Roſ. Lpre'thee who ? 

Cel. 8 Lord, Lord, itis a hard matter for friends to 

meere ; bur-Mountaines may bee remoou'd with Earth- 
uakes,and ſo encounter. 

Rof. Nay, but who is it ? 

Cel. 1s it poflible? 

Roſ, Nay, I pie'thee now, with moſt petitionary ve- 
hemence, tell me who ir is, 

(el. O wonderfull, wonderfull, and moſt wonderfull 
wonderfull, and yet againe wonderful, and after that out 
of all hooping. 

Roſ. Good my compleRior, doſt rhov think though 
I am capariſon'd like a man, I hane a doublet and hole in 
my dilpolition ? One inch of delay more, is a South-ſea 
of diſcouerie. ] pre'thee tell me, who is it quickely, and 
(pcake apace: I would thou couldſt tammer, that thou 
might'{t powre this conceal'd man our of thy mouth, as 
\Wine comes out of a narrow-mouth'd bottle:eirher roo 
much at once, or none at all. Ipre'rhee take the Corke 
out of thy mouth, that I may drinke thy tydings, 

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly, _ 

Roſe Is he of Gods making ? What manner of man ? 
Is his head worth a hat? Or his chin worth a beard ? 

Cel, Nay,he hath bur a little beard, 

Roſ: Why God will ſend more, ifrhe man will bee 
' thankful : letme tay the growrh of his beard, if thou 

delay menot the Knowledge ofhis chm, 
| (1, Itis yong Orlando, thatrtipt vp the Wraſtlers 
heeles,and your heaft,bothin ah Infant. 


, 
! 
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Cel. How now barke triends : Shepheard, go off alit- | 


Clos; Come Shepheard, let vs make an honorable re» | 


Hs 


— 


" Ref. Nay;bur the divell rake mocking : ſpeake ſadde 
brow,and true maid. 

Cel. T faich(Coz) tis he. 

Roſ. Orlands? 

Cel. Orlando, * 

Rofſ. Alas the day, what ſhall 1 do with my doubler & 
hoſe ? Whar did he when thou ſaw'fthim? Whar ſayde 
he? How look'd he? Wherein went he? VVhat makes hee 
heere? Did he aske for me ? Where remaines he ? How 
parted he with thee ? And when ſhalt thou ſee him a- 
gaine? Anſwer mem ene vyore. 

Cel. You muſt borrow me Gargantuas mouth firſt ; 
'tis a Word too great for any mouth of this Ages ſize,ts 
ſay Tand no, to theſe particulars, is more then to anſwer 
in 2 Catechiſme. | 

Roſ. Bur doth heknow that T am in this Forreſt, and 
in mans apparrell? Looks he as freſhly,as he did the day 
he Wraſtled? 

Cel, Itis as eafhe to count Atomies as to reſolue the 


propoſitions of a Louer: but take atafte of my finding | 


him, and rellifh it with good obſeruance. I found him 
ynder a tree like adrop'd Acorne, 

Ref. It may vvel be cal'd loves tree, when it droppes 
forth fruite, 

Cel, Giue meaudience, good Madam, 

Roſ. Proceed. 

Cel. There lay hee ftretch'd along like a Wounded 
knight, 

Roſ, Though it be pittieto ſee ſuch a fight, it vvell 
becomes the ground. 

Cel. Cry holla,to the tongue, I prethee : it curuertes 
vnſeaſonably, He was furniſh'd like a Hunter. 

Rof. © ominous,he comes to kill my Hart. 

Col, IT would fing my ſong without a burthen, thou 
bring'fme out of tune, . 

Roſ. Do you not knowT am a woman, when thinke, 
I muſt ſpeake: ſweet, ſay on. 


Enter Orlando & Taques. 

Cel. Yon bring me our. Soft,comes benot heere? | 

Roſ. Tis he,flinke by, and note him. 

Taq” Ithanke you for your company, but good faith 
I had as liefe haue beene my ſelfe alone. 

Orl. Ando had | : but yet for faſhion ſake 
I thanke you too, for your locietie. 

lag. God buy you, let's meer as little as we can, 

Orl. I do defire we may be berter firangers. 

[aq. I pray you marreno more trees yvith Writing 

ouc-ſongs intheirbarkes. 

Orl, ] pray you marre no moe of my verſes with res- 
ding them 4 Gvodredly. | | 

lag. Reſatinde is your loues name? 

[aqg. I donor like her name, 

Orl. There wasno thought ofpleaſing you when ſhe | 
was chriſten'd, 

Taq, What ſtature is ſhe of? Y 

Orl, Juſt as high as my heart, Je” 1 

Taq.You are ful of prety anſwers: have you not bio ac- 


Ort .Yes,luſt, | 


quainred with goldſmiths wines, &cond thE our of rings 1 


Orl. Notſo: but I anſwet youright painted c 
from whence you haue ſtudied your queſtions,' * | 
lag. You haue a nimble wit ; I chinke 'ewas:made. of 


3/ 


Atalanta; heeles, Will you fitke downe with me; and. 
Wee two, will ryjle againſt our Mifttis the world, and all 
our liſerie, 30 fo 4 / 2 00161114; » +.13 yh 


"OAT wil chide tio breathet inthe world but my ſelfe | 


_____. againſt 
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 Argoa like it. 


apainſt whom{ know molt faulcs: pl 


lag. The wortault you haue;istobe in loue, 

Orl. "Tis a fault I will -noz change, for your beſt ver- 
rue : I am weatie of you,” | 

laq.” By wy troth, I was ſeeking for 
found you.” | 

'|  Orl, Heisdrown'd in the brooke, looke butin, and 
ou ſhall ſee him, 

lag. There I ſhal ſeernineowne figure. 

Orl. Whictrl rakerto be cither a toole, or a Cipher. 

Taq, Vetatrieno longer with you, tarewe!l good tig» 
nior Louc. HAS 
; Orl. I amgladot your departure: Adieu good Mon- 
fieur Mclanchelly,* '- 2/17 20 7 TY 

Reſ. 1 wil-ſpeako to him hike 2 fawcie Lacky. and vn- 
der that habit play the kuave with him,do you hear For- 
{ Orl. Veric wel, what wauld you ? © 1 '- (celter, 
| Roſ. Ipray you, wharti'lt adlocke? 

of Yitoula a>ke mewhat time o'day: there's no 
clocke in the Forrett. + 

Roſe, Then there is no txue Lover inthe Forreſt, elſe 
fighting everic minute and groaning eueric houre wold 
deteR the lazie foot of time, as wel as aclocke. 

Orl. And why not the {witt foote of time ? Had not 
that bin as proper ? 

Roſ. By no :neaves fir 4 Time travels in divers paces, 
with divers perſons : Ie tel you who Time ambles with- 
all, who Time trots withal, who Time gallops withal, 
and who he ſtands fi] withall, 

Orl, Iprethee,who doth he trot withal 

Roſ. Marry he trots vare with a yong maid, berween 
the contra&t ot her marriage,and the day itis folemnizd;: 
ifthe interim be but a ſennighr, Tunes pace is ſo hard, 
that it ſeemes the length of leuen yeare, .. 

Orl* Who amblecs Time withal? 

Roſ. With a Prieſt that lacks Latine, and arich man 
that hath not the Gowt : forthe oneſleepes ealily be- 
cauſe he cannot ſtudy, and the other hues merrily, be. 
cauſe he feeles no paine : rhe one lacking the burthen of 
lcane and wafteful Learningzthe other knowing no bur. 
then of heauie rediovs penurie, 
withal. 

Orl. Who doth he gallop withal? 

Roſ” With a theete co the gallowes : for though hee 
20 as ſoftly as foot can fall, he thinkes himſclfe too ſoon 
there. 

Ort, Who ſtaies it Ril withal? 

Reſ. With Lawiers in the vacation : for they {leepe 
berwcene Terme and Terme,and then they perceiue not 
how time moues. 

Orl, \W here dwel you prettie yourh ? 

Roſ. With this ShephearCeſſe my fſter : heercin the 
$kirrs of the Forreſt, like fringe vpon a pertticoar, 

Orl. Arc you natiue of this place ? 

Roſ. As the Conie that: you ſee dwell where ſhee is 
kindled. 

Orl. Your accent is ſomethiag finer, then you could 

urchaſein ſo remoued a dwelling. 

Roſ. lhane bin told fo of many : but indeed, an olde 
religious Vnckle of mine taught me to ſpeake, who was 
in his youth an inland man,one that knew Courtſhip too 
well ; for there he fel in loue, I have heard him read ma- 
ny LeQors againſt it,and I thanke Ged,I amneta Wo- 
man to be tonch'd withſs many giddie offences as hee 
hath generally-eax'd their whole fex withal}, 

Orl, Can you remember any of theyrineipall cuils, 


Foele, when 1 
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Theſe Time ambles *' 


| 


thathe laid to the charge of women? 
Roſ. There were none principal, they were all like 
one another, as halfe pence are, cueric one fault ſeeming 
monſtrous,til his fellow-tault came to match it. 
Orl. Iprethee recount ſome of them, | 


Roſ. No: I wil notcatt away my phyfick, but 6n thoſe 


that areacke. There is a man haunts the Forreſt, that a- | 


buſes our yong plants with caruing Roſalinde on their 
barkes; hangs Oades vpon Hauthornes, and Elegies On 
brambles ; all (forſooth) defying the name of Re{alinde. 
If I could meet that Fancie-monger, I would give him 
lome good countel, for he ſeemes to have the Quortidian 
of Loue ypon him, 

Orl, I amhethat is fo Loue-ſhak'd, Iprzy you tel 
me your remedie.' | 

Ref. There is none of my Vnckles markes vpon you: 
he taught me how to know a man in Jone 2 in which cage 
ot ruſhes, 1 aim ſure you 2t nor pritoner, 

Orl. Vihar were vis markes ? 

Keſ. Alcanz checke, which you have not: a blew eie 
and ſunken, which you haue nor: an vaqueſtionable ſpi- 
rit, which you have not : « beard neglected, whichyou 
have not: (but I pardon you for that, for imply your ha- 
uing in beard,is a yonger brothers revennew) chen your 
noſe ſhould be vngarter'd, your bonnet vnbanded, your 
fleeue vabutton'd, your ſhoo vnti'de, and euerie thing 
about you, demonfirating a careleſlc de{olation: bar you 
areno ſuch man; you are rather point device in your ac- 
couſtrements,as louing your {elte,then ſeeming the Lo- 
uer of any other, (I Toue, 

Orl. Faire youth,] would I could make thee beleeue 

Roſ. Me belceve it ? You may affoone make her that 
you Love belecuc it, which 1 warrant ſhe is apter ro do, 
then to confeſle ſhe 49's: that is one of the points, in the 
which women ſtil giue the lie to their conſciences. But 
in good ſooth, are you he that hangs the yerles on the 
Trees,wherein Roſalind is ſo admired ? 

Orl, 1 iwearetothee youth, by the white hand of 
Roſalind, am that he, that vnforrunate he. 

Ros, But are you fo much in loue, as your rimes ſpeak ? 

Orl. Neither rime nor reaſon can exprefſe how much. 

Roſe Loucis meerely a imadnefle, and ] tel you , de- 
ſerues as wela daike houſe, and a whip, as madizen do : 
and therealon why they are not ſo puniſh'd and cured,is 
that the Lunacie is fo ordinarie, that the whippers are in 
loue too : yer I proteſſe curing it by counſel, 

Orl. Did you euer curcxany ſo ? 

Roſ. Yes one, and inthis manner , Hee was to ima» 
gine me his Loue, his Miftris : and I fethim everie day 
to woe me Art which time would I, being but a moomſh 
youth, grecue, be effeminate, changeable, longing, and 
liking, pre ud, fantaftical, apiſh, ſhallow, inconſtanx, ful 
of teares, full of ſmi'es; for everie paſſion ſomething,aud 
for no paſſhon truly any thing, as boyes and women arc 
for the moſt part, cattle of this colour : would now like 
him, now loath him : then eatercaine him, then for{wear 
him : now weepe for him, then {pit arhim; that I draue 
my Sutor from his mad humor of loue,to a liuing humor 
of madnes,vv was to forſweare the ful ſiream of F world, 
andtoliue in anooke meecly Monaſt'ck:and thus I cur'd 
him,and this way wilI take ypon mee to waſh your Lt- 
ver as cleane 8s 9 ſound ſheepes heart, that there ſhal nor 
be one ſpot of Loue in't. 

Orl. ] would not be cured, youth. | 

Ref. 1 wovld cure you,if you would but call me R:ſ.- 
md, and come euerie day ro my Coat,and woe me, 


R 3 
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Orl, | 


——_ 
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As you like it. | 


Orlan. Now by the faith of my loue, I will ; Tel me 
where it is. 

Ref. Go with me to it, and Ile ſhew it you: and by 
the way, you ſhal cell me, where inthe Forreft you live : 
Wil you go? 

Orl, With all my heart, good youth. 

Roſ. Nay, you muſt call mce Roſalind; Come lifter, 


will you go? Exeunt. 


OO OS 


D _— 


Scena T ert:a. 


Enter Clowne, Audrey, Jaques. 


Clo. Come apace good Audrey, I wil fetchvp your 
Goates, Awdrey : and how  idrey am 1 the man yer? 
Doth my {1mple feature comeac you £ 

Aud, Your fcatures, Lord warrant ys: what features ? 

Co, I am hcere with chee,and thy Goats,as the moſt 
capricious Poct honel} Oxid was among the lzothes. 


a thatch'd houſe, | 
Cle. When a mans verſes cannot be vnderſtood, nor 
a mans good wit ſeconded with the for ward childe, vit- 


koning ina liccle roome : truly, | would the Gods hadde 
made thee poeticall, 

And. 1 do not know what Poetical is: is it honeſt in 
| deed and word: is'it a true thing? 

(le. No trulie :for the true(t poctric is the moſt fai- 
ning, and Lovers are giuen to Poetric : and what they 
ſweare in Poctric, may be {aid as Loucrs, they do terigne. 

Aud, Doyou wiſh then that the Gods had made me 
Poeticall 2 

Clow. 1 do truly : for thou ſwear'ftto me thou art ho- 
neſt: Now if thou wert a Poet, I might hauc tome hope 
thou d1dRt fergne., 

Aud, Would you not have me honeſt ? : 

Cle, No truly, valetle thou wert hard fauour'd : for 
honeſtic coupled co beautie, is ro haue Honic a ſawce to 
Sugar. 

lag. A materiall foole. 

Aud, Well, I am not faire, and therefore I pray the 
Gods make me honeſt. « 

Clo. Truly, and to caſt away honeftic vppon a foule 
flut,were to put good meare into an yncleane diſh, 

And. I amnot a ſlut, though ithanke the Goddes 1 
am foule. 

Clo. Well,praiſcd be the Gods, tor thy foulneſſe;ſlur- 
tiſhneſſe may come heereafter, Bur be it, as it may bee, 
] wil marriethee : and ro that end, I have bin with Sir 
Olmer Mar-text,the Vicar of the next village, who hath 


——— co 


couple vs. 

l[ag. I would faine ſee this meeting. 

And.\Vel, the Gods giue vs 10y. 

Clo, Ainen. Aman may if he were of a fearful hearr, 
ſtagger in this attempt : for heere wee have no Temple 
but the wood, no affe:nbly but horne-beaſts. But what 
though? Courage. As hornes are odious, they are nece(- 
farie.It151aid, many a man knewes no endof his goods; 
right : Many a man has good Hornes,and knows no end 
of them, Well. that is .he dowrie of his wife, 'tis none 
of his owne getting ; hornes, cuen ſo poore men alone : 


—— 


promis'd to meete me inthis place of the Forreſt, and to 


| 


—— 


[aq., O knowledgeil! inhabited, worle then loue in | 


_—_- — 


No, no, the nobleſt Deere hath them as huge asthe Raſ-| 


call : Is the fingle man therefore bleſſed ? No, as 3 wall'd 


Towne is more worthier then a village, ſo is the fore- 


head of a married man, more honourable then the bare | 


brow ef a Batcheller : and by how much defence is bet- 
terthen no skill, by ſo much is « horne more precious. 
then to Want, 


Enter Sir Oliner Mar-text. | 
Heere comes Sir Olazer : Sir Olixer CMar-text you are 
wel met. Will you diſpatch ys heere vnder this tree, oc 
ſha! we go with you to your Chappell? 
Ol. Is there none heere to giuethe woman? 

Clo, I wilnot take her on guift of any manu, 

O/. Truly ſhe muſt be given, or the marriage is not 
lawfull, 

laq. Proceed, proceede: lle giue her. 

Clo, Good cuen good MF whar ye eal't: how do you 
Sir, you are verie well met : goddild you for your laſt 
companie, I am verie glad to {ce you, euena toy in hand 
acere bir : Nay,pray be couer'd. 

125. Wilyou bemarried, Motley? 

Clo. As the Oxe hath his bow fir, the horſe his curb, | 
and the Falcon her bels, ſo man hath his defires, and as 


| Pigeons bill, ſo wedlocke would be niblin 


derſtanding: it ftrikes a man more dead rhen a great rec- | 


| 


laq. And wil you (being a man of otretigatite | 


married ynder a buſh like a begger? Get you to church, 
and hane a good Prieft that can tel you what marriage is, 
this fellow wil but ioyne you together, as they ijoyne 
Wainſcor, then one of you wil prove a ſhrunke pannell, 
and like greene timber,warpe,warpe. 
Clos. Iamnor in the minde, but I were better co bee 
married of him then of another, for he is not like to mar. 
ric me wel; andnot being wel married, it wil be a good 
excuſe for me heereafcer, ro leaue my wife, . 
[aq. Goe thou with mee, 
And ler me counſel thee. 

Ol. Come ſwecte Audrey, 
We mult be married,or we muſt live in baverey : 
Fatewel good MF Oliner : Not O ſweet Oliver, O brave 
Oliver leaue me not behind thee : But winde away, bee 
gone | ſay, I wil not to wedding with thee. 

O/!. "Tis no matter; Ne're a Poraſtical knave of them 
all hal uur me out of my calling. Exeunt 


Scena Quarta. 


dm. 


Emer Roſalind & Celia.” 

Reſ. Neuer talketo me,] wil weepe, 

Cel. Do I prethee, but yer haue the grace to conſider, 
that teares donot become a man, 

Roſ. But haue I not cauſe to weepe ? 

Cel, As good cauſe as one would deſire, 
Therefore weepe. 

Roſ, His very haire 
Is of the diſſembling colour. 

Cel, Something browner then Judafſes : 
Marrie his kiſſes are Judafſes owne children. 

Rof. Tfaith his haire is of a good colour. 

Cel, An excellent colour : 
Your Cheflenur was ever the onely colour : 

Ref. And his kiſſing is as ful of ſanRitie, 
As the touch of holy Grad, 


ll — 
wt. 
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Cel, Hee hath bought a paire of caſt lips of Diana: a 
Nun of winters fiſterhood kiſſesnort more religiouſlic , 
the very ye of chaſtity ivin them, 
Roſa. But why did hee ſweare hee would come this 
morning,and comes not ? 

Cel, Nay certainly there is noxrach in him. 

Reſ. Doe you thinke ſo ? 

Cel, Yes, 1 chinke he is not apicke purſe,nor a horſe- 
ſealer, bur for his verity in loue, I doe thinke him as 
concaue 25 acoucred goblet,or a Worme-eaten nuc. 
Ref. Not truc in loue? 

(#1. Yes,when he is in,bur I thinke he is not in. 

Roſe. You hauc heard him ſweare downright he was. 
Cel. Was,is notis : beſides, the oath of Lover is no 
ſtronger then the word of a Tapſter, they are both the 
confirmer of falſe reckonivgs,he atrends here in the for- 
zeſt on the Duke your father. 

Ref. 1 metthe Duke yeſterday , and had much que- 
ſtion with lim: he 2skt me of what parentage I was; 1 
told him of as good as he, ſo he laugh'd and ler mee goe. 


| But what calke wee of Fathers, when there is ſuch a man 


as Orlands ? 

Cel, Othar's a brave mnan , hee writes braue verſes, 
ſpeakes braue words,ſweares braue oathes, and breakes 
them brauely, quite trauers athwart the heart of his lo- 
ver, 2s a puiſny Tilter , y ſpurs bis horſe but on one fide, 


{breakes his Raffelike a noble goole ; but all's braue that 


youth mouncs, and folly guides : who comes heere ? 


Enter Corin. 

Corin, Miſtreſſe and Matter, you haue oft enquired 
After the Shepheard that complain'd of loue, 
Who you ſaw fitting by me onthe Turph, 
Praifing the proud diſdaintull Shepherdeſle 
That was his Miſtreſſe, 

Cel. Well : and what of him ? 

Cor. If you will ſee a pageant truely plaid 
Betweene the pale complexion of true Loue, 
And the red glowe of ſcorne and prowd diſdaine, 
Goe hence a little, and I ſhall condutt you , 

If you will marke it, 

Roſ. O come, let vs remove, 

The ſight of Louers feederh thoſe in loue : 
Bring vs to this ſight, and you ſhall ſay 


Ile proue a bulic ator in their play. Exennt. 


Scena Quinta. 


M— 


' Enter Silwins aud P hebe. 


Sil. Sweet Phebe doe not ſcorne me, do not Phebe 
Say that you loue me nor, but ſay not ſo 
In bitterneſle; the common execurioner 
Whoſe heart th'accuſtom'd ſight of death makes hatd 
Falls not the axe ypon the humbled neck, 
But fiſt begs pardon : will you fterner be 
Then he that dies and lives by bloody drops? 


Enter Roſalind, (tlia, and Corin. 
Phe. 1 would not be thy execurioner, 
I flye thee, for I would not iniure thee : 
Thou tellſt me there is murder in mine eye, 


'Tis pretty ſure,and yery probable, 


—_— 
_ ———_ 


That eyes that are the frailſt, and ſofteſt things, 
Who fhur their coward gates on atoryyes, 
Should be called tyrants, butchers, mnrtherers. 
Now I doe frowne onthee with all my heart, 
And if mine eyes can wound,now let them kill thee: 
Now counterfeit to {wound, why now fall downe 
Or if thou cant nor, oh for ſhame, for ſhame, 
Lye nor, to ſay mine eyes are,murtherers: 
Now ſhew the wound mineeye hath made in thee, 
Scratch thee but with a pin,and there remaines 
Some (carre of it : Leane vpon a ruſh 
The Cicatrice and capable impreſſure 
Thy palme ſome moment keepes : but now mine eyes 
Which I haue darted at theg, hurt thee nor, 
Nor I am ſure there isno tofce in eyes 
Thar can doe hure. : 

Sil. O deere Phebe, 
If ener (as that cuer may be neere) 
You meet in lome freſh cheeke the power of fancie, 
Then ſhall you know the wouuds inuifible 
That Loues keene arrows make. 

Phe, But till that time 
Come not thou neere me: and when that time comes , 
Af:& me with thy mackes, pitty me not, 
As till that time I ſhall not pirty thee. 

Ref, And why I pray you?who might be your mother 

Thar you inſult,exult,and all at once 


' Over the wretched ? what though you hau no beauty 


As by my faith, I ſee no more in'you 
Then without Candle may goe darke to bed ; 
Muſt you be therefore prowd and pittileſle ? 
W hy what meanes this? why do you looke on me? 
I fee no more 1n you then in the ordinary 
Ot Narures {ale-worke?'ods my little life, 
I chinke ſhe meanes to tangle my eies too : 
No faith proud Miſtrefle, hope not afterit, 
Tis not your inkie browes, your blackefilke haire, 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheeke of creame 
That can entame my ſpirits ro your worſhip : 
You fooliſhShepheard, wheretore do you follow her 
Like foggy Sourh, puffing with winde and raine, 
You are athouſand times a properer man 
Then ſhe a woman, 'Tis ſuch fooles.as you 
That makes the world full of ill-fauourd children 2 
'T1snot hec glaſſe, bue you that Rlatrers her, 
And our of you ſhe ſees her ſelfe more proper 
Then any ot herlineaments can ſhow her : 
But Miftris, know your ſelfe, downe on your knees 
And thanke heauen, taſting, for 8 good mans loue ; 
For I muſt tell you friendly in your care, 
Sell when you can,you are not for all markets: 
Cry the man mercy,loue him,take þ1s offer , 
Foulc is moſt foule,being foule to be a ſcoffer. 
So take her to thee Shepheard, fareyouwell. 
Phe. Sweet youth, | pray you chide a yere together, 
I hadrather here you chide,then this man wooe. 
Ros. Hees talne in loue with your foulneſle, & (hee'll 
Fall in loue with my anger. If it be ſo,as faſt 
As ſhe anſweres thee with frowning lookes, ile ſauce 
Her with bitter words : why looke you ſo ypon me? 
Phe. For no ill will I beare you, 
Ref. lpray you do not fall in love with mee, 
For I amfalſer then yowes made in wine: 
Beſides, I like you not : if you will know my houſe, 
'Tis at the tuffr of Olives, here hard by : 
Will you goe Siſter ? Shepheardyply her hard : 


Come 


| 


tt 


| 


—— 
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Come Siſter : Shepheardeſle,looke on him better 
And be not proud, though all the world could ſee, 
None could be ({o abus'd&n fight as hee. 
Come,to our fiocke, Exit. 

Phe, Dead Shepheard,now | find thy ſaw of might, 
Who euer lov'd;that lou'd not at firſt hight? 

Sil. Sweet Fheve. 

Phe. Hah: what laiſt thou Slum ? 

Sil. Sweet Þhebe pitty me. 

Phe, \Why 1 am.ſorry tor thee gentle Sui. 

Sil. Wheeecuer ſorrow i5,teliefe would be : 
If zou doe ſorrow at my griefe in loue, | 
By giwing love your forrow,and my griete 
Were both extermin'd* 

Phe, Thou halt my loue,is not that neighbourly ? 

Sil. T1 would haue you. 

Phe. \Nhy chat were couetovineſle : 

Siluings; the time was,that I hated thee ; 

And yet it 1s not, that ] beare thee loue, 

But Gace that thou canſt ralke of louc lo well, 

Thy company,which erft was irkelome to me 

L will endure; and Ile employ thee too : 

But doe not looke for: turther recompence 

Then thine owne gladvelle,that thou art employd. 
Sil. So holy,and fo perfect is my loue, 

And 1 in ſuch a poverty ot grace, 

That I ſhall thinke it a molt picoteous crop 

To glean the broken eares after the man 

That the maine haruclt reapes:loole now and then 

A ſcattred (mile,and that Ile liue vpon. (while? 

Phe. Knowſt thou the youth that ſpoke to mee yere- 

Sil. Not very well, but I have m2thim oft , 

And he hath bought the Cottage and che bounds 
That the old Carlot once was Malter ot, 

Phe. Thinke not I loue tum, though I asx for him, 
Tis but a peewſh boy,yer he talkes well, | 
But what care for words ? yet words do well 
When he that [pcakes them pleaſes thole that heare: 
It is a pretty youth,not very prettie , 

Bur ſure hee's proud, and yet his pride becomes him; 
Hee'll make a proper man: the beſt thing in him 
Is his complexion : and falter then his tongue 
Did makeoffence,h1s eye did heale it vp : 
He is not very tall, yer tor his yceres hee's tall : 
His leg 18 but fo lo,and yet 'us well : 
There was a pretty redneſle in 11s hip, 
Alitleriper, and more lultic red 
Thenthat mixt in his cheeke: 'twas 11ult the difference 
Ber wixt the conſtant red,and mingled Damaske. 
There be {ſome women Sruriu had they markt him 
In parcells as I did, would haue gone neere 
To fall in love with him : but for my part 
T loue him not, nor hate him not : and yer 
Haue more caule to hate-him then to loue him, 
For what had he to doe to chide at me ? 
He ſaid mine eyes were black,and my haire blacke , 
And now I am remembred, ſcorn'd at me : 
| marucll why I anſwer'd not againe, 
Butthac's all one : omierance 15no quittance : 
Ile write to him a very tanting Letter, 
And thou ſhalt beare it, wilt thou Silwrme ? 
Sil, Phebe,with all my heart. 
Phe. 1le write it (trait : 


The matter's in my head,and in my heart, 


| I will be bitter with him, and paſſing ſhort; 


| Goc with me S:laine, 


| 


Exennt. 


—  — 


EEE 


A's you bike it. 
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| 


| 


| of your owne Ccuntrie: be out of loue with your 
 tiativitie, and almoſt chide God for making you that 


| have youbinall this while? 'you a lover? and you 
| lerveme luch another tricke, never come in my fight 


| will divide a minute into a thouſand parts, and breake 


- — —— 


— ——  ———— ——— ———— 


eAfus Quartus. Scena Prima, 


— 


—_ 


Enter Roſalind, and Celia, and Iaquez. 
laq. I prethee, pretty youth, let nie berrer acquainted 


with thee, $ 

Roſ They ſay you are a rmelancholly fellow, © ©! 
1aq. lam fo: I doe loue it berterthenla ing,” | 
Ref. Thoſe that are in extremity of cither, ire abho- | 
minable fellowes, and betray themſcluesto every mo- | 
derne cenſure,worle then dronkards. EY j 

aq. Why,tis good to be ſad and ſay nothing. | 

Roſ. Why then'tis good to be a pole. | 

1aq. 1 havencither the Schollers melancholy, which 
is emulation: northe Mufitians, which is fantafticall; 
nor the Courtiers, which is ptoud': nerthe Souldiers, ! 
which is ambitious : wry Lawiers,which is politick: 
nor the Ladies, which isnice : nor the Lovers, which 
isall theſe: butir is a melancholy of mine owne, com- 
pounded of many fimples,extrated from many obieRs, 
and indeed the ſundrie contemplation of my travel!s, in 
which by often rumination, wraps me in a moſt humo- 
rous ſadneſſe, 

Roſ. ATraueler: by my faith you have great rea-1 
ſonto bead; I feare you have (old your owne Lands, 
to ſce other mens ; then to haue ſeene much, and to have 
notl-ing, is to haue rich eyes and poore hands, 

laq. Yes, l have gain'd wy experience. 

Emer Orlands. 

Roſ. And your experience makes you (ad: I had ra- 
ther haue a foole to make me werrie, then experience to 
make nie (ad, and to trauaile for-it too. 

Ort. Good day,and happineſſe,d:ere Roſalind. 

_ Nay then God buy you,and you talke in blanke 
veric, "cnt 1 

Ref. Farewell Mounfieur Trauellor : looke ' you 
liſpc,and weare ſtrange ſuites; diſable all the benefirs 


> 


countenance you are; of | will ſcarce thinke you hauc 
iwamina Gundello, Why how now Orlando, where 


more, 

Orl. My faire Reſalind,I come within an houre of my 
promiſe, 

Roſ. Breake an houres promiſe in loue? hee that 


but a part of the thouſand part of a minuce in the affairs 
of loue, it may be ſaid of himthat Cupid hath clape 
him oth' ſhoulder, bur Ile warrant him heart hole. 

Orl. Pardon me deere Roſalind. 

Roſ. Nay,and you be ſo tardie, come no more in my 
fight, I had as liete be woo'd of a Snaile. 

Orl. Ofa Snaile?- 

Roſ. 1, of a Snaile : for _ he comes ſlowly, hee 
carries his houſe on his head; a better joynRuure I thinke 
then you make a woman : beſides, he brings his deftinic 
with him. 

Orl, What's that? 

Roſ. Why hornes: &% ſuch as youare faine to be be- 
holding to your wives for : but he comes armed in his 
fortune, and prevents the ſlander of his wife. 

Orl. Vertue © 


Acgonlikgit, 


2QlI. 


yertuous. 

Roſ. And 1am your Roſatitud;. SEL pl 
Cel. Ir pleaſes him to call you ſo: bur hehmbua Reſ«- 
lind of a beter leere then you. :'. | TLELIOENT 
Roſ. Come,wooe me,wooemee : fornow1]am ina 
| holy-day humor, and like enough to conſent ; What 

would you ſay to me nowy/ and I were your yerie, Verie 
Roſalind ? 4 $454 

Orl. 1 would kifſe before I ſpoke. © 

Roſ. Nay,you were betterſpeake firſt,and when you 
were As; | for lacke of matter, you nghttake oc- 
cafion to kiſſe: verie good Orators when they are out, 
they will ſpit, and for louers, lacking (Godywarne vs) 
matter, the cleanlieft ſhifr isto kiſle: f 

Orl. How if the kiffe beidenide ? 

Roſ. Then ſhe puts you toentreatie, and there begins 
new matcer. 

Orl. Who could be out, being before his beloucd 
Miftris ? 

Roſ. Marrie that ſhould vow if 1 were your Miftris, 
orjl ſhould thinke my honeſtie ranker then my wit, 

Orl, What, of my ſuite? - 
: Ro. Nor out of your appartell, and yer our of your 

uite : 
Amnot I your Roſalind ? 

Orl. 1 take ſome ioy to ſay you are, becauſe I would 
betalking of her. | 

Ref. Wc<ll, in her perſon, I ſay I will not haue you, 

Orl. Then in mine owne perſon, I die. 

Ref. No faith, die by Attorney : the poore world is 
almoſt fix thouſand yeeres old, and in all this time there 
was Rot anie man died in his owne perſon (videlicet) in 
a loue cauſe : Trorlous had his braines daſh'd our with a 
Grecian club, yetMe did what hee could to die before, 
and he is one of the patternes of loue. Leander,he would 
haue liu'd manic a faire yeere though Hers had turn'd 
Nun; if it had not bin for a hot Midſomer-night, for 
(good youth)he went bur forth to waſh him inthe Hel- 
leſpont, and being taken with the crampe, was droun'd, 
and the fooliſh Choenbitns of that age, found it was 
Hero of Ceſtos. But theſe are all lies, men haue died 
{ from time to time,and wormes haue eaten them, bur not 
for loue. 

Orl.I would not haue my right Reſalind of this mind, 
for I proteſt her frowne might kill me, * 

Ref. By this hand, it will not kill aflie: bur come, 
now I will be your Roſalind in 3 more comming-on dif- 
poſition: ard aske me what you will,] will grant it. . 
Orl. Then loue me Roſalind. 

Roſ. Yes faith will 1,fridaies and faterdaies,and all, 
Orl., And wilt thou haue me? _ 
Rof. 1, and twentie ſuch. | 
Orl. What faieſtchou? 
Roſ. Are you not good? 00 
Orl. Thopeſo.  _ "4 | 
Roſalind, Why then , carone deſire t00/ much of a 
{| good thing : Come fiſter, 'you hall be the Prieſt 5 and 
marries : give me your hand Orlando: Whar doe you 
DTT ne 12s 

Orl. Pray thee marrie vs. -© 

Cel, I cannot ſay the words, 
| Rof. You muſt begin, will you Orlands. 


. 


—_—— 
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. Cel, Goetoo: wil yet Of and, haug to wiferhis Bo | 
fſalind? 1 Gre , 61 eWOTTE 7 hon? | 
Orl, I will;-” Ped 117 10 f] 34 


© Or. Vertueis no horne-maker : nnd my Roſalind is | 
"1 ne Herve? 90 


Ls 


_— 


— 
.* 


Orl. Why now,as faft as ſhe can marrie vs, 
 Roſ. Then you muſt ſay, I take thee Roſalind for 


ip 
Orl. I takethee Roſalind for wife, 

Ref. 1 might aske you for your Commiſſion 
Burl doe take thee Orlands for my husband : there's a 
girle gocs before the Prieſt, and certainely a Womans 
thought runs before her ations. 

Orl. So do all thoughts, they are wing'd. 

Ro. Now tell me how long you would haue her, af- 
ter you haue poſleſt her ? 

Orl, For euer, and a day. 

Roſ.” Say a day,without the ever: no,no Orlands,men |- 
are Aprill when they woe, December when they wed: 
Maides are May when they are maides,but the sky chan 
ges when they are wiues : I will bee more jealous of 
thee,then a Barbary cocke-pidgeon ouer his hen, more 
clamerous then a Parrat againſt raine, more new-fang-, 
led then an ape, more giddy in my defires, then a mon | 
key :1 will weepe for nothing, like Dians inthe Foun- | 
raine,& I wil dothat when you are diſpos'dto be menty: 
I will laugh like a Hyen,and that when thou att iaclin'd 
to ſleepe. 

Orl. Pur will my Roſalind doe ſo ? 

Roſ., By my life,ſhe will doe as 1 doe. 

Orl. O bur ſhe is wiſe, 

Res. Orelſe ſhee could not have the wit to doe this : 


the wiſer, the way wardet : make the doores ypon'a w6-' 


mans wit,and it will out at the caſement: {hut that, and 
'rwill our at the key-hole : op that, 'twillflie with'the 
{moake out at the chimney. e v>r _ 
Orl. Aman chat had a wife with ſuch a wit,he might! 
ſay,wit whether wil't? 27am 2 
Ref. Nay,you might keepe that checke forit,till you 
met your wiues wit going toyour neighbours bed. 
Orl. And what wit could wit haue,to excuſe that ? 
Roſa. Marry to lay,ſhe'cameto leeke you there : you 
ſhall neuer rake her without her anſwer, vnleſſe you take 
her without her tongue”: © that woman that cannot 
make her fault her huſbands'vccafion,ler her never nurſe 
her childe her ſelfe,for ſhe will breed it like 2 foole. 
Orl. For theſe ewo houres Roſalirde,T wil leaue thee. 
Ref. Alas,deere loue, I camnor lacke thee two houres, 
Ort. I muſt attend the Duke at dinner, by two a clock 
I will be with thee againe, EP | 
Ref, 1,g0e your waies, goe your waies; 1 knew what 
you would proue, my triends told mee as much , and [ 
thought nolefle : that flattering tongue of yours wonne 
me: 'tis but one caſt away, aad {o come death : two 0” 
clocke is your howre. ; 
Orl, 1,ſweet Roſalind,” 
| Rofſi, Bytmmyrroth, andin good earneſt, andſo God! 
mend mee, and by all pretty oathes that are not dange- 


\ rous, if you breake one iot ot your promiſe.or come one: 


minute behinde your houre, I will thinke you the moſt 
patheticall breake-protiſe, and the moſthollow louer, 
and the moſt vnworthy of her you ca)l Roſalmwde, tharf 
may bee choſen out 'of the grofſe band of the vnfaith... 
ful : : therefote beware my cenſure, and keep your pro. 
miſe. pt Fae 
Orl. With poleffereligion, then ifthon wert indeed 
my Reſalmd : fo udieu, * "ON a 
Roſs, Well, Time is the olde Tuffice that examines all 
ſuch offenders,and ler time try : adiev. Ext, 
Cet. You have fimply miſus'd our ſexe ip yohr loue- | 


prate : 


——— 


—_— 


— ng——_— 
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Roſe. O cor,cor.,cor : my pretty little coz, that thou 
didſt know how many tathome deepe I am in loue ; but 
it cannot bee ſounded : my affeftion hath an ynknowne 
bottome,like the Bay of Portugall, 

Cel. Or rather bottowleſle, that as faſt as you poure 
affeftion in,in runs out, 

Roſ, No,that ſame wicked Baſtard of Venzw, that was 
begot of thought, conceiu'd of ſpleene, and borne of 
madneſle , that blinde raſcally boy , that abuſes euery 
ones eyes, becaule his owne are out ,, let him bee iudge, 
how deepe I am in loue : ile tell thee Alzena,I cannot be 
out of the ſight of Orlando : Ile goe finde a ſhadow, and 
ſigh till he come. 


Cel. And lle leepe. Exeunt, 


p———_—_— 


— . — — — 


al — 
— 


Scena Secunda. 


—_— — _ — —— _ - © — - — — —— 


Enter [aques and Lords, Forreſters, 


14q. Which is be that killed the Deare ? 

Lord. Sir,it was l. 

1ag. Let's preſent him to the Duke like a Romane 
Conquerour, and it would doc well to ſet the Deares 
horns vpen his head, for a branch of victory ; kaue you 
no fong Forreſter for this purpole? 

Lord. Yes Sir. 
| Jag. Sing it: *ris no matter how it bee in cune,, ſo it 
make noyſe enough. 


Muſicke, Song. 
What ſhall he haue that kild the Deare? 
Hu Leather thin and bornes te weare : 


2 | | Then fing him home the reſt [hall beare this burthen ; 


T ake thou no ſcorne to weare the horne, 


It was a creſt ere thou waſt borne , 


Thy fathers father wore it, 


And thy father bore ut, 
The horne the horue the luſt y horue, 
| [« not a thing to laugh to ſcorne, 


Exannt, 


” 


Scana T ertia.”' 


Enter Roſalind and C elia, 
Roſe How ſay you now;is it not palttwo a clock ? 


| ” And hcere much Orlande. 


Cel. I warrant you, with pure loue,& troubled brain, 
Emter Sluts, | 
He hathtane his bow and arrowes,and is gone forth 
'Toſlcepe : looke who comes heere. 
Sil, My errand is to you, faire youth, 
My gentle Phebe,did bid me giue you this: 
| know not the contents, bur as I pueſſe 
By the ſterne brow,and waſpiſh aftion 
Which ſhe did vſe,as ſhe was writing of it, 
It beares an angry tenure; pardon me,, 
I am bur as a guiltleſſe meſſenger. | 
Ref, Patience her ſelfe would ſtartle at this lerter, 


] back a ———_ 


oAS yon like it | 


And ply the ſwaggerer, beare this,beare all : 
Shee ſaiesT am not | 90s Ilacke manners, 
She calls me proud, and that ſhe could not loue me 
Were man as rare as Phenix : 'od's my will, 
Her loue is not the Hare that doe bunt, 
Why writes ſhe ſore me? well Shepheard, well, 
This is a Letter of your owne device. 
Sil. No, I proteſt,I know not the contents, 
Phebe did write it. 
Koſ. Come,come,you are a foole, 
And turn'd into the extremity of loue. 
I ſaw her hand,ſhe has aleatberne hand, 
A freeſtone coloured hand : I verily did thinke 
That her old gloves were on, but twas her hands: 
She has a huſwiues hand, but that's no matter : 
I ſay ſhe never did invent this letter, 
This is a mans invention, and his hand. 
$4. Sure it is hers. 
Roſ. Why tis a boyſterous anda cruell ſtile, 
A ſtile for challengers : why,ſhe defies me, 
Like Turke to Chriſtian: yyomens gentle braine 
Could not drop forth ſuch giant rude invention, 
Such Ethiop vyords, blacker in their effect 
Then in their countenance: vvill you heare the letter ? 
S1l. So pleaſe you, forI never heard it yet ; 
Yet heard too much cf Fbebes crueltie. 
Roſ. She Phebes me : marke how the tyrant yvrites. 
Read, Artthon ged, to Shepherd turn'd? 
That a maidens heart bath burn'd. 
Can a vvoran raile thus ? 
$1, Call you this railing? 
Koſ. Read. Why, thy godhead laid a part, 
War ft thow with a womans heart ? 
Did you euer heareſuch railing ? 
Whiles the eye of man d1d wooe me, 
That could do ns vengeance to me. 
Meaning me a beaſt. 
If the ſcorne of your bright eine 
Hane power to raiſe ſach lone in mine, 
Alacke, in me, what ſtrange effelt 
Would they worke in milde aſpett? 
Whiles you chid me, I did lone, 
How then might your prater s mone ? 
He that brings this loue to thee, 
Little knowes this Loue in me ; 
And by bim ſeale up thy mine , 
Whether that thy youth and tude 
Will the farthfull offer taks 
Of me, and all that I ca make, 
Or elſe by him my lowe denie , 
And then Ile ſtudie how to die. 
$41. Call you this chiding ? 
(*!{+ Alas poore uw: T4 
Ref. Doe you pitty him > No, hedeſerues no pity: 
wiltthou loue ſuch a woman ? what to makethee an in- 
Rrument,and play falſe traines vpon thee? not tobe en» 
dur'd. We!l,goc your way to her; ( for I ſee Loue hath 
made thee a tame ſnake) and ſay this to her; That if ſhe'| 
loue me, I charge her to loue thee : if ſhe willnot, I will 
never haue her,vnlefſe thou intreat for her : if you bee a 
true louer hence,and not a word; for here comes more 
company. Exit ,Sil, 


Enter Olizer. know) 
Olin, Good morrow, faire ones : pray you, (if you 
Where in the Purlews of this Forreſt, ftands 


A) 


_— 
—_ 


—— 


ee it 
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A ſheep=coar,fenc'd abour with Oliue-trees.— . © 
Cel. Wet ofthis place, downin the neighbor bottom 
The ranke of Oziers,by rhe murmuring ſtreame 


{| Left on your right hand, brings you ro the place? 


Bur at this howre,the houſe doth keepe it ſelfe, 
There's none within. 

Oli. Ifthat an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then ſhould I know you by deſcription, 
Such garments,and {uch yeeres : the boy is faire, 
Of femall fauour, and beſtowes himſelfe 
Like aripe fifter : the woman low 
And browner then her brother : are not you 
The owner of the houſe I did enquire tor? 

Cel. It is no boaſt, being ask'd,to ſay we are, 

Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
And to that youth hee calls his Roſalind, 
He ſends this bloudy napkin; are you he ? 

Roſ. lam: what muſt we vnderftand by this? 

Ol;. Some of my ſhame,if you will know of me 
What man I am, and how,and why,and where 
This handkercher was Rain'd, 

Cel. 1Ipray yourtell it. 

Oli. When laſtthe yong Orlando parted from you, 
He lefr a promiſe to returne againe 
Within an houre, and pacing throvgh the Forreſt , 
Chewing the food of ſweet and bitter fancie, 
Loe vvhat befell : he threw his eye aſide, 
And marke vyhat obie& did preſent it (elfe 
Vnder an old Oake, whoſe bows were moſs'd with age 
And high rop,bald with drie antiquitie; 
A wretched ragged man,ore-growne with haire 
Lay ſleeping on his back ; about his necke 
A greene and guilded ſnake had wreath'd it ſelfe, 
Who with her Head,nimble in threats approach'd 
The opening of his mouth : but ſodainly 
Seeing Orlando, it vnlink*d it ſelfe, 
And with indented glides, did {lip away 
Into a buſh, vnder which buſhes ſhade 
A Lyonneſſe, with ydders all drawne drie, 
Lay cowching head on ground, with catlike watch 
When that the ſleeping man ſhould Rirre for 'tis 
The royall diſpoſition of that beaſt 
To prey en nothing, that doth ſeeme as dead: 
This ſeene, Orlando did approach the man, 
And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 

Cel. OT have heard him ſpeake of that ſame brother, 
And he did render him the moſt vnnaturall 
That liu'd amongſt men, 

Oli, And well he might ſo doe, 
For well I know he was vnnaturall. 

* But to Orlando: did he leaue him there 

Foed to the ſuck'd and bungry Lyonneſle? 

Oli. Twice did he turne his backe,and purpos'd ſo : 
But kindneſſe,nobler ever then reuenge, 
And Nature ftronger then his iuſt occahon , 
Made him give battell tothe Lyonneſſe: | 
Who quickly fell before him,in which hurtling 
From miſerable (lumber I awaked. 

Cel, Are you — 

+ Was'tyou he reicu 

54 Wartien that did ſo oft contrive to kill him ? 

Oh, 'Twas I : but'tis not TT: Idoe not ſhame 
To tell you whar I was, fincemy conuerfion 
So ſweeetly raſtes,being the thing] am. 


When from the firftts laſt berwixt vs two, 

Teares our recountments had mott kindely bath'd, 
As how I came into that Deſert place. 

I bricfe, he led me to the gentle Duke, 

Who gaueme freſh aray,and entertainment, 
Commutting me ynto my brothers loue , 

Who led meinflantly vnto his Caue , 

There (tript himſelfe, and heere ypon his arme 

The Lyonneſſe had torne ſome flicſh away , 

Which all this while had bled; and now he fainted, 
And cride in fainting ypon Reſalinde. 

Briefe, | recouer'd him;bound vp his wound, 

And after ſome ſmall ſpace,being ſtroxg at heart, 
He ſent me hither, ſtranger as Iam 

To tell this ſtory,that you might excuſe 

His broken promile,and to give this napkin 

Died in this bloud, vnto the Shepheard youth, 
Thar he in ſport doth call his Roſalmd. 

(*!. Why how now Ganimed,ſweet Canimed. 

Os. Many will ſwoon when they do look on bloud. 

Cel, There is morein it; Coſen Ganimed. 

Oli. Lookehe recouers, 

Ref. | would 1 were at home. 

Cel, Wee'll lead you thither : 

I pray you will you take himuby the arme. 

Oli, Be of good cheere youth : you a man? 
You lacke a mans heart, 

Ref. I doe fo, I confeſſe it : 

Ah,ficra, a body would thinke this was well counterfei.- 
ted, I pray you tell your brother how well I counterfci- 
ted : heigh-ho. 

Ols. This wasnot counterfeit, there is too preat te- 
ſtimony in your complexion, that it was a paſſion of car- 
neſt. 

Roſ. Countetrteit, I aſſure you. 

01, Well then,take a good heart, and counterfeit to 
be a man. 

Rof. So I doe: bur yfaith, I ſhould have beene a wo- 
man by - 

Cel, Come, you looke paler and paler:pray you draw 
homewards : good fir, goe with vs. 

Oli. That will I :for I muſt beare anſwere backe 
How you excuſe my brother, Roſalind, 

Ref. 1ſhall deviſe ſomething : bur I pray you com- 
mend my counterfeiting to him ; will you goe? 

Exennt, 


_— 


eA thus Quintus, Scena Prima. 


D—_— 


Enter (lowne and Amdrie. 


Clow, We ſhall finde a time Awdrie , patience gen- 
tle Awarie, 

And. Faith the Prieſt was good enough, for all the 
olde gentlemans ſaying. 

Clow. Amoſt wicked Sir Oliver, Awdrie, a moſt vile 
Mar-text. Bur Awdrie, there is a youth heere in the 
Forreſt layes claime toyou. 

Awd. 1,1 know who 'tis: be hathnointereſt in mee 
inthe world: here comes the man you meane. 


; Enter William, 
= an aa; napkin? (le. Tris meat and drinke to me to ſee a Clowne, by 
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As you like it. 
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__— 
W—— __ 


for ; we ſha!l be louting : we cannothold. 
will, Good cu'n Audrey. 
Ard. God ye good eu'n William; 
will, And good eu'n to you Sir 


thy head : Nay prethee bee eouer'd. How olce are you 
Friend? 

Will. Fine and ewentie Sir. 

(lo. A ripe age: Is thy name William? 

will. william, bt, 

Ct. Afaircname. Was't bornei'th Forreſt heere ? 

Will- 1 fir, I thanke Goe, 

Cle. Thanke God: A good antwer © 
Art rich? 

will. *Faith fir,ſo,ſo. 

{te. So,fo,is good,very good, very exceilent good: 
and yet it is not, it is but fo, lo: 

Artthou wile? - 

Will. I fir, I hauc a prettic wit, 

Clo. Why,thou ſaiſt well. I do now remember a ſay- 
ing : The Foole doth thinke he is wite, but the witerman 
knowes himſclfe to be a Foole. The Heathen Pluloſo- 
pher, when he had a delire to cate a Grape, would open 
his lips when hepur it into, his mouth, meaning there- 
by, that Grapes were made to cate, and lippes to open. 
You do loue this maid? 

wilt. 1do ht. 

Clo. Giue me your hand : Art thou Learned ? 

will, No fr. 


it is a figure in Rketoricke, that drink being powr'd out 

— a glalle, by filling tae one, doth empty the 
other, For all your Writers do conſent, that rpſe is hee ; 
now you are not ep/e, for I am he. 

will. Which he br ? 

Clo. He fir, that muſt marrie this woman: Therefore 
you Clowne, abandon: which is in the vulgar,leaue the 
ſocietie : which in the boor:ſh, is companie, of this te- 
male : which in the common, is woman : which roge- 
ther, is, abandon the ſociety of this Female, or Clowne 
thou periſheſt: or to thy better vaderſtanding,cyeſt ; or 


| (to wit) I kill thee, makethee away,tranſlace thy lite 10- 


co death, thy libertie into bondage : I will deale in poy- 
ſon with thee, or in baftinado, or inftecle: I will bandy 


*| with thee in faction, I will ore-run thee withipolice; I 


will kill thee a hundred and fry wayes, therefore trem- 

ble and depart. | h 
Aud. Do good William, 
Fill. God reſt you metry fir. Exit 


Enter Corn. 


Cor. Our Moſer and Miſtrefſeſcekes you: come a- 


{| Way,uway. 


Clo. Trip Awdry, trip Anudyy, 1 attend, 


I attcnd. E xennt 


— 
—__ _ — —— — - _-——e—-——— - - -- —— 


Scena Secunda. 


_—_—____— - — — — —- — ROY OS O—— _ <— 


Enter Orlando & Oliner. 
Orl. 1s't poſſible, that ono little acquaintance you 
(Hhovld like her f that, bur ſeeing, you ſhould lone her ? 


| 


—__—_— 


Clo. Good eu'n gentle f.iend.-Coner thy head,couer- | 
| \ both, that we may enioy each other : it ſhall be co your 


Cle. Then learne this of me, T'o hauc, is to have. For 


my troth, we that haue good wits;haue much toanſwer | 
| will youperſeuer to enioy her ? 


— — __—_ 


And louing woo? and wooing, the ſhould graunt? And 


Ol, Neither call the giddineſle of it in queſtion; the 
pouertie of her, the ſmall acquaiyzance, my ſodaine wo- 
ing, nor ſodaine conſenting : but ſay with mee, f loue 
Aliena : ſay with her, that ſhe loues mee ; conſent with 


good : for my fathers houſe, and all the reuennew, that 
was old Sir Rowlands will I eftate ypon you, and heere 
live and die a Shepherd. 


| 


Enter Reſalind. 


Orl. You have my conſent. 
Let your Wedding be to morrow : thither will T 
Inuite the Duke,and all's contented followers: | 
Go you, and prepare Aliena; for looke you, | 
Heere comes my Reſalinde. | 

Roſ. God {ave you brother, 

Ol. And you faire ſiſter, 

Koſ. Oh my deere Orlando, how it greeues me to ſee 
thee weare thy heart in a ſcarte, 

Orl, Itis my are, 


Ref, I thought thy heart had beene wounded with | 


| the clawesof a Lion. 


Orl, Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a Lady.' 
Rof. Did your brother tell you how I counterteyted 
to ſound, when he ſhew'd me your handkercher ? 

Orl, I, ad greater wonders then that, 

Koſ. O, I know where you ate: nay, tistrue: there 
was neuer any thing ſo ſodajne, but the fight of rwo 
Rammes,and Ceſars Thraſonicall bragge of I came, ſaw, 
and overcome, For your brother, and my fiter,no ſoo- 
nermet, bur they look'd : no ſooner look'd, but they 
lou'd ; no ſooner lou'd, but they figh'd :no ſooner (igh'd | 
bur they as\'d one another the reaſon ;no ſooner knew 
the reaſon, but they ſought the reinedie: and in theſe 
degrees, haue they made a paire of (taires to merriage, 
which they will climbe incontinent, or elſe bee inconti- 
nent betore marriage ; they Þ.re in the verie wrath of | 
_ and they will rogether. Clubbes cannot part 
them, | 

Orl. They thall be married to morrow : and I will 
bid the Duke co the Nuptiall, But O,how biter a thing 
itis, to looke into happines through another mans cies: | 
by ſo much the more thall I to mor;ow beat the height | 
of heart heauineſſe, by how much 1 ſhal thinke my bro- 
ther happie,in hauing what he wiſhes for, 

Roſ. Why then to morrow, I cannot {erue your turne | 
for Roſalind? | 

Orl. I canlivenolonger by thinking, 

Rof. I will wearie you then no. longer withidle tal- 
king. Know of me then (for now I ſpeake to ſome pur- | 
pole)that I know you are a Gentleman of good canceit: 
I ſpeake not this, that you ſhould beare a good opinion 
of my knowledge : inlomuch (I ſay)1 know you arc:oei> 
ther do I labor tor a-greater eftceme chen may in ſome 
lietle meaſure draw a beleefe from you, to doyour {elfe | 
good, and notto grace me. Belceuc then, if you pleaſe, 
that I can do firange things : I have fincel was three. 
ycare old conuerſt with a Magitian, mioft profaund in 
his Art, and yet. not damnable.. If you do lou. Rofalinde 
ſoneere the hart, as your geſture crics it out : when your 
brother marries Alena, ſhall you marrie her. ] know in- 
ro what ſtraights of Fortune ſhe js driven, andit is. not 
impoſſible to me, if it appeate not inconueptent to ou, 
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{ to ſether before your eyes to morrow, humane as ſhe is, \ Heere comerwo of the baniſh'd Dukes Pages. 
[ 


and without any danger, | Emter two Þ ages. | 
Orl. Speak'ft chou in fober meanings * - ' | 1.Ps, WelmethoneſtGeatleman. | 
Roſ. By my lifeI do, which I tender deerly, though { Clo. By my troth well met : come\fir, fir, anda ſong. 
I fay I am a Magitian : Therefore put you in your beſt a- | 2.Pa, \Ve are foryou, fiti'th middle, 
ray, bid your friends : for if you will be married to mor- 1-Pa. Shal we clap into't coundly, without hauking, 
row, you ſhall: and to Refalmdit you will, | or ſpitting, or ſaying we arc hoarle, which arethe onely 
Enter Silvites & Phebe., prologues to a bad voice. ; | 
*| Looke,here comes a Lover of mine, and alouer of hers. ».Pa, 1 faith, y faith, and bothin atune like rwo | 
Phe, Youth, you have dotie memuch'vngemteneſſe, | gipfies on a botle. 
| To ſbew theletterthar] writto you, Song, | 
Rof. 1 carenot if I have + iris my fludie | It was a Lower, and bis laſſe, | 
| To ſeeme deſpightfull and vngentle to you : With a bey, and a ho, and a bey nonins, 
ou are there followed by + faithful ſhepheard, That 0're the greene corne feild did paſſe, | 
| La vpon him, loue him : he worſhips you. | In the {primg tame, the onely pretty rang time, # 
| Phe.Good ſhepheard,rell this youth whar 'tis to loue hen Birds do ſing fey ding a ding ding. _ 
Si It is to be *1] made of fighesandteares, | Sweet Lowers loue the fpring, 
| | Atid fo am 1 for Phebe. ' * | And therefore take the preſent time, 
| Phe, And] for Ganmed, * With a hey, a ho a hey noamo, = 
Orl, And1 for Roſalind; © * © 0 For loxe iu crowned with the prime, 
\ Ref AndIfor nowoman!: * | In fpring time,c5c. | * 
ſ £4#/. 1tis tobe all made of faith and ſervice, | 
| And ſo aml for Phehe, 0 | Betweene the acres of the Rie, | | 
/ Phe, AndIfor Ganimed. * | With a bey,and a ho,CF a hey nonino: 
ſ Orl. Andl for Roſalind, | Thiſeprettie Country folks would li, 
Roſ. And I for no woiian:” ' In ſpring time, &c, 
| $4, Itisrobe all mage of fintzfiels*: | | 
{ All made of paſſion; ah a4de&s | This (arroll the began that hoxre, | 
; All adoration, dutie; and'ol IT | With abey anda bo, > 4 bey nonino : | 
All humbleneſle, al} pacſence/rillitwparience, | How that a life was bat a Flower, 
þ: Alt puritie, $1 erfalt; all tance: | X In ſpring time, &c, | 
And fo am Ifor Phebe, Ot \3\ | | 
\' Phe. And ſoaml for Gavrnied,” | Cla. Truly yong Gentlemen, though there vyas no | 
l' Orl. And ſo am for Refalind. 1 Svigh | great matter in the ditrie, yet F note was very yntuoable | 
; "Fo. Abd ſb ami{ forng woman. 0190 'I-Pa. you aredeceiu'd Sir,we kept time, we loſt not 
| Phe, 1fthis beſo, why blame you mere ſonryou? | our time, 
F Sit, Tfthis belo, why blame youre to lone you? Clo, By my troth yes:I count it but timeloſt to heare | 
|| Orl. Ifthisbe ſo, why b[ameyou me coloue you? ſuch a fooliſh ſong. God buy you, and God mend your 
Rof. Why do you ſpeake roo, Why blame you mee | voices. Come Audric, Exeunt, 
to loue you. © Io i = | 
| Orl. Io her,that is not heere, nor doth nor heare. | "4 WE FA 


| of Iriſh Wolues againſt the Moone : I will helpe you 
it I can; I would loue you if Icould:: Tomorrow meet 
me altogether: 1 wil marric you, ifeuer I marrie Wo+ 
man, and 1le be marricd to morrow : | wlll ſatisfie you; 
| ifever I fatisfi'd man, 2nd youſhall beemarried to mor- 
row, Iwil content you, if-whart pleaſes you contents 
| you, and you ſhal be married romorrow: As you loue 
| Roſalmd meet, as you loue Phebe meer, an@45 1 love no 

woman, le meet : ſo fare forge -I haue lefo you com- 


| Scena Quarta. 


ct. — 


ow — ——— — _— 


Emer Dwke Senior, Amyons, [aques, Orlan- 
do, Oliner, Celia, 
Du.Sen, Doſt thou belceue Orlards, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promiſed? 
Orl. 1 ſometimes do beleeue, and ſomtimes do not, 


| Ref. Pray you no more of this, *tis like the howling 
| As thoſe that feare they hope, and know they feare. '\ 


| ruands, Enter Reſalinde, Silnins, & Phebe. 
Sil, Tle nor faile, if Vhuey nt! 1 7 nn '' Ref. Patience once more,whiles our c6patt is yrg'd;' 
Phe. Norl. n!H017!2up tif eos? 1 ' | You fay;if I bring in your Roſalinde, | | 
Orl. Norl._ lui (1b yer; | Exennyt, | Yau wil beftow ber on Orlande here ? 
mn gorxd bode brig 23:2 | 1" Þs.Se. Thar would I, had I kingdoms to giue with hir. 
— —__ 4 ':Rgfſ. And you ſay you wil have her,when I bring hir? 


Orl. That would [, were of all kingdomes King, 


I" CEO, OE CE 


C Ref. Y ou fay,you'l martie me,it I be willing. 
IN@3" WTAEs W1L.G4%7 rae NL 1s | ' Phe, That will I, ſhould Idierhe houre after. 
TRAIT TI MIN 12 The) + | »Rof, Bur if you do refuſe to marrie me, | 
Enter Clowne ave Andrey. You'l give your ſelfe to this moſt faichfull Shepheard. 
(!- Tomerrowis the ioyfull day Audrey, romorow Phe. So is the bargaine. | 
will we be married. 1 '. Ref, You ſay that you'l hane Phoebe if ſhe will. 
"Aud," T do defireic withall iny heart: and Fhopeir is Si. Though to have her and death, were both one 


no diſhoneſt defire, ro defirg ro bea woman of } world? | thing. \1 
It's EPs = Þ S ae} | ; 


— — 
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As you like tt. 


Gb; | 


Roſ. 1 have promis'd to make all this marter euen : 
Keepe you your word, O Duke, to giue your daughter, 
You yours Orlands, to receive his daughter : 

Keepe you your word Phebe,that you'l marrie me, 
Oreclle refuſing me to wed this ſhepheard : 

Keepe your word S:{uj14, that you't marric her 

Ifſhe refuſe me, and from hence | go 

To make theſe doubts all cuen. E*it Rof. and Celia, 

Ds.Sen. ] doremember in this ſhepheard boy, 
Some liuely rouches of my daughters fauour. 

Orl. My Lord, the firſt time that ] ever ſaw him, 
[Me thought he was a brother to your daughrer ; 
| Bur my good Lord, this Boy is Forreſt borne, 

And hath bin tutor'd in the rudiments 
Of many deſperate ſtudies, by his vnckle, 
Whom he reports to be a great Magitian, 
Enter Clowne and Andrey. 
Obſcured inthe circle of this Fortett. 

Jag. There is ſure another flood roward, and theſe 
couples are comming ro the Arke. Here comes a payre 
of yerie ſtrange beafts, which in all rongues, are call'd 
Fooles. 

(lo. Saluration and greeting to you all. 
| 1aq, Good my Lord, bid him welcome : This js the 
| Motley-minded Gentleman, that 1 have fo often mer in 
| <be Forreſt; he hath bin a Courtier he {weares. 
| 


pron, I have trod a micaſvre, 1 hauc flartred a Lady, 
haue bin politicke with my friend, ſmooth with mine 
] enemie, I hauc yndone three Tailors, I hauc had foure 
{ quarrels,and like to haue fought one. 

Taq. And how was that tane vp ? 

Clo. 'Faith we met, and bound the quarrel was vpon 
the ſeuenth catiſe, 
| laq. How ſenenth cauſe? Goedmy Lord, like this 
fellow. 

D#.Se, Thike him very well, 


in heere fr, among(t the re(t of the Country copulatiues 
| ro ſweare, and to forſweare, according as mariage binds 


| fir, but mine owne, a poore humour of mine fir, to take 
that thatno man elſe will : 1ich honeſtic dwels ike a mi- 
ſer fir, in a poore houle, as your Pearle in your foule oy- 
ſer, 

Ds.Se. By my faith, heis very {wift,and {ententious 
| Co, According to the tooles bolt fir, and ſuch dulcer 
| diſeaſes, ; 

[aq. But for the feuenth cauſe . How did you finde 
che quarrel! on the ſenenth cauſe ? 

Ch. Vpon a lye, ſeven times remoued : (beare your 
bodie moreſeeming Axzdry) 2s thus fir : 1 did diſlike the 
cur of a certaine Courricrs beard : he ſent me word, if 1 
ſaid his beard was not cur well, hee was in the minde jt 
was: thisis call'd the retort courteous, If I ſent him 
word againe, it was not well cut, he wold ſend me word 
he cut it to pleaſe himſelfe: this is call'd the quip modeſt, 
If againe, it was not well cut, he diſabled my iudgmenr : 
this is called, the reply churliſh. If againe it was noewell 
cut, he wovld anfwer I fpake not true : this is call 'd the 
reproote valiant. If againe, it was not well cut, he wold 
ſay, lie : this is call'd the counter-checke quarrelſome : 
| and {o ro lye circumttantiall;and the lye direQ, 
lIaq. And how oft did yowfay his beard was not well 
cut ? 

Clo. I durlt go no further then the lye circumftantial: 


| and blood breakes : a poore virgin lir,an il-favor'd thing « 


Ch. If any man doubt that, Jet him put meeto my |, 


Cle, God'ild you fir, I defrre you of the like : I preſſe | 


—  — -- <= - — 


ror he durſt not giue me the lye dire: and ſo wee mea- 
ſur'd ſwords, and parted. | 

R lag. Can you nominate in order now, the degrees of 
thelye, 

e O fir, we quarrel in print, by the booke : as you 
haue bookes for good manners : I will name you the de- 
grees, Thefirft, the Retort courteous: the ſecond, the 
Quip-modeſt : the third, the reply Churliſh:the fourth, 
the Reproofe valiant ; the fiſt, the Connterchecke quar- 
relſome : the fixt, the Lye with circumſtance : the ſea- 
uenth, the Lye direR : all theſe you may auoyd, but the | 
Lye direR : and you may auoidethat too, with an If. I] 
knew when ſeuen Iuſtices could not take yp a Quarrell, 
but when the parties were met themſclues, one of them 
thought bur of an If; as if you ſaide fo, then I ſaide o : 
and they ſhooke hands, and ſwore brothers. Your I, is 
the onely peace-maker: much yertue in if. 

Jaq. Ts notthis arare fellow my Lord ? He's as good. 
at any thing, and yer a foole.. | " 

D». Se.He vies his folly like a ftalking-b6rſe, and vn- | 
der the preſentation of that he ſhoots his wit, = / 


Enter Hymen, Roſalind, and Celis. 
Still Maſiche. 
Hymen. Then « there mirth in beans, 
When earthly things made eanen 
attone together, 
Good Duke receine thy dangbter, | 
Hymen from Heanen her, | 
Tea ber 
That thon mightft ioyue bis hand with by, 
Whoſe heart wit hin his boſowe w. | 
Roſ. Toyoul giue myſelte, for I am yours, | 
To you I giue my {clfe, for lum yours.  - þ 
Ds.Se lf there be truth in fight, you are my daughter. | 
Or. If there be truth in fight,you are my Roſalind, || 
Phe.If fight & ſhape be true, why then my loue adieu | 
Rof. le haue no Father,if you be not he : 
le have no Husband, if you be not he :. 
Nor ne're wed woman, if you be not ſhee, | 
| 


Hy. Peace hoa: I barre confulion, | 
'Tis I muſt make concluſion 
Of theſe moſt Rrange events : 
Here's eight that muſt take hands, 
Toioyne in Hymens bands, 
If ruth holds true concents, 
You and you, no crofle ſhall part ; 
Youand you, are hart in hart : 
You, to his loue muſt accord, 
Or haue a- Woman to yout Lord. 
You and you, are ſure togetber, 
As the Winter to fowle Weather : 
Whiles a Wedlocke Hymne we ling, 
Feede your ſelues with queſtioning : 
That reaſon, wender may dimini | 
How thus we mer, and theſe things finiſh, 


RP WK... 
« preat Innes crowne, -, 
O blckd bentoF ood and bed 
'T u Hymen s everie towne, 
Fligh wedlock then be honored : 
Honor ;bighthhewer and renown 
To Hymen, God of tnerie Towne. 


Du,Se. ERC VUPCOTEPT 2 ULASSE4 
Euen davgtter welcome, in no lefle degree. 5 
Phe, 
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| 4 Phe. 1 wil noteate my 1 word, now thou art mine, 
Thy faith, my fancie to thee doth combine.” 


Enter Second Brother, 
| 2.Bre. Let wehaveaudiencefor a word or two: 
I amthe ſecond ſonne of old Sir Rewland, 
That briag theſe tidings to this faire aſſembly. 
Dwhe Fredoick hearing how that euerie day, 
Men of great worth reſortedto this forreft,. 
Addreſt a mightie power, which wereon fgete | 
In his owne conduct, pyrpoſely to take * ©__, 
His brother heere, and put him to the ſword : 
And to the skirts of this wilde Wood he came; 
Where, mecting with an o1d Religious man, _ 
After ſome queſtion with him, was coerced 
Both from his eoterprize, and from the world ; 
His crowne bequeathing to his baniſh'd Brocher, 
And all their Lands reftor dto himagaine 
That were with him exil'd. This to be true, 
I doengage mylife. 

Ds.Se. Welcome pR__ ; 
Thou offer'ſ fairely ro thy brothers wedding : 
To one.his lands with-held, and to the other 
Alandir ſelfe at large, a potent Dukedome. 
Firſt, in this Forreſt, let vs do thoſe ends 
That heere vyete wel: vegun, and wel begox : 
And after, euery of this happic number 
That have endutr'd ſhtew'd daies, and nights with ys, 
Shal ſharc the good of our returned fortune, 
According to the meaſure of their ſtates. 
Meane time, forget this new-falne dignitie, 
And fall into our Ruſticke Reuelrie : 
Play Muficke, and you Brides and Bride-groomesall, 
Wich meaſure heap'd in ioy, to'th Meaſures fall. 

[aq. Sir, by your patience : if I heard yourightly, 
The Duke hath pur en a Religious life, 
| And throwne into negle& che pompous Court, 


_— — -- 


| 
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{4 your patience, aud your vertue, well deſerves ir. | 
'1 youroa louey that your true faith doth merit» 
' | Ty outro your land, and loue, and great allies: | 


| 1s but tor ewo moneths victuall'd : Soto your pleaſures, 
| 


] Ro. It is not the faſhion to ſee the Ladie the Epi- 


| man, I would kiffeas many of you 8s had beards ths: 


EEE... Oz 


Taq, Tobimwill I: out oftheſe conucrtites, 
There is much matter to be heard,and learn'd + | 
you to your former Honor, I bequeath | 


| you toalong, and well-delerucd bed: 
And youto wrangling, for thy loving voyage 


I art for othet then for dancing meazures. 

Da.Se, Stay, Laques, tay, 

laq. To ſce no paſtime, I: what you would have, 
Ile fiay ro know, at your abandon'd caue. Exit. 
* + D«.Se. Proceed, proceed; wee'l begin theſe rights 
As we dotruft, they'Lend in true delights... Ex 


| logue: but itisno more vnhandſome, then to ſee the 
Lord the Prologue. It it be true, thar good wine needs 
no buſh, 'tis true, that a good play needes no Epilogue. 
Yer to good wine they do vſe good buſhes : and good 
playes proue the better by the helpe of good Epilogues: 
Whart a caſe am | inthen, that amneither a good Epi. 

logue, nor cannot infinuate with you in the behalfe of 2 

good play? Iam nor furniſh'd like a Begger, therefore 
| to begge will not become mee. My way is to conjure 


you, and lle begin with the Women. I charge you (O 
women) for the loue you beare to men, to like 2s much 
of this Play, as pleaſe you: And charge you (O men) 
for the loue you beare to women (as T perceive by your 
:mpring,none of you hates them) that betweene you 
and the women, the play may pleaſe, If I were 2 Wo. 


pleas'd me, complexions that lik'd me, and breaths tha 

I defi'de not : And I am ſure, as many as haue —_ 

| beards, or good faces, or ſweet breaths, will for my kind 
offer,when [ make curt'fie, bid me farewell, Exit, 


Oe ee EE En 


\b 


———____ — 
—_ 


_—_p—_ 
Sar. 2 CSR 


0 Rm EOIED 
——_ 


—_— OY 


_— Lyne K 
OY be Ta Fe " 
4 = my A "*s —_— 
=. COLT 
may _—_ Log we” 
_ —_— mu 
EE SA "% 


- we, an” I \ 
3 x 4% $i hs Ang oy. 4": 
_—— wA - _n, a 
ee ee BY, EE te ooo ® 
"0 x en gc MEER: a i Rm 
"_— <q _——_ _ — 
JH os 7 


. ——— 


Taming of 


the Shrew. 


Atlus primus. Scena Prima. 
Enter Beg ger and Hoſtes Chriſt ophero Sly. Then take him vp, and manage well the ieft : 
Carrie him gently to my faireſt Chamber, 
Ber ger. And hang it round with all my vyanton pictures: 


Le pheezc you intaih, 
Hoſt. A paire of (iockes you rogue. 
Beg. Y'are a baggage, the S/res are no 
Rogues, Looke in the Chronic.cs,we came 
. in with Richard Conqueror : therctore Pane 
cas pallabres, let the world {l;de : Sclla. k 
Hoſt. You will not pay for the glafſes you haue burſt ? 
Beg. No, not a deniere : go by S. [eronzmie, goeto thy 
cold bed, and warme thee. 
Hoſt. 1 know my remedic, | mult go ferch the Head- 
borough. 
Beg, Third, or fourth, or fitt Borough, Ile anſwere 
him by Law. Ile not budge an inch boy: Ler him come, 
and kindly. Falles aſleepe. 


WWinde hoynes, Enter a Lord from hunting with bis traine. 
Lo. Huatiman I charge thee,tender wel my hounds, 
Brach Meriman, the poore Curre 15 imboſt, 
And couple Clowder withthe deepe-mouth'd brach, 
Saw'ft thou not boy how S:{ver made it good 
At the hedge corner, in the couldeſt fault, 
I would not loolg the dogge foi twentie pound, 
Huntſ. Why Belman 1s as good as he wy Lord, 
He cried vpon it at the meerett lofſe, 
And twice to day pick'd out the dulle(t ſent, 
Truſt me, 1 take him tor the better dogge, 
Lord. Thou art a Foo!e, if Eccho were as fleete, 
1 would eſteeme him worth a dozen ſuch: 
Bur ſup chem well,and looke vatothewa all, 
To morrow [ intend to hunt againe, / 
Humfſ. 1 will my Lord. 
Loyd, What's hee: One dead, or drunke? See doth 
he breath ? 
2. Hun, He breath's my Lord, Were he not warnd 
with Ale, this were a bed but cold tofleep fo ſoundly. 
Lord. Oh monſtrous beaſt, how l;ke a ſwine he lyes. 
Grim death, how toule and loathſome is thine image :. 
Sirs, I will pra&tile on this drunken man. 
Whart thinke you, if he were conuey'd to bed, 
Wrap'd in ſweer cloathes: Rings put vpon his fingers: 
A moſt delicious banquet by his bed, 
And braue attendants neere him when he wakes, 
Would not the beg ger then forget himſelfe? ' 
1. Hun, Beleeue me Lord, I thinke he cannot chooſe, 
2. H.It would ſecm ſtrange vato him when he wak'd:| 
Lerd, Eaen as aflatt'ring dreame,or worthles fancls 


—_ Poon lt. W— 


Balme his foule head in warme diftilled waters, 
And burne ſweet Wood to make the Lodging fweete: 
Procure me Muſicke readie when he yyakes, 
Tomake a dulcer and a heauenly ſound : 
And if he chance to ſpeake, bereadie ftraight 
(And with a lowe fubmiſſue reucrence) 
Say, what is 1t your Honor vvil command : 
Let one attend him vvith a Gluer Baſon 
Full of Roſe-water, and beftrew'd with Flowers, 
Another beare the Ewer:; the third a Diaper, 
| And ſay wilt pleaſe your Lordſhip qoole your hands. 
Some one bereadie with a coſtly ſuite, 
And aske him what apparrel he will weare : 
Another tell nim of tis Hounds and Horſe, 
And that his Ladie meurnes at his diſcaſe, 
Perſwade him that he hath bin Lunaticke, 
And when he layes he is, ſay that he dreames, 
For he is nothing but a mightie Lord ; 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle firs, 
Ir wil be paſtime pafſing excellent, 
Ifitbe husbanded with modeſtie. 
1. Hwnſ.My Lord | warrant you we wil play our part 

As he ſhall rthiake by our true diligence 

| He isno lefſe then what we ſay he is. 
Lord, Take him vp gently, and to bed with him, 
And each one to his office when he wakes, 
Sound trumpets. 
Sirrah, go ſee what Trumpet 'tjs that ſounds, 
Belike ſome Noble Gentleman that meanes 
(Trauelling ſome iourney) to repole him heere. 
Enter MAN. 

| Hownow? who is it ? | 
| Ser, An't pleaſe your Honot, Players 

Thar offer ſeruice to your Lordſhyp, 


Enter Players. 
Lord. Bid them come necce: 
Now fellowes, youare welcome. | 
Players, Wethanke your Honor. 
"Lord. Doyou intend to ſtay with me to night? 
: 4 So pleaſe your Lordſhippe to accept our 
Urie. } © 
Lord.) With all my heart, This fellow Iremember, 
| Since once he plaide a Farmers eldeſt ſonne, 
\*T'was where you woo'd the Gentlewoman ſo well: 


| Thaue forgot your name : bur ſure that part 


—m—— ——t— by 
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Was | 


— — 


o 


— 


Was aatly ticted, and naturally perform'd. 
Sinck/o. 1 thinke*cwas Soto that your honor aeanes. 
Lord. 'Tis verie true, thou did it excellent : 
Well you are come to me ip happietime, 
Therather for I haue ſome ſport 1n hand, 
Wohecein your cunning can aſhſt me much. 
[here is a Lord will beare you play tonight; 
Burt 1 am doubcfull of your modeſties, 
Leaft (ouer-cying of his odde behauiour, 
For yet his hoyor neuer heard a play) 
You breake into ſome merrie paſhon, 
And ſo offend him : for I tell you irs, 
If you ſhould ſmile, he growes impatient. 
Flai. Feare not my Lord, we can contain our {:lues, 
Wece he the verieſt anticke inthe world. 
Lord. Go firra, take themco the Butrrerie, 
And giue them friendly welcome everie one, 
Lec them want nothing that my houſe aftoords. 
Exit oe with the Players, 
Sirra go you to Bartliolmew my Page, 
And (ce him dreft in all ſuites ike a Ladie : 


| That dotie, conduRt him to the drunkards chamber, 


And call him Madam, dohim obeiſance: 
Tell him from we (as he will win my love) 
He beare himſelfe with honourable aCtion, 
Such as he hath obſeru'd in noble Ladies 
Vnro their Lords, by them accompliſhed, 
Such dutie to the drunkard let him do; 

| With ſoft lowe tongue, and lowly curtelie, 


| And ſay : What is't your Honor will command, 
' | Wherein your Ladie, and your humble wife, 
| May ſhew her dutic,and make knowne her lone. 


And then with kinde embracements, tempting kiſſes, 
And with declining head into his boſome 


| Bid him ſhed teares,as being ouer-ioyed 


To ſee her noble Lord reſtor'd to health, 
Who for this ſeuen yeares hath eſteemed hint 
No better then a poore and loathſome begger: 
And if the boy haue not a womans guift 
Toraine « ſhower of commanded reares, 
An Onion wil do well for ſuch a ſhift, , 
Which in a Napkin (being cloſe conuei'd) 
Shall indeſpight enforce a waterie ee : 
Seethisdiſparch'd with all the haſt thou canſt, 
Anon lle giue thee. more inſtructions. 
Exit a ſerningmane 
I know the boy will wel vſurpetke grace, 
Voice, gate, and ation of a Gentlewoman :? 
I long to heare him call the drunkard husband, 
And how my men will ſtay themſelues from laughter, 
When they do homage ta this ſimple peatant, 
Ile in to counſell them: haply my 44 ED 


| May well abate the ouer-merrie ſplecne, 


Whicn otherwiſe would grow into extreames. 


Enter aloft the drunkard with attendants, ſome with appayel b 

Baſon and Ewer + other appurtenances, Lord. 

Beg. ForGods lake a pot of (mall Ale. 

1.Ser, Wilt pleaſe your Lord drink acup of ſacke ? 

2.Ser, Wilt pleaſe your Honor taſte of theſe Con- 
ſerues ? | 

.Ser. What raiment wil your honor weare to day, 

Beg. Tam Chriffophero Sly, call not mec Honour nor 
Lordſhip: I ne're drank ſacke in my life: and if you give 
me any Conſerues,giue me conſerves of Beefe: ucre ash 
me what raimenc le weare, for I haye no more doubs 


| 
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lers then backes : no more ſtockings then lepges : nor 
no more ſhooes then feet, nay ſometime more teere then 
ſhooes, or ſuch ſhooes as my toes looke through the 0- 
uer- leather. 

Lord, Heauen ceaſe this idle humor in your Honor. 
Oh that a mightie ma 1 of tuch diſcent, 
Of tuch poſſeſſions, and lo high eſteeme 
Should be infuſed with ſo foulea {pirir. | 


Seg.What would you make memad?Amnot 1 Chri- | 


feopher Slre, old Sies tonne of Burton-heath, by burtha 
Pedler, by education a Cardmaker, by tranſmuration a 
Beare-heard, and now by preſent profeſſion a Tinker. 
Aske Marrian Hacket the tat Alewite of \Vincor,it ſhee 
know me not : if ſhe{ay I am not xiiti.d. onthe ſcore for 
ſheere Ale, tcore me vp for the lyingſt knaue in Chriſten 
dome. What I amnor beſtraughe : here's 
3.Man.Oh this it 1s that makes your Ladie mourne, 

2 Mar,'Yhthis is it that makes your ſeruancs droop. 

Lord. Hence comes ic, that your kindred ſhuns your 
As beaten hence by your ſtrange Lunacic, (houſe 
Ob Noble Lord, bethinke thee of thy birth, 

Call home thy ancient thoughts from baniſhment, 

And baniſh hence theſe abie lowlie dreaines : 

Looke how thy ſeruants doattend on thee, 

Each in his office readie at thy becke, 

Wilt thou have Muſicke? Harke Apollo plaies, Auſick 
And twentie caged Nightingales doſing, 

Or wile thou fleepe? Wee'l haue thee ton Couch 

Softer and ſweeter then the luſtfull bed , 

On purpole trim'd vp for Semiramis. 

$3y thou wilt walke : we wil deftrow the ground. 

Or wilt thou ride? Thy horſes ſhal be trap'd, 

Their harnefle ſtudded all with Gold and Peatle. 
Doſt thou loue hawking ? Thou halt hawkes will ſoare 
Aboue the morning Larke, Or wilt thou hunr, 

Thy hounds ſhall make the Welkin anſwer them 

And ferch ſhrill ecchoes from the hollow earth, 

1 Man.Say thou wilt courſe,thy gray-hounds are as 
As breathed Stags: I ficeter then the Roe. (iwift 

2 4.Doſt thou loue pictures?we wal fetch thee Qrair 
Adonis painted by a running brooke, 

And Citherea a!l infedges hid, 
Which ſcerne to moue and wanton with herbreath, 
Euen as che wauing ſedges play with winde, 

Lord. \\ee'l ſhew thee 1o,as ſhe was a Maid, 

And how ſhe was beguiled and ſurpriz'd, 
Asliuelie painted, as the deede was done, 

3. an. Or Daphne roming through a thornje wood, 
Scratching herlegs, that one ſhal ſweare ſhe bleeds, 
And at that ſight ſha] ſad Apollo weepe, 

So workmanhie the blood and reares are drawne, 
Lord. Thou art a Lord; and nothing bur a Lord: 

Thou haſt a Ladie farre more Peautifull, 

Then any woman in this waining age. 

1 Man,And til th: teares that ſhe hath ſhed for thee 
Like envious flouds ore-run her lovely face, ; 
She was the faireſt creature in the world, 

And yet ſhee is interiour to none. 

Beg. Am la Lord,and haue I ſuch a Ladie ? 

Or do [| dreame? Oc haueI dream'd till now? 
I donot ſleepe : I ſee, I heare, I ſpeake : 
I ſmel ſ{weer ſauours, and I feele ſoft things : 


; Vpon my life T am a Lord indeede, 


And not a Tinker, nor Chriſtopher Slie. 
Well, bring our Ladic hither to our ſight, 
And onee againe a pot o'th ſmalleſt Ale, 
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hands : 
Oh how we 10y to (ce your wit reſtor d, 


| Oh that once more you knew but whac you are : 


' 


Theſe fifteone yeeres you have bin in a dreame, 
Or when you wak'd, lo wak'd as it youſlept. 

Beg. Thele hifteene yeeres, by my fay, a goodly nap, 
But d1d I never {peake of all thar cime. 

r May, Oh yes my Lord,but verie idle words, 
For though you lay heere in this goodhe chamber, 
Yet would you ſay,ye werebeaten out of doore, 
And raile ypon the Hoftefle of the houte, 
And ſay you would pretent her at tne Lecte, 
Becauſe ſhe brought ſtone-lugs,and no feal'd quarts : 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacker. 

Beg. 1,the womans maide of the houle, 

3.mas. Why fir you know,no houſc,nor no ſuch maid 
Nor no {uch men as ou have reckon'd vp, 
As Stephen Slie, and old Join Naps ot Greece, 
And Peter Twrph, aud Henry Þ.mpernell, 
And twentie more {uch names and men as chelſe, 
Which nener were, nor no man ever {aw. 

Beg. Now Lord be thanked tor my good amends, 

All. Amen. 


Enter Lady with Attendants. 
Beg. Ithanke thee, thou ſhalt not looſe by it. 
Lady. How tares my noble Lord ? 
Beg. Martie | fare well, for icere 1s cheere enough. 
Where is my wife ? 
La, Heerenoble Lord, what is thy will with her ? 


+ Beg. Are you my wite,and will not cal me husband? 


| My men ſhould call me Lord,l am your good-man, 

La. My husband and my Lord,my Lord and husband 
I am your wite 11 all obedience, 

Beg. 1 know it well, what muſt I call her ? 

Lord, Madam. 


Beg. Alce Madam, or Toxe Madam? 
Lord, Madam, and nothing elle, ſo Lords cal Ladies 
Beg. Madame wife, they lay that | have dream'd, 
And (lept aboue ſome hftcene yeare or more. 
Lady. 1, and the time tecme's thirty vnto me, 
Being a!l this time abandon'd from your bed. 
Beg. 'Tis much, ſeruants leaue me and her alone: 
Madam vndrefſc you,and come now to bed. 
La. Thricenoble Lord, let me intiear of you 
To pardon me yet for a nightor two : 
Or ifnot &, vnrtill the Sun beſet. 
For your Phyſitians haue expreſſely charg'd, 
In perill co incurre your former malady, 
That I ſhould yet abſent me from your bed : 
I hope this reaſon ſtands for my excuſe. 
Beg. I,it ſtands ſo that I may hardly tarry Golong : 
But 1 wonld be loth to fall iro my dreames againe : I 
wil therefore tarrie in deſpight of the flaſh & the blood 


F ntey a 11 leſſcuger. 
Atel.Your Honors Players hearing your amendment, 
Are come to play a pleatant Comedie,# 
For {o your doctors hyld it very mcete, 
Seeing too much tadnefle hath congeal'd your blood, 
And melancholly is the Nurſe of frenzie, 


| Therefore they thought it good you heare a play, 


And frame your minde to mircth and merriment, 


© | Which barres a thouſand harmes,and lengrhens life. 


| 


Beg, Marne I will let them play, tis not a Comon- 
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2. Mar. Wilt pleaſe your mightineſſe to waſhyour ; tie, a Chriſtmas gambold, or a cumbling tricke? 


Lady. No my good Lord,it is more pleaſing fiufle, 
Beg. What, houſhold Ruffe, 
Lady. Ic is a a kinde of hiſtory. 
Beg. Well,we'lſee't: | 
Come Madam wife fit by my fide, 
And let the world flip, we ſhall nere be yonger. 


Flomriſh. Enter Lucentio, and his man Trians. 
Lac, Tranie,fince for the great defire I had 
To ſcefaire Padwa, nurſeric of Arts, 
lam atrivu'd for fruittull Lambardie, 
The pleaſant garden of great Italy, 
And by my fathers loue and leauc am arm'd 
With his good will, and thy good companie. 
My crultic {eruant well approu'd in all, 
Heere let vs breath,and haply inſtitute 
A courſe of Learning, and ingenious ſtudies, 
Piſa renowned for graue Citizens 
Gaue me my being, and my father firſt 
A Merchant of great Trafhcke through the world : 
Vncentio's core of the Beutiwoly , 
V incentio's {onne,brough vp in " LR 
It ſhall become to ſerue all hopes conceiu'd 
To decke his fortune with his vertuous deedes: 
And therefore Tramo, for the time I Rudic, 
Vertue and that part of Philoſophie 
Will I applic, that treats of happineſſe, 
By vertue ſpecially to be atchieu'd. 
Tell me thy minde, for I have Piſa left, 
And am to Padua come, as he that leaues 
A ſhallow plaſh, to plunge him in the deepe, 
And with ſacietie ſeekes to quench his thirſt, 
Tra. Me Pardonato, gentle maſter mine: 
Iamin all affeRed as your ſelfe, 
Glad that you thus continue your reſolue, 
To ſucke the ſweets of ſweete Philoſophie, 
Onely (good maſter) while we do admire 
This vertue,and this morall diſcipline, 
Ler's beno Stoickes, nor no ſtockes 1 pray, 
Or fo deuote to Ariſtetles checkes 
As Onrd; be an out-caſt quite abiur'd : 
Balke Lodgicke with acquaintaince that you have, 
And pra&ti{e Rhetoricke in your common talke, 
Maficke and Poehie vie, to quicken you, 
The Mathematickes, and the Metaphylickes 
Fall ro them as you finde your ſtomacke lernes you: 
No profit growes, where is no pleaſure tane : 
In briefe fir, ſtudie what you molt affeR. 
Luc. Gramercies 774njo, well doſt thou aduiſe, 
If Brondefo thou wert come aſhore, 
We could at once put vs in readineſſe, 
And take a Lodging fit toentertaine 
Such friends (as time) in Padua ſhall beget, 
Bur ſtay a while, what companie is this ? 
Tra, Maſter ſome ſhew to welcome ys to Towne, 


Enter Baptiſta with his two daughters, Katerina & Bianes, 
Gremio a Pantelowne, Hortentio ſiſter to Bianca. 


Lucen.Tr anio ſtand by. 


Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no farther, 
For how I firmly am reſolu d you know : 
That is,not to beftow my yorgeft daughter, 
Before I haue a httsband for the elder : 
If cither of you both loue Katherina, 


Becauſe 
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Becauſc I know you well, and loue you well, | be happic rivals in Bravca's loue, tolabour and effect 
| Leaue ſhall you haue to court her at your plealure, one thing ſpecially. | 
Gre. To carther rather. She's to rough for mee, | Gre. \\ hat's that I pray? 
There,there Hortenſio, will youany Witfes | Hor. Marrie hr to get a husband for her Siſter, 
| Kate, I pray you fir,is it your will Gre, A husband : adiuell, 
To make a ſtale of me amongſt theſe mares ? Hor. 1 ſay a husband. 
; Hor. Mates maid, how nicane you that ? Gre. 1 ſay, a Giuell : Think'ſt thou Forten/ſio,though 
| No mates for you, her father be verierich, any man is fo veric a foole to be 
Vnleſfe you were of gentler milder mould. married to hell ? 
Kate. T'taith fr, you ſhall never neede to feare, Hor. Tuſh Gremio : though it paſſe your patience & 
I-wis it is not halte way to her heart : mine to endure her lowd alarums, why man there bee 
| | Bur if it were, doubt not, hercare ſhould be, good fellowes inthe world, and a man could light on 
To combe yournoddle with a three-legg'd itoole, them, would take her with all faults, and mony enough, 
And paint your face, and vie you like a toole. Gre. 1] cannot tell : but I had as lief take her dowtie 
Hor. From all ſuch diucls, good Lord deliver vs. with this condition; To be whipt at the hiecroſſe cuerie 
Gre, Andme too, good Lord. mormng. 
Tra .Huſht maſter,heres ſome good paſtime roward; Hor. Faith (a3 you ſay) there's ſma!l choiſe inrotten 
That wench is (tarke mad, or wonderfullfroward, apples: bur come, lincethis bar in law makes vs friends, 
Lmcen. But :n the others lilence do 1 ſee, it ſhall be fo farre forth friendly maintain'd, till by hel- 
| Maids milde behauiour and ſobriecie, ping Baptr/ta, eldeft daughter to a husband, wee ſer his 


Peace Tran. 


vongeRt free for a husband, and then have too t afreſh: 
Tra. Well faid Mr, mum,and gaze your fill. 


Sweet B;anca, happy man be his dole : hee that runnes 

Bap, Gentlemen, that | may ſoone make good fatteſt, gers the Ring : How ay you fignior Gremie? 

Whart ] haue ſaid, Bianca get you ir, Grem. Iamagreed, and would I had given himthe 

Andlet it not diſpleale thee good Branca, beſt horſe in Pad to begin his woing that would tho- 

For I will loue thee nere rhe leſſe my girle. roughly woe her, wed her, and bed her, and ridde the 
Kate, A pretty peate, it is beſt pur finger in the eye, | houte of her, Come on. 


IF - 


and ſhe knew why. | Exenxt ambs. Manet Tranioand Lacentio 
Bian, Siſter content you, in my diſcontent, | Tra. Iprayfirtet we, 1s it poſhble ; 
Sir, to your pleaſure humbly I ſubſcribe : | That loue ſhould of a ſodaine take ſuch hold. 
My bookes and inftruments ſhall bemy companie, Luc, Oh Tramio, till I found ito be true, 
On them to looke, and praftiſe by my ſelfe. I never thought it pofſible or likely. 
Luc. Harke Tranio,thou maift heare Admerna ſpeak. | Bur ſee, while idely I Rood looking on, 
Hor, Signior Baptiſta, will you be ſo ſtrange, 1 found the effeRt of Loue in idleneſle, 


Sorrieam I that our good will effects 
Bianca's greete. T4 
Gre, Why will you mew her vp 


And now in plainneſle do confeſſe to thee 
That artto me as ſecret and as deere 
As Annato the Queene of Carthage was : 


gn —_ 


Sh —_—_. 


i. 


(Signior Baptiſta) for this fiend of hell, Tranio | burne, I pine, I periſh Trevio, 
And make her beare the pennance of her tongue, It I atchieue not this yong rnodeſt gyrle : 
Bap. Gentlemen content ye: Iamreſould : Counſaile me Traxio, for I know thou canſt: ' 
| Goin Bianca. Aſhſt me Trans, for | know thou wilt. 
And for I know ſhe taketh moſt delight Tra. Maſter, it is notimeto chide younow, 
In Muſicke, Inſtruments, and Poetry, Aﬀection is not rated from the heart : - 
| Schoolemalters will I keepe within my houſe, | Tf louc have rouch'd you, naught remaines but ſo, 
| Fic to infiruR her youth. Tt you Horten/o, Redime te captam quam queas minimo, | 
Or ſignior Gremo you know any ſich, Inc Gramercies Lad : Go forward, this coritents, 
Preferre them hither : for to cunning men,  _ ,| Thereſt wil comfort, for thy counſels ſound. | 
[ will be very kiode and liberall, | Tra. Maſter,you look'd fo longly on the maide, 
To mine owne children, in good bringing vp, ' Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of all. 
And ſo farewell : Katherine you may ſtay, Luc. Oh yes, I ſaw (weet beauric in her face, 
For I haue more to commune with Biaxca. Exit, | Suchas the daughter of Mpervor had, 

Kate. \Why, and Itruft I may go too,may I nor? That made preat /owero humble him tg her hand, 
Whart ſhall I be appointed houres, as though. - When with his knees he kifſt the Cretan frond: 
(Belike) 1 knew not what to take, | Tre.Saw you no more? Mark'd you not h6w hit fiſter 
And whatto leaue? Ha, + | | Exit | Began to ſcold, and raiſe vp ſuch a ſtorme, 


Gre, You may gotothe divels dam: yourguifts are | That motral eares might hardlyTngqure the dit, 
fo good heere's none will holde you: Theitloue is not Luc. Tranio, 1 faw her corrall lips ro moue, 
ſo-great Hortenfo, but we may blow 6ur nails together, || And with her breath ſhe didperfutne the ayre, | 
and faft it fairely out. Our cakes dough on both ſides. | Sacred and ſweet was all I ſaw ih her. 


Farewell : yer for the love I beafe ty fweer Bianca, if Tra. Nay, then 'tis cime to ſtirre him fr6 his crance : 
I can by any meanes light on xfitinan to:reach her that | 1 "ay awake fit : if you loue the Maide, 
wherein ſbe delights, I wilt wiſl#himto her father. Bend thoughts and wits to atcheeve her. Thug it Rands: 


| Hor, So will I figniout Greys: buta wordf pray: | Herelder fifteris ſo curſt and ſhrew'd, 
Though the'narure of 'our quarrel! yer netier brook'd | Thar ril the Father rid his bands of her, 

| parle, know now vpotiaduiee; it roucheth ys both:that | Maſter,your Love muſt line a maideat home, 
we may yer #paint have accefſero our faire Miftris, and | And therefore has he cloſely meu'dher vp, 
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zecauſe the will not be annoy'd with luters. 

Lnc. Ah Tran, whit a cruell Fathers h> : 

Bur art thon 110t aduisd,he rooke ſome carc 

To get her cunning Schvolematters to inftruQ her. 
Tra. I matry amT fir, and nov 'ris plotted, 
Luc, I hauc ic Trans. 
Tra. Maſter, tor my hand, 

| Botli our inventions meer and wmpe 11 one, 
Loc, Tell me thine fir. 

Tra. You will be ſchocle-maſter, 


And vndertake the teaching of the maid : 


That's vour device. 
Luc. Itis : May it be done ? 
Tra. Not poſſible : for who ſhall beare your part, 
And be in Padua heere V mcentio's lonne, 
Keepe houle, and ply his booke, welcome his friends, 
Viſit his Countrimen, and banquet them ? 
Luc. Baſta, content rhee : for | haue ic full 
We hauenortyet bin icene 19 any houſe, 
Nor can we be diſtingu:ſh'd by our faces, 
For man or malter: then it followes thus ; 
Thou ſhalt be maſter, Tran in my ſted : 
Keepe houſe, and port, and ſeruants,as I ſhould, 
I will ſome other be, ſome Florentine, 
Some Neapolutan, ormeancc man ot Fiſt, 
'Tis hatch'd, and ſhall be ſo : Tr4n:o ac once 
Vncaſe thee : rake my Conlord hat and cleake, 
When Byond:!lo comes, he waicez on thee, 
But I will charme him ficſt ro Keepe his rongue, 
Tra. Sohad youncede : 
In breele Sir, {ith it your pleaſure is, 
AndI amtyed to be obedient, 
For ſo your father charg'd me 2t our parting * 
Be ſerviceable to wy fonne (quoth he) 
Aithough I thinke 'twas in another (ence, 
| I am content to bee Lacentio, 
Becauſe ſo well I loue Lacentzo, 
Inc. Traniobeſo, becauſe Lacentio lots, 
And let me be aſlaue, r'atchieue char maide, 
Whole (odainc fight hath thraPd my wounded eye, 
| 
| Enter Biondello, 
Heere comes the rogue, Sirra, where haue you bin? 
Bion. Where haue I beenc ? Nay how now, where 
areyout? Maiſter, ha's my fellow Tram ſtolne your 
cloathes, or you ſtolne his, or both ? Pray what's the 
newes? 
Lec. Sirra come hither, *tisno time ro ieft, 
And therefore frame your manners to the time 
Your feJlow Tran heerets ſave my lite, 
Puts my apparrell, and my caunt'nance on, 
And I tor my eſcape hve put on his ; 
For in a quarrell tnce I came 8 ſhore, 
I kil'd 2 man,avd tcate I wasdeſcricd: 
Waite you on him, 1 charge you, as becomes :1 
| While [make way iromhenceto 1aue my lite ; 
You vnderſtang me? | 
Bion. | fir, nere a whit, | 
Luc. And not 2 ot of Trane in your mouth, 
Trans is chang 'd into Lucentie, 
Bron, The bgtrcr tor him, would I were fo.too.... 
Tre. So could I 'faith boy, to have the next wiſhaf- 
ter, that Lucentio indeede had Baptiſts yongelt daugh- 
ter, Buc (irra, not for my ſake, bur your malters, 1 ad- 
uiſe you vic your manners diſcreetly inall kind of come 
panjes : When L amalone, why theo I am Traxie: but in 


TheT, aming of the Shrew. 


' To make one among theſe wooers : if thou ask ne why, 


, play. 


| Comesthere any more of it ? 


- —_ > - -——_— —  ——- — 


| any man he's rebus'd your worſhip? 


, And could not get him for my heartto do it, 


all places elſe, you maſter Lucentio. 
Luc. Traniolet's go: 
One thing morereſts, that thy ſelfe execute, 


Suficerh my reaſons are both good and waighty. 
Exeunt, The Preſenters aboue ſpeakes, 
1. Max, MyLard you nod, you donot minde the 


Peg. Yes by Saint Anne do], a good matter ſurely: 


Lady My Lord,'tis but begun. 
Beg. Tis averic excellent pecce of worke, Madame 


Ladie : would 'twere done, They fit and marke. | 


Enter Petrxachio, and bs man Grumue. 
Petr. Verona, for a while I take my leaue, 
To lee my friends in Padua; bur of ail | 
My belt beloued and approued friend 
Hortenſio : & I rrow this is his houſe: 
Heere firra Grumuo, knocke I ſay. 
Gru. Knocke (11? whom ſhould I knocke? Ts there 


Petr, Villaine | ſay, knocke me heere ſoundly. 
Gr#. Knocke you heere fir ? Why fir, what aml fir, | 
that I ſhould knocke you heere fir. | 

Petr, Villaine I fay, knocke meat this gate, 
And rap re well, or Ile knocke your knoves pate. 

Grn, My Mr is growne quarrelſome :; 

I ſhould knocke you firſt, | 
And then [ know after who comes by the worſt, | 
Per, Will it not be? | 
'Faich firrah, and you'l not knocke, Ile ring it, | 
He trie how-you can Sol,F4, and ling it. 
He rmgs bimby the eares 
Gre, Helpe miſtris helpe, my mafter is mad. 
Petr. Now knocke when I bid you: firrah villaine. 
Emter Hortenſio. 

Hor, How now, what's the matter ? My olde friend 
Grmmio, and my good friend Perrachro? How do you all 
at Verona? 

Petr. Signior Hortenfio, come you to part the fray ? 
Contutts le core bene trobatto, may 1 lay. | 

Hor. Allanoftra caſe bene venuto multo honorata figne- 
or m1 Petruchio. | 
Riſe Gramro riſe, we will compound this quarrell. 

Gru, Nay 'tis no matter fir, what he leges in Latine. 
It this be not alawfull cauſe for me to leave bis ſeruice, 
looke you fir : He bid me knocke him, & rap himſound- 
ly fir. , Well, was ic fit for a ſervant to vie his maſter ſo, 
being perhaps (for ought ſee) two and thirty, apeepe | 
out? Whom would to- God-Lhad well knockt artiſt, 
then had not Grams come by the worſt, | 

Perr. Aſenceleſle villaine : good Hertewſio, 
I bad the raſcall knocke vpon your gate, 


— 


— 


_— 


Gre, Knocke at the gate? O heavens: ſpake younort 
theſe words plaine ? Sirra, Knocke me heere: rappeme } 
heere : knocke me well, and knockeme ſoundly? And 
come you now with knocking at thegate? - | __ 

Perr, Sirra be gone;ortalke not I adviſe you, 

Hor. , Petruchss patience, I am Crumro's pledge : | 
Why this 8 heavie chance twixc himpnd you, 
Your ancicac truſtie pleaſant ſeruant Crumio: 
And tell menow (ſwees friend) whethappje gale | 
Blowes you to Padne heere, from old Varona? 


Petr.Such wind as {cagters yopgrren throgh 5 nord, | 
fe) 
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The Taming of the Shrew. 


To ſecke their fortunes farther then at home, 
Where {mall experience growes but in a few, 
S1gnior Horten/iathus ic ſtands with me, 

Antonio my tather is deceati, 

And 1 haue thrult my ſelfe ico this maze, 
Happily to wive and thrive, as eſt I may: 
Crownes in my purle I hauc,and goods at home, 


| And ſo am come abroad to iecthe world. 


Hor. Petrachis, (hall | they comeroundly to thee, 
And wiſh thee to a ſhrew'd ill-fauour'd wife ? 
Thoeu'dſi thanke me but a little for my counſel! : 
And yet lle promile thee ſhe ſhall berich, 
And verie rich ; but th'art coo much my triend, 
And lle not wiſh thce co her. 
Petr. Signior Hortenſio, twixt ſuch friends as wee, 
Few words luftice : and therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to he Perruchio s wite : 
(As wealth is burthen ot my woing dance) 
Be ſhe as foule as was Florentine L ove, 
As old as Sibell, and as curlt and ſhrow'd 
As Socrates Zentippe, or a worle: 
She moucs me not, or not remoues at leaſt 
AﬀeCtions edge in me. Were ſheis as rough 
As are the ſwelling Adriaticke (eas. 
I come to wiur it wealthily in Padua : 
If wealthily, then happily is Padsa, 
Gre. Nay looke you fir, hee tels you flatly what his 
'minde is: why giue him Gold enough, and marrie him 
to a Puppetor an Aglet babie, oranold trot witane'rea 


{ tooth in her head, though ſhe haue as manie diſcaſes as 


rwoand fiftic horſes. Why nothing comes amiſle, ſo 
monie comes withall. 
Hor. Petruchio, fince we are ſtept thus farre in, 
| I will continue thatTI broach'd in icſt, 
| I can Petrachiohelpe thee toa wife 
With wealth enough, and yong and beautious, 
Brought vp as beſt becomes a Gentlewoman, 
Her onely fault, and that is faults enough, 
Is, that ſhe is intollerable cur}, 
And ſhrow'd,and froward, ſo beyond all meaſure, 
That were my ſtate farre worſer then it is, 
] would not wed her for a mine of Gold. | 
Petr. Hortenſio peace :thou knowlt not golds effect, 
Tell me her fathers name, and 'tis enough: 
For I will boord her, though ſhe chide as loud 
As thunder, when the clouds in Autumne cracke. 
Her. Her tather is Baptiſta Minola, 
An affable and courteous Gentleman, 
Her name is Katherina Mineola, 
Renown'd in Padua for her ſcolding tongue. 
Petr, I know her father, though I know not her, 
And he knew my deceaſed father well : 
I wil not {leepe Horten/io nl I ſee her, 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 
To giue you ouer at this firſt encounter, 
Vnleſſe you wil accompanie me thicher. 
Grs, I pray you Sirlet him go while the humor laſts, 
A my word, and ſhe knew him as wel as I do,ſhe would 
thinke ſcoldiug would doe little good ypon him. Shee 
may perhaps call hia halfe a ſcore Knaues, or ſo : Why 
that's nothing ; and he begin once, hee' caile in his rope 
trickes. Iletell you whac fir, and ſhe ftand him bur a li- 
tle, he wilthrow a figure ip her face, and ſo disfigure-hir 
with it, thatſhee ſhal hauens more cies to-ſte withs 
then a Cat : you know him not (ir, Wy” ol 
Hor. Tartie Perachie, | muſt go with thee, | 
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For in Bapri/t«s keepe my treaſures : 
He hath the Iewel of my life in hold, | 
His yongeſt daughter, beautiful Bianca, | 
And her with-holds from me, Other more 
Suters to her,and rivals inmy Loue : 
Suppoking it a thing impoſſible, 
For thoſe defects | have before rchearſt, 
That cuer Katherins wil be woo'd : : 
Theretore this order hath Baptiſtetane, 
That none (hal haue acceſle vnto :414nca, 
Til Katherine the Curſt, haue got a husband, 

Gru. Katherme the curſt, 
A title for a maide, of all titles the worſt, 

Hor. Now (hal my triend Perrachie do me grace, 
And otter me dilguis'd in ſober robes, 
To old Bap!it+as a ſchoole-maſter 
Weil tcene 11 Muhcke, toinftruRt Bianca, 
That fo I may by this deuice atleaſt 
Haue leaue and leilure ro make loneto her, 
And vnluipected court her by her lelfe. 


Emter Gremia and Luce ntio diſguſed, 
_ Urs. Heere's no knauerie, See, to beguile the olde- 
tolkes, how the young tolkes lay their heads together. 
Maſter, maſter, looke about you: Who goes there? ha. 
Kor. Peace Gram, it is the rivall of my Loue, 
Petruchio ftand by a while. 
Grumio. A proper ſtripling,and an amorous, 
Gremio. O very well, I haue perus'd the note: 
Hearke you fir, Ile haue them verie fairely bound, 
All bookes of Loue, ice that at any hand, 0 
And ſee you reade no other LeRures to her: 
You vnderſtand me, Ouer and befide , 
Signior Baptiita liberalitie, 
lemend ut with a Largeſſe, Take your paper too, 
And letme have them verie wel perfum'd ; 
For ſhe is ſweeter then perfume it felfe 
To whom they goto : what wil you readeto her, 
L.xc. \Vhatere Ireade to her, Ile pleade for you, 
As for my patron, ftand you ſoaſſur'd, 
As firmely as your ſelfe were ftill inplace, 
Yea and perhaps with more ſucceſſefull words 
Then you ; vnlefle you were a ſ(choller fir. 
Gre. Oh chislearning,what athing ir is; 
Gre. Oh this Woodcocke, what an Aﬀeit is. 
Petrn. Peace firra, 
Her. Crumio mum : God ſave you ſignior Gremyo. 
Gre. And you are wel met, Signior Horteyſ6o. 
Trow you whuher 1 am going f 70 Baptiſta Mineola, 
| promult to enquire carefully 
About a ſchoolemaſter for the faire Bianca, 
And by good fortune | haue lighted well 
On this yong ma"; For learning aud behaviour "Nl | 
Fir for her turne, well read in Poetrie 
And other bookes, good ones, I warrant ye. 
Her. "Tis well :and I have met a Gentleman 
Hath promiſt me to helpe one to another, 
A fine Muſician to inſtruct our Miſtris, 
So ſhal ] no whit be beh:inde in dutie 
To faire Bianca, (o beloued of me. | 
Gre, Beloued of me,and that my deeds ſhal prove, | 
Grw. And chat bis bags ſhal proue. Be, 
Hor, Gremio,'tis naw no tume to vent our loue, 
Liftento me, and if you ſpeake me faire, 
lle tel yon newes indifferent good tor either. 
Heere is a Gentleman whom by chance I mer 
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Vpon agreement from ys to his liking, | 


W1ll yndertake to woo curlt Karherme, 
Yea, and to mar;1e her, it her dowrieplcaſc, 
Gre. So ſaid, fo done,is well : 
Hortenfio haue you told him all her faults? 
Petr, Iknow ſhe is an irkeſome brawling ſcold : 
If that be all Maſters, I beare no harme. 
Gre. No, {ayft me fo, friend ? What Countreyman 7 
Petr, Borne 10 Verona, old Butongns lonne : 
My tather dead, my fortune lives for me, 
Arid I do hope, good dayes and long, to ſee. 

Gre. Oh fir, ſuch alite with ſuch a wife, were ſtrange: 
But if you have 8 fſtomacke, too't a Gods name, 

You ſhal haue me aſſiſting you in all. 
But will you wo» this Wilde-cat ? 

Petr, Wil tive? 

Gru. Wil he woo hea? I: orlle hang her. 

Petr. Why came [ hither, but tothat intent ? 
Thinke you, a little dinne can daunt mine carcs ? 
Hauc I not in my time heard Lionsroce ? 

Haue I not heord the fea, puft vp with wines, 
Rage like an angry Boare, chated with ſweat ? 

Haue I not heard great Qrdnance m the field? 

And heauens Artillerie thunder in the skics? 

Have I notin a pitched batrell beard 

Loud larums, neighing Reeds, & trumpets clangue « 
And do you tell me of a womans tongue ? 

That gives not halte {o great a blow to heate, 

As wil a Chefſe-nut in a Farmers fire, 

Tuſh,tuſh, feare boyes with bugs, 

Orw. Forheteares none. 

Grem. Horten is hearke 
This Gentleman is happily arriu'd, 

My minde preſumes for his owne good, and yours, 

Hor. I promiſt we would be Contributors, 

And beare his charge of wooing whatſoere, 

Gremtio. And fo we wil, prouided that he winher, 

\ Grs, I would [ were as furc of a good dinner. 

\ Extcr Tranio brave, and Biondello, 

Tra. Gentlemen God ſaue you. If | may be bold 
Tell me I beſeech yon, which 1s the readieſt way 

To the houſe of $1gnio. Baptiſta Minela? | 

Bun. He that ha's the two faire dauginers: iſt he you 
meane ? | 

Tra, Euen he Erendello. 

Gre, Hearke you hr, you meanenot her to —— 

Tya. Perhaps him and her hr, what haue youto do ? 

Petr, Not ut that chides hr,at any band T pray, 

Tramo. 1loue no chiders hr : Brondelle,ler's away. 

Luc Well begun T ramo. 

Hor, Sir, a word ere you go! 

Are you a (utor to the Maid you talke of, yea or no ? 

Tra. Andif I bebe, is it any offence ? 

Gremie. No : if without more words you will get you 
hence. 

Tr, Why Gr, I pray are not the ftreers as free 
For me, as for you ? 

Gre. Butlois notlhe, 

Tra, For what rea(onT beſeech you, 

re, Forthis reaſon if you'l kno, | 
That 1he's che choſe loue of Signior Gremve, 

Hor. Thar ſhe's che cholen of fignior Hortenſio. - 

7ra. Soft'y my Matters :-It you be Gentlemen 
Do me thi right: hearecme with patience, 

F apti/1 15 atwoble Geniletwan, 
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| And will notpromiſc her to any man, 


\ 


| 


Or what you will command me, wil I do, 


To whom my Father is not all ynknowne, 

And were his daughter fairer then ſhe is, 

She may more ſutors haue, and me for &ne, | 

Faire Ledae: daughter had a thouſand wooers, 

Then well one more may faire Biaxca have ; | 

And ſo ſhe ſhall : Lncentioſhal make one, | 

Though Pars came, in hope to ſpeed alone, 

Gre. What, this Gentleman will out-ralke vs all, 
Lue, Sir giue him head, I know hee'l proue a Jade, 
Petr. Hortenſio, towhat end are all theſe words ? 
Hor. Sir, letme be ſo bold as aske you, 

Did you yet cuer ſee Baptiſtas danghter ? 

Tra. No fir, but heare I do that he hath two : 

T he one, as famous for 8 ſcolding tongue, 

As is the other, for beautcous modeftic. | 
Petr, Sir,fir, the firſt's for me, let her go by. - | 
Gre, Yea; leave that labovr to great Herewle:, 

Andlert it be more then eAlerdes rwelue, 

Pur. Sit vnderſtand you this of me (inſooth) 
The yongeft daughter whom you hearkenfor, 
Her father keepes from all acceſle of ſugors, | 


Vnrill che elder fſter firſt be wed. 
The yonger then is free, and ner fore, | 
Tramo. If 1: be fo fir, that you are the man 
Muſt ſtced vs ajl, and meamongh the reſt: | 
And if you brezkethe ice, and do this ſecke, 
Archieue the elder : ſer the yonger free, 
For our acce(ſle, whoſe hap ſhall be to haue her, 
Wil nortſo graceleſle be, to be ingrare. 
Hor. Sir you ſay wel, and wel you do conceiue, 
And fince you do profefſe to be a ſucor, 
You muſt as we do, gratifie this Gentleman, 
To whom we all reſt generally beholding, 
Tranio, Sir, ] ſhal not beſlacke,in Fgne whereof, 
Pleaſe ye we may contriuethis afrernoone, 
And quatfe carowſes to our Miſtrefſe health, 
And do as a4Juerfaries do in law, 
Strive mightily, bur cate and Grinke as friends, 
Grw, Bion,Oh excellent motion: fellowes let's be gon, 
Her. The motions good indeed, and beir fo, 
Petrachio,lihal be your Been venue. Exennt 


Extey Katherina and Biauca, 
Bian,Good hifter wrong me not,nor wrong your felf, | 
To make a bondmaide and a ſlave of mee, 
That ] diſdaine : but for theſe other goods, 
Vnbinde my hands, Ile pull them off my ſelfe, 
Yea all my raiment, to my petticoate, » 


So well I know my dutieto my elders. 
Kate. Of all thy ſutors heere I charge tel 
Whom thou lou'ſt beſt : ſee thou diflemble not, 
Branca. Belceve me ſiſter, of all the men aliue, 
I neuer yet beheld that ſpeciall face, 
Which I could fancie, more then any other. 
Kate. Minion thou lyeft : Is't not Hortenſio ? 
Bian. If you affeCt him fiſter, heere 1 ſweare | 
He pleade for you my ſelfe, but you ſhal haue him, 
Kate. Oh then belike you fancie riches more, 
You wil haue Gremvio to keepe you faire. 
Bias. Is it for him you do enuie me ſo? | 
Nay then you ieft, and now I wel perceiue 1 
You have but iefted with me allthis while; | 
I prethee ſiſter Kate,vntie my hands. | 
Ka, If that be ieſt, then all theteft was ſo, Striker ber 


Enter 
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| Enter Baptiſta. Freely giue vnto this yoog Scheller, that hath 
| Bap. Why how now Dame,whence growes this in- \ Beene long ſtudying at Rhemes, as cunning 
| lolence ? In Grecke, Latine, and other Languages, 
| Branca ſand afide, poore gyrleſhe weepes : Astheetherin Muſicke and Mathemarickes : 
Go ply thy Needle, meddle not with her. His name is Cambio : pray accept his ſeruice. 
} For RW thou Hilding of a divelliſh ſpirit, Bap. A chouſland thankes fignior Grew : 
Why Coſt thou wrong her, that didnere wrong thee ? Welcome good Cambio, Bur gentle fir, 
When did ſhe crofle thee with a bitter word? Me thinkes you walke like a iranger, 
Kate, Her filence flours me and Ile bereveng'd. May I be ſo bold, to know the cauſe of your comming ? 
Flies afier Bianca Tre, Pardon me tir, the boldnefſeis mine owne, 
Bap. What in my ſight? Biaxcagettheein, Exit, | That being a ſtrangerinthis Cirtic heere, | 
Kate, What will you nor {uffer me : Nay now lee Do make my (elfe af utor to your daughter, 
She is your treaſure, (he muſt have a husband, Vato Z:anca,faite and vertuous : 
{ I muſt dance bare-foot op her wedding day, | Nor is your firme reſolve ynknowne tome, 
And ſor your loue to her, leade Apes in hell, In the preterment eftheeldeft liter, 
Talke not tome, I will go (i and weepe, This liberty is all that I requeſt, 
1 Till I canfinde occafion of revenge. That vpon knowledge of my Parenzage, 
| Bap. Was cuer Gentleman thus greeu'd as I ? [ may haue welcome 'monglt the re(t that woo, 
| But who comes here. And free acceſle and fauour as the reſt. 
. | | Andtoward the education of your daughters : 
Enter Gremis, Lacentia, in the habit of 4 means man, I heere beſtow a ſimple inſtrument, | 
| Petruchio with Tranio with his boy And this {mall packet of Greeke and Latine bookes: 
bearing a Lute and Baokes. [t you accept them, thentheir worth is great : 
| | Ie > Bop, Lucentio is your name, of whence I pray. 
{ Gre. Goad merrow ueighbour Boprifa. Tra. Of Piſa fir, fonne to Yiucentrs. 
Bap. Good morrow neighbour Gremio : God ſauce Bap. A mightie man of Piſa by report, 
{ you Gentlemen. | Tknow him well : you are yerie welcome fir; 


Pet. And you good (ir: pray have you not a daugh- | Take you the Lute, and youthe ſer of bookes, | 
| ter,cal'd Katerina, faire and vertuous, | You ſhall go ſce your Pupils preſently. | 


| Bap. I haucadaughter fir, cal'd Katerina. Holla, wirhin. 
1 Gre, Youare too blunt, go to it orderly. Enter a Sernant, 
Pet. You wrong me fignior Grewjo,giue me leaue." | Sirrah, leadetheſe Gentlemen | 
| 1 am a Gentleman of Verona fir, | To my daughters, and tell them both 
That hearing of her beautie,and her wit, Theſe are their Tutors, bid then vic them well, 
{ Her affability and baſbfull modeſtie ; | We will go walkea little inthe Orchard, 
{| Her wondrous qualities, and milde behaviour,” And then to dinner: you are paſſing welcome, 
{ Am bold to (hew my ſelfe a forward gueſt | And ſo I pray you all to thinke your ſelues. 
Within your houſe, to make mine eye the witneſſe ' Pet, Signior Bapti/ta, my bulinefſe azketh haſte; :: 
Of that report, which Iſo oft have heard, And euerie day I cannot come to woe, | 
And for an entrance to my entertainment, | You knew my father well, add ip him me, 
] do preſent you with a man of mine Left folic heire to all his Lands and goods, 
Cunning in Muficke,and the Machamatickes, Which I haue betteredrather then decreaſt, 
Toin(trudt her fully in thoſe ſciences, Thenteil me, if I get your daughters love, 
W hereof I know ſhe 1s not ignorant, What dowrie (hall I haue with her to wife. 
Accept of him, or elſe you do me wrong, Bap. After my death, the one halfe of my Lands,.., 
| His name is Litio, borne. jp Mantra, And in poſſelsion twentie thouſand Crownes, 
Bap. Y'are welcome (ir,and he for your good fake. Pet And for that dowrie, lle aſſure her of 
But for my daughies Katerine,this I know, Her widdow-hood, be it that ſhe ſurujue me 
She is nor for your tune, the more my greefe. In all my Lands and Leaſes whatſoever, -. 
Pet. I ſec you do not meane to patt with her, Let ſpecialties be therefore drawne betweene vs, 
Or elſe you like not of cy compyanie.. That covenants may be kept on either hand, + 
Bap. Miſtake me not, I ſpeake butas ] finde, Bap. I, when the [peciall thing is well obrain'd,. +  * 
Wheaceare youſu?.What may I call your name. Thar 15 her loue : forthat is all in all. VB 
Pet. Petruchio is my name, eAutonye 5 lounc, Pet. Why that is nothing : for [tell you father, - / © 
A man well knowne chroughayr all Italy. I am as perewptorie a3 ſhe proud minded : | 


Bap, Iknow himwall: you are welcome for his ſake, | And where two raging fires meete together, _- 
Gre. Saving your tale Petrxcbio, I pray letvs.thatare | They do conſume thething that feedes their furie, 
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poore petitioners ſpegke too? Bacare, you are meruay=- | Thoughliclefire growes great with little winde, 


lous forward. R +. | yerexrreme guſts will blow ovt fire and all : 
| Pet, Oh, Pardon mefignigr Greywe, I would faine be | So1ro her, and ſo ſhe yeelds to me, 
doing. Pate gab | | F For I am rough,and woonotlikea babe. _ | 
Gre, I doubt itnot fic. But you will curſe Bap. Well maiſtthou woo, and bappy be thy ſpeed: | 
Your wooing neighbors : this 182 guift But be thou arm'd for ſome vahappic words. | 
Very gratefull, I am luce of is, to exprelle | ' Pet. Ito the proofe,as Monntaines are for windes, 
The like kindocflen ſelfe, that haucheenc + | That ſhakes not, though they blow perperually. 
More kindely v2 e's hex youthen any -; | Emer Hortenſio with bis bead broke. 
| # ES B pa. | 
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\ » Bey. How now my triend, why doſt thou looke (o Pet, Women are made to beare, and ſo art you. 
Wha pale ? | Kate. No ſuch Iade as you, if me you meane. 
1 | Her. For fcare I promiſe you, if L looke pale, Pet. Alas good Kate,] will not burthenthee, | 
lo 1 Bap. What, will my daughter proue a good Muſiti- | Forknowing thee to be bur yong and light. 
il if an? Kate. Too light for ſuch a ſwaine as you to catch, 
179 1 Hor. Ithinke ſhe'1tooner prouec a ſouldier, And yet as heauie as my waight ſhould be. 
778! Iron may hold with her, but never Lutes. Pet. Shold be, ſhould : buzze. 
hi y Lap. Why then thou canſt nor break her to the Lute? Kate. Well tane, and like a buzzard. 
[at Hors \W by no, for ſhe hath broke the Lute to me: Pet,Oh Now-wing'd Turtle, ſhal a buzard takethee? 
SER .. T did bur tell her ſhe miſtookeher trets, Kat. [ for a Turtle, as he takes a buzard. 
{WHE And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering, Pet, Come, come you Waſpe, y'faith you aretoo 
) j K When (with a moſt impatient divelliſh ſpirit) anprie. 
. 1 | Frets call yourheſc? {quoth ſhe) Lie fume with them : Kate. 1f 1 be waſpiſh, beſt beware my ting, 
f 7 y And withthat word ſhe ftroke me on the head, Pet, My remedy is then to plucke it our, 
'j h And through the inſtrument my pate made way, Kate. 1, if the foole could finde it where it lies. 
| ſ, $1 And there Il ftood amazed for a while, Pet, Who knowes not where a Waſpe does weare 
Þ 4! As on a Pilloric, lapking through the Lute, his ſting ? In his taile, 
114) While ſhe did call me Raſcall, Fidler, Kate, Inhis tongue? 
i = . And twangling lacke, with twentie ſuch vilde tearmes, Pet. Whoſe tongue. 
1-0 he As had ſhe ſtudied to miſvſe me ſo. Kate, Yours if youralke of tales,and ſo farewell. 
"11: Fet. Now by the world, itisa luſtie Wench, | Pet. Whar with my tongue 10 your taile, 
Iii br I loue her tentimes more then cre I did, Nay, come againe, good Kate, I am a Gentleman, 
ai .-« Oh how I long t6 haue ſome chat with her. Kate. Thatlletrie. ſhe flriker him 
jHRY Bi Bep. Wel gowith me, and be not ſo difcornfited. Pet, 1 {weare Ile cuffe you, if you ſtrike againe, 
TE - Proceed in practiſe with my yonger daughter, | Kare. So may you looſe your armes, 
| r She's apt to learne, and thanketfull for good turnes: If you ftrike me, youare no Gentleman, 
i. | |{0 | Signior Petruchio, will yon go with vs, | And it no Gentleman, why thenno armes. 
hh oh Oc ſhall L ſend my daughter Kateto you. Pet. A Herald Kate? Ohipurt mein thy bookes, 
ito Exit. Manet Petrach;o. Kate. What is your Creſt, a Coxcomber 
h46 Pet. 1pray you do. lle attend her heere, Pet, A combleſle Cocke, fo Kate will be wy Hen. 
44k And woo her with ſome {pirit when ſhe comes, Kate. No Cocke'of mine ,you crow teolike a crauen! 
01" Say that ſhe raile, why then Hetell her plaine, Pet. Nay come Kate, come : you muſt niet looke fo 
\ int \ | Shefingsas ſweetly as a Nightinghale : ſowre. | ao 
WA Say that ſhe frowne, Ile ſay ſhe lookes as cleere Kate. Ttis my faſhion when I ſee a Crab, 
AMALIGD! As morning Roſes newly wafht with dew : | - Pet. Why heere's no crab, and therefore looke not 
} | Say ſhe 1; mure; and will nor ſpeake a word, ſowre. , = 
h ons Then Ile commend her yolubiliry, | Kate, There is,there is, | | 
j | | And ſay ſhe vrcereth piercing elequence: | Pet, Then ſhewitme. 
THKS If he do bid mepacke, He give her thankes, | Kate, Had I a glaſle, I would. 
097.0 | As though ſhe bid me ſtay by her a weeke: Pet. What, you meane my face. 
* If ſhe denie to wed, Ile craue the day | Kate. Well aym'dof ſucha yong one. 
RE | When I ſhall aske the banes,and when be married. Pet. Now byS. George I am too yong for you. | 
q |; Bur heere ſhe comes, and now Ferruchzo [peake. | Kane, Yet you are wither'd. 
$4.0 Enter Katerma, - | Per. 'Tis with cares, | 
4 Goodmorrow Ke, for thats your name T heare. | Kate. I care nor. 
it | Kate, Well haue you heard, but ſomething hard of | Per. Nay heare you Kate. Inſoothyou ſcape not ſo, 
| ; | hearing : Kate, 1 chafeyou if tarrie. Ler me £0. 
' q: They call me Katerine, that do talke of me, Pet, No,not a whit, I finde you paſſing gentle : | 
| | Pet, You lyeinfarth, for you are call'd plaine Kate, | Twas told me you were rough, and coy,and ſullen, | 
| W-. | | And hony Kate, 'and ſometimes Kate the curſt : And now I findereport a very liar :' oY 
l WR But Kate, the prectieſt Kate in Chriftendome, For thou art pleaſant, gymcſome, paſſing courteovs, | 
w+ 111914 Kate.of Kate-hall, my ſuper-daintic Kate, But ſlow in ſpeech: yer tweet as (| ring-rime flowers. 
4. th ! For daintics are all Kates, and therefore Kate Thou canſt norfrowne, thou canftner looke a ſconice, + 
io F > | Take this of ine, Kare of my conſolation, Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will, LENS. 
| #7 | iQ! Hearing thy mildneſle prais'd in every Towne, Nor hat thou pleaſute to becroffe in talke : A | 
i ' Fl | Thy veruues ſpoke of, and thy beautic ſounded, Bur thou with milenefſe entertain'ſt thy wooers, 
| F lh $ Yet not ſo deepely 2s to thee belongs, With _ conference, ſoft, and affable. 
7 mM | + My ſelfe am moon'd to woo thee for my wife. Why does the world report that Kare doth limpe? 
F IK! | Kate, Mou'd, in good time, let him that mow'd you | Ohfland'rous world : Kate like the hazle twig © 
| £100Þ: herher | Is ſekight, and ſlender, and as brownie in hue 
| "We F'« Remouec you hence :I koew you at the hiſt As hazle nuts,and ſweeter rhen the kernels : 
1 Nik x Y ov were a mouable. | Oh ler me ſcethee walke : thou doſthor halt. 
4 i Pet, Why, what's a mouable Kate. Gofoole, and whom thou keep'ft command, 
EITIES Kat. Aijoyn'd fioole. | | Per. Did cuer Dian ſo become a Groue | 
$1.5 th; | Pet. Thou haſt hit it : come fit on me. As Kate this chamber with her princely gate : 
+0 Kate, Alles are made to beare, and ſo are you, | O be thou 'Dier,and let her be Kare, | | 
i | | —— — — evi And | 
i ! . 
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Kate, Where did you ftudy all this goodly ſpeech? 


Pet. AmlInor wile? 

Kat. Yes, keepe you warme. 

Pet. Marry {o I meane {weet Katherine it: thy bed : 
And theretore ſetting all this char afide, 
Thus in plaine termes : your father hath conſented 
That you {hall be my wife ; your dowry greed on, 
And will you, ill you, I willmarry you. 
Now Kate, 1am a tusband for your turne , 
| For by this mT lee thy beauty, 

Thy beauty that doth make melike thee well, 

| Thou mult be married to no man bur me, 


Enter Baptiſta, Greno ,T rayno, 


'ForI am he am borne torame you Kare, 

And bring you from a wilde Kateto a Kate 

Conformable as other houſhold Kates : 

Heere comes your father, never make deniall, 

I muſt, andwill haue Katherine to my wife. (daughter? 
Bap. Now Signior Petruchio,how ſpeed you with my 

Þ Pet, How but well firfhow bur well? 

It were impofſible | ſhould ſpeed amiſſe, (dumps? 
Bap. Why how now daughter Katherine, in your 
Kat. Call you me daughter ? now I promiſe you 

You hauc ſhewd atender fatherly regard, 

| To wiſh me wed to one halfe Lunaricke, 

' A mad-cap ruffan, anda ſwearing lacke, 

| Thar thinkes with oathes to face the matter our. 

Pet. Father,'tis thus,your ſelfe and all the world 
That talk'd of her, hauetalk'd amiſle of her : 
If ſhe be curſt, ir is for pollicie, 
For ſhee's not fraward, but modeſt as the Done, 
Shee is not hor, but rempperate as the morne , 
For patience ſhee will proue a ſecond Griſſell, 
And Romane Lncrece for her chaſtitie : 
And to conclude, we haue greed ſo well rogether , 
That vpon ſonday is the wedding day. 
Kate, 118 ſee thee hzng'd on ſonday firſt. (firſt. 
Gre. Hark Petruchio, (he ſaies ſhee'll ſee thee hang'd 
Tra.[sthis yonr ſpeeding?2nay the godnight aur part. 
Pet. Bepatient gentlemen, I chooſe her tor ray ſelfe, 
If the and I be pleas'd, what's that to you ? 
'Tis bargain'd ewixt vs twaine being alone, 
That ſhe ſhall till be curſt in company. 
Itell you'tis incredible to beleeve 
How much ſhe loues me: ok the kindeft Kare , 
Shee hung abour my necke, and kifle on kiſle 
Shee vi'd fo faſt, proteſting oath on oath , 
That in atwinke ſhe won me to her loue. 
Oh you are novices, 'tis a world to ſee 
How tame when men and women are alone, 
A meacocke wretch can make the curſteſt ſhrew: 
Giue me thy hand Kate, I will ynto Venice 
To buy appirell'gainſt the wedding day ; 
Provide the feaſt father,and bid the gueſts, 
I will be ſure my Katherine ſhall be fine. 
Bap. | know nor whart to ſay,bur give me your hids, 
God fend you ioy, Petruchio, "tis a match. 
Gre.Tra. Amen fay we,we will be witnefes, 

Pet. Father,and wife,and gentlemen adicu, 

I will to YVexice, ſonday comes apacey 4 

We will haue rings,nd things, and fine array,” - - 
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And kifſe me Kate, we will be married a ſonday, 0 
Exut Petruchio and K atherixe. 
Gre. Was euer match clapt yp fo ſodainly? 
Bap. Faith Gentlemen now 1 play a marchants patt, | 
And venture madly on adeſperate Mart, 
Tra. Twas a commodity lay fretting by you, | 
'T will bring you gaine,or periſh on the (cas. 
Bap. The gaineI (ecke,is quiet me the match, 
Gre. No doubt buthe hath gor a quier carch:; 
But now Bape a, to your yonger daughter, 
Now is the day we long haue looked tor, 
I am your neighbour, and was ſurer firtt, 
Tra, And 1am one that loue Fiavca more 
Then words can wunefle,or your thoughts can oueſſe, { 
Gre, Yongling thou cantt nor love ja deare as ], 
Tra. Gray-beard thy louc doth freeze. 
Gre. Buc thine doth frie, 
Skipper fland backe,'tis age that novuriſbeth, | 
Tra. But youth in Ladies eyes that floriſherh. 
Bap.Content you gentlemen, Iwil copound this rife 
"Tis deeds muſt win theprize, and he of both 
Thar can aſſure my daughter greateſt dower ; 
Shall haue my Biancas love. | 
Say fignior Gremro, what can you aſſure her? 
Gre. Firſt, as you know, my houſe within the City 
Is richly furniſhed with plate and gold , 
Baſons and ewers to Jaue her dainty hands : 
My hangings all of ririas tapeſtry : 
In luory cofers I have tuft my crownes : 
In Cypres cheſts my arras cOunterpoints, 
Coſtly apparell, tents, and Canopies, 
Fine Linnen, Turky cuſhions bolt with pearle, | 
Vallens of Venice gold, inneedle worke : 
Pewter and brafſe,and all things that belongs | 
To houſe or houle-keeping : then at my farme 
I haue a hundred milch-kine to the pale, 
Sixe-{core fat Oxen ſtanding in my Ralls, | | 
And all things anſwerable to this portion, 
My ſelfe amftrookein yeeres I muſt conteſle , 
Andit1die to morrow this is hers, 
If whit 1 live ſhe will be onely mine. 
Tra. That only came well in : fir, liſt come, 
] am my fathers heyre and onely ſonna, 
It I yay have your daughter to my wife, | 
Hle leauc her houſes three or foure as good | 
Wirhin rich Piſa walls, as any one 
Old Signior Gremo has in Padxa, 
Beſides,twothouland Duckers by the yeere 
Of fruirfull Jand, all which ſhall be her joynrer. 
Whar, haue I pincht you Signior Gremio ? 
Gre. T wothouland Duckets by the yeere of land, 
My Land amounts not to ſo much in all ; 
That ſhe ſhall haue, beſides an Argoſic 
That now is lying in Marcellus roade: 
What, have I choakt you with an Argohie ? 
Tra. Gremio, 'tis knowne my father hath no leffe 
Thea three great Argohies,befides two Gulliaſſes 
And tweluetirte Gallies, theſe I will alure her, | 
And twice 2s much what ere thou offreſt next. 
Gre, Nay, I haue offred all, I haue no more, 
And ſhe can haueno more then all I haue, 
It you hke me, ſhe ſhall have me and mine. | 
Tra, Why then the maid is mine fromall the world 
By your firme promiſe, Gremo is out-vied. 
Bap. I muſt confeſle your offer is the beſt, 
And let your father make her the affucance, | 
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Shee is your owne, elſe you muſt pardon me :. 


If you ſhould die before him, where's her dower? 


Tra, That's but a cauill : he is ode, I young, 

| Gre. And may not yong men die as well as old? 

Bap. Well gentlemen, I am thus refolu'd, 

On ſonday next, you know 

My daughter Katherine is to be marriec : 

Now on the ſonday following,ſhall Z:avca 

Be Bride to you, if you make this aſſurance: 

If nor, ro Signior Gremto : 

And ſo I take my leaue, and thanke you both. E xit, 
Gre, Adieu good neighbour : now I feare thee not : 

Sirra,yong gameſter, your fatner were a foole 

To giue thee all, and in his wayning age 

Set foot vnder thy table : tvr,a toy, 

An olde Italian foxe is not to kinde ny boy. Exit. 
Tra. Avengeance on your crafty withered hide, 

Yet I have fac'd it with a card of ten: 

'Tis in my head to doe my maſter good ; 

Iſeeno reaſon but ſuppos'd Lucentso 

Muſt ger a father, call'd fuppos'd Vinrentio, 

And that's a wonder : fathers commonly 

Doe gettheir children : but in chis caſe of woing, 

A childe ſhall get a fire jt 1 faile nor of iwy cunning, Ext. 
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Actus Tertia. 


Enter Lucentio, Hortentio, and Bianca, 
Lac, Fidler torbeare you grow too forward Sir, 
Haue you ſo {oone forgot the entertainment 
Her ſiſter Katherime welcom'd you withall. 
Hort. But wrangling pedant, this is 
The patroneſle of heaueniy harmony : 
Then giue me leave to have prerogatiue, 
And when in Mulicke we haue {pent an houre, 
Your LeQture ſhall haue letſure for as much, 
Luc. Prepoitcrous Aſle that neuer read fo farre, 
To know the caule why mulicke was ordain'd : 
Was it nottoreteſh the minde of man 
Afﬀer his (tudics, or his viuall pane ? 
Then giue me leaue to read Pinlolophy , 
And while I pauje,lerue in your harmony. 
Hort. Sirra,l will not beare thele braues of thine. 
PBanc, Why gentlemen, you doe me double wrong, 
To ſtrive for that which reſtech in my choice: 
lam no breeching {choller in the ſchooles, 
{le not be tied to howres,nor pointed times , 
Bur learne my Leſſons as | pleaſe my ſelte, 
And to cut off all rife : heere fit we downe, 
Take you your in{trument,play you the whules, 
His Lecture will be done ere you haue tun'd. 
Eort, You'll leane his Le&ture when] am in tune? 
Luc. That wilt benever,tune your inſtrument, 
Bian. Wheae left we laſt ? 
Luc, Heere Madam : Hic Ibat Simozs, hie eſt figeria 
tellus, bic ſteterat Priamn regia Celſa ſents, 
Bian, Conftcr them. 

' Luce, He That, as | told you before, Srmors, Tam Lu- 
centio, h;c eſt, ſonne vnto Vincentio of Piſa, Sigeriatels 
/1s, 4i{gmied thus to get your love, hic //ererat, and that 
Lucentio that comes a wooing, priams , is my man Tra- 
n10, e714, bearing my port, celſa ſens that we might be- 
guile the old Pancalowne, 


The T aming of tbe Shrew. 
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Hort. Madam,my Inftrument's in tune, 
Kian. Let's heare,oh fie,the treble jarres, 
Luc, Spitin the hole man,and rune againe, 
Bian. Now let mee {ce if | can confler it. Hic ibas ſi- 
wots, I know you not, bic eft ſigeriatelm,] truſt you nor, 
hic ftaterat priam, take heede he heare ys not , regia pre- 
ſume net, Celſa ſenw, deſpaire not, 
Hort. Madam,tis now in tune. 
Lac, All but the baſe. 
Hort. The baſe is right, 'tis the baſe knauethat jars. 
Luc. How fiery and forward our Pedantis, 
Now for my life the knaue doth court my love, 
Pedaſcwle, Ile watch you betrer yer ; 
[n time 1 may beleeue, yet 1 miſtruſt 
Bian, Miſtruſt it not, for ſure «Eacides 
Was Atrax cald ſo from his grandfather. 
Hort. ] mult belceue my maſter,elſe Ipromiſc you, 
I ſhould be arguing (till ypon that deubt, 
But let it reſt, now Loco you: 
Good maſter take it not ynkindly pray 
That I have beene thus pleaſant with you both, 
Hort, You may go walk, and giue me leave a while, 
My Leſſons make no mubicke in three parts, 
Luc. Are you ſo formall fir,well I muſt waite 
And watch wirthall, for but 1 be deceiu'd, 
Our fine Muſitian groweth amorous, | 
Hor, Madam, before you touch theinfirument , 
To learne the order of my fingering, 
I muſt begin with rudiments of Arr, 
Toteach you gamoth in a briefer ſort, 
More pleaſant, pithy, and effeuall, 
Then hath beene raught by any of my trade, 
And there it isin writing faicely drawne. 
Bian, Why, I am paft my gamouth long agoe, 
Hor, Yetread the gamouth of Hortentis. 
Fian. Gamonth I am, the ground of all accord : 


- Are,to plead Hortesſio's paſſion : 


Leeme, Bianca take hum for thy Lord 

Cfavt, that loves with all affeCtion : 

D ſolre, one Clifte,two notes haue 1, 
Elami, (how pitty or die, 

Call you this gamouth? tur] like ir rot, 
Old taſhions pleaſe me beſt, Il am not ſonice 
1ocharge true rules for old inuentions, 

| Enter a Meſſenger. 

Nicke. Miſtreſſe , your father prayes you leaue your 
And helpeto dreſle your fiſters chamber vp, (books, 
You know to morrow is the wedding day. 

Bian, Farewell ſweet maſters both, I muſt be gone, 

Luc, Faith Miſtreſle then I haue no caule to ſtay. 

Hoey. But | haue cauſe to pry into this pedant, 
Methinkes he lookes as though he were in loue : 
Yet if thy thoughts Ziaxca be ſo humble 
To caſt thy wandring eyes on eucry tale ; 

Seize thee that Liſt, if once I finde thee ranging, 

Hortenſis will be quit with thee by changing. Exit. 

Emer Baptifla, Gremno, Tranie, Katherine, Bianca, and o+ 
thers attendants. 

Bap. Signior Lucentie,this is the pointed day 
That Katherme and Petruchio ſhould be married, 

And yet we heare not of our ſonne in Law : 
What will be ſaid, what mockery will it be? 
To want the Bride-groome when the Prieft attends 
Ta ſpeake the ceremoniall. rites of marriage? 
W hat ſaies Lacentso to this ſhame of ours? 
No 
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Kate. No ſhame bur mine, 1 muſt forſooth be fork 
To giue my hand oppos'd againſt my heart 
Vnto a mad-braine rudesby, full of ſpleene, 
Who woo'd in haſte, and meanes to wed at leyſure: 
I rold you, he was a franticke foole,' *'* * 2 
Hidipg his bitter iefts iy bln behauiovr', 
And to be noted for > merry man; '.© 7 
Hee'l] wooe a thouſand, pviar the day of Marridge, * 
Make frieqes, invite, andptoelaime'thebanet”, 
Yet neuer meanes t& Wed where he harth'Wwoo'd : 
Now muſt the world point at poore Katherine, 
And ſay, loe, there is mail Peryachio's Witte: 
/Fit would pleaſe him cotne and marry her; 
Tra. Patience good Katherine and Baptitatoo, 
Vpon wy life Petruchio meanes but well, 
What cuer fortune ſtayes him from tiis word, 
Though he be blant, 1 know him paſhog wile , 
Though he be merry, yer withall he 's honeſt, 
Kate, Would Katherine had neuer ſeen him though, 
E xit weeprng. 
Bap. Goe girle,I canmot blame thee now to weepe, 
For ſuch an inwrie would vexe a very faint, 
Much more a ſhrew of impatient humour, 
Enter Biondello, 


Bron, Maſter, maſter, newes, and ſuchnewes as you 


neuer heard of, 

Bap. Is itnew and olde too? how may that be ? 

Bion. Why , is it not newes to heard of Perruchi/s 

Bap. Is he come? (comming? 

Bion, Why no fir, 

Bap. What then? 

Fon. He is comming. Js 

Bape When will he ve heere ? 

Bion, When he ſtands where 1 am, and fees youthere, 

Tra. But ſay, what tothine olde newes ? 

Biow. Why Petruchio is corthibg , in a new har and 
an old jerkin,. apaire ot olde bretches thricerurn'd; a 
paire of boores that haue beene candle-caſes, one buck- 
led, another lac'd : an olde ruſty ſword rane out of the 
Towne Armory, with a broken hilt,and chapeleſle:with 
{ two broken points : his horſe hip'd with an olde mo- 
thy ſaddle , and ſtirrops of no kindred : beſides poſleſt 
with the glanders, and like to mole in the chine, trou- 
bled with the Lampaſſe, infeed with the faſk:ions, full 
of Windegalls, ſped with Spauins, raied with the Yel- 
lowes , paſt cure of the Fiues , ſtarke ſpoyl'd with the 
Staggers, begnawne with the Bots, Waid inthe backe, 
;and ſhoulder-ſhorten, neereleg'd before, and with a 
halfe-cheke Bitte,& a headfſtall of ſheepes leather, which 
being reſtrain'd to keepe him from ſtumbling, hath been 
often burſt,and now repaired with knots : one girth xe 
times peec'd, and a womans Crupper of velure, which 
hath two lezrers for her name, fairely ſer down in ſtuds, 
and heere and there peec'd with packthred, 

Bap, Who comes with him? 

Eion, Oh fir, his Lackey, ' for all the world Capari- 
ſon'd like the horſe ; with alinnen ftock oa one leg, and 
a kerſey boot-hoſe on the other , gartred with ared and 
blew lift;an old har,& the humor of forty fancies prickt 
in't for a feather : a monſter, a very monſterin apparell, 
& not like a Chriſtian foor-bpy,or a gentlemans Lacky. 

Tre. 'Tis ſome od humor pricks him tothis taſhion, 
Yer oftentimes he goes bur menne apparel'd. 

Bap. I am glad he's come, howſoere he'comes, | 

Biow. Why fir,he comes not. 

Bap. Did(t thou noc ſay hee comes? 
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Biow, Who, that Petrwrbio came? | his ©. 
Bap. 1, that Petrachia came, (backe. | 
Biow. No fir, I ſay his horſe comes with him on bis 
Bap. Why that's all one. | | 
Biow. Nay by S.lazy,1 hold youa penny,a borſe and 

a man is more then one,and yet not many, 


Eater Perrnchio and Grumio. 
Pet, Come, where be theſe gallanty? who's at home 
Zap. You are welcome fir. | 
Par. And yet] comenort well, 
Bap. And yet you halt not. 
Tra. Not fo well apparell'd as I wiſh you were; + 
Petr, Were it becter I ſhould ruſh in thus : 
But where is Kare? where is my louely Bride? / 
How does my father?gencles methinkes you frowne 
And wheretore gaze this goodly company, 7) 
As if they ſaw lore wondrous monument ; Ye 
Some Commet, or vauſuall prodigie? oct 
Bap. Why fir, you knowthis is your wedding dayd, 
Firſt were we ſad,tearing you would not come, +” 
Now (adder that you come ſo ynprovided; 
Fie, doff this habit, ſhame to your eſtate, 
An eye-ſore to our ſotemne feftiuall, 
Tra. Andrtell vs what occaſion of import 
Hath all ſo long detain'd you from your wife , 
And ſear you hither ſo valke your lelfe ? 
Petr. Tedious it were to tell,and harſh to heare, 
Uutficerh I am come to keepe my word, 
Though in ſome part inforced to digrefle , 
Which at more leyſure I will ſo excuſe, 
As you ſhall well be ſatisfied with all. 
Bur where is Kate? I ſtay too long from her, 
The mornitng weares, 'tis time we were at Church, 
Tra. See not your Bride in theſe ynreverent robes, // | 
Goeto = chamber, put on clothes of mine. 
Pet, NotT, belecue me,thus lle vic her. 
Bap. But thus | cruſt you will nor marry her. (words, 
Pet, Good tooth euen thus : therefore ha done with 
To me ſhe's married, not vnto my cloathes ; 
Could I repaire what ſhe will weare in me, 
As I canchange theſe poore accoutrements, 
'Twere well for Kate, and betrer for my ſelfe, 
But what a foole am I to chat withyou, _ | 
When I ſhould bid good morrow ro my Bride ? 


And ſcale theticle with a louely kiſſe, Exit, ' 
Tra. He hathſume meaning in his mad artire, 

We will perſwade him be ir poſſible, 

Toput on better ere he goe to Chnich, | 
Bap. Ile after him,and (ce the event of this, Exit, 


Tra, But fir, Loue concerneth vs to adde 
Her fathers liking, which ro bring to paſſe 
As before imparted ro your worſhip , 
I amto get a man what ere he be, 
ſr skills nor much, weele fit lim ro ourturne, 
And he ſhall be Yncentio of Piſa, 
And make aflurance heere in Padua 
Of greater ſummes then 1 haue promiſed, 
So ſhall you quietly enioy your hope, 
And marry ſweet Bianca with confents 
Luc. Were it not that my fellow ſchoolemaſter 
Doth watch Bianca's ſteps 1o narrowly : 
'T were good me-thinkes to ſteale our marriage , 
Which once perform'd,ler all the world fay no, 
lle keepe mine owne deſpite of all the world, 
Tra. That by degrees we meaneto looke into, 
T 2 And 


— 


—_—_ 
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tp! And watch our vantage in this bufineſſe, Kat. Now if you loue me ſtay. | | 
1. Wee'll oucr-reach the grey-beard Gremro, Pet, Grumio, my horſe... "On 
lf þ The narrow prying father /ſmola, | Gra, 1 fir, they be ready, the Oates haue eaten the 
4 The quaint Muſician, amorous Litre, | horſes, 
Wi: . | Allfor my Maſters ſake Lucentio. Kate. Nay then, 
j! {i Doe what thou canſt, I will not goeto day, 
FR - | Enter Gremis. No,nor to morrow, not till I pleaſe my ſelfe, 
1:0 | | The doreis openfir, there lies your way, * 
WHY | Signior Gremio,came you from the Church? | You may be iogging whiles your bootes are greene: | 
Wt't Gre, As willingly as ere 1 came from {choole. For me, Ile not be gonetill I pleaſe my (elfe, 1 
1.1 | Tra. Andis the Bride & Bridegroom coming home? | 'T1s like you'll prove a jolly ſucly groome , 
'N ft Gre. Abridegroome ſay you? 'tis a groome indeed, | Thattake it on youll atthe firſt foroundly. 
1114008 A grumlling groome,and that the girle ſhall hnde. Pet. O Kate content thee,prethee be not angry. i 
| | p ; Tra. Curlſter then {he,why 't1s impoſſible, Kat. I will be angry, what haft thou to doe ? 
F 1 | Gre, Why hee's a deuill,a devill,a very fend. Father, be quier, he ſhall tay my leiſure, n 
ft | Tra. Why ſhe's adevill,a deuill,the dents damme. Gre, I marry fir,now it begins to worke. 
}! i | | Gre. Tur,ſhe's a Lambe,a Dove, a foole to him: Kat. Gentlemen,torward tothe bridall dinner, 
114% He tell you fir Lucentro; when the Prieſt I ſce a woman may be made a foole 
i; Fr \ Should aske if Katherme ſhovld be his wife, If ſhe bad not a (piric to reh. 
Il: bs I,by goggs woones quoth he,and [wore to loud, Pet. They ſhall goe forward Kate at thy command, 
Ws ft That all amaz'd the Prieſt ler fall che booke, Obey the Bride you that attend on her. 
| Wit | Andas heſtoop'd againe to take it vp, Goe to the feaſt, revell and domineere, 
$4 i This mad-brain'd bridegroome rooke him ſucha cufie, | - Carowſe full meaſure to her maiden-head, 
I Me That downe {ell Prieſt and hooke,and booke and Prieſi, | Be madde and merry,or goe hang your ſclues: | 
It ''T Now take thera vp quoth he, if any lilt. h But for my bonuy Kare, ſhe muRt with me : 
ak - | Tra, What ſaid the wench when he roſe againe 2 Nay, looke not big,nor ſtampe, nor ſtare,nor fret, 
FB | - Gre.. Trembled and ſhooke : for why,he {tamp'd and | | will be maſter of what is mine owne, 
WITS ſwore,as if the Vicer meant to cozen him : but atter wa- | Shee is my goods,my chattels,ſhe is my houſe, 
4 $1 | ny ceremonies done, hee calls for wine, a health quoth | My houſhold-ſtuffe,my field,my barne, 
| bl he, asif he had beene aboord carowſing to his Matesaf- | My horte,my oxe,my afle, my any thing, 
_ | ter a ſtorme, quatt oft the Muſcadell,and threw the ſops | And heere ſhe ſtands, touch her who cuer dare, 
2618 | all inthe Sextons face : having no other reaſon, but that | lle bring mine aCtion on the proudeſt he 
þ ! | his beard grew thinne and hungerly, and ſeem'd to aske |, That ſtops my way in Padua; Grumis 
1% $100 | him ſops as hee was drinking : This done,hee tooke«the | Draw forth thy weapon, we are beſet withiheeues , 
THR Y {Brideabout the necke, and kiſt her lips with ſuch acla- | Reſcuethy Miftrefſe if thou be a man : 
{ ; morous {macke, that ar the parting a!l the Churchq1d | Fearenor {weet wenchythey ſhalfnot touch thee Kate, 
h eccho: and 1 ſeeing this,came thence tor very ſhame,and | le buckler thee againſt a Million, Exeunt. P.Ka, 
Wild 0 | after mee I know the rout is comming, fuch a mad mar- Pap. Nay,let them goe,a corple of quiet ones. (ing. 
TK ryage neuer was before: harke, harke, ]hearethe min- | + Gyre, Went they not quickly, ſhould die with laugh- 
' titrels play, Muſiche playes. Tra. Of all mad matches neuer was the like, 
= - as | \\— Cue. Miſticeſſe, what's your opinion of your fiſter? 
|. Enter Petrachio, Kate ,Þianca, Horten/io,Baptiſta. | Fan, That being wad her lelfe,ſhe's madly mared. 
[1 | | Cre. I warranthim Perrachis 1s Kaced. 

Bjk Petr,Gentlemen & friends, I thank you for your pains, Bap. Neighbours and friends,though Bride & Bride- 
ws: I know you thinke to dine with me to day, | Fortolupply the places at the table, (groom wants 
i | And haue prepar'd grear ſtore of wedding cheere, | You know there wants no iunkets at the teaft : 

| Bur ſoit is, my haſte doth call me hence, | LZacentio, you ſhall ſupply the Bridegroomes place, 

be And therefore heere I meane to take my leaue, | Andlet Brancatake her fters rvome. | 
þ Bap. Is't poflible you will away tonight? Tra. Shall iweet Bianca practiſe howto bride it? 
Hi! Pet, TI muft away to day before night come, Bap. She ſhall Lacentio: come gentlemen lets goc. 'Þ 
F101 Make itno wonder: if you knew my Eufineſle, Emer Grumn0. Exennt, [| 
"4'y You would intreat me rather goe then Ray : Gre.: Fie,fhe on all tired Iades, on all mad Mafters,& Þ 

v 100 | And honeft company,l thanke you all, all foule waies: was ever man ſo beaten? was euer man |. 
off That have beheld me giue away my ſelfe ſo raide ? was euer man ſo weary ? I amfent beforeto 
7 4.5.00 To this moſt patient, ſweet, and vertuous wife, make a fire,and they are comming after ro-warme them: 
i 1 {| * | Dine with my father, drinke a healthto me, now were notI alittle pot,& ſoone hot ; my very lippes | 
| t F For I muſt hence, and farewellro you ail, might freeze tomy teeth, my tengueto the roofe ot my 
wt Tra. Letvs intreat you Ray till after dinner. mouth, my heart in my belly, ere 1 ſhould come by afire 
.1.. _- Pet, It may not be. to thaw me, but I with blowing the fice ſhall-warme my 
' MEL Gra. Let me intreat you, {elte: for conſidering the weather , ataller man then I | 

ms! h Pet. It cannot be. will cake-cold : Holla, hoa (irs, 

J' i" 4 Kat, Lerme intreat you. vt 

4M. Per. lam content. Emer Curtis. | 

$I Kat. Are you content to ſtay ? Curt. Who is that calls ſo coldly? 

p + | Pet. 1 am content you ſhall entreat me ſtay, Grn, Apieceof Ice : ifthou doubt it, thou maiſt 

$ i BP But yet not ſtay,entreat me how you can. fide from my ſhoulder to my hecle, with no 
1 . greater | 


| greater a run bur my head and my necke, Afire good 
Courts. 

Car. Is my maſter and his wife comming Grumie? 

Gre. Oh 1 Carts 1, and therefore fire, fwe, caſt on no 
water, 

Cur. Is ſhe fo hot a ſhrew as ſhe's reported. 

Grs. She was good Curtis beforerhis froſt: but thou 
know'ſ winter tames man, woman, and beaſt : for ic 
f hath tam'd my old mafter, and my new miſitis, and my 
ſelfe fellow (wee, 

| Gran, Away you three inch foole, Iamno beaſt. 

Grs, AmT bur three 1aches? Why thy horne is a foot 
and ſo long am Iat the leaſt, But wilt thou wake a fire, 
or ſhall I complaine on thee to our miſtris, whoſe hand 
(ſhe being now at hand) -hou ſhalt ſoone feele, to thy 
| cold comfort, for being {low in thy hot office, 


| world? 

Gru, A cold world Curtain euery office bur thine, & 
therefore fire : do thy duty, and haue thy durie, for my 
Maſter and miſtris are almoſt frozen to death, 

Cur. There's fire readie, and therefore good Grumio 
thenewes, 

Gru, Why Iacke boy, ho boy, and as muchnewes as 
wilt thou. 
| Cur. Come,you are ſo full of conicatching. 

Grs. Why therefor ec fire, tor | haue caught extreme 
cold, Where's the Cooke, is ſypper ready, the houſe 
trim'd, ruſhes Rtrew'd, cobwebs ſweprt, the ſervingmen 
in their new {uftian, the white Rockings, and every ofhi- 
| cer his wedding garment on? Be the Iackes faire with» 
in, the Gils faic. withour, the Carpets laide, and euerie 
| thingin order ? h 
| Cur. Allreadie : and therefore ! pray thee newes. 

Gre. Firſt know my horſe :s tired, my maſter & mi- 
ftris falne our, Cur, How? 

Gre. Our of their ſaddles jaro che duct, and thereby 
hangs a tale, 

Car, Let's ha't good Grumio, 

Cru. Lend thine care. 

Car, Heere, 

Gre. There, 

Cnr, This tis to feele 8 rale,not to heare a tale. 

Gru, And therefore 'tis cal'd a ſenſible rale : and this 
Cuffe was but to knocke at your care, and beſcech lift- 
ning : now I begin, Inprimis wee came Jowne a fowle 
hill, my Maſter riding behinde my Miftris, 

Cur. Both of one horſe ? 

Grs, What's that tothee? 

Cur, Why a horſe. 

Cre. Te!l thou the tale : but hadſt thounot croſt me, 
thou ſhouldſt haue heard how her horſe fel, and ſhe vn- 
der her horſe ; thou ſhouldft haue heard in how wiery a 
—_ how ſhe was bemoil'd, how hee left her with the 

orſc ypon her, how he beat me becauſe her horſe ſtum- 
bled,how ſhe waded through the durt to plucke him off 
me : how he ſwore,how ſheprai'd, that never prai'd be- 
fore: how I cried, how the horſes ranne away, how her | 
bridle was burſt : howTloſt my crupper, with manic 
things of worthy memorie, which now ſhall dic in obli- 
uion, and thou returne ynexperienc'd to thy graue, 

Cur. By this reckning heis more ſhrew had ſhe. 

Gre. I,and that thou and the proudeſt of you all ſhall 
finde when he comes home. But what talke I of this? 
Call forth Vathaniel, Joſeph, Nicholas, Phillip Walter Su- 


—— 
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' their blew coats bruſh'd, and their garters of an indiffe- 


| they kiſſe their hands. Are they all readie ? 
+ Cur. Theyare. 


- _ - 


| ro countenance my miftrir, 
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' rent knit, let them curtfie with their left legges, and not 
| preſume to touch a haire of my Mafters horſe-raile, till 


Gru, Callthem forth. 
Car, Do youheare ho? you muſt mecte my maiſter 


Gre. Why ſhe hath « face of her owne. 

Cur, Whoknowes not that ? 

Gru. Thou it ſeemes, that cals for company to coun- 
tenance her. 

Car, I call them forth to credit her, 


Cur, I prethee good Grazto,tell me, how goes the | 


© Om —_——_— 


Enter foxre or fine ſerumpgmen, 
Grs. Why ſhe comes to borrow nothing of them. 
Nat, Welcome homie Grumio; | 
Phil. How now Grume, 

' Toſ. What Grumio. + | 
Nick. Fellow Grumio. | 
Nat. How now old lad. ' 
Gru, Welcome you: how now you : what you: fel- 

low you: and thus much for greeting, Now my ſpruce 
companions, 18 all reavie,avd all things ne ate? 

| MNat.Allthings is readie, howneer« i. our maſter ? 

| Gre. Ene at hard, alzghred by tl1s: and therefore be 
| not———Cockes pafſion,hilence, 1 hcaremy mallcr. 
| 


———_— A 


Enter Petruchio ard Kate. 

Pet, Where bethele knaues? What no man at doore 
To hold my tirrop, nor to take my horſe ? 

Where is Nathazie!, Gregory, Phillip. 

All fer, Heere,heere hrgheere fir, 
| Pe, Heerefir,heere fir,heere H:,heere fir. | 

You logger-headed and ynpelliſht groomes : 
Whar? no attendance? noregard? no dutie? 
Where is the fooliſh knaue I ſent before? 

Gru, Heere hr, as tooliſh as 1 was before; 

Pet. You pezant,ſwain, you horſon malt-horſe drudg 
Did Inot bid thee meete me inthe Parke, | 
And brivg along theſe raſcal knaves with thee? | 

Grumio. Nathaniels coate fir was nv: fully made, 
Aad Gabrels pumpes were all ynpinkt i'th heele : | 
There was no Linke to colour Peters har, 

And 7YValters dagger was noc come from ſheathing : 
There were none fine, but Adam, Kafe, nnd Gregory, } 
| Thereſt were ragged, old, and beggerly, | 
Yet as they are, heere are they cometo rmeete you. 

Pet, Go raſcals, go,and terch my ſupper in. Ex.Ser. 
Where is the life that late led? 
\Where are thoſe? Sit Cowne Kate, 
And weltome. Soud,{oud,foud, foud. 

Extev ſurnants with ſupper, 
Why when I ſay? Nay good ſweete Kate be merrie. 
Off with my boots, you rogues you yiilaines, when ? 
It was the Friar of Orders gray, 
As by forth walked on hu way. 
Our you rogue, you plucke my foote awri?, 
Take that, and mend the plucking of the otner, 
Be ineftie Kate: Some water heee : what hoa. | 
Enter one with water. 

Where's my Spaniel Troilw? Sirra, get you hence, | 
And bid my cozen Ferdinand come hither : 
One Kate that you muſt kifſe, and be acquaint,d with, 
Where are my Slippers ? Shall I haue ſome wer ? 


Come Kate and waſh,& welcome heartily : 


£*rfop and the reſt: lerrheir heads bee ſlickely comb'd, | 
: | 


— 


you horſon'villaine, will youletir fall? | 
T; Kate 
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Kate, Patience pray you, 'twas a fault vnwilling, 

Pet. Ahorſon beetle-headed flap-car'd knave : 
Come Kate fit downe, I know you haue a ftomacke, 
Willyou giue rthankes, ſweete Kate,or elle ſhall I? 
What's this, Mutton ? 


x. Ser. I. 
Pet. Who brougbt it 7 
Peter, |. 


Pet, 'Tis burnt, and ſo is all the meate : 
VWhar dogges arc theſe ? Where 1s the ratcal] Cooke ? 
How durſt you villames bcing it from the drefler 
And ſerue it thus to me that louc it not 7 
There, take it to vou, trenchers, cups,and all ; 
You heedleſſc io!t-heads, and vnmanner'd (laues. 


| What, do you grumble? Ile be with you Ararght, 


Kate, I pray you husband benot ſodiſquiet, - 
The meate was well, if you were fo contented. 


| Per. 1 tellthee Kate, *twas burnt and dried away, 


AndI expreſlely am forbid to rouch it ; 

For it engenders choller, planterh anger, 

And berrer 'twere that both of vs did faſt, 

Since of our ſelues, our lcluces are chollericke, 

Then feede it with ſuch ouer-rofted fleſh: 

Be patient, to morrow t ihiaibe mences, 

And for this night we | falt for compare. 

Come] wil brivg thee to thy Brida)l cliamber. Excurt. 
Enter Sernants ſererally, 

Wath, Peter did eucc {cert hke. 

Peter, He kils her in her owne humor, 

Gram, Whereis he? 

Fatey Carts a Serrant, 

Cur, In her chamber, waking a ſerrnon of continen- 
cieto her, and railes, and {weares, and rates, that ſhee 
(poore ſoule) knowes not which way to [tand,tolooke, 
to ſpeake, and ſits as one new riſen from adreame. As 
way, away, tor he is comming hither. 

Enter Petruchio. 

Pet. Thus hane | politickely begun my reigne, 
And'tis my hope to end ſuccellcfully : 

My Faulconnow is 1harpe, and paſſing emprie, 
And til ſhe (toope, ſhe mult not be full gorg'd, 

For then ſhe neuer lookes vpon her lure. 

Ancther way I] have to man my Haggard, 

Totnake her come, and know her Keepers call: 
Thatis, co watch her, as we watch thele Kites, 
That baite, and bexze, and will not be obedient : 
She eate no meate to day, nor none ſha]! care. 
Laftnight ſhe ſlept nor, nor to night ſhe ſhall nor : 
As with the meate, ſome yndeſerued fault 

{le finde about the making of the bed, ' 

And heere le fling the pillow, there the boulſter, 
This way the Conerlet, another way the ſheers : 

I, and amid ths huche Jintend, 

Thar all 1s done in reuerend caie of her, 

And in concluſion, ſhe ſhal watch all night, 
Andiffhe chance to nod, Ne raile and brawle, 

And wich the clamor keepe her til awake : 

This is a way to ki] 2 Wile with kindnefle, 

And thus le curbe her mad and headftrong humor : 
He that knowes bertcr how to tame a ſhrew, 
Now lethim {peake, 'tis charity to ſhew. 
Emer Tranmoand Hortenls:; 


ns Si 


T74. Is't potsibletriend Litho, that miſtris Bievca 
Dot! fancic any other but Lucertio, 

I tel you br, ſhe beares me faire in band. 

Inc, Sir,to ſacihe you in what I have ſaie, 


ms, ——_ 
| — —_— 


Exit | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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| Irel thee Leſothis 15 wonderfull. 
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Stand by, and marke the manner of his reaching. 
Enter Bianca, 
Hor, Now Miftris, profit you in what you reade ? 
Bian, What Maſter reade you firſt, reſolue me that ? 
Hor. ]reade, thatI profeſi the Arttoloue, 
Zian And may you prove fir Maſter of your Art, 
| Luc. While you ſweerdeere proue Miſtreſſe of my 
1eart, 
Hor. Quicke proceeders marry, now tel mel pray, 
you that durft ſweare that your miſtris Biewcs 
Lou'd me in the World ſo wel as Lacentio. 
Tra. Ohdeſpightful Loue, ynconſtant womankind, 


Her, Miſtake no more, I am not Li/o, 
Nor a Muſician as I ſceme to bee, 

But one that ſcorne to liue in this diſguiſe, 
For ſuch a one as leaues a Gentleman, 

And makes a God of ſuch a Cullion ; 
Know fir, that I am cal'd Haorten/io, 

Tra. Signior Hortenſio,l haue often heard 
Of yourentire affection to Bianca, 

And ſince minc eyes are witnefle of her lightneſſe, 
| wil with you, it you be ſo contented, 
For ſweare Bianca, and her loue for cuer, 

Hor. Sec how they kifle and court: Signior Lucenrtio, 
Heere is my hand, and heere I firmly vow 
Newer ro woo her more, but do torſweare her 
As one vnworthie all the former fauours 
T hat I have fondly flatter'd them withall. 

Tra. And heerc I take the like vafained oath, 
Neuer to matrie with her, though ſhe would inticate, 
Fic on hier, ſee how beafily ſhe doth court him, 

Hor.Would all the world but he had quitc forſworn 
For me, that I may lurely keepe mine oath, 

I wil be married toa wealthy Widdow, 

Ere three dayes paſſe, which hath as long lou'd me, 
AsI have lou'd this proud diſgainful Haggard, 
And ſo farewel fignior Lucent, 

Kindneſſe in women, not their beauteous lookes 
Shal win my loue, and ſol take my leaue, 

In reſolution, as 1 {wore betore, 

Tra. Miltris Bianca, b'efſe you with ſuch grace, 
As longethto a Lovers b'eſſed caſe; 

Nay, I havecane you napping geatle Louc, 
And haue for{worneyou with Horrenſio, 

ian, Tranio youieſt, but haue you both forſworne 
mee ? 

Tra. Miftris we haue, 

Luc. Then we are rid of Liſs. 

Tra. I faith hee'l hauea luſhe Widdow now, 
That ſhalbe woo'd, and wedded in a day. 

Bian. God giue him 10y, 

Tra. I,and hce'l tame her. 
Bianca, He ayes lo Tranio. 
Tra. Faith he is gone vnto the taming ſchoole. 
Bian.The taming ſchoole: what is there ſuch a place? 
Tra. I miſttis, and Petrachio is the maſter, 
That teachethtrickes elcuen and twentie long, 
Totame a ſhrew, and charme her chatteriag tongue. 
Enter Bonde llo. 
Biow. Oh Maſter, maſter I have watcht ſo long, 
That I am dogge-wearie, but at laft I ſpied 
An ancient Angel comming downe tbe hill, 
Wil ſerue the tume. 

Tra, Whatis he Biendello? 

Bio. Maſterga Marcantant,or a pedant, 
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I know not what, but formall in apparrell, 

In gate and countenance ſurely like a Father, 
Luc. And what of him Tranis? 

Tra. Ithe be credulous, and truſt my tale, 

Ile make bum glad to ſeeme Fincentto, 

And giuec aſſurance to Baptiſta Mmola, 

As ifhe were the right Vincentio, 

| Pay. Take me your loue, and then let me alone, 

Enter a Pedant. 

Ped, Godfaue you fir. 

| Tra. And you fir, you are welcome, 

| Travaile you tarre on, or are you at the fartheſt ? 

Ped. Sir at tlie farthelt for a weeke or two, 
Bur then vp farther, and as farre as Rome, 
And ſoto Tripolie, :fGodlend me life, 

Tra. What Countreyman I pray? 
Ped, Of Mantua. 
7ra. Of Mantua Sir, marrie God forbid, 

And cometo Padua carelefle of your lite, | 
Ped. My life fir? how I pray? for that goes bard. 
Tra. "Tis death for any one 1n Mantua 

To come to Padua, know you not the cauſe ? 

Your ſhips are ſtaid at Venice, andthe Duke 

For private quarrel 'ewixt your Duke and him, 

Hath publiſh'd and proclamn'd it openly : 

"Tis meruaile, but that you arc but newly come, 

you might have heard it elſe proclaim'd about. 

Ped. Alas fir, it is worſe for me then fo, 
For I hauc bils for mogie by exchange 
From Florence, and muſt heere deliver them. 

Tra, Wel fir, to do you courtehie, 

This wil I do, and this I wil aduiſe you, 

Firfttell me, haue you euer beene at Piſa? 

Ped. | fir, in Piſa haue I often bin, 

Piſa renowned for graue Citizens, 
Tra. Among them knogy you one Fincentio? 

Ped. 1 know him nor, bt I haue heard of him : 

A Merchant of incomparable wealth. 

Tra. He is my tather fir, and ſooth to ſay, 

In count'nance ſomewhat dech reſemble you, 

Bion. As much as an apple doth an oyfter, & all one. 

Tra. To ſaue your life in this extremitie, 

This fauor wil I do you for his fake,” 

And thinke jt not the worſt of all your fortunes, 

That you are like to Sir Vncentio. 

His narge and credite ſhal you vndertake, 

Andin ray houſe you ſhal be friendly lodg'd, 

Looke that yon take vpon you as you ſhould, - 

you vnderſtand me fir : ſo ſhal you ſtay 

Til you haue done your bulineſle in the Citie : 

If this be court'fie fir, accept of it. 

Ped. Oh fir I do, and wil repute you euer 

The patron of my life and libertie. 

Tra. Then go with me, to make the matter good, 

This by the way I let ycu vnderſtand, 

My father is hcere look'd for cuerie day, 

To paſſe aſſurance of a dowre in marriage 

'Twixt me, and one Bapti/as daughter heere; 

In all theſe circumſtances lle inſiruct you, 

Go with meto cloath you as becomes you. 


J—— 
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Exennt, 


e/ lus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Entor Katherina and Grim. 
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Gru, No, no forſooth 1 dare nor for my life. 
Ka. The more my wrong, the more his ſpite appears, 

What, did he marrie meto famiſh me ? 

Beggers that come vnto my fathers doore, 

Vpon intreatie have a preſent almes, 

Ifnor, eliewhere they meete with charitie : 

ButI, who never knew howto intreat, 

Nor ncuer needed that I hould jntreate, 

Am ftari'd tor meate, giddie for lacke of ſleepe : 

With oathes kept waking, and with brawling fed, 

And that which ſp:ghts me more thenall thele wanes, 

He does it vnder name of perfeRt loue : 

As who ſhould (ay. if I ſhould ſleepe or eatel 

£ T were Ceadly hcknefle, or elſe preſent death. 

| prethee go, aud get me ſome repait, 

I care not what, (o it be holſome ſoode. 
Gre. \V hat [ay youto a Neats foote ? 
Kate. "Tis palsing good, I prethee ler me haue it; |} 
Gra. T teareit is roo chollericke a meate. 

How ſay you to a fat Tripe finely broyl'd f 
Kate. 1 like it well, good Grumio fetchit me, | 
Gre, I cannot tell, | teare "tis chollericke. 

What ſay youto a peece of Brefe and Muſtard? 

| Kate. A diſh that I doloue to feede vpon. 


Grw. ], but the Muſtard is too hot alictle. 
Kate, Why then the Beefe, and letthe Muftard ref}, | 
Gra, Nay then I wil nor, you ſhal have the Muſtard 

Or clſe you ger no beefe of Grumio, 
| Kate, Then both or one, or any thing thou wile, 
| Gru. Why then the Muftard without the beefe, 

Kate, Go getthee gone, thou falſe deluding ſlave, 
Zeais him, 
That feed'ſt me with the verie name of meate. 
Sorrow on thee, and all the packe of yau 
That triumph thus ypon my miſery : 
Go get thee gone, I ſay, 
Futer Petruchio,and Hortenſio with meate. 

Petr. How fares my Kote, what [weeting all a-mont ? 
Hor. Miſtris, what cheere ? 

Kate. Faithas cold as can be, 

Pet, Plucke vp thy ſpirits, looke cheerfully ypon me, 
Heere Loue, thou ſee{t how diligent] am, 
To dreffe thy meate my ſelfe, and bring ix thee, 

I am ſure {weert Kate, this kindneſſe merites thankes, 
V hat, not a word? Nay then, thou lou'ſt it not ; 
And all my paines is ſorted to noproofe, | 
Heeretake away this diſh, 

Kate. I pray youlet it ſtand, 

Pet. The pooreſt ſeruice is repaide with thankes, 
And ſo ſhall mine before you touch the meate. 

Kate. I thanke you fir, 

Eu, Signior Petruchio, fie you are too blame : 

Come Miſtris Kate, ]le beare you companie. 

Petr. Eateit vpall Hortenſio, if thou loueſt mee : 
Much good do it vnto thy gentle heart : 
| Kate eate apace ; and now my honie Loue, 

Will wereturne vnto thy Fathers houſe, 
And reuell it 25 brauely as the beſt, 
With filken coats and caps, and golden Rings, 
With Ruffes and Cuffes, and Fardingales, and things : 
With Scarfes, and Fanncs, & double change of brav'ry, 
With Amber Bracelers,Beades,and all this knav'ry. 
What haſt thou din'd? The Tailor ſtaies thy leaſure, 
| Todecke thy bodie with his ruffling treaſure, 

Enter Tailor,” 
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Come Tailor, let vs ſce theſe ornaments, 
Enter Haberdaſher, 


'Lay forth the gowne, W hat newes with you fir? 


Fel, Heere is the cap your Worſhip did beſpeake, 
Pet. Why this was moulded on a porrenger, 
A Veluer diſh : Fir, be, 'tis lewd and filthy, 
Why ris a cockle or a walnut-ſhel), 
A knacke, a toy, a tricke, a babies cap : 
Away with it, come let me have a bigger, 
Kate, Ile hauc no bigger, this doth fit the time, 
And Gentlewomen weare ſuch caps as theſe. 


Pet, When you are gentle, you ſhall hauc one too, - 


And not till then. 

Hor. That will not be in haft, 

Kate. Why fir I cruſt I may have leave to ſpeake, 
Andſpeake I will. I amno childe, nv babe, 
Your bercers have indur'd me ſay my miade, 

And If you cannot, beſt you ſtop your cares, 
My congue will teil the anger of my heart, 
Orels my heart concealing it wil breake, 
And rather then it (ſhall, I will be tree, 

Euen ro the vttermolt as I pleaſe it words, 

Pet. Why chou failt true, it is paltrie cap, 
Acuftard coffen, a bauble, a ſilken pie, 

T loue thee well in thac thou lik'{t it nor. 

Kate. Loue me, or loue me nor, I like the cap, 
And it I will haue, or I will have none, 

Pet. Thy gowne, why I: come Tailor let vs ſee't. 
Oh mercie God, what masking ſufte is heere ? 
Whats this? a ſleeve ? 'tis like demi cannon, 

What, vp and downe caru'd like an apple Tart? 
Heers ſnip, and nip, and cut, and liſh and lath, 
Like to a Cenſor in a barbers ſhoppe: 
Why what a devils name Tailor cal't thou this ? 


Tai. You bid me makeit orderlie and well, 
According to the faſhion, and the time, 
Pet, Marrie and did: butif you be remembred, 
I did not bid you marre it to the time. 
Go hop me ouer euery kennell home, 
For you ſhall bop without my cuſtorne hr : 
Ile none of ut; hence,make your beſt of ir, 
Kate, 1 never ſaw a berter faſhion'd gowne, 
More queint, more pleaſing, nor more commeudable : 
Bclike you meane to make a puppet of me. 


Til. She ſaies your Worlhip meanes xo make a 
puppet of her. 
Pet Oh monſtrous arrogance : 
Thou lyeſt, thou thred, thou thimble, 
Thou yard three quarters, halfe yard, quarter, naile, 
Thou Flea, thou Nit, thou winter cricket thou : 
Brav'd in mine owne houſe with a sKkeine of thred : 
Away thou Rapge, thou quantitie, thouremaant, 
Or I ſhall ſo be-merethee with thy yard, 
As thou ſhalt chinke on prating whilſt thou liv'ft : 
I tell thee 1, that thou haſt marr'd her gowne. 
Tail, Your weggſhip is dectiu'd, the gowne is made 
luſt as my mafter had direQion : 
Gram gave order how it ſhould be done, 
Gru. T gaue himno order, I gaue him the ſtuffe, 
Tail. But how did you defire it ſhould be made? 
Gr», Marrie fr withneedle and thred. | 
Tai. Bur did you not requeſt to haue it cut ? 
Gre, Thou haſt fac'd many things,. 
Tail. 1 have, 


Hor, 1 ſee ſhees like to have neither cap nor gowne. 


Per, Why true, he meanes to make a puppet of thee, 


| 


Cru, Face not mee : thou haſt brau'd manie men» 


braue not me ; I will neither bee fac'd nor brau'd. I ay 
ynto thee, I bid thy Maſter cur out the gowne,burt I did 


not bid him cut it to peeces, Ergo thou licft, 

Tail, Why heere is the note ofthe taſhion to teſtify, 

Pet, Readeit, 

Gru, The note lies in's throate if he fay I faid fo, 

Tai, Inpomis,a looſe bodied gowne. 

Gru, Maſter, if cuer I ſaid looſc-bodied gowne, ſow 
me in the skirts of it, and beate me to death with a bot. 
tome of browne thred : I ſaida gowne. 

Pet, Proceede. 

Tai. With a {mall compalt cape. 

Gru, I confeſle the cape. 

Tai, With a trunke ſlecue. 

Grs. I confeſle two fleeves, 

Tai: The ſleeues curiouſly cur. 

Pet, I cheve's the villanie, 

Gre. Error i'th bill Gr, error i'th bill ? I commanded 
the {]ecucs ſhould be cur out, and ſow'd vp againe, and 
that Ile proue vpon thee, though thy little finger be ar- 
med in a thimble, | 

Tail, This is true that I ſay, and Thad thee inplace 
where thou ſhouldft know ir. 

Gru, lam forthee ſtraight: take thouthe bill, giue 
me thy meat-yard, and ſpare not me. 


Hor, God-a-mercie Grum, then hee ſhall haue no | 


oddes, 
Pet, Wellfir in breefe the gowne Is not forme. 
Cre, Youate i'th right fir, tis for my miſtris. 
Pet, Go take it vp voto thy maſters vſe. 
Gra. Villaine, not for thy life: Take vp my Miſtreſſe 
gowne for thy maſters vſe, 
Pet, Why fir, what's your conceit in that? 
Gru, Oh fir,the conceit is deeper then you think for: 
Take vp my Miſtris gowne to his maſters vſe. 
Oh fie, fie, fie. 
Pet. Hortenſio, (ay thou wilt ſee the Tailor paide:; 
Co take it hence, be gone, and ſay no more, 
Hor, Tailor, Ile pay thee for thy gowne to morrow, 
Take no ynkindnefle of his haſtie words : 
Away I lay,commend meto thy maſter. Exit Tail, 
Pet, Well, come my Kate,we will vnto your fathers, 
Euen in theſe honeſt meane habiliments : 
Our purſes ſhall be proud, our garmentspoore : 
For 'tis the minde that makes the bodie rich. 
And as the Funne bceakes through the darkeſt clouds, 
So honor peerethin the ets, | LS 
Whar is the Iay more precious then che Larke'? 
Becauſe his feathers are more beaurifull, 
Or is the Adder better then the Ecle, 
Becauſe his painted skin contents the eye, 
Oh no good Kate: neither art thou the worſe 
For this poore furniture, and meane array, 
If thou accounted(t it ſhame, lay it on me, 
And therefore frolicke, we will hence forthwith, 
To feaſt and ſport vs at thy fathers houſe, 
Go call my men, and let ys ſtraight ro him, 
And bring our horſes ynto Long-lane end, 
There wil we mount, and thither walke on feote, 


| Let's ſee, I thinke'tis now ſome ſeven a clocke, 


Aud well we may come there by dinner time. 
Kate. I dare aſſure you fir,ris almoſt cwo, 

And'twill be ſupper time exc you come there. 
Per, It (hall be ſeuenerel goto horſe: 


| Looke what ſpeake, or do, er thinke to doe, 
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| You are fill croſhng ir,firs ler'r alone, 

I will not goe to day, andere doe, 

It hall be what aclock I ſay it is, 

Hor, Why ſo this gallant will command the ſunne. 


Enter Tranie, and the Pedant dreſt like Vincentio. 
Tra. Sirs, this is the houſe, pleaſe it you that I call. 
Ped. I what elſe, and but | be deceiued, 

Signior Bapts/fa may remember me 

Neere twentie yeares a goe in Genoa. 

Tre. Where we were lodgers, at the Pegaſus, 

Tis well, and hold your owne in any caſe 

With ſuch auſteritic as longeth to a father. 


Enter FBiondells, 
Ped. 1 warrant you : but hr here comes your boy, 
Twere good he were ſohool'd. 


| Tra, Feare you nothim: firra Biondello, 


Now doe your dutic throughlie | aduile you : 
Imagine 'twere the right Vincentio, 
Vion, Tur, teare not me, 


| Tra. But haſt thou done thy errand to Baptiſts, 


Bion. Itold him that your father was at Venice, 
And that you look't for him this day in Padua, 

Tra, Tharta tall fellow, hold thee that to drinke, 
| Here comes Baptiſta: (er your countenance fir, 


Enter Baptiſta and Lucentio : Pedant booted 
| and bare headed, 

Tra. Signior Baptiſta you are happilie met : 
Sir, this is the gentleman I told you of, 
| pray you ſtand good father to me now, 

Giue me Bianca for my patrimony. 
Ped Softſon: fir by your leaue, having com to Padua 

To gather in ſowe debts, my ſon Lacentio 
Made me acquainted with a waighty cauſe 
Of loue betweene your daughter and himſelfe : 
And for the good report I heare of you, 
And for the loue he beareth to your daughter, 
And ſhe to him : to tay him not too long, 

I am content in a good fathers care 
| To haue him match, and if you pleaſe to like 
No worſethen I, vpon ſome agreement 
| Me ſhall you finde readic and willing 
With one conſent to have her ſo beſtowed : 
For curious I cannot be with you 
Signior Baptiſta, of whom I heare ſo well, 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I haueto ſay, 

Your plainneſſe and your ſhortneſſe pleaſe me well: 
Right true it is your ſonne Lucentio here 

Doth loue my davughter,and ſhe loucth him, 

Or bothdiſſemble deepely their affeQions : 

And therefore if you ſay no more then this, 
Thatlike a Father you will deale with him, 

And paſſe my daughter a ſufficient dower, 

The match is made, and all is done, 

Your ſonne ſhall have my daughter with conſent. 

Tra. I thanke you fir, where then doc 
We be affied and ſuch aſſurance tane, 
As ſhall with either parts agreement ſand. 

Bap. Not in my houſe Lucetio,for you know 
Pitchers haue eares, and I haue manie ſeruanrs, 
Beſides old Greavo is barkning Rill, 

And happilie we might be interrupted. 

Tre, Then at my lodging,and it like you, 

There doth my father lic : and there this night 


p—_ ——_——__——_— 


| Weelepaſle the buſinefle privately and well : 
| Sendfor your daughter by your ſeruant here, 
My Boy ſhall fetch the Scriuener preſentlie, 


Youarcliketo haue a thin and ſlender pitrance. 
Bap, Irlikes me well: 
Cambio hie you home, and bid Bianca make het readic 
ftraight: 
Andif you will tell what hath hapned, 
Lucentios Father is arrived in Padna, 
And how ſhe's like to be Lucentios wife, 
10nd. lyraie the gods ſhe may withall my heart. 


The worſt isthis that at fo ſlender warning, 


' It ſhall goe hard it Cambio goe without her, 


you know beſt | 


Exit. 

Tran. Dallie not with the gods, but ger thee gone, 

Emer Peter. 
Signior Baptiſta, ſhall | leade the way, 
We.come, one meſle 15 [1keto be your cheere, 
Come hir,we will detter it in Piſa, 
Zap. Ifollow you, Exeunt, 
Enter Lucentio and Biondello. 

Fion. Cambio. 

Luc. Whar fait thou Browdello, 

Bioud. You ſaw my Maſter winke and laugh vpon 

ou? 
4 Luc. Biendells, what of that? 

Bioxa. Faith nothing : but has left mee here behinde 
to expound the meaning or morrall of his fignes and to- 
kens, 

Lac. 1 pray thee moralize them. 
 Bioxd. Then thus : Baptiſta is (afe talking with the 
deceiving Father of a deceirtull ſonne. | 

Luc. And what 6f him? 

Biond. His daughter is to be brought by you to the 
ſupper. 

Luc. And then. 

Tie. The 01d Prieſt at Saint Lukes Church is at your 
command at ail houres. 

Luc. And what of all this, 

Bon. I cannot tell, expe they are bufied about a 
counterfeit aſſurance: take you affursnce of her, Cum 
prenilegio ad Impremendum ſolem, to th' Church take the 


| Prieſt, Clarke, and ſome ſufficient honeſt witneſſes : 


If this benot that you looke for, I have no more to ſay, 
Bur bid Zranca farewell for euer and a day, 

Luc, Hear'ſt thou Biondello, 

Fiond. ] cannot tarty : I knew a wench maried in an 


| afternoone as ſhee wene to the Garden for Parſeley to 
| fiuffeaRabit, and ſomay you fir : and ſo adew fir, my 
| Malterliath appointed me to goeto Saint Lukes to bid 
, thePrieſt bereadieto come againſt you come with your 


appendix. 

Luc. | may and will, if ſhe be ſo contented : 
She will be pleas'd, then wherefore ſhould I doubt; 
Hap what hap may, Ileroundly goe about her : 


Exit. 


Exit. 


Fnter Petruchio, Kate, Hortentio 
Petr. Come on a Gods name,once more toward our 


| fathers: 


Good Lord how bright and goodly ſhines the Modne. 
Kate, The Moone, the Sunne: it 15 nor Moonelight 
now, 
Per. I ſayitis the Moone that ſhines ſo bright, 
Kare. | know it is the Sunne char ſhines ſo bright. 


; Fet, Now by my mothers ſonne, and that's my ſelfe, 


It 


| 


A 
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| It ſhall be moone,or ltarre,or what I liſt, | And wander wetoſce thy honeft ſonne, 
1146 | Or cre journey to your Fathers houle : Who will of thy arriuall be full ioyous. | 
1 +8 Goe on, and fetchour horſes backe againe, Vince, Bur is this true, or is it elſe your pleaſure, 
k =. Euermore croſt and croſt,nothing but croſt. Like pleaſant trauailors to breake a left | 
+4 ' Hoert. Say as heſaics, or we ſhall never goe. | Vpon the companie you overtake? 
"ma. Kate. Forward I pray, ſince we haue come fo farre, | Hort, 1doe aſſure thee father ſo itis. 
WE: - And be it moone, or ſunne,or what you plealc : | Petr, Come goealong aud ſec thetruth hereof, 
1162118 | And if you pleaſe to call it aruſh Candle, | Forour firſt merriment hath made thee jealous. Exemnr, 
1,99 | Menchiorch I vowe it ſhall be ſo for me. | Hor. Well Petruchio, this has put me in heart; 
0 i | | | Petr. I fayitis the Moone. | Haue ro my Widdow, and if ſhe froward, 
8 | Kate. ] know it 15 the Moone, | | Thenhaſtthoutaught Hortentioto be yntoward, Exit. | 
1: [ q | Petr. Nay then you lye: it is the bleſſed Sunne, 
! i þ Kate, They God be blett, ir in the bleſled ſun, | Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Bianea, Gremio | 
J: li Bur ſunne ir is not, when you lay it is nor. | « out before, | 
j' F And the Moone changes euen as your minde : Biond. Softly and ſwiftly fir, for the Prieſt is ready, | 
MW What you will haueit nam'd,cuen tha. it is, Luc. 1flie Biondello; bur they may chance to neede 
_ _— And ſo it ſhall be ſo for Katherine, | thee at home,thercfore leaue vs. Exit. | 
| Hort. Petruchio, goe thy waies,the field is won. Biond, Nay faith, Ile ſeethe Church a your backe, 
15:3 Þ Petr. Well, forward,forward,thus the bowle ſhould | and then come backe to my miſtris as ſoone ax I can. 
wOE1 And not vnluckily againſt the Bias - (run, | Gre, Lmmaruaile Cambio comes not all this while. 
$1. But ſoft, Company is comming here- | 
4 {1 4 ; Emer Petruchio, Kate, Uincentio, Grumio 
v0 Enter Vincentio. with Attendants. | 
Wh 0 uy. Good morrow gentle Miſtris, where away: Petr. Sir heres the doore, this is Lucentios houſe, | 
Wis Tell me ſweete Kate,and tell me trucly too, | My Fathers beares more toward the Markert-place, 
| ; b | Haſtthou beheld a fteſher Gentlewoman : Thither muſt 1,and here] leaue you fir. 
8118 Such warre of white and red within her cheekes: Vm. You ſhall not chooſe but drinke before you go, 
(9:1108 What ſtars do [pangle heaven with ſuch beautie, _ Ichinke I ſhall command your welcome here; 
130551 As thoſe two eyes become that heauenly face ? And by all likelihood ſome cheere is coward. Knock. 
Mike Faire louely Maide,once more good day to thee: | Grem, They're buſic within, you were beſt knocke 
1 vo Sweete Kate embrace her for her beaurics ſake, | lowder, | 
F111 Hert, A will makc tie man mad to make the woman Pedant lookes ont of the window, 
i of him. Ped What's he that knockes as he would beat downe 
i 4, Kate. Yong budding V rgir,faire,and freſh,& ſweet, | the gate? | 
000400 Whether away ,or whether 15 thy aboade? Vin, Is Signior Lucentio within (ir? . 
C Happy the Parents of ſo faire a childe ; Ped. He's within fir, but not to be ſpoken withall, 
h | Happier the man whom favourable ſtars Finc, What if a man bring him a hundred peund or 
| ; A lors thee for his lovely bedfellow, two to make merrie withall. 
| | Petr. Why how now Kate,l hope thou art not mad, Pea, Keepe your hundred pounds to your ſelfe, hee 
o1 1 of This is a man old, wrinckled,taded, withered, ſhall neede none fo long as I live, 
8 And not a Maiden,as thou faift he is. Petr. Nay, I told you your fonne was well belouedin 
4B 6h | | Kate. Pardon old father my miſtaking eies, * | Paaxa: doe you heare ir, to leaue frivolous circumſtan- 
6/19 of hat haue bin ſo bedazled with the ſunne, ces, I pray you tell 61gnior Lacertio that his Father is 
$3 | Thar euery thing I looke on ſeemeth groene : ' | cometrom Pſa, and is here at the dooreto ſpeake with 
= Now I perceiuc thou arta reuerent Father : him. 
f': 18 Pardon I pray thee for my mad miſtaking. Ped, Thou lieſt his Father is come from Pads, and 
Wh! Petr, Do good old grand(ire,& withall make known | here looking out at the window, 
THIF! Which way thou travelleſt,if along with vs, Vin. Art thou his father? 
| 'q We ſhall be ioyfull of thy compante. Ped. I fir,ſo his mothe! laies, if I may belecue her. 
f Vim. Faire Sir,and you my merry Miſtris, Petr. Why how now geacleman: why this is flat kna- 
Re That with your {trange encounter much amaſde me : veriero take ypon you another mans name. 
of 100008 My name is call'd Vicente, my dwelling Piſa, Peda. Lay hands on the villaine, 1 belecue a meanes 
'Þ tt And bound I am to Padwa,there to viſite tocoſen ſome bodie in thisCitie ynder my countenance, | 
'R | it bd KP A ſonne of mine,which long I haue not ſecne. Emer Brondello, 
jp if 4 Petr. What is his name ? Bio, 1 have ſeene them inthe Church together, Ged 
Lb } .'Y Vine, Lucentio gentle (ir. ſend'em good ſhipping : bur who is here? mine old Ma- 
| 44: F; Petr, Happily met, the happier tor thy ſonne: ſter Vincentio: now wee are yndone and breugh tO 10- 
X F. q! And now by Lawgas well as reuerent age, | thing. 
at 6 *11 may intitle thee my louing Father, Uin. Come hither crackhempe. 
MI! 4 The ſiſter to my wite,this Gentlewoman, Bier, I hope I may chooe Sir, 
bt} 0 Thy Sonne by chis hath married: wonder not, - Vin. Come hither you rogue,1 what haue you forgor 
7 FF y ; Nor be not gricued, ſhe is of good eſtceme, mee ? 
| Ji \y Her dowrie wealthie,and of worthie birth ; Biond, Forgot you,no fir : I could not forget you, for 
4 N - |\ Beſide,fo qualified, as may beleeme I neuer ſaw you before inall my life. 
\» 1h The Spoulc of any noble Gentleman : Vine. W hat, you notorious villaine,didfſt thou never 
"If i}! Let me unbrace with old /Vincentso, ſcethy Miftris father, /incentis? 
| (f CIT af Biew, What 
b, ' | 7 on 
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Bion. What my old worſhipfull old maſter? 
marie fir ſee where he lookes our ofthe window. - 

Ui. Iſo indeede. | - He beates Brondella, . 

Bion. Helpe,helpe, helpe,here'sa mad man will mur- 
der.me. DIES OTYCA 

Pedan. Helpe,ſonne;helpe ſignior Baptiffa. . 

Petr, Preethe Katelec x ttand afide andice the end of 
this controuerhe, | » 40H 


Enter Pedant with ferment, Baptiſts Fratio. 
Tra. Sir, what are you that offer to\beate my ſer> 
want? 200: 
V ine. What an I (ir:naywhat are you fir: oh immor- 
tall Goddes : oh fine villaine, a filken doubrletg 2 vel» 


| uet hoſe, a {cariet cloake, and a copatainehat: ah I] am 


yadone, I am vndone : while I plaie the good husband 
at home, my ſonneand my teruant ſpend all at the yn:- 
uerficic, wF 

Tra. How now, what's the matter ? ++ 

Bapt. What 1sthe man lunaticke? 

Tra. Sir, youſceme a ſober ancient Gentleman by 
your habit: bur your words ſhew you a mad man : why 
fir, what cernes ic you,if I weare Pearle and gold:I thank 
my good Father, I aro able to maintainer. 

Vin. Thy father: oh villaine, he is a Saile-maker in 
Bergamo. | 

Bap. You miſtake fr, you miſtake (ir, praie what do 
you thinke is his name ? 

Vin, His name, as if Iknew not kis name : I haue 
brought bim vp euer ſince he was three yeeres old, and 
his name is Tronio, 

Ped. Awaic,awaie mad afſe, his name is Lucentio,and 
heiis mine onelie ſonne and heire to the Lands of me (ig+ 
nior Vincentio, 1 

Ven, Lucentis: oh-he hath murdred/his Maſter ; laie 
hold on him I charge you in the Dukes name; ob my 
ſonne,my ſonne: tell me thou villaine, where is my ſon 
Lucent? ' 

Trs. Call forth an officer : Carrie this mad knave to 
the Taile : father Baptiſta, Þ<barge you ſcethat hee be 
forth comming. 

Vine, Carrie me tothe Jaile? 

Gre. Staie officer, heſhall not go topriſon. 

Bap. Talke nor (ignior Gremio: I faic he ſhall goeto 

riſon, 
+ Gre, Take heede ſignior Baptiſta, leaſt you be coni- 
| catchrin this buſineſſe ; 1 dare ſweare this is the right 
Vincentio. 

Ped, Sweare if thou dar'ſt. 

Gre. Naie, I dare not ſweare it. 

Tras, Then thou wert beſt ſaie that I am not Ls- 
centio. 

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be fignior Lucentio, 

Bap. Awaie with the dotard, to the Jaile with him, 

Enter Biondelle, Lucentio and Biaxcy. 
| Pin, Thus ſtrangers may be haildand abuid : oh mon- 
rous villaine, 

Fion, Oh we are ſpoil'd,and yonder he is,denic him, 
forſweare him, or elſe we are all vyndone. 

E xit Biondelo,T ravio and Pedant as faſt as may be. 

Inc. Pardon {weete father. Kneele. 

Vin. Lives my (weere ſonne ? 

Bies. Pardon deere father. 

' Bay, Howhaſtthouoffended, where is Lacentio? 
Luc: Here's Lucestwo,right ſonne tothe right Viu- 
centio, 


yes | 


—_— 


| 


Ee 


That haue by marriage madethy daughter mine, 
While counterfeit ſuppoſes bleer'dthine eine, 
Cre. Here's packing with a witneſſe to decciue ys all, 
Fin, Where is that damned villaine Tranio, 
That fac'd and braued me in this matter ſo? 
Byp, Why,tell me is not this my Cambio ? 
Bian. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio. 
Luc. Loue wrought theſe miracles. Biancas lone 
Made me exchange my ſtate with Trans, 
While he did beare my countenance inthe rowne, 
And happilie 1 haue arrived at the laſt 
Vnto the wiſhed haven of my bliſle : 
What Tramo did, my (elfe entorſt him to; 
Then pardon him tvcere Father for my ſake, 
| Vin, Ileſli the villainesnoſe that would haue ſent 
me ro the laile, 
Hap. But doe you heare fir, haue you married wy 
daughter without asking my good will ? 
Vin, Feare not Baptiſts,we will content you, goeto: 
but 1 will in to be reveng'd for this villanie. Exit, 
Bap. AndI to found the depth of this knaverie. Exit. 
Luc. Looke not pale Biaxca,thy father will not frown. 
| Exennt. 
Gre, My cake is doug.hbut Ile in among the reſt, 
Our of hope of all, but my ſhare of the feaRt, 
Kate, Husband let's fellow,to ſee the end of this adoe. 
Petr. Firtt kifſe me Kate,and we will. 
Kate. What inthe midſt of the ftreete ? 
Petr. Whar art thou aſham'd of me ? 
Kate, Mo (ir,God forbid,bur aſham'd to kiſſe. 
Petr, Why then let's home againe:; Come Sirra let's 
awaie, 
Kate. Nay, I will giue thee a kifſe, now praie thee 
Louecſtaie, 
Petr. 1s not this well? come my ſweete Kate. 
Better once then ueuer, for never to late. Exennt, 


_— 


Atlus Quintur, 


— 


Enter Baptiſt a,Vincentio Gremio,the Pedant, Lucentio, and 
Kiaxca. Tranie, Brondells Grumio, and Widdow : 
The Serningmen with Tranio bringing 
- mA Banquet. 

Luc. Atlaſt, though long, our iarring notes agree, 
And time itis when raging warre is come, | 
To ſmile at ſcapes and perils ouerblowne ; 

My faire Bianca bid my father welcome, 

While I with ſelfeſame kindneſſe welcome thine: 
Brother Perruchio,fhfter Katerma, 

And thou Hortentio with thy louing Widdow: 

Feaſt with the beſt, and welcome to my houſe, 
My Panket is tocloſe our ſtomakes yp 

After our great goodcheere : praie you fit downe, 
Fg! now we fit tochat as well as cate, 

Petr. Nothing bur fit and fit,and eate and cate. 

Bap, Padua affords this kindneſſe, ſonne Petruchie. 

Petr. Padua nffords nothing but what is kinde. 

Hor, For both our ſakes I would that word wete true. 

Pet. Now for my life Hortentio feares his Widow, . 

Wid, Thennever tiuſt me if I be affeard. 

Petr, You are veric ſencible, and yet you mifle my 

ſence : 


I meane Hortentio is afeard of you, 
oh B98 


_— —_— 
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Petr. Roundlie replied. 

Kat, Miſftris,how meane you that? 

id. Thus I conceiue by bim, 

Petr, Conceiues by me, how likes Hor tentio that? 
Hor. My Widdow faies,thus ſhe concerues her tale. 


Widdow, 
Kat He that is giddiethinkes the world turnes round, 
I praic you tell me what you meant by that, 
wid, Your housband being troubled with a ſhrew, 
Meaſures my husbands forrow by his woe : 
And now you know my meaning. 

Kate. A veric meane meaning. 

Wid. Right, I meane you. 

Kat. And [ am meane indeede, reſpeRing you, 
Petr, To her Kate. 

Her. Tolir Widdew. 

Petr, A hundred marks,my Kate does put her down. 

Hor. That's my office | 

Petr. Spoke like an Officer : ha to the lad. 

Drinkes to Hortentio, 
Bap. How likes Cremio theſe quicke witted folkes? 

Gre. Beleeue me fir,they Bur together well. 

Bien, Head,and but an baftie witted bodie, 

Would ſay your Head and Burt were head and horne. 

Vin. 1 Miftris Bride, hath that awakcned you? 

Bian. 1,bur not frighted me, therefore lle {leepe a- 

aine. 

Perr. Nay that you ſhall not fince you have begun: 
Haue at you for a better ieſt or too, 

Bian. Am 1 your Bird,I meaneto ſhift my buſh, 
And then purſue me as you draw your Bow, 
You are welcome all. Exit Bianca. 

Petr. She hath prevented me, here ſignior Trawie, 
This bird you aim'd at,though you hit her nor, 
Therefore a health to all that ſhot and miſt, 

Tri. Oh fir, Lucentio ſlipt me like his Gray-hound, 
Which runs himſelfe,and catches for his Maſter. 

Petr, A good ſwift fimile,bur ſomething curriſh. 

Tre. *'Tis well fir that you hunted for your ſelfe : 
'Tis thought your Deere does hold you at a baic, 

. Oh,oh Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. 

Inc, Ithanke thee for that gird good Tran, 

Hor, Confeſſe,confeſſe, hath henot hit you here? 

Petr. A has alittle gald me I confeſle : 
And as the Teſt did glaunce awaic from me, 
'Tistento one it maim'd you too out right. 

Bap. Now in good ſadnefſe ſonne Perrnchro, 
I thinke thou haft the verieſt ſhrew of all. 

Petr, Well, I fay no : and therefore fir aflurance, 

Let's each one ſead ynto his wife, 

And he whoſe wife Is moſt obedient, 

To come at firſt when he doth ſend for her, 
Shall win the wager which we will propoſe. 

Hort, Content, what's the wager? 

Luc. Twentic crownes. 

Petr. T wentie crownes, 

He venture ſo much of my Hawke or Hound, 
But ewentietimes ſo much ypon my Wite, 

Luc. A hundred then, 

Hor. Content. 

Petr. A match, 'tis dove, 

Hor, Who ſhall begin? 

Luc. That willl. 

Goe Biondelle,bid your Miſtriz come to me, 


Wid. He thar1s giddic thinks the world turns round. | 


| 
| 


Bio, Jgoe.: ' ” Exit, 
Bap. Sonne, Ile be yourhalfe,Biaxce comes. 
Lac. llc haveno halucs: He beareit all my ſelfe, 
Enter Biondello, 
How now, what newes? 


| Bie. Sir,my Miftris ſends you word 
Petr. Verie well mended; kiſſe him for that good | That ſhe is buſie, and ſhe cannor come. 


i 
| 


| come to me forthwith. 


' 


Petr, How? ſhe's bufie, and ſhe cannot come: is that 
an anſwere ? 
' Gre, I, and akinde onetoo: 
| Praie God fir your wife ſend you not a worſe, 


' Per, I hope berrer, 


/ 


Hor. Sirra Biondello, goe and intreme my wife to 
, Exit.Bion, 
Pet, Oh ho,increate her, nay then ſhee muſt necdes 
come. 
Hor. I am affraid gr,doe what you can 
Enter Biondello. 
Yours will not be entreated : Now, where's my wife ? 
Biom, She ſajes you have ſome goodly leſt in hand, 
She will not come: ſhe bids you comets her, 
Petr. Worſe and worſe, ſhe will not come : 
Oh vilde,intollcrable,not tobe indur'd : 
Sirra Grumio,goe toyour Miſtris, 
S2y] command her come tome. 
— Hor, Tkaow her anſwere, 
| - -- Ptr,, What? 
Her. She will not. 
Petr, The fouler fortune mine,and there an end, 


Enter Katerina, 

Zap. Now by my hollidam here comes Katerina. 

Kari. What is your will fir,that you ſend for me? 

Petr.' Where is your fiſter,and Hortenſios wife ? 

Kate, They fit conferring by the Patler fire. 

Petr. Goe fetch them hither, if they denie trocome, 
Swinge me them ſoundly forth vnto their husbands ; 
Away I fay,and bring them hither ſtraight, 

Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talke of a wonder, 

Hor. Ando itis : I wonder what it boads. 


An awtull rule,and tight {upremicie : 
And to be ſhort, whatnor,that's ſweere and happie, 
Zap. Now faire befall thee good Perrachio ; 
The wager thou haſt won,and [ will adde 
Vn: their loſſes twentie thouſand crownes, 
Another dowrie to another daughter, 
Fer ſhe is chang'd as ſhe had never bin, 
Petr. Nay,I will win my wager better yer, 
And ſhow more ligne ofher obedience, 
Her new built vertue and obedience. 
Enter Kate, Bianca, and W iddow. 
See where ſhe comes,and brings your froward Wines 
As priſoners to her womaulic perſwaſion : 


| Katerine, that Cap of yours becomes you nor, 


Off with that bable,throw it vnderfoote, 
| - "-Wid. Lordlet me never have a cauſe to ſigh, 
Till I be brought to ſuch a fillie paſſe. 
Zian, Fie what 8 fooliſh dutie call you this? 
Le. 1 would your dutic were as fooliſh too : 
The wiſdome of your dutic faire Biencs, 


| Hath coft me five hundred crownes fince ſupper time, 


Bian, The more foole you for laying on my ducie. 
Por. Katherine 1 charge theetell theſe head-firon 
_—_y what dutiethey doe owe their Lords avd hul. 


wid, Come, 


—— I 


mm 


Petr, Marrie peace it boads, and loue,and quier life, | 


| 


Dem rr — 


Wid. Come, come, your mocking : we will haueno 


celling. =, i: 
Pet, Come on 1 ſay, and firftbegin with her, 
Wid, She ſhall nor. | 
Pet. 1 fay ſheſhal), andfirſtbegin with her, 


Kate, Fre; fie, vnknit char threraning yokinde brow, | 


And dart not ſcornetull glances from thole cies, 
To wound thy Lord, thy King, thy Gouernorf, 
It blots thy beautie, as froſts doe bite the M 


Confounds thy fame, as whirlewinds ſhake faire budds, 


And inno ſence is meete or amiable , 

A woman mou'd, is like a founthingtroybled, | 
Muddie, ill ſeeming, thigkeſhereft of þcaurie, 
And while it is ſo, none ſo dry or thirſtie 

Will daigneto ſip, or touch one drep of it, 


{ Thy husbandis rhy Lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy ſoueraigne : One that cares for thee, 


Aud for thy maintenance, Gommirs his body 
To painfull labour, both by ſca and land: 

To watch the night in Rormes, the day in cold, 
Whil'ft thou ly'ſt warme at home, ſecure and fafe, 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 

But loue, faire lookes, and true obedience; 
Toolictle payment for ſo greata debt. 

Such dutie as the ſubie& owes the Prince, 

Euen ſuch a woman oweth to her husband : 

And when ſhe is froward, pecuiſh, ſullen, ſowre, 
And notbbedient to his honeſt will, 

What is ſhe but a foule contending Rebel], 
And gracelefſe Traitor to her louing Lord? 

I amaſham'd that women are ſo fimple, 


1 


| 
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To offer warre, where they ſhould kneele for peace : 


{ Or ſceke forrule, ſypremacie, and (way, 
1 Whenthey areboundto ſerve, loue, and 


Why are our bodies ſoft, and weake, and fmoorh, 


Vnaptto toyle and trouble in the world, 


ad 


Bur that our ſofc conditions, and our harrs, 

Sheuld well agree with our externall parts ? ' 
Come, come, you froward and ynable wormes, 

My minde hath bin as bigge as one of yours, 


"My heart as great, my reaſon haplie more, 


To bandie word for word, and trowne for frowne ; 


1 But now [I ſee our Launces are but firawes : 


Our ſtrength as wezke, our weakeneſle paft compare, 
That ſeeming to be moſt, which we indeed leaſt are. 
Then vale your Romackes, for it is no boore, 

And place your hands below your husbands foote : 


In token of which dutie, if hepleaſe, 
| My hands readie, may it do himeaſe. 


Per. Why there's a wench: Come on, and kiſſe mee 


Kate. 


Luc. Well go thy waies olde Lad for thou ſhalt ha't, 


Lin. Tiza good hearing, when children are toward. | 


£yc. But a harſh hearivg, when women are froward, 


Pet, Come Kate, weeeleto bed, 


We three are married, but yourwoare ſped, / © 
'Twas I wonne the wager, though you hitthe white, 
And being a winner, God give you good night, 


Horten, Now goethy wayes, thou haſt tam'd a curſt | 


Shrow. 


Exit Petymeh io 


| Lac.Tis a wonder, by your leaue, ſhe wil be tam'd ſo. 


| — 
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d F muſt of necefſitic hold his vertue to you, whoſe worthi- Mo. Ifche living be encmie tothe greefe, the exceſle 
[ | (it | neſſe would ſtirre it vp where it wanted rather then lack | makes it ſoone mortall. 
PRRALK) fir where thece 15 (uch abundance. Rof. MaddamlI defire your holie wiſhes. | 
? | Mo. What hope 15 there of his Maieſties amendment? Laf, How vnderſtand we that ? 
h s | s Laf. He hath abandon'd his Phifitions Madam, vn- Ao. Be thou bleſt Bertrame, and ſucceed thy father, | 


and finds no other aduantage in the proceſſe , but onely | Contend for Empire in thee, and thy goodneſſe 


der whoſe pra&tiſes he hath perſecuted time with hope, | In manners as in ſhape : thy blood and vertue 
Share with thy birth-right. Loucall, cruſt afey, 


the looling of hope by time. 


_ - e _—_ 
- mores we 
—y — os 
md En, I nd 
- 


3 7" Me. This yong Gentlewoman had a father, O that 


Doe wrong tonone: be able for thine enemie 

ry had, how ſad a paſſage tis, whoſe skill was almoſt as Rather in power then vſe : and keepe thy triend 

WIE great as his honeſtie, had it (tretch\'d ſo far, would haue | Vnder thy owne lifes key. Be check for ſilence, 

TRL made nature immortall,and death ſhould have play for | But never tax'd for ſpeech, What heauen more wil, 
(Sk lacke of worke, Would for the Kings ſake hee were 1i- | That thee may furniſh, and my prayers plucke downe, 

1 | ; : uing, I thinke it would bethe death of the Kings diſcaſc. } Fall on thy head, Farwell my Lord, 

| q Laf. How call'd you the man you ſpeake of Madam? f 'Tis an vnſeaſon'd Courtier, good my Lord 
; 1 Me. He was famous fir in his profeſſion, and ic was | Aduiſe him. | 
* þ his great right to be ſo : Gerard de Narbon, Laf. He cannot want the beſt 


Laf. He was excellent indeed Madam, the King very | That ſhall attend his love. 


1016.66 latclic {poke of him admiringly, and mourningly : hee } Ao. Heauen blefle him : Farwell Bertram. 
buf as skilfull enough to baue liu'd ſtiljif knowledge could Re. The beſt wiſhes that can be farg'd in your thoghts 
E1(51.00 be ſet vp againſt morrallitie, be ſeruants to you : be comfortable to my mother, your 
Wi :4 48 Roſ. What is it (my good Lord)the King languiſhes | Miftris, and make much of her, 
18 FN of | Laf. Farewellprettie Lady, you muſt hold the cre- 
Ek | Laf. AFiftula my Lord. } dit of your father, 
[it 79 "ER : Ref” 1 heard not of it before. | | Hell, O were that all, I thinke not on my father, 
x 4; jb Laf. I would it werenot notorious. Was this Gen» And theſe great teares grace his remembrance more 


UCLY lewoman the Daughter of Gerard de Narbos ? Then thoſe I ſhed for him. W hat was he like? 
74 I Ate. His ſole childe my Lord,and bequeathed to my | I have forgott him, My imagination l 
"F+ ouer looking. I hauethoſe hopes of her good, that her | Carries no fauour in't but Bertram, 


:ducation promiles her diſpoſitions ſhee inherits, which 1 I am yndone, there is noliving, none, 


f 4 i makes faire gifcs fairer: for where an vncleane mind car< | If Bertram be away. 'Twere all one, 

W175 16S cies yertuous qualities, there commendations go with | ThatT ſhould loue a bright particuler ſtare, 

| | AF {oicty, theyarc vertues and traitorstoo: inher they are } And think co wed it, he is ſo aboue me 

#: jk | the becrec for their ſimpleneſle; ſhe derives her honeftie, | In his bright radience and colateralllight, 

jt i |» | 1 Sr I | ; Muſt 
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MuſtI be.comforrted, not in his {ſphere ; 
Th'ambitioninmy loue thus plaguesit ſplfe: 

The hind thar would be maced by the Lion 

Mut die for loue. 'Twas prettie, though a plague 
To ſee himeueric houre bs fitand draw _ 
His arched browes, his hawkingeie, hiscurles 

In onr hearts table: hearttoo capeable 

Of euecrie line and tricke of his {weer fauour, 

But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancie 
MuR ſanRifie his Rehques. Who comes heere? 


Enter Parrolles. 


One that goes with him: 11love him for his ſake, 

And yet | know him@«mororious Liar, 

Thinke him a great way foole, ſolie a.coward, 

Yer theſe fix cuils fir ſo ficia him, 

That they take place, when Vertues ſteely Dones 
Lookes bleakei'th cold wind : withall,full ofte we lee 
{ Cold wiſedome waightiog on ſuperfluous follic, 

Par. Save you fare Queene. 

Hel. And you Monarch, 

Par. No. 

Hel. Andno, 

Par. Are you meditating on virginitie 2 

Hel. 1: you have ſore ſtaine of ſouldier in you : Let 
mee aske you a queſtion. Man is enemie to virginitie, 
how may we barracado it againſt him ? 

Par. Keepc him our, 

Hel. But be afſailes, and our virginitie though vali- 
ant, in the defence yer is weak : ynfoldtoys ſome war- 
like refiltance, 

Par. There is none : Man ſetting downe before you, 
will vndermine you, and blow you vp, 

Hel. Bleſſe our poore Virginity trom vnderminers 
and blowers vp. Is there no Milicary policy how Vir- 
gins might blow vp men ? | 

Par. Virginity beeing blowne downe, Man will 


Nature, to preſerne virginity. Lofſe of Virginitie, is 
rationall encreaſe, and there was neuer Virgin gee, till 
virginitie was firſt loſt. That you were made of,is met- 
tall romake Virgins. Virginit:e, by beeing once loft, 
may be ten times found : by being cuer kept, 1tis cuer 
loſt; 'tis too cold a companion: Away with't, 

Hel. 1 will Rand fort 2 little, though theretore [ die 
a Virgin. 

Par. There's little can bee ſaide ire, 'ris againſt the 
rule of Nature. To ſpeake onthe part of virginitie, is 
to accuſe your Mothers ; which is moft infallible dito- 
bedience, He that hangs himſelfe is a Virgin : Virgini- 
tie murthers it ſelfe, and ſhould be buried in highwayes 
out of all ſan{tified limit, as a deſperate Offendreſle a- 

ainſt Nature. Virginitie breedes mites, much like a 
ſe, conſumes it ſelfe to the very payring, and io 
dies with feeding his owne ſtomacke. Beſides, Virgini - 
tie is peeuiſh, proud, ydle, made of ſelfe-Joue, which 
is the moſt ;nbibited finne inthe Cannon, Keepe itnor, 
you cannot chooſe but looſe by't, Out with't: within 
ren yeare it will make it ſelfe two, which is a goodly in- 
| creaſe, and the principal! it ſelfe nor much the worſe , 
Away with't, 

Hel. How might one do fir, to looſe it to her owne 

liking ? 


| The longer kept, the lefſe worth : Off with't white *c;s 


— 


| Retrurnes vs thankes. 


quicklier be blowne vp : marry in blowing him downe | 
againe, With the breach your ſelues made, you lote your | 
Citty. It 1snort politicke, in the Common-wealth of | 


_—A 


— 


— 


Par. Let meeſee . Marty ill, to likehimthatne';s 
ic likes. 'Tisa commodity wil loſe the glofſe with lyinge 


vendible. Antwer the time of requeſt, Virginitie like 
an olde Courtier, weares her cap our of faſhion richly 
ſured, bur vnſureable, iuſt like the brooch & the tooth. 
pick, which were not now : your Date is better in your 
Pye and your Porredge, then in your cheeke: and your 
virginity, your old virginity, is hke one of -our French 
wither'd peares, it lookes ill, it eates drily, marry 'tis a 
wither';] peare : it was formerly berter, marry yer 'tis 4 
wither'd peare: Will you any thing withit | 
Hel. Notmy virginity yet - 
There ſhall your Maſter haue a thouſand louss | 
A Mother, and a Miftreſle, and a friend : 
A Phenix, Captaine, and an enemy, . 
A guide, aGoddefle, and a Soueraigne, 
A Counſellor.a Traitorefle, and a Deare : 
His humble ambition, proud humility : 
His :arring, concord yand his diſcord, dulce: 
His faith, his ſweet diſaſter : with a world 
Of pretty fond adoptious chriſtendomes 
Thar blinking Cupid goſſps. Now ſhall he: 
I know not what he ſhall, God lend him well, 
The Courts a learning place, and he is one 

Par. \Whar one i1faith ? 

Hel. That T wiſh well, ris pirty. 

Par. Whar's pitty? 

Hel. That wiſhing well had not a body ir't, 
Which might be felt, that we the poorer botne, 
Whoſe baler ſtarres do ſhut vs vpin wiſhes, 
Might vvitheffeQs of them follow our friends, 
And ſhew what vye alone mult thinke, which ncuer 


Enter Page, 


Pas, Monheur Parrolles, 
My Lord cais for you, 

Por, Little Hellen farewell, if I cat remembes thee, 
will chinke of thee at Courr. 


Hel. Montieur Parolles, you were bore vndgs a 


charitable ſtacre, 


Par. Vrnder Mars |. 

Hel. I eſpecially thinke, vnder Mars, 

Par Why voder Mars 2 

Het. The warres hath ſo kept you vnder, that you 
muſt needes be borne vnder Mars. 

Par, When he was predominant, 

Hel. When he was retrograde I thinke rather. 

Par, Why thinke you ſo? 

Hel. You golomuch backward when you fight, 

Par. Thar's tor aduanrage, 

Hel. So is running away, 

Vhen feare propoles the ſafetie : 

But the compoſition that your valour and feare makes 
inyou, isa vertue of agood wing , andl1likethe 
weare wel], 

#arell 1 amo full of buſineſſes, I cannot anſwere 
thee acutely : I will returne pertect Courtier, in the 
which my inſtruction ſhall ſerue to naturalize rhee, ſo 
thou wilt be capeabhe of a Courtiers councell, and vn- 
derftand what aduice ſhall thruft yppon thee, elſe chou 
dieſt in thine ynthanktulnes,and thine ignorance makes 
thee away, tarewel]: When thou haft leyſure , ſay thy 
Praiers : when thou haſt none, remember thy Friends : 
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_—_— — 


All's Well thatends Well. 


_——  ——— 


| Get thee a good nusband , and vic humas he vies thee: | 


So farewell. 
Hel. Our remedies oft in our ſclues do lye, 


Which we aſcribe to heauen : the fated skye 

Giues vs free ſcope, onely doth backward pull 

Our (low defignes, when we our felues are dull, 

What power 15 it, which mounts my loue to hye, 

| That makes me ſee, and cannot feede mine eye ? 

| The mightieft ſpace in fortune, Nature brings 

| Ts ioyne like, likes ; and kiſle like nat:ue things, 

Impoſſible be ſirange artempes ro thoſe 

That weigh their paines in ſence, and do ſuppoſe 

W hat hath beene, cannot be, Who ever ſtreuc 

To ſhew her merit, that did mifle her love 7 

(The King) dileaſe) my project may deceiue me, 

Pur my intents are tixt, and will nor leaue me. Exit 
Flouriſh Cornets, 

Enter the King of France with Letters, and 


| diners Attendants. 


| Kmo. The Florentines and Senos arc by th'eares, 
Have Br geht with equall fortune, and continue 
A brauing warre. 

1-Lo.G. Sotis repojted fir, 

King, Nay tis moſt credible, we heere receive it, 
A certaintie youch'd from our Colin Auſtria, 
With caution, that the F/orentine will moue vs 
For ſpecdic ayde: wherein our deeretfriend 
Preiudicates the buſineſſe, and would leeme 
To haue vs make deniall, " 

1.Lo.G. His loue and wiſedome 
Approu'd ſo ts your Maielty, may pleade 
For ampleſt credence. 

King, He hath a-m d our an{wer, 
And Florence 15 deni'de betore he comes : 
Yet for our Gentlemen that meaneto tee 
| The Twſcan lervice, freely hauc they leaue 
. To (tand on cither part, : 

2.Lo.E. It wcll may icrue i. 
A nurſſerie to our Gentrie, whoate hicke 
For breathing, a1d exploit. 

King. What's he comes heerc, 


Enter Bertram, Lafew,and Paroles. 
1.Lor.G. Ir is the Count Rofgroll my good Lord, 
Yong Hertr aw. ; 
King. Youth, thou bear t thy Fathers face, 
Franke Nature rather curiovs then in haſt 
Hath well compos'd thee : Thy Fathers morall parts 
Maiſt tho inherit too : Welcome to Pars, 
Ber, My thankes and dutie re your Matefties, 
Kin, 1 would I had that corporall foundnefle now, 
As when thy father,1nd my ſelte, in friendſhip 
Firſt cride our fouldierſhip : he did looke farre 
Into the ſervice of the time, and was 
Diſcipled of the brauctt. He lafted long, 
Bur on vs both did haggiſh Age ſteale on, 
And wore vs out of a&t : It muchrepaires me ; 
To talke of your good tather ; in his youth 
He had the wit, which 1 can well obſerue 
To day in our yong Lords : but they may ieſt 
Till chcir owne ſcorne returne to them vnnoted 
Ere they can hide their leuitic im honour : 
So like a Courtier, contempt nor bicrerneſle 


tellow. 


C 


His cquall had awak'd them,and his honour 


\ With ſeuerall applications : Nature and fickneſle 
| Debate jr ac theic leiſure. Welcome Count, 
| My ſonne's no deerer. | 


Were in his pride, or ſharpneſle ; if they were,” | 


!ocke to it ſelfe, knew the true minure when 
Exception bid him ſpeake : and atthis time - 
His tongue obey d his hand. Who were below him, 
He vs'd as creatures of another place, 4 
Aud bow'd his eminent top totheir low rankes, &« 
Making them proud of his humilitie, ys 
In their poore praiſe he humbled : Such a man 
Might be a copie to theſe yonger times ; | 
\W hich followed well, would demonſtrate themnow 
But goers backward. 
Ber, His good remembrance fir 
Lies richer in your thoughts, then on his combe : 
So in approote liues not his Epitaph, 
As in yourroyall ipeech. | 
King. Would I were with him he would alwaies ſay, 
(Me thinkesT heare him now) his plaufiue words 
He ſcatter'd not in eares, but grafted ther 
To grow there and to beare : Let me not live, 
This his good melancholly ofc began 
On the Cataftrophe and heele of paſtime 
When it was out : Let menot liue(quoth hee) 
Aiter my flame lackes oyle, to be the ſnuffe 
Ot yonger ſpirits, whoſe apprehenſive ſenſes 
All but new things diſdaine ; whoſe iudgements are 
Mecre fathers of their garments ; whole couſtancies 
Expire before their faſhions : this he wiſh'd. 
I atter him, do after him wiſh too ; 
Since I nor wax nor honie can bring home, 
I quickly were diflolued from my Five 
To giue ſome Labourers roome, 
L.2.E. Your loued Sir, 
They that leaſt lend it you, ſhall lacke you firſt. 
Kin. I fill a place I know't : how long iſt Count 
Since the Phyſician at your fathers died ? 
He was much fam'd. 
Ber, Some fx moneths ſince my Lord. 
Kin, It he were living, I would try him yet, 
Lend me an arme: the reſt haue worne me our 


Ber. Thavke your Maieſty, Exit 


F lowriſh. 
Enter Connteſſe, Steward and Clowne. 


Conn. I will now heare, what ſay you of this gentle- 
woman, 

Ste. Maddom the careT haue had to euen your con- 
tent, I wiſh might be found in the Kalender of my paſt 
endeuours, for then we wound our Modeftic, and make 
foule the clearnefle of our deſeruings, whenof our ſelues 
wepubliſhthem. 


(#1. What doe's this knaue heere? Get you gone | 


firra: the complaints I haue heard of you I do not all be- 
leeue, 'tis my flowneſle that I doe not : For I know you 
lacke nor folly co commit chem, & haue abilitie enough 
to make ſuch knaveries yours, 

Clo. 'Tis not ynknownto you Madam, I am a poore 


Comm. Well fir. 


Clo, No maddam, 


Tis not fo well that I am poore, though manie 
"EVE of 
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{ ofthe rich are damn'd, bur if 1 may have your Ladiſhips 
good will to goe to the world, 1:beffthe woman and w 
will doe as we may. 

Coun, Wilt thou needes be a begger ? 

Clo. I doe beg your good will in this c aſe. 

Cow, In what caſe? 

Clo. In I5bels cale and mine owne : ſervice is no heri- 
tage,and I thinke1 ſhall neuer hausche bleſſing of God, 
till I have iſſue a my bodic : for they ſay barnes are bleſ- 
ſings. 

Cow, Tell me thy reaſon why thou wiltmarrie? 

Clo, My poore bodice Madam requires it, ] am driven 
onby the fleſh, and hee muſt needes goe that the diuell 
drives. 

(ou. 1s this all your worſhips reaſon? 

. Clo. Faith Madam I have other holic reaſons, ſuch as 
they are. 

Con, May the world know them ? 

Clo, | have beene Madam a wicked creature, as you 
and all fleſh and blood are,and indeede 1 doe marrie that 
I may repent, | 

Cow, Thy marriage ſooner then thy wickedneſſe. 

Clo, lam our a friends Madam, and Ihope to haue 
friends for my wiues ſake. 

Cow. Such friends are thine enemies knaue, 
| Cle. Yate ſhallow Madamin great friends , for the 
knaues come to doe that for me which I am a wearie of : 
he that eres my Land, ſpares my teame, and gines mee 
leaueto Innethecrop: if I be his cuckold hee's my 
drudge ; he that comforts my wife, is the cheriſher of 
my fleſh and blood ; hee that cheriſhes my fleſh and 
blood,loues my fleſh and bloody he that loues my fleſh 
and blood is my friend:ergo,he that kiſſes my wife-is my 
friend :if men could be contented to be what they are, 
there were no feare in marriage, for yong Charbon the 
Puritan, and old Poyſam the Papiſt, how ſomere their 
hearts are ſeyer'd in Religion, their heads are both one, 

they m_—_ horns together like any Deare i'th Herd, 
* Con, Wilt thou cuer be afoule mouth'd and calum- 
nious knaue? 

Clo. A Prophet I Madam, and I ſpeake the truth the 
next waie, for | the Ballad will repeate, which men full 
erue ſhall finde, your marriage comes by deſtinie, your 
| Cuckow ſings by kinde, 

Cow, Get you gone fir, Ile talke with you more anon. 
Stew, May it pleaſe you Madam, that hee bid Heilen 
| come to you, of her I am to ſpeake. 

Con. Sirra cell my gentlewoman I would ſpeake with 
her, Hellen I meane. 

Cle. Was this faire face the cauſe, quoth ſhe, 

' Why the Grecians ſacked Troy, 
| Fond done,done, fond was this King Priams ioy, 
With that ſhe ſighed as ſhe ſtood, bu 

And gaue this ſentence then, among nine bad if one be 
| good, among nine bad if one be good, there's yer one 
goodinten, 

© Cow, What,one goodin tenne? you corrupt the ſong 
Clo, One good woman in ten Madam, which is a pu- 
rifying ath* ſong ; would God wavld.ſerne the world fo 
alt the yeere, weed finde no fayl;, with the tithe woryan 
if I were the: Parſon, opc-inten quertha? and wee might. 
| haue a good wornan borne but ore euerie blazing ſtarre, 


man may draw his heart out ere aplucke ane; 


Con, Youle begone fir knavegand doc as I command 
you? 


or at an earthquake, 'twould mend the Lotteriawell, a | 


AllsWellthat ends Well 


"i: } HOWE 
Clos. That man ſhould be at womans command, and 
yet no hurt done, though honeſtie be no Puritan, yer 
it will doe no hurt, it will weare the Surplis of huwilictie 
ouer the blacke-Gowne of a bigge heart : I am go. 
ing forſooth, the bulineſſe is for Helen to come hither. 
Exit. 


— 


Cow. Well now. 

Stew, I koow Madam you loue your Gentlewoman 
intirely, 

Cow. Faith I doe: her Father bequeath'd her to mee, 
and ſhe her ſelfe without other aduantage, may lawful- 
lie make title to as much loue as ſhee findes, there is 
more owing her then is paid, and more thall be paid 
her then ſheele demand. 

Stew. Madam, I was verie late more neerc herthen 
| thinke ſhee wiſht mee', alone ſhee: was, and tid 
communicate to her fſelfe her owne words to her 
owne cares, ſheethought, I dare yowe for her, they 
toucht not anic ſtranger ſence, her matter was, ſhee 
loued your Sopne; Fortune ſhee ſaid was no god- 
defle, that had put ſuch difference berwixt their two 
cltates ; L oue no god, that would not extend his might 
onelie, where qualities were leuell, Queene of Vir- 
gins, that would ſuffer her poore Knight ſurpris'd 
without reſcue in the firſt afſault or ranſome after- 
ward: This ſhee deliver'd in the moſt bitter touch of 
ſorrow that ere I heard Virgin exclaimein, which 1held 
my datie ſpeedily to acquaint you withall, firhence in 
the loſſe thac may happen, it concernes you ſomething 
to know it, | 

Cos. You have diſcharg'd this honefllie, keepe it 
ro your ſelfe, manie likehhoods inform'd mee of this 
before, which hung (o toctring in the ballance, that 
I could neither beleene nor miſdoubt : praie you 
leaue mee, tall this in your boſome, and I thanke 
you for your honeſt care : I will ſpeake with you fur» 
ther anon, Exit Steward, 
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Enter Hellew, 


Old.Cow, Even ſo it vyas vvith me when I was yongz 
If euer vye are natures, theſe are ours,this thorne 
Doth co our Roſe of youth righlie belong 
Our blouy to vs, this to our blood is borne, 
Ic is the ſhow, and ſcale of natures truth, Pal 
Where loues ſtrong paſſhon is impreſt in youth, | 
By our remembrances of daies forgon, 
Such were our faults, or then we thought them none, 
Her eieis ficke on't, I obſerue her now. 
Hell. What is your pleaſure Madam ? 
Ol.Cou, You know Hellew] am a mother toyou. 
Hef. Mine honerable Miftris. 
Ol.Cou. Nay a mother, why not a mother? when 1 
ſed a mother | 


Me thought you ſaw a ſerpent, what's in mother, 
That you ſtart at it? I ſay I am your mother, 

And pur you inthe Catalogue of thoſe 

That were enwombed mine, 'tis often ſeene 
Adoption ftriues vvith nature,and choiſe breedes 
A native ſlip to vs from forraine ſeedes: 

You nere oppreſt me with a mothers groane, 

Yer I expreſſe to youa mothers care, 

(Gods mercie maiden) dos it curd thy blood 

To ſay 1 am thy mother? vyhar's the matcer, 
That this — mefſcoger of wet? 


3 ends 
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The manie colour'd Iris rounds thine eye? 
————— \Y hy,that you are my daughter? 
Hell. That I am not. 
O1d.Cou. I fay 1 am your Mother, 
Hell. Pardon Madam. 
The Count Reſshron cannot be my brother : 
] am from humble,he from honored name : 
Nonotevpon my Parents, his all noble, 
My Maſter,my deere Lord he 1s, and [ 
His ſeruant live, and will his yallall dic : 
He muſt not be my brother. 

Ol.{ou, Nor | your Mother. , 

Hell. You are my mother Madam, would you were 
So that my Lord your lonne were not my brother, 
[ndeede my mother, or were you both our mothers, 
I care no more for, then I doetor heaven, 

Sol were not his lifter, cant no other, 

But I your daughter, he muſt be my brother. 
O1d.Cow, Yes Hellew,you might be my daughterin law, 

God ſhield you meane it not, daughter and mother 

So ſtrive ypon your pviſe ; vvhar pale agen? 

My feare hath catcht your tondneſle! now 1 ſee 

The miſtric of your louelinefle,and tinde 

Your ſalt teares head, now to all ſence 'tis groſſe : 

You loue my ſonne,iauention 15 aſham'd 

Againſt the proclamation of thy paſhon 

To ſay thou dooſt nor : therefore tell me true, 

But tell me then 'tis ſo, tor looke, thy cheekes 

Confefle it 'ron to>th to th'other, and thine cies 

Secit ſo groſcly ſhowne in thy behaviours, 

That in their kinde they ſpeake it, oncly finne 

A nd helliſh obſtinacie tye thy tongue 

That truth ſhould be ſuſpeRed, ſpeake,iſt ſo? 

If it be fo,you haue wound a goodly clewe : 

Ifit be not, forſweare*r how cre I charge thee, 

As heauen ſhall worke in me for thine availe 

Torell me truelie, 

Hell, Good Madam pardon me, 

Cou. Do youloue my Sonne? 

Hell. Your parden nable Miſtris. 

Cow, Louc you my Sonne? 

Hell. Doe not you louc him Madam? 

Cow, Goenot about;my loue hath in'c a bond 
Whereof the world takes note : Come, come, diſcloſe : 
The ſtate of your affection,for your paſſions 
Haue to the tull appeach'd, 

Hell. Then 1 confeſſe 
Here on my knee, betore high heauen and you, 
Thar before you, and next ynto high heauen,] loue your 

Sonne : 
My friends were poore but honeſt, ſo's my loue : 
Re not offended,for it hurts not him 
That he is lou'e of me ; I follow him not 
By any token of pre{umptueus ſuite, 
Nor would I haue him,til! 1 doe deſerue him, 
Yer neuer know how chat deſert ſhovld be : 
I know I loug in vaine, firiue againſt hope : 
Yer in this captious,and intemible Sine. 
L ill poure in the waters of my loue 
And lacke not to Jooke {till ; thus Indian like 
Religious in mine error; | adore . 
The Sunne that lookes vpon his worſhipper, 
But knowes of him no more. My deereft Madam, 
Let not your hate incotnter with my loue, 
For louing where you doe bur it yeur ſelfe, 


Whoſe aged honor cites a vertuous youth, 


Ali's Well that ends Well. 


ttt 


Dideuer, in ſo true a flame of liking, 

Wiſh chaftly,and loue dearely,that your Diaw 

Was both her ſelfe and loue, O then give pittie 

To her whole ftate is ſuch,that cannot chooſe 

Burt lend and giue where ſhe is ſure to loole 

That ſeekes not to finde that, her ſearch implies, 

But riddle like, liues ſweetely where ſhe dies, 
Cow. Had younotlately an intent, ſpeake truely, 

To goeto Paru? | 

Hell Madam I had, 

Cou. Wherefore?tell true, 

Hell. 1 will cell eruth, by grace it ſelfe I ſweare: 

You know my Father left me ſome preſcriptions 
Ot rare and prou'd efteRts, ſuch as his reading 
And manifeſt experience, had colleRed 
For generall ſoueraigntic : and that he wil'd me 
In heedefull'ſt reſeruation to beſtow them, 
As notes, whoſe faculties incluſiue were, 
More then they were in note: Amongſt thereſt, 
There is a remedie,approu'd,ſet downe, 
To cure the deſperate latdguiſhings whereof 
The King 15 render'd loft, 
Cow. This was your motiue for Pars, was it, ſpeake? 
Hell. My Lord,your ſonne,made me to think ef this; 
Elſe Pars ,and the medicine,and the King, 
Had from the converſation of my thoughts, 
Happily beene abſent then, 
Cox. Bur thinke you Hellev, 
If you ſhould render your ſuppoſed aide, 
He would receive it? He and his Phifitions 
Are of a minde;, he,that they cannot helpe him : 
They,that they cannot helpe, how ſhall they credit 
A poore vnlearned Virgin, when the Schooles 
Embowel'dof their doctrine, hane left off 
The danger to it ſelfe. 

Hell, There's ſomething in't 
More then my Fathers skill, which was the great 
Of his profeſſion, that his good receipt, 

Shall tor my legacie be ſanified 

Byth' luckieft (tars in heauen, and would your honor 
But give me leauetotrie ſuccefle, I'de venture 

The well loſt life of mine, on his Graces cure, 

By tuch a day,an houre, 

Cow, Doo'ſt thou belecue't ? 

Hell. | Madam knowingly, 

Cow, Why Hellen choulhale haue my leaue and loue, 
Meanes and attendants, and my louing greetings 
Tochoieof mine in Court, lle ſtaie at home 
And praie Gods bleſſing into thy attempt : 

Begon to morrow, and be ſure of this, 
What I can helpe thee to,cbou ſhalt not mifſe, Exewwr. 


hs. lt. 


Altus Secundus. 


C——— 


Enter the King with diners youg Lords taking leaue for 
the Florentine warre :1 ( owunt, Reſſe, and 
Parrolles, Floriſh Corners, os 
King. Farewell yong Lords,theſe watlike principles 
Doe nor throw from you;amd you my Lords farewell; 
Share the aduice betwixt you, if both gaine, all 
The guift doth Rretch itſelfe as 'tis receiu'd, 
And 13 en oughtor both. 


Lord.G. 'Tis our bope fir, 


a_— 
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eAllsWell,that Ends Well, 


After well entred ſouldiers, to recarne 
And finde your grace in health, 

King. No,no, it cannot be; and yet my heart 
Will not confeſſe he owes the mallady 
That doth my life befiege : farwell yong Lords, 
Whether I liue or die, be you che ſonnes 
Of worthy French men : let higher Italy 
(Thoſe bated that inherit bur the fall 
Ofche laſt Monarchy) ſee that you come 
Not to wooe honour, but towed it, when 
The braueſt queſtant ſhrinkes : finde what you ſecke, 
That fame may cry you loud: I ſay farewell. 

L.G. Health at your bidding ſerve your Maieſty, 

King. Thoſe girles of Italy,take heed ofthem, 

They ſay our French, lacke language to deny 
If they demand : beware of being Capriues 
Before you {crue, 

Bo, Our hearts receiue your warnings. 

Kmg. Farewell, come hether to me. 

1.L0.G. Oh my ſweet Lord y you wil ſtay behind vs. 

Parr. 'Tis not his fault the ſpark. 

2.Lo;E. Oh'tis braue warres. 

Parr. Moſt admirable,1 haue ſeene thoſe warres. 

Roſſifl. 1 am commanded here,and kept a coyle with, - 
Too young,and the next yeere, and 'tis too early, 

Parr. And thy minde ftandtoo't boy , 

Seale away brauely. 

Reſſill. 1 ſhal tay here the for-horſe to a ſmocke, 
Creeking my ſhooes on the plaine Maſonry, 

Till honour be bought vp, and no ſword worne 
Bur one to dance with: by heauen,Ile fteale away. 
1.Lo.G. There's honour :n the theft. 

Parr. Commit it Count. 

2.Le.E.I am your acceſſary,and ſo farewell. 

Ref. 1 grow to you, & our parting is a torrur'd body, 

1.L0,G. Farew!! Caprtaine. 

2.Lo,E. Sweer Mounfier Paroles. 

Parr, Noble Herees ; my ſword and yours are kinne, 
good ſparkes and luſtrous, a word good metrals. You 
ſhall finde in the Regiment of the Spinij, one Capraine 
Spwrro his ficatrice, with an Embleme of warre heere on 
his finiſter cheeke ; it was tliis very ſword entrench'dit : 
fay to himT liue,and obſerue his reports for me, 

Le.G. We ſhall noble Caprtaine, 

Parr. Mars doate on you for his novices, what will 
ye doe? 

Roſ. Stay the King. 

Parr. Vie a more ſpacious ceremonie tothe Noble 
Lords, you haue reſtrain'd your ſelfe within the Liſt of 
too cold an adicu : be more expreſſive to themy for they 
weare themlelues in the cap of the time, there do muſter 
true gate; eat, ſpeake, and moue vnder the influence of 
the moſt receiu'd Rarre, and though the devuill leade the 
meaſure, ſuch are to be followed: after them, and take a 
more dilared farewell, 

Reſſ. And1I will doe To. 

Parr. Worthy fellowes, and like to prooue moſt h- 
newie ſwotd-men. Exewnt, 


th Enter Lafew. 

4 L.Laf, ' Pardon my Lord for mee andfor ny tidings. 
King. Ie ſee thee to ſtand vp. (pardon, 
L.Lef. Then heres a man ſtands that has brought his 

1 would you had kneel'd my Lord to azke me mercy, 
And that my mY you could ſo ſtand vp. 
King. I would I had, ſo I had broke thy pate 


— — 


—_ 

And askt thee mercy for't. th 
Laf. Goodfaith a-crofſe, but my good "i 

Will you be cur'd of your infirmities TY 
King, No. 

Laf. O will you catno grapes my royall foxe ? 
= bur = will, my noble grapes, and if 

y royall toxe could reach them: ] haue ici 

That'sable to breath life into a —_ No ge 

Quicken a rocke,and make you dance Canari » 

Wirth ſprightly fire and motion, whoſe {imple couch . 

Is powerfull to arayſe King Pippen, nay 

To giue great (harlemaine 2 penin's hand 

And write to her a loue-line, 

King. What her is this? 

Laf. Why doQtor ſhe : my Lord,there's one arriu'd 
If you will ſee her: now by my faith and honour . 
It ſeriouſly I may convay my thoughts , 

In this my l:ght de) werance, | haue ſpoke 

With one, that in her ſexe, her yeeres, profeſſion 

Wuiledome and conſtancy, hath amaz'd mee more 

Then I dare blame my weakenefle : will you ſee her ? 

For that is her demand,and know her bulinefſe? 

That done,laugh well at me, 

King. Now good Lafew, 

Bring in the admiration, that we with thee 

May i{pend our wonder too, or take off thine 

By wondring how thou tookRt it, 

Laf. Nay,Ile fit you, 

And not be all day neither, os 
King. Thus he his ſpeciall nothing cuer prologues. 
Laf. Nay, come your wajes, 

Enter Hellen. 

King. This haſte hath wings indeed, 

Laf. Nay, come your waies , 

This is his Maieſtie, ſay your minde to him, 

A Traitor you doe looke |:ke, bur ſuch traitors 

His Maicſty ſeldome feares, 1 am Creſſeds Vncle 

That dare leave two together, tar you well, ' Exit 
King. Now faire one, do's your buſines follow vs ? | 
Hel. Imy good Lord, 

Gerard de Narbon was my father, 

In what he did profeſſe, well found. 

King. 1knew him. 

Hel. The rather will I ſpare my praiſes towards him, 
Knowing him is enough: on's bed of death, 
Many receits he gaue me, chieflieone, 

Which as the Geareſt iſſue of his praQtice 

And of his olde experience, th'onlie darling , 

He bad me ſtore vp, as atriple eye, 

Safer thea mine owne two : more deareT haue ſo 

And hearing your high Maieſtic is rouche 

With that malignant cauſe, wherein the honour 

Of my deare fathers gift, ſtands cheeſe in power, 

I cometo tender it, and my appliance, 

With all bound humblenefſe. 

King. Wethanke you maiden, 

Bur may not be ſo credulous of cure, 

When our moſt learned DoCtors leaue vs, and 

The congregated Colledge haue concluded, 

Thar labouring Art can never ranſomenature 

From her inaydible eftate : I ſay we muſt nor 

So ſtaine our ivdgement, or corrupt our hope, 

Toproftitute our paſt-cure malladie 

Toempericks, or to diſſeuer {0 

Our great (elfe and our credit, ro efteeme 

A ſencelefle helpe,when helpe paſt ſence we deeme, 


Hel. My 
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ms 236 AlF's Well thatends Well. 
ly | | Hel. My dutie then ſhall pay me tor my Paines : | And well deſeru'd: not helping,death's my fee, 
1494 | I will no more enforce mine office on you , But if I helpe, what doe you promiſe me. | 
T4. Humbly intreating from your royall thoughts, Kin, Make thy demand. 
1, A modeſt one to beare me backe againe, Hel. But will you make it even? 
; 44 King. 1 cannot giuetheelefle to be cal'd gratefull: Kin, I by my Scepter,and my hopes of helpe. 
W116 Thou thoughtſt to helpe me, and ſuch thankes1 giue, Hel. Then ſhalt thou give me with thy kingly hand 
0141.1 As one ncere death to thoſe that wiſh him live: What husband in thy power I will command : | 
lt Bur what at full | know, thou knowſt no part, Exempted be from me the arrogance 
1. [ kngwing all my perill, thou no Art. To cheole from forth the royall bloud of France, 
\N1E * Kell, What I can doe, can doeno hurtto try, My low and humble name to propagate 
WHth | Since you ſet vp your reſt 'gainſt remedic ; \With any branch or image ofthy late; | 
WIR . He that of greatelt workes 1s finiſher, | Burt ſuch a one thy vaſſall, whom I know 
| ' Oft does them by the weakeſt miniſter : [s free for me to aske, thee to beſtow. 
1:41 So holy Writ, in babes hath judgement ſhowne, | Kim. Heere 1s my hand, the premiſes obſern'd, 
J&1'}, . | When Tudges have bin babey; great flouds haue lowne | Thy will by my performance ſhall be ſeru'd: 
4 | From ſimple ſources : and grear Seas haue dried 'So make the choice of thy owne time, for I 
(6 buf When Miracles have by the great'ſt becne denied, Thy refolv'd Patient, on thee till relye:; 
N11 Ofe expeRation failes, and moſt oft there More ſhould I queſtion thee, and more 1 muſt, 
1.1% Where moſt it promiles : 2nd oft it hits, Though more to know, could not be more to truft: 
| F Where hope is coldeſt, ang deſpaire molt ſhifts, From whence thou cam'ft,how tended on, but reſt 
2.08 Kmg. | muſt not heare thee, fare thee wel kind maide, | Vnqueſtion'd welcome, and yndoubred bleſt, 
tk Thy paines not vs d, mutt by thy telfe be paid, G1ue me ſeme helpe heere hos, ifthouproceed, 
þ! P10 Proffers not tooke,reape thanks for their reward, As high as word, my deed ſhall match thy deed. 
y ul 1 Hel. Inſpired Merit ſo by breath is bard, Floriſh. Exit. 
itt; No It is not ſo with him that all things knowes 
; ih As *tis with vs, that ſquare our gueſſe by ſhowes: | Enter Connteſſe and Clowne, 
153% But moſt it is preſumption in vs, when 
1087 The help of heauen we count the at of men, Lady, Come on fir, I ſhall now pur youto the height 
mW , Deare ſir, to my endeauors giue conlear, of your breeding, 
WW HD Ofheauen,not me, make an experiment, Clown, 1 wil ſhew my ſelfe highly fed, and lowly 
| 10008 Y I am not an Impoſtrue, that proclaime taught, I know my buſineſſe is but to the Court. 
111.88 My ſelfe againft the leuill of mine aime , Lady. To the Court, why what place make you ſpe- 
TW4 Bur know I thinke,and thinke I know mot ſure, ciall, when you put off that with ſuch contempt, bur ro 
as My Artis not paſt —_—_— you paſt cure. the Court? 
'.\\ _- King. Art thouſo confident? Within what ſpace Clo. Truly Madarn, if God haue lent a man any man- 
| | Hop'ſt chou my cure ? ners, hee may s tg” it off at Court : hee tHat cannot 
' Hel. The greateſt = lending grace, make a legge,pur oft 's cap, kifle his hand, and ſay no- 
h Ere twice the horſes of the ſunne ſhall bring thing, has neither legge, hands, lippe, nor cap ; and in- 
" . Their fiery torcher his diurnall ring, deed ſuch a fellow, to ſay — , were not forthe 
| F Ere twice in murke and occidentall dampe | Court, Bur for me, I have an anſwere will ſerue all men. 
1105 Y Moiſt Heſperia bath quench'd her ſleepy Lampe: | Lady. Marry that's a bountifull anſwere thar firs all 
F400 Or-foure and twenty times the Pylors glaſle queitions. 
19 1 Hath told the theeuiſh minutes, how they paſſe : (le. It is like a Barbers chaire that firs all buttockes , 
1R08t What is infirme, from your ſound parts ſhall flie, the pin butrocke, the quatch-butrocke, the brawn but- 
| $4 4 "Sq Health ſhall liue free, and hickenefle treely dye. | rocke, or any buttocke. - 
IK: King. Vpon thy certainty and confidence, Lady, Will your anſwere ſeruc fir to all queſtions? | 
HIV! WC hat dar'ſt thou venter ? | (!o, Asfit as ten groats is for the hand of an Attur- 
; HEL Hell. Taxe of impudence, n ney, as your French Crewne for your taffety punke , as 
} | A trumpets boldneſle, a divulged ſhame Tibs ruſh for Toms fore-finger,as a pancake for Shroue- 
FRE? Traduc'd by odious ballads : my maidens name tueſday, a Morris for May-day, as the naileto his hole, | 
(\,. _ Seard otherwiſe, ne worſe of worſt extended | | the Cuckold co his horne, as a ſcolding queane to a 
18 4 3 With vildeft torture, let my life be ended. wrangling knaue, as the Nuns lip to the Friers mouth, | 
| 1118 Kin. Methinks in thee ſome bleſſed ſpirit doth ſpeak | nay as the pudding to his skin, | 
BH + His powerfull ſound, within an organ weake 3 Lady. Haue you, I fay, an anſwere of fuch fitneſle for 
| j {AY | And what impoſſibility would ſlay all queſtions? 
it CLE In common ſence, ſence ſauces another way : Clo, From below your Duke, to beneath youx Con- 
| ( +3 + þ Thy life is deere, for all that life canrate ſtable, it will fit any queſtion, 

} j c. ; | Worth name of life, in thee hath eſtimate : Lady. Ic muſt be an anſwere of moſt monſtrous ſize, 
add i Youth, beauty,wiſedome, courage, all that muſt fit all demands. | | 
$1. That happines and prime, can happy call: Cle. But a triflleneicher in good faith, ifthe learned 
, ' HEL Thou this to hazard, needs ruſt intimate ſhould ſpeake truth of it : heere it is, and all that belangs 
$ x \Þ Skill infinite, or monſtrous deſperate, / te't, Aske mec if Tam a Courtiet, it ſhall doe youno 

| qi" it Sweet praRtiſer, thy Phyficke Iwill ery, harme to learne. : 

ky j { That miniſters thine owne death if I die, Lady, To be young againeif we could : Twill bee a 
LW » Hel. If brcake time, or flinch in property foole in queſtion , hoping te bee the wiſer by your an- 

191 | - | Of what Ipoke, vnpirtticd let me die , ſ\wer, ; 

| it | DAL ag Rk Dm iow TM uh... * 
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| Las: Iprayyouhir,are you a Courtier ? 
Clo. O Lord firtheres a ſimple putting off : more, 
more, a hundred of them, | 
La. Sirlam apoore freind of yours, that loves you. 
Clo, O Lord fir, thicke, thicke, ſpare not me, 
La. I thinke fir, you can earenone of this homely 
meate. 
C/o. O Lord fir ; nay put mie too't, I warrant you, 
Le. You werelately whipt fir as I thinke. 
Clo. O Lord fi, (pare not me. 
Ls. Doc you crie O Lord fir at your whipping, and 
ſparc ner me? Indeed your O Lord fir, is very ſequent 
to your whipping : you would anſwere yery wcl! to a 


| Whipping if you were but boune too, 


Clo. lnere had worfe lucke in my life in my O Lord 
fir : I ſeethings may ſetue long, bur not ſerue ever. 
La, I play the noble hoſwife with the time, to enter- 
taine it ſo mertily with a foole, 
; Clos, OLord fr, why there't ferucs well agen. 
; La. Andendfirto your bufineſſe: giue Hellenthis, 
And vrge her to a'preſent anſwer backe, 
Commend me to my kin{mer, and my ſonne, + 
This is not much . 
Clo, Not much commendation to them, 
Za. Not much imployement for you, you vnder- 
Nand me. | | 
(0 Moſt fruirfully, Jam there, before my legegs. 
La. Haft you agen. Excnunt 


Enter Connt , Lafew and Parolles. 


Ol.Laf. They ſay miracles are paſt, and we haue our 
Philoſophicall perſons, ro make moderne and familiar 
things ſupernacurall and cauſeleſſe, Hence is it, that we 
make rifles of terrours,enfconcing our ſelves into {ee- 
ming knowledge, when we ſhould ſubmir oar {clues to 
an ynknowne feare. 

Par. Why'tis the'rareft argument of wonder, that 
hath ſhort ovt in our latter times, 

Foſ. And lo 'tis, 

Ol. Laf. Tobe relinquiſht of the Artiſts. 

Par. Sol ſay both of Galen and Paracelſus, 

Ol.Laf. Of all the learned ang authenticke fellowes, 

Par. Right ſol ſay, 

Ol Laf. That gaue him out incureable, 

Par. Why there'tis,ſo ſay I too. 

O1.Lf. Nottobe help'd, 

Par. Right,as 'twere a man afſur'd of a 
| OL. Laf. Vncertainelife,and ſure death. 

Pay. Juſt, you ſay well : ſo would I hate ſaid. 

Ol.Laf. I may truly ſzy,it is a noveltie to the world, 

Par. It is indeede if you will haue it in ſhewing,you 
ſhall reade it in whar do ye call there. 

Ol.Laf. A ſhewiog of a hezvenly eff: & in an earth- 
ly Actor. 

Pat. That's it, I would have (aid, the verie fame. 

Ol.Laf. Why your Dolphin ia nor luftier ; fore mee 
I ſpeake in reſpect 

Par. Nay 'tis firange, 'cis very ſtraunge, that is the 
breefe and the tedious of it, and he's of a moſt facineri- 
ous ſpirit, that will not acknowledge it to be the——— 

Ol.Laf, Very hand of heaven. 

Par. 1,ſo1fay. 

Ol. Laf. Inamoſt weake ——— 

Par. And debile miniſter great power, grear tran- 
cendence, which ſhould indeede give vs a further vſe to 


All rIWell that ends Well. 


| 


P"" 
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be made, chen alone the recou'ry of the king, as to bee 
Old Laf, Generally thankfull, 


Enter King, Helen, andattendants. 

Par. I would haue faidit, youſay well: Rieere comes 
the King, | 

Ol.Laf. Luftique, as the Durchman faics : 1lelike a 
maide the Better whil't I have a cooth in my head: why 
he's able to leade her a Carranto, 

Par. Mor aw vmager,is notthis Helen? 

O!.Laf. Fore God | thinke fo, 

King, Goecall before mee all the Lordsin Court, 
Sit my preleruer by thy patients fide, 
And with this healrhfull hand whole baniſht ſence 
Thou haftrepeal d, a ſecond time receyue 
The confirmation of my promis'd guift, 
Which but atteadsthy naming, 


Enter 7 or 4 Lords. 
Faire Maide ſend torth thine eye,this youthfull parcell 
Of Noble Batchellors, ſtand atmy beſtowing, 
Ore whom both Soueraigne power, and fathers yoice 
| haue to vſe;thy franke cletion make, 
Thou hatt power to choole, and they none to forſake, 
Hel. To each of you, one faire and vertuous Miſtris; 
Fall when loue pleate , marry ro each bur one.” 
Old Laf, V'de giue bay curtall, and his furniture 
My mouth no more were broken then theſe boyes, 
And writ as little beard, 
King. Peruſe them well : 
Not one of thoſe, but had a Noble father. 
Sbe addreſſes her to a Lord. 
Hel. Gentlemen, heauen hath through me, zeſtor'd 
the king to health, I 
All. We vnderftand ir, and thanke heaven for you. 
Hel, lama (imple Maide, and therein wealthieſt 
Thar Iproteſt, I m_y am a Maide : 
Pleaſe ic your Maieſtie, I have done already : 
The bluſhes in my cheekes thus whiſper mee, 
Ve bluſhthat thou ſhouldſt chooſe, but be refuſed ; 
Ler the white death fir on thy cheeke for cuer, 
Wee'l nere come there againe. 
King. Make choile and ſee, 
Who thuns thy loue, ſhuns all his love in mee, 
Hel. Now Dian from thy Altar dol fly, 
And to imperiall loue, that God moſt high 
Do my fighes (treame : Sir,wil you heare my ſuite ? 
1.Lo And grant if. 
Hel. Thankes fir, all the reſt is mute. 
OL Laf. I had rather be in this choiſe, then throw 
Ameſ-ace for my life, 
* Hel. Thehonor fir that flames in your faire eyes, 
Before I ſpeake too threatningly replies : 
Louec 1nake your fortunes rwenric times aboue 
Her that ſo vviſhes, and her humble loue, 
2.Lo, Nobetter if you pleaſe, 
Hel, My wiſh receive, 
Which greatloue grant, and fo 1 take my leave. 
Ol.Laf. Do all they denic her? And they were ſons 
of mine, I'de haue them whip'd, or I would ſend them 
tro'th Turke to make Eunuches of. 
Hel. Benot afraid that I your hand ſhould take, 
Ile never doyou wrong for your owne ſake : 
Bleſſing vpon your vowes, and in your bed 
Finde fairer fortune, if you euer wed. 
Old Laf. Theſe boyes axe boyes of Ice, they'le on 
aug | 
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oh | "Or FTE as 
[i " haue heere : ſure they are daflards tothe Engliſh, the | Shall weigh thee tothe beame : That wiltnor know, 
\;. o.* Frenchnere got em. | It is in Vs to plant thive Honour, where 
1am La. You are too young, too happie, and too good | We pleaſe to haue it grow, Cheekethy contempt: _ 
4. To make your ſelfe a ſonne out of my blood. | Obey Our will, which crauailes in thy good: | 
4h 4.Lord: Faire one, 1 thinke not (o, | Belecuc not thy diſdaine, but preſeatlie 
116 Ol.Lord There's one grape yet, Iam ſure thy father | Do thine owne fortunes that obedient right 
| drunke wine, But ifthou be {not anaſſe, I am a yourh | Which both thy dutic owes, and Our power claimes,. 
1488 X of fourteeve : | have knowne thee alrcady. OrlI will throw thee from my care for cuer 
WP | | Hel, ] darenot ſay I cake you, but T giue Into the ſtaggers, and the carelefle lapſe q 
"0110 | Me and my ſervice, ever whil{t I hue Of youth and ignorance: both my reuenge and hats”; 
vhs ned your guiding power : This 1s the man, Looſing vpon thee, inthe name of iuftice, 
Work King. Why theow/young Bertram take her ſhee's thy | Withour all termes of pittie. - Speake, thine anſwers | 
| il wiſe. Ber. Pardon my gracious Lord : for ] ſubmit ſ. 
Ni i | Ber My wifemy Leige? I ſhal beſcech your highnes | My fancieto your cies, when I conſider 
Wt! In ſuch a buſines, giue meleaue to vic Whar great creation, and what dole of honour | 
Whl'fh The helpe of mine owne ei2s. Flies where you bid it: I finde that ſhe which late | | 
nhl King. Know'ſt thou not Bertram what ſhee ha's Was in my Nobler thoughts, moſt baſe : is now 
| done for mee ? Ca | Thepraiſed of the King, who fo canobled, 
T..17 Bey. Yes wy good Lord, but never hope to know | 1s as*twere borne ſo. | 
lid . why I ſhould marrie her. | King, Take her by the hand, 
i þ | King, Thou know'ſt ſhee ha's rais d me from my lick- | And tell herſhe is thine: to whom1 promiſe 
[| 'Þ lv bed. A counterpoize : If not to thy eſtar 
y | Iy 
' Ber. But followes it my Lord, to bring me downe A ballance more repleat. 
f | =: - Muſt anſwer tor your raiſing? I knowe her well : Ber. Irake her hand, 
Wang Shee had her breeding at my fathers charge: | Kin, Good fortune, and the fauovur of the King | 
| i A poore Phyſicians danghter my wife? Dildaine | Smile ypon this ContraRt : whoſe Ceremonie 
£7." Rather corrupt me cuer, Shall ſeeme expedient onthe now borne briefe, | 
ak King. Tis onely title thou difdainſt inher,the which | And be perform'd to night : the ſo!emne Fealt 
f F108 T can build vp : ſtrange is it that our bloods Shall more attend vpon the coming ſpace, 
Wy y Of colour, waight, and heat, pour'd all rogether, | ExpeQing abſent friends, As thou lou'ſt her, : 
| "Mn Would quite confound diftinQtion; yer ſtands off Thy loue's to me Religious : elſe,do's erre, Extunt 
F111" In differences ſo mightie. 1f ſhe bee | Parolies and Lafew ſtay bebind, commen- 
| | All that.is vertuous ( ſaue what thou difhk'(1) ting of thi wedding, | 
? 'Þ A poore Phiftians datighter, thou diflik'tt . Laf. Do you heare Monlicur? A word with you. 
"3164 Ot vertue for the name : but doe not 10 : Par. Yourpleaſure fir, 
= . From loweſt place, whence vertuous th;ngs proceed, Laf. Y our Lord and Maſter did well to make his re- 
k No The place 1s dignified by th' doers deede. cantation. | 
h 1 here great additions {well's, and vercue none, Par. Recantation? My Lord? my Maſter ? 
Itis a drophed honour.Good alone, Laf. I: Is irnot a Language ſpeakes 
l Is good without a name? Vileneſle 15 {© : Par, A moſt harſh one, 2nd not to bee vnderſtoode 
b F | The propertie by what 1s is, ſhould go, without bloudie ſucceeding My Maſter # 
”” Not by the title. Shee 1s young, wile, faire, Laf. Are you Companion to the Count Roſillion? 
| [n thele, to Nature ſhee's immediate heire: Par, To any Count, to all Counts :to what is man. 
TAnd theſe breed honour : that is henours fcorne, | Laf. To what is Counts man : Counts maiſter is of 
Which challenges it felfe as honours borne, another (tile. 
And is not like the fire ; Honours thrine, Par. Youaretoo old fir; Lerit ſatisfie you, you are 
When rather from our aCts we them derive too old. 
Then our fore-goers : the mecre words, a {laue. Laf. I muſt te!l thee ficrah, I write Man : to which 
Deboſh'd on cuerie rombe, on cuerie graue: title age cannot bring thee. 
A lying Trophee, and as oft is durwbe, Par. WhatIdare too well do, Idarenot do. 
Where duſt, and Camn'd obliuion 13 the Tombe. Laf. 1did thinke thee for two ordinarics : to bee a 
Of honour'd bones.indeed, what ſhould be ſaide ? prettie wiſe fellow, thou didſt make tollerable vent of 
[f thoucanlt like this creature, as a maide, thy trauell, it might paſſe : yet the ſcarffes and the ban- 
| can create the reſt : Vertue, and ſhee nerets about thee, did manifoldlie diſſwade me from be- 
Is her owne dower : Honour and wealth, from mee, lecuing thee a veſlell of too great a burthen, I havenow 
Ber. | cannot loue her, nor will ſtrive to doo't. found thee, when 1 looſe thee againe, I carenor: yer art 
King. Thou wrong [t thy telfe, if thou ſhold'firiue | thou good for nothing but taking vp, andthat th' ourr 
to choole, ſcarce worth, 
Hel, Tint you are well reſtor'd my Lord, I'me glad: Par. Hadſi thou not the priuiledge of Antiquity vp- 
Let the rett go. oa thee, 
King. My Honor's at the ftake, which to defeare Laf. Do nat plundge thy ſelfeto farre in anger, leaſt | 
| muſt produce my power. Heete, take her hand, thou haſten thy triall: which if, Lord haue mercie on 
: Proud ſcerntull boy, vaworchie this good gift, thee for a ben, ſo my good window of Lettice fare thee 
« | That doſt in vile miiprifion ſhackle vp well, thy caſement I neede not open, for I look through 
\. | My loue, and her deſert : that cant not dreame, thee. Giue me thy hand. | 
We poizing vs in her defeQtive ſcale, Par My Lord,you give me moſt egregious indignity 
RT - | Lot 
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Lf. 1 with all my heact, and chou act worthy of us. 

Par, 1 haue a Lord deferu'd ic. 

Lef. Yes good faith, cu'ry dramme ofic, and I will 
not bate yhee a (cruple..” 

Par, Well, I hall be wiſer. | 

Lef.Ev'n as ſoone as thou can't, for thou haſt to pul 
at a ſmacke ach contrarie, If ever thou bee'ſt bound 
ia thy skarfe and beaten, thou ſhall finde whatitis to be 
proud of thy bondage, , I hauea defireto holde my ac- 
quaintance withchee,or rather my knowledge, that I 
may ſay i the default, he is-a man I know. 

Par. My Lord you do me moſt inſupportable yexati- 
on, \a 
Laf. 1 would it were hell paines for thy ſake, and my 
poore doing eternall : for doing] am paſt, as I will by 
thee, in what motion age will giue me leaue, = FExis. 

Par. Well, thou laſt a ſonne ſhall take this diſgrace 
off me; ſcuruy, old, filthy, ſcuruy Lord ;z; Well, 1 muſt 
be patient, there is no fertering of authority. lle beate 
him (by my life) if I can meete him with any conveni- 
ence, and he were double and double a Lord. Ile have 
no more pittie of his age then I would have of lle 
beate him, and if I could but meer him agen. 


Enter Lafew. 


Laf. Sirra, your Lord and maſters married, there's 
newes for you : you haue anew Miſtris, 

Par. I moſt vnfainedly beſeech your Lordſhippe to 
make ſome reſcruation of your wrongs, Heis my good 
Lord, whom [ ſerue aboue is my ales 

Laf. Who? God. 

Par, I fir. 

Laf, The devill it is, that's thy maſter. Why dooeſt 
thou garter vp thy armes a this faſhion? Doſt mak* hoſe 
of thy ſleeues ? Do other ſeruants ſo? Thou wert beft ſer 
thy lower part where thy noſe ſtands, By mine Henor, 
if I were but two houres yonger, ]'de beate thee: mee- 
think'ft thou art « generall offence, and every man ſhold 
beate thee : Ithinke thou waſt created for men tobreath 
themſelues vpon thee. 

Par. This is hard and vndeſerued meaſure my Lord, 

Laf. Gotoo fir, you were beaten in /raly for picking 
a kernell ouc of a Pomgranat, youare a vagabond, and 
no true traveller : youare more ſawcie with Lerdes and 
honourable perſonages, then the Commiſsion of your 


{ birth and yertue giues you Heraldry. You are not worth 


another word, elle I'de call you knaue, Illeaue you. 


ll. 


—m_—_—— 
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Exit 
Enter Count Roſſillion. 
Par. Good, very goed, it is ſothen: good, very 
good, letir be conceal'd awhile, 


Roſ. Vndone, and forfeited to cares for euer. 

Par. What's the matter ſweet-heart ? 

Reſrifl, Although before the ſolemne Prieſt I have 
ſworne, I willnot bed her. 

Par. What? what ſweet heart ? 

Roſ. O my Parrolles, they haue married me: 


Tle to the Tuſcan warres,and never bed her. 


Par, Franceis x dog-hole, and it no more merits, 
The tread of a mans foot : too'th warres. 

Ref. There's letters from my mother: What th'im- 
port is, I know _ (\q-4 

Par. 1that would beknowne : too'th warrs my boy, 
too'th warres: | ' os 
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That hugges his kickie wickie heare at home, 
_ his manlie marrow in her armes 
Which ſhould ſuſtainethe bound aud high curuer 
Of Marſes fierie ſteed: to otherRegions, 
France is a ſtable, wee that dwellin't Iades, 
Therefore too'ch warre. 

Roſ. Ie ſhall be ſo, Ile ſend her to my houſe, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore I am fled: Write tothe King 
That which I durſt not ſpeake, His preſent gift 
Shall furniſh me to thoſe Italian fields 
Where noble fellowes ſtrike : Warres is no firife 
Tothe darke houſe,and the deteRed wife. 

Par. Willthis Caprichio hold inthee, art ſure? 

Roſ. Go with me to my chamber, and aduice me; 
Ile ſend her ſtraight away: To merrow, 
Ile cothe warres, ſhe to her ſingle ſorrow. 

Par, Why theſe bals bound, ther's noiſe in it, Tis hard 
A yong man maried, is a man that's mard : 
Therctore away, and leaue ker bravely : go, 
The King ha's done you wrong : but huſh'cis ſo. 


E'vi 


Enter Helena and Clowne, * 


| Hel. My mother greets me kindly, is ſhe well? 


(!o. Sheis not well, bur yer ſhe has her health, ſhe's 
very merrie, bur yet ſhe is not. well : bur thankes be gi- 
uen ſhe's very well, and wants nothing i'th world ; bur 
yet ſhe is nor well. 


Hel. If ſhe be verie wel, what do's ſhe ayle,that ſhe's 
not veric well? 


Clo. Truly ſhe's very well indeed, but for two things 
Hel, What two thirgs ? | 
Clo. One,that ſhe's not in heaven, whether God ſend 


her quickly : the other, that ſhe's in earth, from whence 
God ſend her quickly. 


Enter Paroles, 

Par. Blefle you my fortunate Ladie, | 

Hel. Thope fit I haue your good will to haue mine 
owne good fortune, 

Par. Youhad my prayers to leade them on, and to 
keepe them on, haue them (till. O my knaue, how do's 
my old Ladie ? 

Clo. Sothat you had her wrinkles, and Ther money, 
I would ſhe did as you ſay, 

Par. Why 1 fay nothing, 

Clo, Marry youare the wiſerman: for many a mans 
rongue ſhakes out his maſters yndoing : to ſay nothing, 
todo nothing, to know nothing, wh to haue nothing, 


is to be a greatpart of yourtitle, which is within a yeric 
little of nothing, ; 


Par, Away,th'art a knave, 

Cle. You ſhould haue ſaid fir before a knaue, th'art a 
knaue, that's before me th'art a knave ; this had becene 
truth fir, 


Par. Gotoo, thouarts wittic foole, I haue found 
thee. 


Clo. Did you inde me in your ſelfe fir, or were you 
raught to finde me? 
Cle. The ſearch fir was profitable,'and much Foole 


may you nd in youzeuen to the worlds pleaſure, and the 
encreaſe of laughter. 


Par. A knave ifaith,and well fed. 
| Madarn, my Lord will go awaie tonjght, 


_ 


— 
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{ He weares his honor in a boxe ynſcene, 


y 


| 


——_ OO. 
_ 
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: Averieſerrious bulineſle call's on him : 


240 


ehat ends Well. 


The great prerogative and rite of loue, 
W hich as your due time claimes, he do's acknowledge, 
Bur puts it off to 2 compell'd reftrainr:; 
Whoſe want, and whole delay, 1s ftrew'd with ſweets 
Which they d&iRtill now in the curbed time, q 
To make the comming houre oreflow with ioy, 
| And pleaſure drowne the brim, 
| Fel, What's his will elſe? | 
Par. That you will take your inſtant leaue a'th king, 
And make chis haſt as your owne good proceeding, 
Strengthned with what Apologie you thinke 
May make it probable neede. 

Hel. What more commands hee ? 

Par. That hauing this obtain'd, you preſentlie 
Attend his further pleaſure. 

Hel. Tn exery thing I waite ypon his will. 

Par. I ſhall report it ſo, 

Hell. I pray you come firrah, 


Ex:t Par. 
E xit 


| Enter Lafew and Bertram. 

Lf. But I hope your Lordſhippe thinkes not him a 
ſouldier. 7 

Ber, Yes my Lord and of verie valiant approotc. 

Laf. ' You haue it frem his owne deliverance. 
| Ber. And by other warranted teftimonie. 

Laf. Then wy Diall goes not true, 1 rovke this L arke 
for a bunting. 
Ber, do aſſure you my Lord he is very great in know- 
ledge, and accordinglie valiant, 

Laf. 1haue then ſinn'd ageinſt his experience, and 
tranſgreſt againſt his yalour, and my ſtate that way is 
dangerous, fince Ftannor yet find in my heart to repent: 
Heere he comes, I pray you make vs treinds, I will pur- 
{ue the amitic, 


Enter Parolles. 

Pay. Theſe things ſhall be done (ir. 

L af. Pray you {ir whole his Tailor ? 

Pay Sir? 

Laf. Olknow him well, I fir, hee firs a good worke- 
man, a yerie pood Tailor. | 

Ber. 1s ſhee gone to the king? 

Par. Shec is. 

Ber. Will ſhee away tonight? 

i Por. Asyou'lehaucher, 

Ber, I hane writ my letters, casketted my treaſure, 
Giuen order for our horſes, and to night, 

When I ſhould take poſſeſſion of the Bride, 
And ere] doe begin, 

Laf. A good Trauailer is ſomething at the latter end 
of a dinner, bur orfthat lies three thirds , and vies a 
known truth to paſſe a thouſand nothings with, ſhould 
bee once hard, and thrice beaten. God ſaue you Cap- 
taine, 

Bey. Is there any ynkindnes betweene my Lord and 
you Monſieur ? 

Pur, 1 know not how Thave deſerued to run intomy 
Lords diſpleaſure, 

Lf, You haue made ſhiftto run into't, bootes and 
ſpurres and all : like him that leapt into the Cuſtard, and 
out of it you'le runne againe, rather then ſuffer queſtion 
for your refidence. 

ber, It may bee you haue miſtaken him my Lord. 
L «7, And ſhall doeſoeuer, though | tooke him at's 
| prayers. Fare you well my Lord, and belecue this of 
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All 5 Wellt 
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me, there can beno kernell in this light Nut ; the oule 
of this man is his cloathes : Truft himnot in; matter of 


heauie conſequence : I have kepr of themiame, & khow | 


theirnatures, Farewell Monſieur, 1 haue fpoken' becter 
of you, then you haue or will ro deſerue at ory hand, buc 
we muſt do goed againft euill. PEO 

Par. Anidle Lord, I ſweare, 

Bey. Ithinke ſo, 

Par. Why do you not know him ? 

Ber. Yes, ] do know him well, and conymen ſpeech 
Giues him a worthy paſſe. Heere comes my clog. 


Enter Helena. 

Hel. 1 havefir as I was commanded from you 
Spoke with the King, and have procur'd his leaue 
For preſent parting, onely he defires 
Some priuate ſpeech with you. 

Ber, I ſhall obey his will 
You muſt not meruaile Helen at my courſe, 


i Which holds not colour with the time; nor docs 


The miniſtration, and required office 
On my particular, Prepar'd I wasnot 
For ſuch a butineſſe, therefore am I found 


| So much vnſetled : This driues me to intreate you, 


_— — 
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That prelently you take your way for home, 

And rather mute then aske why I intreate you, 
For my reſpeAs are better then they ſeeme, 

And my appointments have in thera a necde 
Greater then ſhewes it ſelfe at the farſt view, 

To you that know them not. This ro my mother, 
'I will be two daies ere I ſhall fee you, ſo 

I leave you to your wiſedome. 


Hel. Sir, 1 can nothing ſay, 
- Bur that I am your moſt » ny ( feruantr. 


Ber, Come, come, no more of that, 
Hel. And ever ſhall 
Wuh true obſervance fecke to ceke out that 
Wherein toward me my homely ftarres haue faild 
Toequall my great fortune. 
Ber, Letthat goe: my haſt is yerie great. Farwell : 
Hie home, 
Hel. Pray fir your pardon, 
Ber, Well, what would you ſay? 
Hel. lam not worthie of the wealth I owe, 
Nor dare I ſay 'tis mine: andyer it is, 
Bur like a timorous theefe, moſt faine would fteale 
What law does vouch mine owne, 
Ber. What would you haue ? 
Hel.Something, and ſcarſe ſo much : nothing indeed, 
I would not tell you what I would my Lord : Faith yes, 
Strangers and force do ſunder, and not kifle. 
Ber. Ipray you ftay nor, bur in haſt co horſe, 
Hel. 1 ſhall not breake your bidding, good my Lord: 
Where are my other men? Monſieur, farwell. Exit 
Ber. Gothou toward home, where I wil neuer come 
Whilſt I can ſhake my ſword, or heare the drumme ; 
Away, and for our flight. 
Par, Bravely, Coragio, 


eAtus T ertius. 


Flowuriſh, Enter the Duke of Florence, the two Frenchmen, 
with a troope of Souldiers. 

Dwkg.So that from point to point,now haue you heard | 

The 


, 


———_— 


— 
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ATW, ell, that Ends Well. 
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The fundamentall reaſons of this warre, 

Whoſe great decifion hath much bleod ler forth 

And more thirſts after, 
1.Lord. Holy ſcemes the quarrell 

Vpon your Graces part: blacke and fearefull 
Onthe oppoſer. 

Dwke. Therefore we meruaile much our Colin France 
Would in ſo iult a bufinefſe, ſhut his boſome 
Againſt our borrowing prayers, 

French E, Good my Lord, 

The reaſons ofour ſtare I cannot yeelde, 

Burt like a common and an outward man, 

That the great figure of a Counlaile frames, 

By ſelfe vnable motion, therefore dare not 

Say what Ithinke of it, fince I have found 

My ſelfe in my incertaine groands to faile: 

As often as | gueſt. 

Duke, Be ithis pleaſure, 

Fren,G. Burt I am ſurethe yonger of onr nature, 
That ſutfet on their eaſe, will day by day 
Come heere for Phylicke. 

Duke, Welcome ſhall they bee : 

And all the honors that canflye from vs, 

Shall on them ſettle : you know your places well, 

When better fall, for your availes they fell, 

To morrow to'ththe field, Flowriſh, 

Enter Counteſſe and Clowne. 
Ceunt.It hath happen'd all, as I would haue had it, ſave 
that he comes not along with her, 

Clo. By my troth I take wy young Lord to be a ye- 
rie melancholly man. 

Count, By what obſeruanceT pray you. 

Cle. Why he will looke vppon his boote, and fling : 
mend the Ruffe and ſing, aske queſtions and hog, picke 
his teeth, and ſing : I know a man that bad this tricke of 
{| melancholy hold a goodly Mannor for a ſong, 

Lad. Let me ſee what he writes,and when ne meanes 
to come. 

Clow. Thaueno mindeto [bell fince I was at Court, 
Our old Lings, and our [sbels a'th Country, are nothing 
like your old Ling and your [sbe/s a'th Court:the brains 
of my Cupid's knock'd our, and I beginne tv Joue, as an 
old man loues money, with no ſtamacke. 

Lad. What haue we heere ? 

\ Clo. Intharyou have there. exit 
A Leer, 

I have ſent you a daughter -in-Law, [hee hath reconered the 
King, and vndone me : I haue wedded her, not bedded her, 
p< to make thenot eternal. Ton ſball heare 1 am 
runne away, know it before the report come, If there bee 
bredth enongh in the world, 1 will bold a long diſtance. My 
dwty to you, Towr unfortunate (onne, 

Bertram, 

This is not well raſh and vnbridled boy, 

To flye the fauours of fo good a King,1 

Toplucke his indignation on thy head, 

By the miſpriſing of a Maide too yertuous 

For the contempt of Empire, 

Enter Clowne. 

Clow. O Madam, yonder is heauicnewes within bee 
tweene two {ouldiers, and my yong Ladie. 

La. What is the matter, 

Clo, Nay there is ſome comfort in thenewes, ſome 
comfort,your ſonne will not be kild ſo ſoone as I thoght 
he woul 


— 


— 


La. Why ſhould he be kill'd ? 

(70. Sofay I Madame, ifhe runne away, asT heare he 
does, the dangeris in ſtanding too't, that's the loſſe of 
men, thoughit be the getting of children, Heere they 


come will tell you more, For my part I onely heare your 
{onne Was run away, 


Enter Hellen and two Gentlemen. 


French E. Saue you good Madam, 
Hel, Madam, my Lord js gone, for euer gone. 
French G. Do nor ſay ſo. 
La. Thinke vpoa patience,pray you Gentlemen, 
| have felt ſo many quirkes of ioy and greefe, 
Thar the firſt face of neither on the Rare 
Can wornan me vntoo't. Where is my ſonne I pray you? 


Fren.G, Madam he's goneto ſcrue the Duke of Flo- | 


rence, 
We met him thitherward, for thence we came : 
And after ſome diſpatchia hand at Court, 
Thicher we bend againe. 
Hel, Looke on his Letter Madam, here's my Paſport. 


—— 


When thou caſt get the Ring pon my finger, which ntucr 
Jhall come off, and ſbew mee a childe brgotten of thy bodie, 
that I am father too then call me huaband: but in ſuch a(then) 
I write a Nexer, 
This is a dreadfull ſentence. 
La. Brought you this Letter Gentlemen? 
1.G, IMadam, andtorthe Contents take are forrie 
for our paincs, 
Old La, Iprethee Ladie bave a berter cheere, 
If thou engrofleſt, all the greefes are thine, 
Thou robſt me of a moity: He was my ſonne, 
But I do waſh his name out of my blood, 
And thou art all ray childe. Towards Florence is he? 
Fren.G.l Madam, 
La, Andto be alouldier, 
Fren.G. Suchis his noble purpoſe, and beleeu't 
The Duke will lay ypon him «ll the honor 
That good conuenience claimes. 
La. Returne you thither, 
Fren.E. | Madam,withthe ſwifteſt wing of ſpeed, 
Hel. Till I bawe nowife, I bane nothing in France, 
"Tis birter, 
La. Finde you that there? 
Hel. 1 Madame, 
Fren.E.'Tis but the boldneſſe of his hand haply,which 
his heart was not conſenting too. | 
Lad. Nothing in France, vnuill he have no wife ; 
There's nothing heere that is too good for him 
But onely ſhe, and ſhe deſerves n Lord | 
That twenty ſuch rude boyes might tend vpon, 
And call her hourely Miftris. Who was with him ? 
Fren.E, Aſeruant onely, and a Gentleman : which 1 
haue ſometime knowne, 
La. Parolles was it notf 
Fren.E, 1 my good Ladie, hee. 
La. A verie tainted fellow, and full of wickedneſſe, 
My ſonne corruptsa well derived natute 
With his inducement, 
Fren,E. Indeed good Ladiethe fellow has a deale of 
that, too much, which holds him much to have. | 
La. Yare welcome Gentlemen, I will intreace you 
when you ſee my ſonne, to tell him that his ſword can 
neuer winne the honor that he looſes : more Ile intreate 
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All's W, ell thatends Well. _ 


vou written to bearealong. 
" Fren.G, Weſerue you Madam in that and all your 
worthielt affaires. 
La. Not ſo, bur as we change our courteſies, 
VW1ll you draw neere? Exit. 
Hel, Tull I hane no wife Thawe nothing in France. 
Nothing in France yorill he hasno wite : 
Thou ſhalt haue none Roſſiftion, none in France, 
Then haſt thou all againe z poore Lord, is't I 
That chaſe thee from thy Countrie, and expole 
Thoſe tender limbes of thine, to the event 
Of the none-{pariny warre? Andis it], 
Thar driue thee from the ſportiue Court, where thou 
Was't ſhot at with faire eyes, to be the marke 
Of (moakie Muskets ? O youleaden meſſengers, 
That 1zde vpon the violent ſpeedeof fire, 
Fly with falſe ayme, moue the ſtill-peering aire 
That finos with piercing, do not touch my Lord: 
W119 ever ſhoots at hum, 11et him there, 
Who euer charges on his forward breſt 
! am che Caitiffe that do hold him too't, 
And though 1 kill him nor, 1 amthe cauſe 
His death was ſo efteQted : Better 'ewere 
I met the ravine Lyon when he roar'd 
With ſharpe cos!traint of hunger: better 'ewere, 
Tiat all che mileries which nature owes 
Were mine at once. No come thou home Roſſillion, 
Whence honor but of danger winnes a ſcarie, 
As oft it looles all, I will be gone: 
My being heere it is, that holds thee hence, 
Shall I tay heere to doo't ? No, no, although 
The ayre of Paradite d1d tan the houſe, 
And Angles ofhic'd all : I will be gone, 
Thar pitrifull rumour may report my flight 
Toconſolate thine eare, Come night, end day, 
For with the dark=(poore theete) Je ticale away, Exit. 


Flowriſh, Enter the Duke of Florence, Rofſilivon, 
drum and trampeis, ſoldiers Parrolies, 


Duke, The Generall of our horſe thou art,and we 
Great 11 our hope, lay our bit Jouc and credence 


| Vponthy promifing tortunc, 


| 
| 


Fey. dir it 1s 
A caarge too heauy tor my ſtrength, bur yer 
Vee'ltriue to beare ittor your worthy ſake, 
To th'extreme cdyc othazerd, 

Dabe., Then go thou for h, 


And fortune play ypoi\tiry protyerous helme 


As thy auipicious miltris, 
B-r, Tous very day 
C:cart Mars I put my leltc into thy file, 
Make me but ixe my thoughts, and I ſhall proue 
A loner of thy Erumme, hater of loue. Excunt ones 


F per C ornte(/e a Steward. 
[.4, Alas: 2nd would you take the letter of her : 
Night you not know ſhe would do, as ſhe has done, 
By tending mea Le:ter. Readcit agen, 


Letter. 
FT am $. Taques Pilgrim, thither gone : 
Ambitions loue hath ſo in me offended, 
I hat bare-foot plod 1 the cold ground vpov 
With farntcd vow ney farts whine amended 


W -- —— _— 


Write, write, that from the bloodie conrſe of warre, 
My deereſt Maſter your deare ſonne, may bie, 
Bleſſe hrm at home tm peace. Whilit - 3% farre, 
Hu name with zealous fernowr ſanttifie : 

His taken laboxrs bid bin me forgine 

I his deſpightfull Inno ſent bim forth, 

From Courtly friends, with Camping foes to line, 
Where death anddanger dog ges the Wo of worth, 
He is too gaod and faire for death, and mee, 

W bow I my ſelfe embrace, to ſet him free. 


Ah what ſharpe ſtings are in her mildeft words ? 
Rynaldo, you did never |acke aduice ſomuch, 
As letting her paſſe fo: had 1 ſpoke with ber, 
I could haue well diverted her intents, 
Which thus ſhe hath prevented, 
Ste. Pardon me Madam, 
If 1 had giuen you this ar ouer-night, 
She might haue beene ore-rane : and yet ſhe writes 
Purſuite would be bur vaine, 
La. What Angell ſhall 
Bleile this vnwouthy husband, he cannot thrive, 
Vnleſlc her prayers, whom heauen delights :o beare 
And loues to grant, repreeuc him from the wrath 
Ot greateſt Iuſtice, Write, write Kynalde, 
To this ynworthy husband of his wife, 
Let eucrie word waigh heauie of her werrh, 
That he does waigh too light : my greatcli greefe, 
Though little he do feele ic, ſer downe ſharpely, 
Diſpatch the moſt convenient meſſenger, 
Wren haply he ſhall heare that ſhe is gone, 
He will :eturne, and hope I may that ſhee 
Hearing ſo much, will {peede her foote againe, 
Led hither by pure loue : which of them both 
Is deereft ro me, | hane no kill in ſence 
To make diſtinftion; provide this Meſſenger : 
My heart is heavie, and mine age is weake, 
Grecfe would haveteares, aad ſorrow bids me ſpeake. 


E xeunt 
f A Tucket afarre off. 
Enter old Widdow of Florence, ber daughter, Vialenta 
and Mariana, with ot 
Citizens, 


Widdow, Nay come, 
For if they do __ the City, 
We thall looſe all the ſight, 

Diana, They ſay, the French Count has done 
Moſt honourable ſeruice. 
| md. ltisreported, 
That he has taken their grear'ft Commander, 
| And that with his ownc hand heflew 
| The Dukes brother : we haue loſt our labour, 
They are gone a contrarie way! harke, 
you may know by their Trumpets. 

AMaria. Comelets returne againe, 
And ſuffice our ſelues withthe reportof it, 
Well Diana, take heed of this French Eacle, 
The honor of a Maide is her name, 
Andno Legacie isſorich 


As honettie. 

Widdew. I haue told my neighbour 
How you haue becne folicted by a Gentlemanj 
His Companion, 


_Marie 


| 


——— 


——_— 
tit —_ _ 
om EE — R——__—_— CE” 


| 


—_— 


_ _W 


L ——— 


All's Well that ends Well. 


Maris. I know that knaue, bang him,one Parolles, 
a filthy Officer he is in thoſe ſuggeſtions for the young 
Earle, beware of them Diana; their promiles, cntile- 
meats, oathes, tokens, and all theſe engines of luſt, are 
net thethings they go vnder : many a maide hath beene 
ſeduced by them, andthe miſeric is example, that io 
terrible ſhewes in the wracke of maiden.hood, cannot 
for all that diſſwadce ſucceſſion, but that they are limed 
with the ewigges that threatens them, I hope Ineede 
not to aduiſe you further, but I hope your owne grace 
will keepe you where you are, though there were no 
further danger knowne, butthe modeſtie whichis fo 
loſt, 

Dia. You ſhall not neede to fare me. 

Enter Hellen, 

wid. I hope fo : looke here comes a pilgrim, I know 
ſhe will lye at my houle, thither they ſend one another, 
Ile queſtion her. God ſaue you pilgrim, whether are 
bound ? 

Hel. To S. laques la grand. | 
Where do the Palmers lodge, I do beſeech you? 

Wid. At the S. Francis hecre beſide the Port, 

Hel. Is this the way? A march afarre. 

wid. I mariic iſt. Harke you, they come this way : 
If you will tarric holy Pilgrime 


| But ill the troopes come by, 


I will condu@ you where you ſhall be lodg'd, 
The rather for I thinke I know your hoſtefſe 
As ample as my ſelfe, 
Hel. Is it your ſelfe ? 
Wid. If you ſhall pleaſe ſo Pilgrime, 
Hel. 1thanke you, and will ftay vpon your leiſure. 
Wid, you came | thinke from France ? 
Hel, Idido. 
Wid, Heecre you ſhall ſee a Countriman of yours 
That has done worthy ſervice. 
Hel, His name Ipray you? 
Dia. The Count Reſſilion : know you ſuch a one? 
Hel. But by the care that heares moſt nobly ef him : 
His face I know nor.” 
Dia. What ſomere he is 
He's brauely taken heere. He ſtole from France 
As'tis reported : forthe King had married him 
Againſt his liking. Thinke you it is ſo ? 
Hel. I ſurely meeretherruth, I know his Lady, 
Dia. There is a Gentleman that ſerues the Count, 
Reports but courſcly of her, 
Hel, What's his name ? 
Dis, Monſieur Parrokes, 
Hel. Oh 1 beleeuc with him, 
In argument of praiſe, of ts the worth 
Ofthe great Count himſelfe, ſhe is too meane 
Tohaue her name repeated, all her deſerving 
Is a reſerued honeſtie, aud that 
I haue not heard examin'd. 
Dian. Alas poore Ladie, 


{ 'Tis a hard bondage to become the wite 


Of a derefting Lord, 

wid, I] write good creature, whereſoerc ſhe is, 
Her hart waighes ſadly : this yong maid might do her 
A ſhrewd turne if (he pleas'd. 

Hel, How do you meane ? 
May be the amorolis Count folicites ber 
In the ynlawfull porpoth 

Wid. He dees indeede, 
And brokes with all that can in ſuch a ſuite 


| 


| 
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| 


| as my kin{man, hee's a moſt notable Coward, an infi- 
| niteandendlcſſe Lyar, an hourely promiſe-breaker,the 
; owner of no one good qualitie, worthy your Lordſhips 


—— —_ 


Corrupt the tender honour of a Maide : 
Bur ſhe is arm'd for him, and keepes her guard 
In honeſteſt defence. 


Drumme and Colours, 
Enter ( onnt Reſſillion, Parrolles, and the whole Armie. 


Mar. The goddes forbid clſe. | 
IWid. So, now they come: 
That is Anthonio the Dukes eldeſt ſonne, 
That Eſcalrs. 
Hel, Which is the Frenchman ? 
Dia. Hee, 
Thatwith the plume, *tis a moſt gallant fellow, 
I would he lou'd his wife : if he were honefter 
He were much goodlier. ]s't not a handſom Gentleman 
Hel. Ilhike him well. | 
D.:.'Tis pitty he 1s not honeſt: yonds that ſame knaue 
That leades him to theſe places : were I his Ladie, 
I would poiſon that vile Raſcall, 
Hel. Which is he ? 
Dia. That Iacke an-apes with ſcarfes. Why is hee 
melancholly? 
Hel. Perchance he $ hurt ith battaile, 
Par. Looſe our drum? Well, 
Mar, He's ſhrewdly vext at ſomething. Looke he 
has ſpyed vs. 
Wid. Marrie hang you, —_ 
Mar. And your curtehie, for aring-carrier, * Exit. 
Wid. Thetroope is palt : Come pilgrim, I wil bring 
you, Where you ſhall hoſt: Of inioyn'd penitencs 
There's foure or fue, to great S. /aques bound, 
Alreadie at my houſe. 
Hel, lhumbly thanke you : 
Pleaſe ic this Matron, and this gentle Maide 
Toeate with vs tonight, the charge ond thanking 
Shall be for me. and to requite you further, 
I will beſtow ſome precepts of this Virgin, 
Worthy the note. 
Both, Wee'l take your offer kindly, - Exennt 


Enter Count Roſſillion and the Frenchmen, 
as at fuft, 
Cap.E. Nay good my Lord put him too't : let him þ 
haue his way. 
Cap.G. If your Lordſhippe finde him not aHilding, 
hold meno more in your reſpeR. 
Cap.E. On my lite my Lord a bubble. 
Ber. Doyou thinke Iam fo farre 
Deceiued in him. | 
Cap.,E, Beleeucitmy Lord, in mine owne direct 
knowledge, without any malice, but to ſpeake of him 


entertainment. 

Cap.G. It were fit you knew him, leaſt repoling too 
farre in his vertue which he hath not, he might ac ſome 
oreat and truſtie buſineſſe , in a maine daunger, fayle 

ou, : 

Ber. | would I knew in what particular ation to try 
him. 

Cap. G, None better then to let him fetch oft his 
drumme, which you heare him ſo confidently vnder- 
take todo, 

C.E, 1 with a troop of Florentines wil ſodainly ſur- 
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prize him; ſuch I wiil haue whom I am ſure he knowes 
not fromthe enemic : wee will binde and hoodwinke 
him ſo, that he ſhall ſuppoſeno other but that he is car- 
ried into the Leaper of the aduerſaries, when we bring 
bimto our owne tents : be bur your Lordſhip preſcnt 
at his examinatioti, it he do not for the promite of his 
life, and in the higheſt compulſion of baſe feare, offer 40 
betray you, and dcliuer all the intelligence in his power 
againſt you, and that with the divine forfeite of his 
ſoule ypon oath, neuer t:uſt my 1udgement 1a anie 
thing. 

Cap.G. O forthe love of laughter, let him ferch his 
drumme, he ayes he has a ſtracagem for't : when your 
Lordſhip ſees the bottome of this ſucceſſe in'r, #nd to 
what mettle this covnterfeyt jump of ours will be me!- 
tedif you giue him em drummes encertainement, 
your inelining cannot be remoued. Heere he comes, 


Enter Parrolles, 


Car,E. O forthe loue of laughter hinder not the ho- 
nor of his deſigne, ler him fetch off iis drumme in any 
hand. 

Ber. How now Monfieur?This drumme Nicks fore - 
ly in your diſpoſition, 

Cap.G. A poxon't, let it go, 'tis but a drumme. 

Pay. But adrumme: Iſt but a drumme? A drumſo 
loſt, There was excellent command, to charge in with 
our horſe vpon our owne wings, and to rend our owne 
{ouldiers. 

(ap.G. That was not to be blam'd in the command 
of the ſeruice : it was a diſaſter of warre that Ceſar him 
ſelfe'could not liaue prevented, if he had beene there to 
command, 

Ber, Well, wee cannot greatly condermne our ſuc- 
cefle : ſome diſhonor wee had inthe lofle of that drum, 
bu: itis notto be recoucred. 

Par. It might have beene recouered, 

Ber. Ir might, but it is not now. 

Par. Itisto be recoucr:cd, bur that the merit of ſer- 
uice is fildome attributed to the true and exaQt perfor- 
mer, I would haue that drumme or another, or ic 14- 
cet, 

Ber. Why if you haue a ſtomacke,tov'c Monfieur: if 
you thinke your myſterie in (tratagem, can bring this 
inftrument of honour againe mto his natiue quarter, be 
magnanimious in the enterprize and go on, I wil grace 
the attempt for a worthy exploit : if you ſpeede well in 
it, the Duke ſhall both tpeake of it, and extend ro you 
what firther becomes his greatneſle, cuen to the vimolt 
{yllable of your worthinelle, 

Par. By the hand of a fouldier I will vndentake it, 

Ber. Burt you mult not now ſlumber 1nir. 

Par. le about it this evening, and I will preſently 
pen dovwne my dilemma's, encourage my ſelfe in my 
certaintie, put my lelfe into my mortzll preparation : 
2d by midnight looke to heare fiuther from me, 

Gev, May | bee bold to acquaint his grace you are 
Gone about it. : 

- Par. 1 knownot what ygie friccefie wil be my Lord, 
dit the atrempr 1] vow, 

Ber, I know th art voliznt, 

And to the polsibiliry of thy tculdierthip, 
Will {:bſcribe for thee ; Farewe!l. 

ar. | lone not many wor ls. "Exit 

Cp.E, No mote thena hh ioues water, Isnotthis 


| 


all ofthis that ſo ({eriouſlie hee dooes addrefilc him(clfe 
| ynator 


<A <> > — — 
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- Nothing acquainted with theſe buſineſſes, 


| 


| And let me buy your friendly helpe thus farre, 
| Which ] will ouer-pay, and pay againe 


| That downward hath ſucceeded in his houſe 


a ſtrange fellow my Lord, that ſo confidently ſeemes to 
yndertake this bufinefle, which he knowes is not to be 
done, damnes himſelte to do, & dares berter be damnd 
then to doo. 

Cap.G. Youdo not knew him ny Lord as we doe, 
certaine it is that he will Neale himiclfe into a mans fa- 
our, and for a weeke eſcape a great deale of diſccue- 
ries, but when ycufinde him out, you haue him euer af- 
ter | 


Ber. Why do you thinke he will make no deede at 


Cay,E. None in the world, but returne with an in- 
vention, and clap ypon you two or three probable lies : 
but we haue almoſt imboſt bim, you ſhall ſee his tallto 
night; for indeede he isnot for your Loreſhippes re- 
ipect. 

"Cp.6 . Weele make you ſome ſport with the Foxe 
ere we caſe him, He was firſt ſmoak'd by the old Lord 
Lafew, when his diſguiſe and he is parted, tell me what 
a iprat you ſhall inde him, which you ſhall ſee this ve- 
rienight, | 
Cap. . I muſt golooke my twigges, 
He ſhall be caught, 
Ber. Your brother he ſhall goalong with me, 
(ap.G. As'tpleaſe your Lordſhip, Ile leaue you. 
her. Now willlead you to the honſe,and 
The Laſſe I ſpoke of, 

Cap.E. Bur you ſay ſhe's honeſt, 

Ber, That's all the fault : Iſpoke with hir but once, 
And found her wendrous cold, bur I ſent to her 
By this ſame Coxcombe that we haue i'th winde 
Tokens ana Letters, which ſhe did reſend, 

And this is all I haue dene : She's a faire creature, 
Will you goice her? 
Cap.E. With all my heart my Lord, 


Enter Hellen and Widdow, 


you 


Fxennt 


f 


Hel. 1f you miſdoubt me that I amnot ſhee,\ 
I know not how I ſhall aſſure you further, 
Bur | ſhall looſe the grounds I worke ypon. 
Wid. Though my eſtate be falne,1 was well borne,' 


And would not put my reputation now 
In any ſtaining aRt. 

Hel. Nor would I wiſh you. 
Firſt giue me truſt, the Count he is my husband, 
And what to your ſworree counſaile I haue ſpoken, 
Is ſo from word to word : and then you cannet 
By the good ayde that I of you ſhall borrow, 
Errein beſtowing it, 

id. I ſhould belceue you, ; 
For you haue ſhew'd me that which well approves 
Yare great in fortune, 

Hel, Take this purſe of Gold, 


When I haue found it, The Count he woes your | 
daughter, i 

Layes downe his wanton fiedge beferc her beautie, 

Reſolve to carrie her : ler her in fine conſent 

As wee'l dire her how 'fis beſt to beare it: 

Now his important blood will naughe denie, = 

That ſhee'l demand : a ring the Countie weares, 


—y 


—_ 
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From ſonne to lonne, ſome foure or fiue diſcents, 
Since theficſt father wore it. This Ring he holds 
In moR rich choice : yet in kis idle fire, 

To buy his will, it would not ſeeme to0 drere, 


How ere repenred after. 


Wid. Now I ſec the betrome of ſe. 
Hel. You ſccit lawfull chen, it Nas _ 
But that your daughter ere ſhe ſeemes as woune,]! 
Deſires this Ring ; appoints bim an encounter ; 
In fine, deliuers me to fill the time, 
Her ſelfe moſt chaſtly abſem : after 
To marry her, Ile adde three thouſand Crownes 
To what is paſt already, 
wid. Ihauc yeelded :; 
Inftru& mydaughicr how ſhe (hall perſeuer, 
That time and place with this deceite ſo lawfull 
May proue coherent, Euery night he eomes 
With Muſickes of all ſorts, and ſongs compos'd 
To her vnworthineſfle : Ic nothing ſteeds vs 
To chide him from our ceues, for he perfifts 
As ifhis life lay on'r. 
Hel. Why then to night 
Let vs aflay our plot, which if it ſpeed, 
Is wicked meaning in a lawfull deede ; 
And lawfull meaning in alawtull aR, 
Where both not ſinne, and yer a finfull fact, 
But let's about it, 


eA lus (Quartus. 


Enter one of the Frenchmen, with fine or ſixe other 
ſouldiers in ambuſh, 


——_— 


corner : when you fallie epon him, ſpeake what terrible 
Language you will: though you vnderſtand it not your | 
ſelues, no matter: for we muſt not ſeeme to vnderſtand ; 


duce for an Ioterprecer, 
1.Sol, Good Captaiue, let me be th'Tnterprerer. 
Lor.E, Art not acquainted with him? knowes he oot 
thy voice? 
1.So!. No fir I warrant you. 
Lo.E. But whac linſie wolly haſt thou to ſpeake to vs 
againe. 
1.Sol. E'n ſuch as you ſpeake tome, 
Zo.E. He muſt thinke vs ſome band of ſtrangers, i'th 
adyerſariex entertainment, Now he hath a ſmaacke of all 
neighbouring Languages : therefore we muſt euery one 


be a man of his owne fancie, not to know what we ſpeak 


one to another; ſo weſceme.ts know, jv to know firaight 
our purpoſe : Choughs language, gabblecnough, and 
goodenough, As for you interpreter, youruit ſeeme 
very politicke, But couch Loa, beere hee comes, to be- 

wil wo houresin a {leepe,and thea to returne & ſwear 


the lies he forges . 


[ 


Enter Parrolles. 
Par. Ten clocke : Withia cheſethree houres*ewill 
ibe time enough to gochome. What ſball 1 ſay I have 
done ? Itcult hec a very plaukiue) iuention-that carries 
ir. They beginne to ſmoake mee, and diſgraces have of 
late, knock'd coo often a 1@y, doore: I finde my tongue 
is too foole-bardie, bur my heagt hash the feare of Mars 


| 


him, vnleſſe ſome one among vs, whom wee mult pro- |; 


| 


| 


1.Lord E.He can come no other way bur by this hedge | 


. 
, 


| 


before it, and ef his creacures, not daring the reports of 


c 
Lo.E. This is the firſt truth that ere thine own tongue 
was guiltie of. 

Par. What the divell ſhould moue mee to yndertake 
the recouerie of this drumme, being not ignorant of the 


muſt giue my ſelfe ſome hurts, and ſay I got them in exs 
ploir: yer ſlight ones will not carrie it, They will ſay, 
came you oft with ſo little? And great ones I dare not 
giue, wherefore what's the inftance. Tongue, | muſt pur 
you into a Burter-womans mouth, and buy my lelfe ano. 
_—_ Baiazerbs Mule, if you practle mee into theſe 
perilles, 

Lo.E, Is it poſſible he ſhould know what hee is, and 
be that he is. 

Par. 1 would the cutting of my garments wold ferue 
the turne, or the breaking of my Spaniſh ſword, 

Lo.E, We cannot affeord you ſo, 

' Par. Orthe bating of my beard, and to ſay it was in 
fratagem. 

Lo.E. 'Twould not do. | 

Par. Or todrowne my cloathes, and ſay I was ftripe, 

Le.E. Hardly ſerve. 

Par. Though 1 ſworeI leapt fromthe window of the 
Ciradell. 

Lo.E. How deepe ? 

Par. Thirty fadome. 

Lo.E. Three great oathes would ſcarſe make rhat be 
beleeued, 

Par. 1 wouldI had any druname of the enemies, 1 
would {weare I recouer'd it, 

Lo.E. You ſhall heare one anon. 

Par, Adrumme now of the enemies, 


impoſhbility, and knowing I had no ſuch purpoſe ? ] 


Lo FE, Throca movonſus, cargo cargo,carge, 

All, Cargo,cargo,cargo, vikiands par corbs, cargo. 

Par. O ranſome, rantome, | 
Do not hide mine eyes. 


Inter. Borkos thromuldo botkos. ; 


Pay. | know youare the Mmhor Regiment, 
And 1 ſhall looſe my life for want of language. 

It there be heere German or Dane, Low Dutch, 
Tralian,or French, let him ſpeake to me, 
Lle diſcouer that, which ſhal vndo the Florentine. 

Int. Boskor vawvado, | ynderftand thee, & can ſpeake 
thy tongue : Kerelybonts (ir, berake thee ro thy faith, for 
ſeuenteene ponyards are at thy boſome, 

Par. Oh, 

Inter. Oh - pray, pray, 

CManka —— cethta 

Ls.E. Oſcorbidulchos volinorce, 

Int, The Generall iscontenc co ſpate thee yet, 
And hoodwinke 8s thou art, will leade thee on 
To gather from thee. Haply thou mayft infortne 
Something to ſaue thy life, 

Par. Oletmeliue, 

And all the ſecrets ef our campe lle (hew, 
Their force, their purpoſes t Nay, Ile ſpeake that, 
Which you will w at, 

Inter. But wiltthou faithfully ? 

Par IfI donot, damne me. 

Inter, Acordo limta, 

Core on, thou are granted ſpace. 
A [hore LY 
3 


Exit 


Lo.f 


Lena 


—.— 


| 
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| L.E. Gotell the Count Roſſtlion and my brother, 
| We haus caught the woedcocke, and will keepe him 
Till wedo heare from them, (muſied 
Sol. Capraine] will. 
LE. A will betray vs all yntooyr ſelues, 
Informe on that. 
Sol. So 1 willfir, 
|  L.E, Till then llc keepe bim darke and ſafely Lockr, 
Exit 
| Enter Bertram, and the Maide called 
Diana. 
Ber. They told me that your name was Fortybell, 
Dia No my good Lord, Diana, | 
Ber, Titled Goddeſle, 
And worth it with eddition : but faire ſoule, 
In your fine frame hath Joue no qualitie? 
[f the quicke fire of youth light not your minde, 
You areno Maiden but a monument 
When you are dead you ſhould ve ſuch a one 
As you are now : for you are cold and (terne, 
And now you ſhould be 2s your mother was 
When your ſweet ſelf. w 5 got, 
Dia. She thzn was bonctt, 
Ber. So ſhould yoube, 
D1a, No: 
My mother d:d but ducie, ſuch(my Lord) 
As you owe to your wite, 
Ker. No more a'that : 
I prethee do not ſtrive againſt my vewes : 
I was compell'd to her, but 1 Ioue thee 
By loues owne ſweet conltraint, and will for cuer 
Do thee »!l rights of ſeruice? 
Dre. Ifoyouteruevs 
Till we ſer» yu t But when you haue our Roſes, 
You barelv lcaue our thornes to pricke our ſelues, 
And mncke vs with ou: barenefle, 
Ber. How haue | (worae. +1 
Dia. Tisnor the many outhes that makes the tiuth, 
Bur the plaine {ingle vow, that is vow d true: + 
Whar isnot holie, that we ſ\yeare not by, 
Bur rake rhe high'lt to vwitnefle ; then pray you tell me, 
If I ſhould ſweare by Toucs great attributes, 
I lou'd you deerely, wovld you belecue my oathes, 
When I did louc you ill? This ba's no holaing 
To ſ\weare by him whom Iprote(l toloue 
That I will worke againſt him. Therefore your oathes 
Are words and poore conditions, but vnſcal'd 
Atleſt in my opinion, 
Ber. Change it, change it : 
Be nor ſo holy cruell : Loue is holie, 
And my integritic ne're knew thecrafts 
That you do charge men with : Stand no more off, 
But give thy ſelte vynromy icke Jefires, 
Who then recouers. Say thowart mine, and eyer 
My loue as it beginnes, ſhall ſo perſeuer, 
Dia,lice that men wake rope's in ſuch a ſcarre, 
That wee'l for{ake our ſclues, Gine me that Ring. 
Ber, Iielend itthce my deere; but haue no-power 
To vine it from me. 
Liz. Willyounort my Lordy 
Boy. itisan honour longing toour houſe, 
Requeathed dovwne from nave Anceſtors, 
Which were the greateſt obloquie 1'th world, 
| In me to loole, 
| | D:in. Mine Honors ſuchiaRing, 
( My chaſtivies the Ieyyellof our houſe, 


** 
e 
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Bequeathed Jowne from many Anceſtojs, - 

Which were the greateſt oblgquie j#haworld, 

In mee to looſe, Thus your owne propetwiſedome 
Brings in the Champion honor on my.part, : 
Againſt your va ine afſaulr, oY 

Ber. Heere, take my Ring, _ 
My houſe, mine honor, yea my life bethine, 

And Ile be bid by thee. +45}. Ark 

Dia, When midnight comes, knocke at my char» 

ber window : | 
Ile order take, my mother ſhall nor heare. 
Now will I charge you inthe band of truth; 
When you haue conquer'd my yetmaiden-bed, © © 
Remaine there but an houre, nor ſpeal®to mee: | 
My reaſons are moit treng, and you ſhall know them, 
When backe againe this Ring ſhall be deliuer'd ; 
And on your finger in the ws Jy He put 
Another Ring, that what in time proceeds, 
May token to the future, our paſt deeds. 
Adieu till chen, then faile not : you have wonne 
A wife of me, though there my hope be done, ' 

Ber. A heaven en earth I hane won by wooing thee, 

Di.For which,hve long to thank both heaucn & me, 
You may ſo in the end, 

My marher told me juſt how he would woo, 

As if ſhe ſate in's heart. She ſayes, all mien 

Have the like oathes : He had ſworne to marrie me 

When his wife's dcad : thertore lelye with him 

When 1 am buried, Since Frenchmen are lo braide, 

Marry that will, Tlive and die a Maid : 

Onely in this diſgui:e, I chiak'c no ſfiane, 

To colen him that would yniuſily winne, Exit 
Enter the two French Captaines, and ſome two or three 

Sowuldionrs. 

Cap.G, You hane nor given him his mothers letter, 

Cap E'. Thave deliu'red it an houre fince, there is ſom 
thing in't that ſtings his nature : for on the reading it, 
he chang'd almeſt into another man, 

C4p.G. Hehasmuch worthy blamelaid vpon him, 
lor ſhaking off ſo good a wife, and ſo ſweer a Lady. 

Cap.E, Eſpecially, hee hath incurred the euerlaſting 
diſpleaſure ofthe King, who had euen tun'd his bounty 
to ling happinefle to him, I will cell you a thing, but 
you ſhall let it dwell darkly with you. 

Cap.G. When you haue ſpaken it 'tis dead, and T am 
the graue of it. 

Cap.E. Hee hath peruerted a young Gentlewoman 
heece in Florence, of a moſt chaſte renown, & this night 
he flcſhes his willin the ſpoyle of her honour: hee hath 
given her his monumentall Ring, andthinkes himſelfe 
made in the ynchaſte compoſition, 

Cap.G. Now God delay our rebellion as we are our 
ſelues, what things are we. | 

Cap F. Meetely our ownetraitours - And as inthe 
common courſe of all treaſons, we ſtill ſee them reaeale 
themſelves, rill they artainero their abhorr'd ends ; ſo 
he that in this ation contriues againſt his awne Nobi- 
lity in his proper ftreame, ore-flowes himſelfe. 

Cap.G. Isitnot meant damnable in ys, tobe Trum- 
peters of our ynlawfull intents? We ſhall nor then have | 
his company to night ? | 
— Cap E. Nottill after midnight : for hee is dieted to 
his houre.- Lk _ 
| Cap.GThat approaches apace : I would gladly have 
hind re bis company anathorniz.'d, that hee might take | 


4 


| 


— 
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— 


as 


| 
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-#.. We will not meddle with himtill he come ; 
for his preſence muſt be the whip of the other, 
Cap.6z Jn the meane time, what heare you of theſe 
Warres? _ 
', Cap.E. I hearethere is an overture of \rew74 
-(«p.G, Nay,l aſſure you a peace concluded. 
Cap:E. What will Count Roſſillion Co then? Will he 


Cap.G. I perceive by this demand, you arc not alto- 


| trauaile higher, or returne againe into France? 


{ gether ofhis councell. 


Cap.E. Leritbe forbid fir, ſoſhoule Ibee a great 
deale ofhis a, - t 

Cap.G. Sir, his wife ſome two months fincefledde 
from his houſe,her prerence isa pilgrimage to Saint [4+ 
ques le grand ; which holy vndertaking, with moſt au- 
ttere ſanCtimonie ſhe accompliſht : and there refiding, 
the genderriefſe of her Nature, became as a prey ro her 

»reefe : in fine,made a groanc of her laſt breath, & now 
ſie fings in heaven. p 

Cap.E. How is this iuſtified ? 

Cap.G. The ftronger part of it by her ownel erters, 
which makes her ſtorie true, euen to the poynt of her 
death : ber death it ſelfe, which could nor be her office 
to ſay,is come : was faithfully confirm'd by the Rector 
of the place. 

Cap.E. Haththe Count all this intelligence ? 

Cap.G. I, and the particular confirmations , point 
from point, to the full arming of the veritie. - 

q (p.E. I am heartily ſorric that hee'l bee gladde of 
this. 

Cay.G. How mightily fometimes,we raake ys com- 
forts of our loſſes, 

Cap.E, And how mightily ſome other times, wee 
drowne our gajne in teares, the great dignitie that his 
valour hath here acquir'd tor him, ſhall at home be en- 
ceuntred with a ſhame as ample, 

Cap.G. The webbe of our life,is of a mingled yarne, 
good and il] together : our vertues would bee proud, it 
our faults whipethem nor, and our crimes would dif. 
paire if they were not cheriſh'd by our vertucs, 


Enter a Meſſenger, 
How now? Where's your maſter ? 
Ser, He met the Duke in the (treet fir, of whom hee 
| hath taken aſolemne leaue : his Lordſhippe will next 
morning for France. The Duke hath oftered him Let- 


{| ters of commendations tothe King. 


Cap.E. They ſhall bee no more then needfull there, 
| if they were more then they can commend, 


| Outer Connt Roſſillion,. 

\ - Box, They cannot be-r00 ſweere for the Kings tart« 

neſſe, here's his Lordſhip now. How now my Lord, 

| I'ftnotaftermidnight2+ - T 

| Her. Thavetonightdifparch'd fixteene bulineſſes, a 

moneths lepgrh a peere, by an ab({tra&ot ſucceſſe : 1 

haue congied with the Duke, done my adieu with his 

| neereſt; buried a wife, moutn'd for her, writ to my La- 
dic mother, I am returning, ente, tain'd ary Conuoy, & 
berweene thele maine parcels of diſpatch, afteted ma. 

| oy nicerneeds: the la was the: greareſt,burchat 1 haue 

net ended yer. 1 


Cep.f. Wfihe buſinefſe bee of any difficulty, andrhis 


| 


| 


_ 
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amexlure gh iudgements, wherein ſo curiouſly 
| he had ſec this counterfeit. 


— 


Gam_—_— 


morning your departure bence, it requires haſt of your | houre, I will tell rcue, Let me fee, Spwrio 2 hundred & 


Loc dſhip. M 

Her. 1meane the buſinefſe is aot ended, as fearing | 
to heare of it hereafter: but ſhall we hauerhis dialogue 
berweene the Foole and the Soldiour. Come, bring. 
forth this counterfet module, ha s deceiu'd mee, like a ; 
double-meaning Propheſfier. 

Cap.E. Zring him forth, ha's ſate i'ch ſtockes al nigh 
pocre gallant knaue, n 

Ber. No matter, his heeles haue deſetu'd it, in vſur- 
ping his ſpurres ſo long. How does he carry himſeife? | 

Cap.*, I have told your Lordſhip alreadie : The 
ſtockes carrie him. Burto anſwer you as you would be 
ynder{tood, hee weepes l:ke a wench that had ſhed her 
milke, he hath confelt himſelfe to Aforgav, whom bee 
ſuppoſes to be a Friar, fr6 the time of his remembrance 
to this very inſtant diſaſter of his ſerting i'th tockes : 
and what thinke you he hath confeſt ? 

Ber,” Nothing of me, ha's a? 

Cap.E. His confeſſion is raken, and it ſhall bee read 
to his face, if your Lordſhippe be in'r, asT belecue you 
are, you muſt have the patience to heare ir, 


_— 


Enter Paroles with bis Interpreter. 
Fer. Aplague vpon him, muffeld;he can ſaynothing 
of me : huſh, huſh. 
Cap.G, Hoodman comes : Portotartereſſa. 
Inter, He calles for the tortures, what will you ſay 
without em, 
Par. 1 will confeſſe what I know without conftraine, 
If ye pinch melike a Pafly, I can ſay nomore, 
Int. Botko (himmrcho. 
Cap. Boblibinds chicurmures, 
Int. You area mercifull Generall : Otvr Generall 
bids you anſwer to what I ſhall aske you our of a Note. 
Par. Andtruly,as I hope to liue. 
Jar.Firft demand of him, how many horſe the Duke | 
is trong. What ſay you to that ? | 
Par. Five or ſixe thouſand, but very weake 8nd vn« 
ſeruiceable: the troopes are all ſcattered, and the Com- 
manders verie poore rogues, ypon my reputation and 
crevit, and as I hope toliue, ; q/ 
Int. Shall I fer downe your anſwer ſo? 
Par, Do, lle take the Sacrament on't, how & which 
way you will: all's one to him. 
Ber. Whata paſi-ſaving (}ave is this? [ 
Cap.G. Y'are decciu'd my Lord, this is Mounfieur 
Perrolles the gallant mulitarift, that was his owne phraſe 
that had the whole theoricke of warre in the knot of his 
ſcarfe, and the pratiſe in the chape of his dagger. 
Cep.E. I will never truſt a man againe, ſor keeping | 
his ſword cleane, nor belzeue he can have eueric thing 
in him, by wearing hs apparrtell neatly. 
Int. Web, rhar's {cet downe. | 
Par, Fiue or fix thouſandhorſe I fed, I will fay true, } * 
or thereabouts ſer downe, for Ile ſpeake trurh. 
Cap. G.- He's very neere the truth in this, 
Ber. Bur | con himvno thankes for't inthe nature he 
delivers ir, 
Par. Poore rogues, I pray you ſay, 
Int. Well,that's ſet dowrie, ( 
Par, 1 humbly thanke you fir, a truth's a truth, the 
Rogues are maruailous poore. 
Intery, Demaund of him of what ſtrength they are a 
foor. What ſay youto that ? 
Par. By my troth fir, if T were to live this preſent 
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fiftie, Sebaftian ſo many, Corambus ſo many, Jaques ſe 
many : Guiltian, ( oſwwo, Ledowicke, and Graty, two hun- 
ered fiftie cach : Mine owne Company, Chriopher, Vaw- 
mend, Benty, two hundred fiftic each : ſo that the muſter 
file, rotten and ſound, yppon my life amonntsnet to fif- 
teene thouſand pole, halfe of che which, dare not ſhake 
the ſnow ſrom off their Caſlockes, leaft they ſhake them- 
ſclues to peeces, 

Ber. What ſhall be done to him ? 

Cap.G. Nothing, bur lec him haue thankes, Demand 
4 him my condition ; and what credite I have withthe 

uke, | 

Int. Well that's ſer downe : you ſhall demaund of 
him, whether one Captaine Dumaine bee i'th Campe, a 
Frenchman : what his reputation is with the Duke, what 
bis valour, heneſtic, and expertneſle in warres : or whe- 
ther he thinkes it were nor poſſible with well-waighing 
ſummes of gold to corrupt him to a reuolc. What ſay you 
to this? What do you kiiow of it ? 

Par. I beſeech you ler me anſwer to the particular of 
the Re Demand them ſingly. 

Int, Do you know this Captaine 'Dwumaine ? 

Pay. I know him,a was a Botchers Prentizc 1 Pars, 
from whence he was whipt for getting the $Shyicucs too! 
with childe, a dumbe innocent that could not ſay him 
nay. 

"Ber. Nay, by your leaue hold your hands, though I 
know his braines are forfeite to the next tile that tals. 

Int, Well, is this Captaine in the Duke of Flozences 
campe ? . 

Par. Vpon my knowledge he is, and lowhie. 

Cay,G. Nay looke not ſo vpon mie ; we ſhall heare of 
your Lord anon, 

Int. What is his reputation with the Duke ? 

Par. The Duke knowes him for no other, bur a poore 
Officer of mine, and writ to mee this other day, ro turne 
himourt a'th band, I rhinke ] baue his Leiter in my poc- 
ket, Y”_ 

Tet. Marry we'll ſearch. 

Par.]n good ſadneſſe I do not know, either it is there, 
or it is ypon a file with the Dukes other Letters, in my 
Tent. 

Int. Heere'tis, heerc's 2 paper,ſhall I reade it to you? 

Pay. 1donot know if it be1t or no, 

Ber. Our Interpreter do's it well. 

(ap.G. Excellently, 

Int. Dian,the Comnts a foolr,and full of gold. 

Par, That is not the Dukes letter fir : that is an ad- 
uertiſement to a proper maide in Florence, one Diawa,to 
take heede of the allurement of one Count Roſſilliow, a 
fooliſh idle boy : but for 211 that very ruttiſh., 1 pray you 
ſir put it vp againe. 

[nt. Nay, lle reade it firſt by your fauour, 

Par, My meaning in't ] proteſt was very honeſt inthe 
behalfe of the maid : for I knew the young Count to be a 
dangerous and laſciuious boy, whois a whaleto Virgi- 
nity, and deuours vp all the try it finds. 

Ber, Damnable both-fides rogue, 


— 


For count of this, the Connts 4 Fool 1 know it, 
Whe pajes before, but not when be does owe it. 
Thine as he yow'd to thee in thine eare;' 

Parolies. 

Ber, He ſhall be whipt threugh the Armie with this 
rime in's forehead. 

Cap.E. This is your devoted friend fir, thernanifold 
Linguiſt, and the army-potent ſouldier. 

Ber. 1 could endure any thing before but a Cat, and 
now he'sa Cat to me, 

Is. I perceive fic by your Generals lookes, weeſhall 
be faine to hang you. | 

Par, My lite fir in any cafe : Not thatT amafraideto 
dye, but that my offences beeing many, I would repent 
out the remainder of Nature. Let me live firin adunge- 
on, i'th Rockes,or any where, ſo I may liue, 

Int, Wee'le ſee what may bee done , ſo you confeſſe 
freely : therefore once more to this Captaine Dumaine : 
you hauc anſwer'd to his reputation withthe Duke, and 
to his valour, What is his honeftic ? 

Pay. He will Reale (iran Egge out of a Cloifter : for 
rapes and rauiſhments he paralels Neſſw. Hee profeſles 
npt keeping of oaths, in breaking em he is ſtronger then 
Ferewles, He will lye fir, with ſuch volubilitie, that you 
would thinke truth were « foole : drunkennefle is his beſt 
vertve, for he will be {wine-drunke, and in his ſleepe he 
does little harme , ſaue to his bed-cloathes abour him : 
bur they know his congitions, andlay him in firaw, 1 
baue bur little more ro ſay fir of his honeſty, he has eue- 
rie thing that an honett men ſhould not have; whar an, 
honeſt man ſhould haue, he has nothing. | 

Cap.G, 1 begin to loue him for this. | 

Ber, For this deſcription of thine honeſtic ? A pox, 
vpon him for me, he's more and more a Cat. | 

Int. What ſay youto his expertneſſe in warre? 

Par. Faith fir, hs's led the drumme before the Eng- 
Ih Tragedians :to belye him I will not, and more of his! 
ſouldierſhip 1 know vor, except inthat Country, he had 
the honour to be the Officer at a placethere called Aſs/e- 
erd, to inftruct for the doubling of files, I would doethe' 
man what honour I can, bur of this I am net certaine. . 

Cap.G. He hath our-villain'd villanie ſo farrezthat the 
raritic redeemes him. 

Fer. Apox on him, he's a Cat ill, 

Int. His qualitics being at this poore price, I neede 
not to aske you, if Gold will corrupt himto revolt. 

Par. Sir, for « Cardceuc he will ſell the fee-fimple of 
his ſaluarion, the inheritance of it, and cut th'intaile from 
allremainders, and a perpetual ſucceſsion for it perpe- 
tually. 

tl What's his Brother, the other Captain Dunais ? 

Cap.E. Why do's he aske him of me ? 

Int. What's he? 

Pay. E'nea Crow a'th ſame neſt : not altogether ſo 
great as the fir{t in goodneſſe, bur greater a great dealein 
cuill, He excels his Brother fora coward, yet his Brother 
is reputed one of the beſt thatis. Ina retreate hee out- 
runnes any L ackey; marric in comming on, hee ha's the 
Crampe. 


———___—_—_—_— 


om 


Int Let, When he ſweares oathes,h1d hins drop gold, and Int. If your life be ſaued, will you vndertake:toberray 


.t} take it : the Florentine, 
} b After he ſcores, he never payes the ſcore : Par. 1, and the Captanne of bis horſe, Count Reffillion. | 
4-4. Halfe won is match well made. match andwell mak it, In, Ile whiſper with the Generall, and knowe his 
| My iſ He nere pajes a/ter- debts, take it before, pleaſure. | 
Thu}! And ſay aſerldier (Dian) told thee thas : Par, Jle'na more drumming, a p ofall drummes, 
Aer areto meilwith, boyes are not to bis. 


onely to ſceme to deſerue well,and to beguite the ao 
irion 


—_—_— — 
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_ eAll*Well,chat Ends Well. EIN 


lation o*thart laſciyious yong boy the Countyhave I run 
into this danger: yet who would hane ſuſpeRed an ar- 
| buſh where 1 was taken ? 

Int. There is no remedy fr, but you muſt dye : the 
Generall ſayes, you thac haue fo traitorouſly diſcouerd 
the ſecrets of your army, and made ſuch peſtifferous re- 


no honeſt vic ; therefore you muit dye. Come headel- 
man, off with his head. 

Par. OLord fir let meliue, or let me fee my death. 

Int, That ſhall you, and cake your leave of all your 
friends: 

So, looke about you, know you any heere ? 

Count. Good morrow noble Captaive. 

Lo,E. God blefle you Captaine ParoJes. 

Cap.G. God (ave you noble Captaine, 

Lo.F. Captain, what greeting will you to my Lord 
Lafew? | am tor Frarxce, 

Cap.G. Good Capraine will you giue me a Copy ot 
the ſonnet you writ to Diana in behalte of the Count 
Reſſiflion, and 1 were not a vyeric Coward, I'de compell 
it of you, but far you well. Exennt., 

Int. You are vndone Caprtainea]l but your (carte, 
that has a knot on't yet, 

Par. Who cannot be cruſh'd with a plot ? 

Inter. It you could finde ovta Countrie where but 
women were that had received ſo much ſhame, you 
might begin an impudent Nation. Fare yee well fir, 1 
am for France too, we ſhall ſpeake of you there, Exit 

Par, Yet amT thankful : if my heart were great 
'Twould burſt at this : Captaine ile be nomore, 

But 1 will eare, and drinke, and (leepe as {oft 

As Captaine ſhall. Simply the thing I am 

Shall make me liue : who knowes himſelfe a brag gart 
Let him feare this ; for it will come to paſſe, 

That euery braggart ſhall be found an Aﬀe, 

Ruſt ſword, coole bluſhes, and Parrolles liue 

Safeſt in ſhame : being tool'd, by fool rie thrive; 

| Thee's place and meanes for euery man aliue, 

le after them. Exit, 


_—. —_— A — ——— 


Enter Hellen, Widdow,and Diana. 


Hel. That you may well perceive I haue not 

wrong'd you, 

One of the Palin in the Chriſtian world 

Shall be my ſurctie : for whoſe throne 'ris needtull 

Ere I can perfe& mine intents, to knecle. 

Time was, I did him a defired office 

Deere almoſt as his life, which gratitude 

Through flintie Tartars boſame would pcepe forth, 

And anſwer thankes, I duly am inform'd, 

His grace is at Marcel, to which place 

We haue conuenient conuoy : you muſt know 

I am ſuppoſed dead, the Army breaking, 

| My husband hies him home, where heuen ayding, 

And by the leaue of my good Lord the King, 

Wee'l be before our welcome. 

Wid. Gentle Madam, 

You never had a ſeruamtto whoſe truſt + 

Your bufines was more welcome, 

| Hel, Noryour Miſtris 

Euer a friend, whoſe thoughts moretruly labour 

Torecompence yourloue: Doubt nar but beauen 

Hath brought me vp to beyour dauglners dower,' 

| Asit hath fated her to bemy motiue 


© m—_———_ 


Q— 


And helper to a husband, But O Rirangemen, 
That can ſuch ſweet vic make of what they hate, 
When lawcie truſting of the cofin'd thoughts 
Dehiles the pitchy night, ſoluſt doth play 

Wich whac it loathes, for chat which is away, - 


| Burmoxe of this heereafter : you Diana, 
ports of men very nobly held, can ſerue the world for 


Vader my poore inftruftions yet muſt ſuffer 
Something in my behalfe, 

D:4. Let death and honeſtic 
Go with your impoſitions, 1 am yours 
Vpon your will co lutfer, 

Hel, Yetl pray you: 
But with the word the time will bring on ſummer, 
When Briars ſhall haue leaues as well as thornes, 
And be as tweet asſharpe : we muſt away, 
Our Wagon is prepar'd, and time revives ys, | 
All's well that ends well, ſtillthe fines the Crowne 
What cre the courſe, the end is the renowne, Exennt 


Enter Clawne, old Lady, and Lafew. 

Laf, No, no, no, your ſonne was miſled with a ſnipe | 
taffata fellow there, whoſe villanous ſaffron wold have 
made all the vabak'd and dowy youth of anation in his 
colour : your daughter-in-law had beene aline at this 
houre, and your ſonne heere at horve, more aduanc d 
;” the King, then by that red-tail'd humble Bee I ſpeak 
of. 

La. | would | had not knowne him, jr was the death 
of the mott vertuous gentlewoman , that ever Nature 
had praiſe for creating. If ſhe had pertaken 6fmy fleſh 
and coſt mee the deereſt groanes of a mother, I could 
not haue owed her a mere rooted loye. 

Laf. Twas a good Lady, 'twas a: good Lady, Wee 
may picke a thouſand ſallers ere wee light on fuch ano- 
ther hearbe. | | 
. Clo, Indeed fir ſhe was the ſweete Margerom of the 
ſaller, or rather the heatbe of grace. __ 


Laf. T hey are nor hearbes you knave,they are noſe- 
hearbes, | 


. Clowns. | am no great Nabwehadnezar fir, Thave not 
much $kill in grace. TI 
Laf. Whether doefſt thon profeſle thy ſelfe, a knaue 
or a foole? 05 
Cle. A foole fir at a womans ſeruice, and a knave at a 
mans. 

Laf. Your diſtin&ion. 

Clo, I would couſen the man ef his wife, and do his 
ſcruice. 

Laf. So you were a knaue at his ſeruice indeed. 
Clo. And I would giue his wife my bauble fir to doe 
her ſeruice, : 

Laf. 1 will ſubſcribefor thee, thou art both knaue 
and foole. | 

Clo. At your ſeruice, | 

Laf. No,no,no. 

Clo. Why fir, if I cannot ſerue you, I can ſerue 8s 
great a Prince as you are. 

Laf. Whoſe that,a Frenchman? 

Clo. Faith (ir a has an Engliſh maine, but his fiſno- 
mieis more botter in France then there. 

Laf. What prince is that? 

Clo. The blacke prince fir, alias the prince of darke- 
pefſe, alias the diuel). 

Laf. Hold thee there's my purſe, I give thee nor this 
toſuggeſt thee from thy maſter thou talk'ſt off, ſerue 
bim fill, 

Claw 


» $a FF 


—— 


| 252 All's] W ell thatends Well 


| Cle. 1 am a woodland fellow fir, that alwaies loued 
| 2 great fire, and the maſter I ſpeak of ever keeps a good 
fire, but ſure he is the Prince of the world, ler his No- 
bilitie remaine in's Court. Iam for the houſe with the 
narrow gate, which | take to be too little for pompeto 
enter : ſome that humble themſelues may, but the ma- 


flowrie way that leads tothe broad gate, and the great 


hre. : 
on to bee a wearic of thee, 


Laf. Go thy waies, | beg 


and I] tell chce {o betore, becauſe i would nor tall out 


too, without any trickes, 

Clo. 1f I put any trickes ypon em hr, they ſhall bec 
lades trickes, which are their owne right by the law of 
Nature. exu 

Laf. A ſhrewd knauc and an vnhappic. 

Lady.Soais. My Lord that's gone made himſelfe 
much ſport out of him, by his authoritie hee remaines 
heere, which he thinkes is a pattent for his ſawcineſle, 
and indeede he has no pace, but runnes where he will. 

Laf. 1 like him well, 'tisnot amific:and ] was abcur 
to tell you, ice I heard of the good Ladies death, and 
that my Lord your ſonne was vpon his returne home. [ 
moued the King my maſter to ipeake in the behalte of 
my daughter, which in the minoritie of them borh, his 
Maieſtic out of alelfe gracious remc®1brance did firſt 
propoſe, his Highneſſe hathpromis'd me to doe it, and 
to ſtoppe vp the diſpleaſure he hath conceived againſt 
your {onne, theie is no fitter matter. Howdo's your 
Ladyſhip like ir? 

Le. With verie much content my Lord, and I wiſh 
it happily effected. | 

Laf. His Highneſſe comes poſt from Afarcellus,of as 
able bodie as when he number'd thirty, a will be heere 
to morrow, or I am decciu'd by him that in tuch intel- 
ligence hath ſeldome fail d, 

La. Iricioyces me, that I hope I ſhall ſee himerel 
die. I have letters that my tonne will be heere ro night: 
I ſhall befeech your Lordſhip to remaine with mee, till 
they meete together. 

Laf. Madam, I was thiuking with what wanners 1 
might ſafely be admitted. 

Lad. Youncede but plezde your honourable priut- 


- 
a oder SEL - A ® 


— - 
. -—_— 5 0 
» Is. Py - 
c—_ ————_ 9 Ge ji a 
as <_ p = = _— CF 
r- 2 ads am 
mY 


__——__—_— 
=y —— >.<" 


"RX. Erna” > 4-< 
n— 


—_ 


a 
— 


ledge. 
Laf. Ladie, of that ] have made a bold charter, but 
[ thanke my God, it holds yer, . 


Enter Clowne. 


Cle. O Madam, yonders my Lord your ſonne with 

a patchof velvet on's face, whether there bee a (car vn- 
der't or no,the Veluet knowes, but'tis a goodly patch 
of Veluet, lis left checke is 2 checke of two pile and 2 
halfe, buc his right cheeke is worne bare, 

Laf. A\carre nobliy got, | 
Or anoble ſcarre, is a goed l1u'rie of honor, 

So belike is that. | 

{le. But it is your carbicado'd face. 

Laf. Let vs golee 
your ſonne I pray you, Ilong totaike | 
Witt the young, noble ſouldier, 

Clowne, "Faith there's a dozen of em, with delicare 
fine hats, and moR courteous feathers, which bow the 
t.cad, and nod at eerie wan, 
| E xeunt 
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nie will be roo chill and render, and theyle bee for the | 
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! rer, I hane ere now fir beene 


eA tus uintys. 


Enter Hellen, Widdow, and Diana, with 
two Attendants. 
Hel. But this exceeding pofting day and night, 


| Muſt wear your ſpirits low, we cannot helpe it : 


But ſhine you have made the oaies and nights as one, 


| To weate your gentle limbes in my affayres, 
with thee. Gothy wayes, let wy hortes be wel look'd | 


Be bold youdo lo grow in my requital!, 

As nothing can ynroore you, In happie time, 
Enter a gentle Aſtringer, | 

This man may helpe me to his Mateftieseare, 

It he would ipend his power. God ſaue you fir, 

Cent. And you. 

Hel, Sir,1 haue ſeene you inthe Court of France. 

Gent, 1 have beene ſometimes there. 

Hel. 1 do preſume fir, that you are not falne 
From the report that goes vpon your gooeneſe, 
And theretore goaded with moſt ſharpe occaſions, 
\Which lay nice manners by, Iput you to 
The vie ot your owne vertues, for the which 
I ſhall continue thankefull, 

Gent. What's your will? 

Hel, That it will pleaſe you 
To give this poore petition to the King, | 
And ayde me with that ſtore of power you have 
To come into his preſence, 

Gen. The Kings not heere. 

Hel. Not heere fir? 

Gen, Not indeed, 

He hence remou'd laft night, and with morc haſt 


| Then is his vſe. 


#14, Lord how we looſe our paines, 

Hel. All's well that ends well yer, 

Though time ſeeme fo aduerſe, and meanes vnfit: 
I do beſeech you, whither is he gone? 

Gent. Martie as I takcit to Roſſilion, 
Whither lam going. 

Hel. 1dobeleech you fir, 

Since you are like to {eethe King before me, 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand, 
Which I preſume thall reader you no blame, 
But rather make you thanke your paines for it, 
I will come after you with whar good ſpeede 
Our meanes will make vs meanes, 

Gent, This Ile do for you, 

Hel. And you ſhall findeyour ſelfe to be well thank 
what e're falles more. We muſt co horſe againe, Go, go, 
prouide, 

Enter ( lowne and Parroftes. 

Par, Good M* Lawatch giue my Lord Lafew this let- 

tter knowne to you, when 


| Thaveheld familiaritie with freſher cloathes : butI am 


/ turther, 


now ſr muddied in fortunes mood, and ſmell ſomewhat 
ſtrong of her ſtrong diſpleaſure. | 

Clo, Truely, Fortunes difpleNure is but luttifh ifir 
ſmell ſo ſtrongly as thou ſpeak'(Pof: 1 will hencefoorth 
_— Fiſh of Fortunes burt'ring. Pre thee alow the 
winde. 


| Pay. Nay you neede not to ſtop your noſe fir: I ſpake 
but by 8 Metaphor. 


. 
, 


Cle. Indeed fir, if your Metaphor ftipke, 1 will top 
my noſe, or againſt any mans Metaphor.Prethe get thee 
Par. 


——_— 


ſ 


| Po. Pray you fir deliver me this paper. 


——_—__ i ——— 
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Clo. Foh, prechee ſtand away : a paper from fortunes 
cloſe-ſtoole, to giue toa Nobleman. Looke heere he 


comes himſelte. 


Exter L afew. 


Clo. Heere is @ purre of Fortunes ir, or of Fartanes 
Cat, but not a Maſcat, that ha's falne into the wncleane 
fiſh-pond of her diſpleaſure, and as he {ayes is muddied 
wichall. Pray you fr, vie the Carpe as you may, for hz 
lookes like a poore decayed, ingenious, fooliſh, raſcally 
knaue. 1 doe pittie his diſtreſſe inmy {miles of comfort, 
and lcaue him to your Lordihip. 

Par. My Lord lam a man whom fortune hath cruel- 
ly ſcratch'd, 

Laf, And what would you haue me to doe? 'Tis too 
latetopaire hernailes now. Wherein have you played 
the knaue with fortane that ſhe ſhould ſcratch you, who 
of her ſelfeis a ood Lady, and would not haue knaves 
thriue long vnder? There's a Cardecue for you: Lerthe 
luſtices make you and fortune friends ; I am for other 
bulineſſe, 

Par, 1beſcech your honour to heare mee one fingle 
word, 

Laf. you begge a (ingle peny more : Come you ſhall 
har, taue your wore, 

Tar, My name my good Lord is Parrokies. 

Laf. You begge more then word then, Cox my paſ- 
fon, giue me your hand : How does your drum? 

Par. Omy good Lord, you were the firſt that found 
mee. 

Laf. Was 1 infooth?And I was the firſt that loſt thee. 

Par. Ic lies in you my Lord to bring mein ſome grace 
for you did bring me out, 

Laf. Out vpon thee knane, doeſt thou put ypon mee 
at once both the offize of God and the diuel: one brings 
thee in grace, and the other brings thee out. The Kings 
comming I know by his Trumpets. Sirrah, inquire tur- 


ther after mc, I had talke of you laſt nighe, though you | 


are a foole and a knaue, you ſhall eate, go too,follow, 
Par, I praiſe God for you. 


Flourifh. Enter King, old Lady, Lafew, the two French 
Lords, with attendants. 

Kin, Weloſta lewell of her, and our eſteeme 
Was made much poorev by it : but your ſonne, 
As mad in folly, lack'd the fence to know 
Her eſtimation home, 

Old La. Tis paſt my Liege, 
And I beſeech your Maicſtie ro make it 
Nacurall rebellion, done i'th blade of youth, 
When oyle and fire, too ſtrong for reaſons force, 
Ore-beares it, and burnes on. 

Kin. My honour'd Lady, 
[ have forgiuen and torgorcen all, 
Though my reuenges were high bent vpon him, 
And watch'd the timeto ſhoate, 

Laf. This I muſt fay, 
Bur firſt I begge my pardon : the yong Lord 
Did to his Maieſty, his Mother, and his Ladie, 
Offence of mighty note; but to himlelfe 
The greateſt wrong of all. Heloſt a wite, 9 
Whoſe beruty did aftoniſh the luruey 
Of richeſt eies : whoſe words all eares tooke caprive, 
Whoſe deere perfettton, heatts char ſcorn'd to lerue, 


* MILSWell that ends Well. 
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Humbly call'd Miftris. GET 
Kin, Praifing what is loft, | 
Makes the remembrance deere. Well,call him hither. 
Weare reconcit'd, and the firſt view ſhall ki"! , 
All repetition : Lec him not aske our pardon, 
The nature of tis great offence is dead, 
And deeper then oblinion, we do butie 
Ttincenfingreliques of it,” Let him approach 
A tranger, no offender ; and informe him d | 
So 'tis our will ke ſhould, ' 
Gent. T ſhall my Liege. 0 | 
Kin. Wuhar ayes he to yorr daughter, 
Haue you ſpoke ? 
L of. , Allthat heis, bath reference to your Highnes. 
Kin, Then thall we have amatch. I haueletters ſent 
me, that ſets him high in fame, 


Emer (ount Berty am. 
1 af. Helookes well on't. 
Km, lamnot aday of ſeaſon; 
For thou maift fee a fun-ſhine, and a haile 
In meat once : But to the brivhteſt beames 
Diftratted clouds grue way, !o Rtand thou forth, 
The time is fare againe. 
Ber. My kighrepented blames | 
Deere Soueraigne perdonto me. 
Kin, Allis whole, 
Not one word more of the coftiſuined time, 
Ler's take the in{tant by the fotward top : 
For we are old, and on our quick'ſt decrees 
Th'inaudible, and noiſcleſte foot oftime 
Steales, ere we can effect them, You remember 
The daughter of this Lord? 
Ber. Admiringly my Liege, at fi:ſt 
Iftucke my choice vpon her, ere my heart | 
Durſt make too bold a heravuld of my rongyue : 
Where the imprefhon of mine eye enfixing, 
Contempt his {cornfull PerſpeRtiue did lend me, 
VWhich warp<«the line, of eerie other favour, 
Scorn'd a faire colour, or expreſt it oine, 
Extended or cor:tracted all proportions 
Toa molt hideous obieR, Thence it came, 
That the whom all nien prais'd, and whom my felfe, 
Since I have loſt, have lou'd; was in mine eye 
The duſt that did offend it. 
Kin. Well excus'd ; 
That thou did lone her, firikes ſome [cores away 
From the great compt : but loue that comes too late, 
Like a remorſefull pardon {lowly carried 
To the great ſender, turnes a ſowre offence, 
Crying, that's goed that's gone : Our raſh faults, 
Make triuiall price of ſerious things we haue, 
Not knowing them, vntill we know their grave. 
Ofit our diſpleatures to our ſelues vninſt, 
Deſtroy our friends, and after weepe their duſt: 
Our own loue waking, cries to ſee what's don,e 
While ſhamefull hate (leepes our the afternoone. 
Bethis ſweet Helens knell, and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for faire Mawdlm, 
The maine conſents are had, and heere wee'l (tay 
To {ee our widdowers ſecond marriage day : 
W hich better then the firſt, O deere heauen bleſle, 
Or, erethey meete in me, O Nature ceſle. | 
Lef. Come on my ſonne, in whom my houſes name 
Muſt be digeſted : give a fauour from you 
To ſparkle in the ſpirits of my daughter, 
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252 All's Well that ends Well. 


That ſhe may quickly come, By my old beard, 
Andeu'ric haire that's on't, Heles that's dead 
Was a ſweet creature: ſuch aring as this, 
The laſt that ere I rooke ber leaue at Court, 
i {aw vpon her hnger. 

Ber, Hers it was not, 

King. Now pray you let me {ec it. For mine eye, 
While I was ſpeaking, oft was falten'd too't: 
This Ring was mine, and when I gaue it Heller, 
I bad her if her 1ortunes ever ſtoode 
Neceſhtied to helpe, thit by this token 
I would relceuc her, Had you that craft to reaue her 
Of what ſhould Read her moſt ? 

Ber. My gracious Soueraigne, 
Howere it pleaſes you to take it {0, 
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Thering was neuer hers. 
Old La. Sonne,on my life 
I haue ſcene her weare ic, and ſhereckon'd it 
Art her liues rate. 
Laf. Iam (urc | ſaw her wearer. 
Ber, You aredecein'd my Lord, ſhe never ſaw it : 
In Florence was it from a caſement throwne mee, 
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Wrap'd in a paper, which contain'd the name 
Of her that threw it : Noble ſhe was,and thought 
Ifoodingag'd . but when I had ſubſcnib'd 
To mine owne fortune, and inform'd her fully, 
I could not anſwer in that courſe of Honour 
As ſhe had made the overture, ſhe ceaſt 
In heauie ſatisfation, and would never 
Receiue the Ring againe, 
Km, Platus himlelte, 
| That knowes the tin&t and multiplying med'cine, 
Hath not in natures myſteric more ſcience, 


| Then T have in this Ring. 'Twas mine, 'twas Helens, 
; Who cuer gauc it you : then if you know 
| That you are well acquainted with your felfe, 
Confeſle 'twas hers, and by what 1ovgh entorcement 
You got it from her, She call d the Samtsto ſuretie, 
That ſhe would neue pur it trom her finger, 


Vnlefle ſhe gauc it to your (elte in bed, 
[Where you haue neuct come : or lentit vs 
Vpon her great diſaſter. 
| Ber. Sheneuer ſaw it, 
Kin, Thou ſpeak'ſt it falſcly : as I love mine Honor, | 
And mak'ft conneCturall feares to come into me, | 
Which I would faine ſhut our, if it ſhould prove 
That thou art lo inhumane, 'twill not proue ſo : 
And yet I know nor, thou didſt hate her deadly, 
And ſhe is dead, which nothing but to cloſe 
Her eyes my ſelfe, could win me to beleeue, 
More then to ſee this Ring, Take him away, 
My fore-paſt proofes, how ere the matter fall 
Shall taze my tearcs of little vanitie, 
Having vainly fear'd too little, Away with him, 
Wee'l itt this matter further. 
Ber. It you ſhall proue 
| This Ring was cuer hers, you ſhall ascakie 
Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence, 
Where yet the never was. 
| Emer a Gentleman, 
Kg. Tam wiap din diſmall thinkings, 
CGev. Gracious Souerargne, 
Whether I haue beene too blame or no, I know not, 
Here's a petition from a Florentine, | 
\Vho hath for foure or fiue remones come ſhort, 


—— 
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; Yougiue away heauens yowes, and thoſe are mine: 
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| Thar ſhe which marries you, muſt marrie me, 


To tender it her ſelfe, I vndertooke it, 
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Vanquiſh'd thereto by the faire grace and ſpeech 

Ofthe peore ſuppliant, who by this I know 

Is heere attending : her buſinefle lookes in het 

With an importing viſage, and ſhe told me 

In a ſweet verbal! breefe, it did concerne 

Your Highnefſe with her ſelfe. 

A Letter. 

Upon bu many proteſt ations to marrie mee when his wife was 
dead, I bluſh to ſay it, he wonne me. Now u the Connt Ref. 
flliow a Widdower, buy vowes ave forfened to mee, and my 
honors payed to buys, Hee ſtole from Florence, taking no 
leaxe, and I follow him to his Conmtrey for Inftice : Grant 
it me, O King, in you tt beſt hes, otherwiſe a ſeaucer flou- 
riſhes, and a peore Maid u wndone. 

Diana Caplilet, 
Laf. I will buy we a ſonne in Law in a faire,and toule 
for this. Ilenone ofhim. 
Km. The heauens haue thought well on thee Lafew, | 
To bring forth this diſcou'rie, ſecke theſe ſutors : 
Go ſpeedily, and bring sgaine the Count, 
Emer Bertram. 

I am a-feard the life of Hefen (Ladie) 

W as fowly ſnatchr. | 
O/d La. Now twſtice onthe doers. 

Kimg, | wonder fir, fir, wiues are monſters to you, 

And that you flye them as you ſweare them Lordſhip, 

Yer you defire co marry, What woman's that ? 


Enter Widdow, Diana, and Parrolles. 
Dia. 'am my Lord a wretched Florentine, 

Deriued from the ancient Capilet, 

My ſuite as I do vnderftand you know, 

And therefore know how farre | may be pittied, 

Wid, | amher Mother fir, whoſe age and honour 

Both ſuffer vnder this complaint we bring, 

And both ſhall ceaſe, without your remedie, 

-- King, Come hether Count, do you know theſe Wo- 

men ? 

Ber. My Lord, Incither can nor will denie, 

But that I know them, do they charge me further ? 
Dia. Why do yculooke ſo ſtrange vpon your wife ? 
ber. She's none of mine my Lord. 

Dia. If you ſhall marric 
You giue away this hand, and that is mine, 


You giue away my ſelfe, which is knowne mine; 
For I by vow am ſo embodied yours, 


Either both or none, 

Laf. your reputation comes too ſhort for my daugh- 
ter, you are nO husband for her. 

Ber, My Lord, this is a fond and deſp'rate creature, 
Whom ſometime haue laugh'd with: Ler your highnes 
Lay a more noble thought ypon mine honour, 

Then for to thinke that I would finke it heere. 

Kin. Sir for my thoughts, you haue them il to friend, 
Till your deeds gaine them fairer : proue your honor, 
Theain my thought it lies, | 

D:an. Good my Lord, 

Aske him ypen his oath, if bee do's thinke 
He had not my virginity. 
Kim. What ſaift thou to her ? 
Ger, She's impudent my Lord, 
And was a common gameſter to the Campe, 
Dia. He do's me wrong my Lord : If I were ſo, 


He might have bought me at a common price. . | 
0 | 
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Denot belecue him. O behold chis Ring, - 
Whoſe high refpeR and cich validitie 
Did lacke a Paralell : yer for all that 
He gaue it to a Commoner a'th Campe 
If 1 be one, 
Coun. He bluſhes, and 'tis hit : 
Of fixe preceding Anceſtors, that lemme 
Confer'd by teſtament to'th ſequent iſſue 
Hath it beene owed and worne, This is his wife, 
That Ring's a thouſand proofes. 
King. Me thought you ſaide 
You ſaw one heere in Court could witneſle it, 
Dia, I did my Lord, but loath am to produce 
So badan inſtrument, his names Parrolles, 
Laf. Iſawthe man to day, if man he bee, 
Kin, Finde him, and bring him hether. 
Roſ. Whar of him: 
He's quoted for a moſt pe fidious ſlaue, 
With all che (pots a'th world, taxt and deboſh'd, 
Whoſe nature {ickens : but to ſpeake a truth, 
Am 1], or that or this for whathe'l vtter, 
That will ſpeake any thing. 
Km. She hath that Ring of yours. 
Rof, Ithinke ſhe has; certaine ir is Ilyk'd her, 
And boorded her 'th wanton way of youth : 
She knew her diſtance, and did angle for mee, 
Madding my cagerneſle with her reſtraint, 
As all impediments in fancies courſe 
Are motiues of more fzncie, and in fine, 
Her inſuite comming with her moderne grace, ) 
$.1bdu'd meto her rate, ſhe got the Ring, 
And I had that which any interiour might 
At Marke:t price haue bonght, 
D:4. I muſt be patient : 
You that haue twin'd off a firſt ſo noble wife, 
May iuſtly dyet me. I pray you yer, 
(Since you lacke vertue, I will looſe a husband) 
Send for your Ring, I will returne it home, 
And giue me mine againe, 
Rof. 1 have itnor, 
Kin. What Ring was yours I pray you? 
Dian. Sir much like the ſame vpon your finger. 
Kin. Know you this Ring, this Ring was his of late. 
Dia. And this was itI gaue him being a bed, 
Kin, The ſtory then goes falſe,you threw it him 


1 Out of a Caſement, 


Dia, I haue ſpoke the truth, Enter Parolles, 

Roſ. My Lord, I do confteſſe thering was hers. 

Kin, You boggle ſhrewely, euery feather tarts you : 
Is this the man youpeake of ? 

Dia. 1, my Lord, | 

Kin, Tell me firrah, but tel! me true I charge, you, 
Not fearing the diſpleaſure of your mailer ; 
Which on your iuft proceeding, Ile keepe off, 
By him and by this woman heere, what know you ? 

Par. So pleaſe your Maieſty, my maſter hath bin zn 
honourable Gentleman . Trickes hee hath had in him, 
which Gentlemen haue. 

Kin, Come, come, to'th'purpoſe : Did hee loue this 
woman ? L 

Par. Faith fir he did loue her, but how. 

Km, How I pray you? 

Par. He did loue her fir,as a Gent, loues a Woman, 
Kin, How is that ? 

Par. Helou'd her fir, and lon'd hernot. 

Kin, As thou art a knaue and no knaue, what an equi- 
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Alt Well, that Ends IWell. 
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uocall Companion is this ? PS = 

Par. lama poore man, and at your Maiefties com- 
mand 

Laf, Hee's a 
Orator. 

Die. Do you know he promiſt me marriage? 

Par, Faith I know more then lle ſpeake. 

Kin. But wilt thou nor ſpeake all thou know'ft ? 

Par. Yes ſopleaſe your Maieſty : I 6id goe berweene 
them as I (aid, but more then that he loued her, for in- 
deede he was madde for her, and talkt of Sathan, and of 
Limbo, and of Furies, and I knownot what : yet I was in 
that credit with them at that time, that I knewe of their 
going to bed, and of other motions, as promiſing her 
marriage, and things which would derive mee ill will to 
ſpeake of, therefore I will not ſpeake what 1 know. 

Km. Thou haſt ſpoken all alreadie, vnlefſe thou cant 
ſay they are maried, bur thou art too fine inthy evidence, 
theretore (tand afide, This Ring you ſay was yours, 

Dia. I my good Lord, 
Kin, Where did you buy it? Or whogaueit you ? 
Dia. It was not giuen me, nor I did not buy it, 
Kin. \Wholent it you? 
Dia. It wasnot lent me neither. 
Rim, Where did youhnde it then ? 
D44. Ifound it nor. 
Kin. It it were yours by none of all theſe wayes, 
How could you giuc it him? 
Dia. Ineuer gaue it him, 
Laf, This womans ancafic gloue my Lord, ſhe goes 
off and on at pleaſure. 
Kin, This Ring was mine, I gave it his firft wife. 
Da. It might be yours or hers for ought | know. - 
Kin. T ake her away, 1 do not like her now, 
Topriſon with her : and away with him, 
Vnleſſe thou telſt me where thou had(t this Ring, 
Thou dieſt within this houre. 
Dia. llenever tell you. 
Kin, Take her away. 
D74. leputinbaile myliedge. 
Kin, I thinke thee now ſome common Cuſtomer, 
Dis. By Iouc if ever | knew man 'twas you, | 
King. Wherefore haſt thou actuſde him al this while, 
Ds. Becauſe he's guiltie, avd heisnot guilty : - 
He knowes I amno Maid, and hee'l {weare too's ; | 
He (weare I am a Maid, and he knowes not, | 
Great King I am noſtrumper, by wy life, 
I am either Maid, or elſe this old mans wife, 
Kin, She does abuſe our eares, to priſon with her, 
Dia. Good mother fetch my bayle, Stay Royall lir, * 
The leweller that owes the Ring is ſent for, 
| 
| 


good drumme my Lord, but a naughtic 


And heſhall ſurety me. Bur for this Lord, 

Who hath abus'd me as he knowes himſelfe, 
Mhough yet he never harm'd me, heere 1 quit him, 
He knowes himſelfe my bed he hath defil'd, 

And at that time he got his wife with childe : | 
Dead though ſhe be, ſhe feeles her yong one kicke : 

So there's my riddle, one that's dead is quicke, 

And now behold the meaning. _ 


Enter Hellen and Wiadow. | 


Kin. Ts therono exorciſt 
Beguiles the truer Office of mineeyes? 
Is'rreall thatl (ce ? 

Hel, No my good Lord, 
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'Tis but the ſhadow of awite youlce, 
The name,and not the thing. 

Rof. Bath, both,O pardon. 

Hel. Oh:ny good Lord, when Iwaslikethis Maid, 
I found you woadrous kinde, there is your Ring, 
And looke you, heeres your letter : this it ſayes, 
\When from my finger you can get this Ring, 
And is by me with childe, &c. This is done, 
Will you be mine now you are doubly wonne? 

Roſ. 1Ifſhe my Liege canmake me know this clearly, 
[le loue her dearely, ever, euer dearly, 

Hel. Ifir appeare nor plaine, and proue vntrue, 
Deadly divorce ſtep betweene me and you, 
O my deere mother do I ſee youliuing ? 

Laf. Mine eyes {mel! Onions, I ſhall weepe anon: 
Good Tom Drumme lend me a handkercher. 
Sol thanke thee, waite on me home, Ile make ſport with 
thee ; Let thy cucthics alone, they are ſcuruy ones, 


Alb Well, that EndeWell 


| 


King Let vs from point to point this ſtorie know, 

To make the even truth in pleaſure flow : 

If thou beeft yet a freſh yncropped flower, 

Chooſe thou thy husband,and Ile pay thy dower. 

For I can gueſle, that by thy honeft ayde, 

Thou keptit a wife her ſelfe, thy (elfe a Maide. 

Of that andall the progreſſe more and lefle, 

| Reſolduedly more "s ſhall expreſſe: 

All yet {eemes well, and if it end ſo meete, 

The bitter paſt, more welcome is the ſweet. 
Flowrſh, 


He Kings a Begger, now the Play ts done, 
All is well ended, if this ſuite be wonne, 


That you expreſſe Content : which we willpay, 
With ſtrift to pleaſe you, day exceeding day : 


Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts, 
Tour gentle hands lend v1, and take onr hearts, Exeunt omn. 
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Actns Primus , Scana Prima. 


Re on 


Enter Or/ino Duke of [!Iyria, Curio,and other 
Lords. 


Duke, 


F Muſicke be the food of Love, play on,1 
Giue me exceſle of it : that ſurferting, 
The apperite may ſicken, and ſo dye. 


Thar (traine agen, it had a dying fall : 

Q, it came ore my eare, like che {weet found 
That breathes vpon a banke of Vislcts; 
Stealing, ond gruing Odour. Enough, no more, 
'T15 not fo ſweet now, 2s it was betore, 
O ſpirit of Loue, how quicke and freſh art thou, 
That notwithſtanding thy capacitie, 
Receiveth as the Sea. Nought enters there, 
Ot what validity, and pitch fo ere, 
But falles into abarement, and low price 
Euen in a minute ; fo full of ſhapes is fancie, 
That ic alone, is bigh fantaſticall, 

Ca. Will you go hunt my Lord? 

Du. Whar Cari? 

Cu, The Hart, 

D#. Why fo [ do, the Nobleſt that I haue; 
O when mine eyes did ſee Olima firſt, * 
Me thought ſhe purg'd the ayre of peftilence 
That inſtant was I turn'd into a Hart, 
And my defires like fell and cruel! hounds, 
Ere fince purſue me, How now what newes from her ? 


Enter Valentine, | 

Val. Sopleaſe my Lord, I might not be admitted, 
Burt from her handmaid do returne this anſwer: 
The Element ir ſelfe, till ſeuen yeares heate, 
Shall not behold her face at ampleview : 
Bur like a Cloyftrefſe ſhe will vailed walke, 
And water once a day her Chamber round 
With eye-offending brine: all this to ſeaſon 
A brothers dead loue, which ſhe would keepe freſh 
And laſting, in her ſad remembrance. 

Ds. O (he that hath a heart of thar fine frame 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 
How will ſhe loue, when the rich golden ſhaft 
Hath kill'd the flocke of all affetions elle 
That live in her. When Liver, Braine, 3nd Heart, 
Theſe ſoueraigne thrones, are all ſupply'd and fll'd 
Her ſweete perfeQtions with one lelte king : 
Away before me, to (weet beds of Flowres, 


Loue-thoughts lycrich, when canopy'd with bowres, 
E xenne 


| 


| 
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Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Viola, a Captaine hd Saylors, 


Vie. What Country (Friends) is this ? 

( ap. This is Hlyria Ladie, 

Yo, And what ſhould T do ia lllyria? 

My brother he is in Elizium, 

Perchance he is not drown'd : What thinke you ſaylors? 
Cap. It is perchance that you your lelfe wete ſaved. 
Vio.O my poore brother, aad to perchance may he be. 
Cap. True Madam, and to comfort you with chance, 

Aſſixe your ſelfe, atter our ſhip did {plit, 

When you, and thoſe poore number ſaued with you, 

Hung on our driving boate: I ſaw your brother 

Moſt providentin perill, binde himſelfe, 

(Courage and hope both teaching him the praRtiſe) 

To a firong Maſte, that lin'd vpoa the ſea : 

Where hike Orion on tle Dolphines backe, 

I ſaw him hold acquaintance with the waues, 

So long as I could fee. 

Use. For ſaying lo, there's Gold : 

Mine owne eſcape vnfoldeth tony hope, 

Wheretothy ſpeech ſerves for authoritie 

The like of him. Know thou this Countrey ? 

( ap. I Madam well, for [ was bred and borne 
Not three houres trauaile from this yery place; 

Vis. Who gouernes heere? 

Cap. Anoble Duke in nature, as inname, 

Vis. What is his name? 

Cap. Orſino. 

Vio, Orſins : 1 have heard my father name him, 
He was a Batchellor then, 

Cap. And ſo is now, or was ſovery late : 

For but 2 month 8go I went from hence, 

Andthen 'twas freſh in murmure (as you know 

What great ones do, the lefſe will prartle of,) 

That he did ſeeke the loue of faire Olinis. 

Vio. Whar's ſhze ? 

Cap. A vertuous maid, the daughter of a Count 
That dide ſome tweluemonth fince, then leauing her 
In the proteQion of his ſoune, her brother, 

Who ſhortly alſo dide : for whoſe deere loue 

(They fay) (he hath abiur'd the fight 

And company of men, | 
Vie, O thatT ſerv'd that Lady, 


And might not be deliuered tothe world : 
Y 2 Til 
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Till 1 had wade mine owne occaſion mellow 
A hat ry eftate 1s; 

Cp J har were hard to compaſle, 
P.-cauiſc ſhe w/ 1] 2dmic no kinde of ſuite, 
Ny not the Dnkes, 

Vin. Fhereis a faire behauiour in thee Capraine, 
An thougn thacnacure, with 2 beautcous wall 
Doth oft clo in pollution : yet of thee 
| will beleeue thou haſt a mince that ſuites 
\W ich this thy faxre and outward charracter, 

[ prethee {and Ile pay thee bounteouſly) 
Conceale me whar I am, and be my ayde, 


—— > —— — 


For ſuch diſguile as haply ſhall become 


The fornie oft my intent, Ile ferge this Duke, 
Thou ſhalt pretcat me as an Eunuch to him, 
[t ipay be worth thy paines : for I can fog, 
And fpeaketo him in many forts of Muficke, 
That will allow me very worth his ſervice, 
Wh elſc may hap, to time I will commir, 
Onely ſhapethou thy hilence to wy wit. 
Cap. Be you his Eunuch, 2nd your Mute le bee, 


| \\ h-n my tongue blabs, then let mine eycs not tec. 


U;o, I thank: thee : Lead me on. E xeunt 


——— — - _— 
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S$c.c Tertia, 
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Ewtcr Sir T oby, and Maria, 
Sir To, Whataplague meanes my Neece to take the 


' death ot her b:other thius ? 
[11te. 


| am furc cate's an enemicto 


Afar. By my troth fir Toby, you muſt come in earlyer 


'anights ; your Colin, my Lady, takes great exceptions 


| 


| 


to your 1il houtcs, 
To. Why ler her except, before excepted. 
Ma. I, but you mult cenfine your leite within the 


{ modcit limits ot orger, 


To. Conline? le confine my ſelfe no finer thenT am: 
thele cloaties are good enough to drinke in, and fo bee 
theſe boots too : and they be nor, let them hang them+ 
{clues in their owne ſtraps, 

Ms, That quathng and drinking will vndoe you : 1 
heard my Lady talke of it yeſterday : and of a tooliſh 
knight that you brought in one night here,to be hir woer 

To. Who, Sir Andrew Ague-cheeke ? 

B26 The. * 

To. He's as tall a man as any's 10 Illyria. 

Aa. \V hat's that to th'purpoſe ? 

To, Why he ha's three thouſand ducatesa yeare, 

Aſa. |,Luthce'] haue bur a yeare in all theſe ducates : 
He's a very foole, and a prodigall. 
| To. Fiegthat you'l fay ſo : he playes o'th Viol-de-ga ne 
boys, and {pcaks three or tour languages word for wasd 
withour baoke, & hath all the good gitts of nature. 
Aſa. He hath indeed, almoſt naturall : for beſides that 
he's 2 foole. he's a great quarreller : and but that hee hath 
ho pittota Coward, to allay the guſt he hath in quarrel- 
lung, tis thought among the prudent, he would guickcly 
laue the gif of a graue. 

Tob. By this hand they are ſcoundrels and ſubfirae 
Aer; that tay fo ofhim, Who are they ? 

Ala, Ihey thar adde worcour, kee's drunke nightly 
its vour Company. 

Jo, \\ ul runking healths to my Neece : Ile driuke 


Twelfe Ntoht,or, What 201 will, 


— — — 


—— 


| {wear t. Tutthere's life in't man, 


——— 


— 


to her as long asthereis a paſſage in my throat, & drinke | 


in Illyria : he's a Coward and a Coyftrill that will not 
drinke to my Neece. till his brainesturne o'th toe, like a 
pariſh trop. What wench? Caftlians v»lge:for here coms 
Sir Andrew Agneface. | 
Enter Sir Andrew, 

Ard. Sir Toby Belcb. How now ſr Teby Belch? 

To, Sweet fir Andrew, 

And, Bleſſe you faire Shrew. 

Mar. And you too fir, 

Tob. Accoſt Sir Andrew, accoſt, 

And. \Vhar's that? 


To, My Neeces Chamber-maid, j 


AMz.Good Miltris accoſt,I deſire better acquaintauce 

Aa. My nameis Aary fir. 

And. Good miſtris Mary, accoſt, 

To, You miſtake knight; Accoſt, is front her, boord 
her, woe her,aſlayle her, 

Ana, By my troth I would not vndertakeher in this 
company. Is that the meaning of Accoft? 

Ma. Far you well Gentlemen, 

To. And thou let part (o Sir Andrew, would thou 
mightſt never draw {word agen. 

An4) And you part fo miftris, I would I might never 
draw {word agen : Fauc Lady, doe youthinie you hauec 
tooles in hand? 

Ma. Sir, l haue not you by'th hand, | 

An, Marry but you ſhall haue, and heeres my hand, 

Aa. Now fir, thought is free : I pray you bring your 
hand to'th Buttry barre, and let it drinke. 

An. Waeretore (lweet-heart? ) What's your Meta- 

zhor ? 
| Ca. It's dry fir, 

And. Why 1 thinke ſo: I amnot ſuch an afle, but] 
ean keepe my hand dry. But what's your iclt ? 

AMa. A dv ictl Sir, 

And. Are youtull of them? 

Ma.l Sir, i have them at my fingers eads: matry now 
I let go your hand,1 am barren, E xit Maria 

To, O knight, thou Ilack'R acup of Canarie:when did 
Tice thee io put downe? 

en, Neuer in your-ife I thinke, valeſſe you ſee Ca» 
narie put me downe: mee thinkes ſometzmes I have no 
more wit then a Chriſtian, or an ordinary man ha's : but ] 
am a great cater of beefc, and I belecue chat does harme 
tO my Wit, 

To. No queſtion. 

An. And Ithought that, I'de forſweareit, Ne ride 
home to n,0rrew fir Toby. 

To. Pur-quoy my deere knight? 


An. What is pwrquey? Do,ornotdo? I would I had} 


beſtowed that time in the tongues, that Thaue in fencing 
dancing, and beare-bayting ; O had 1 but followed the 
Arts. 

To. Then hadft thou had an excellent head of haire, 

An, Why,would that haue mended my hairef 

Te. Paſt queſtion, for thou ſceſtit will not coole my 

An B tit becoms we wel enough,doſt not? (nature 

To. Excellent,it hangs (ke flax on adiſtaffe: & I hope 
to ſee a ul wife rake thee between her legs,& ſpin it off. 

e-n.Faith Ile home to marrow fir Toby,your niece wil 
not be (cene,or if ſhe be it's four to one, ſhe'l none of me ; 
the Connt himtelfe here hard by, wooes her, 

To. Sheel none o'th Count,ſhe'l not match aboue hir 
degree,neither in eſtate, yeares,nor wit : I haue heard her 
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Rrangeſt minde i'th world : I delight ia Maskes and Re- 
| uels lometimes alcogether. 

0. Art thou good at theſe kicke-chawſes Knight ? 
And. As any man in 1llyria, whatſoeuer he be, vnder 


BF ad, Ile Ray a month loager. I am a fellow o'th { For they ſhall yer belye: thy happy yeeres, » 


the degree of my betters, & yet I will not compare with 
an old man. 

To. What is thy excellence ina gallierd, knight? 

Ard, Faith, I can cut a caper. 

To. And1 can curthe Mutton too't, © | 

And. And | thinke | haue the backe-tricke, ſimply 2s | 
Rrong as any man in Illyria, | | 

To. Wherefore are theſe thirigs hid ? Wherefore bane | 
theſe gifts a Curtaine before 'em ? Arethey like ro take | 
* duſt, like miſtris Afals pifture? Why doſt thounot goe | 
ro Church in a Galliard, and come home in a Carranto ? 
My verie walke ſhould be a Tigge : 1 would not ſo much: | 
as make water but in a Sinke-a-pace : What dooeſttton | 
meane? Is it a world to hide vertues in ? I did thinke by 
the excellent conftitution of thy legge, it was form'd vn- 
der the (tarre of a Galliard, b 

Ard, 1, *tis firong, and it does indifferent well in a 
dam'd colour'd tocke, Shall we fit about fome Reuels ? 

To. What ſhall we do elfe : were we not borne ynder 
Taurus? 

And. Taurus? That fides and heart. 

To. No ſir, it is leggs and thighes : let me ſee thee ca- 
per. Ha, higher: ha,ha.excellent. E xerent 
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Scena Quarta. 
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Enter Valentine, and Viola in mans attire, 

Val. Ifthe Duke continue theſe fauours rowards you 
Ceſario, youare like to be much aduanc'd,be hath known 
you but three dayes, and already you areno (tranger. | 

Vie. Youcither feare his humour, or my negligence, 
that you call in queſt1on the continuance of his loue. 18 
| he inconſtant fir, in his favours, Tal, No belecue me, 

Enter Duke, Curio,and «Attenaants, 

Vis. 1 thanke you: heere comes the Count. 

Duke. Who ſaw Ceſariohoa ? 

Vie. On your attendance my Lord heere. 

Ds Stand you a-while aloofe. Ceſario, 

Thou knowſt no lefle, bur all : I hane vnclaſp'd 
To thee rhe booke euen of my ſecret ſoule. 
Therefore good youth, addrefle thy gate vnto her, 
Be not demi'de acceſle, ſtand at her doores, 

And tell them, there thy fixed foot ſhall grow 

Till thou haue audience, \ 

Uis. Sure my Noble Lord, | 
If ſhe be ſo abandan'd to her ſorrow | 
As it is ſpoke, ſheneuer will admit me, 

Du, Beclamorous,and leape all ciuill bounds, 
Rather then make vnproficed returne, 

Vie, Say I do ſpeake with her (my Lord)what then? | 

Ds. Othen, vofold the paſsion of my loue, 


Surprize her with diſcourſe of my deere faith; | 
It ſhall become thee well ro at my woes : | 
She will attend ut better in thy youth, 
Then in a Nuntio's of more graue aſpedt. 
Vio. 1 thinkenot ſo, my Lord. 
D#, Deere Lad, belceue it ; 


T wel eNvght,or, What you wlll. '2F7 


|  —_ 


That fay thou art a man : Dianas lip 
1s not more ſmooth, and rubious : thy ſmall pipe 
Is as the maidens organ, ſhrill, and ſound, 
And all is ſemblatiue a womans part, 
I know thy conſtellation is righe apt 
For this affyre : ſome toure or five attend him, 
Allifyou will : for I my ſelfe am beft 
When leaſt in companie : prof] per well in this, 
And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 
To ca!l his fortunes thine, 
Uo. Nedomy beſt 
To woe your Lady : yer a barrefull ſtrife, | 
Who ere 1 woe, my ſelfe wovld be his wife. Exenrt, 
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Scena Quinta. 
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Enter Maria,and Clowne, | 

Ma. Nay, either tell me where thou halt bin,or 1 will 
pot open my lippes ſo wide as a briſs}e may enter,in way | 
of thy excutet my Lady will hang thee for thy abſence.” 

('o, Let herhang me : hee that is well hang'de in this 
world, needs to feareno coloms. | 

Ma. Make that good. 

Clo. He ſhall ſee noneto feare. 

Ma, A goodlenton anſwer : I can:tell thee where y 
ſaying was borne, of | feare no colours. | 

Clo, Where good miſtris Mary ? | 

Az. Inthe warrs,& that may yoube boldeto ſay in | 
your foolerie, : | 

Clo, Well, God giue them wiſedome that hue it: & 
thoſe that are fooles, let them vſe their calenrs, | 

1a. Yet you will be hang'd for being (o long abſent, | 
orto betaurn'd away : is not that a» good as a hanging to 
ou ? | 
: Clo, Many a good hanging, preuents a b:d marriage: 
and for turning away, let iummer beare it our. 

Ma. Youarereſolute then ? 

Clo Nox ſo neyther, but Fam reſolu'd on two points/ 

Ma. Thatif one breake,the other will hold:or if both 
breake, your gaskins fall. 

C/o, Aprtin geodfaith, very apr: well gothy way, if 
fir 7 oby would leaue drinking,thou wert as Witty a piece 
of Enes ficſh,as any in 1llyria. 

Ma. Peace you rogue, no more © that: here comes my 
Lady : make your excuſe wiſely, you were beſt. 
. Emer Lady Olinia, with Maluolio, 
| Cle.Wir,and't be thy will, put me into good fooling : | 
thoſe wits that thinke they hane thee, doe very ofrproue 
fooles : and I chat am ſure 1 hacke thee, may paſle for a 
wiſe man. For what ſaies Q«oape/xs, Better a witty foole, 
then a fooli{h wit, God blefle thee Lady, 
Ol. Takerhe foole away, 
Clo. Do you not hearefellowes, take away the Lacie. 
Ol. Gocoo, yarea dry foole : lleno more of you: be- 


| 


| ſides you grow diſ-honeſt, 


{to, Two faults Madona,that drinke & good connſell 


, wilamend: for giue the dry toole drink, thenis the foole | 


notary: bidthe diſhoneſt man mend himſe)f,if be mend, 
he is no longer diſhoneſt; if hee cannor, let the Botcher 
mend him :any thing that's mended,is but parch'd:vertu 
that tranſgrefles, is [An patcht with finne, and fin that a- 
mends, is but patcht with yertue. If that this fimple 
Sillogiſme will ſerue, ſo: ifit will not, yyhat remedy ? 
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Twelfe Night, or, What youwill. 


As there is notrue Cuckold but calamity, ſo beauties a 
flower ; The Lady bad take away the foolc, therefore I 
(ay again, take her away. | 

Ol. Sir,l bad them take away you, 

Clo. Miſprifion in the higheſt degree, Lady, Cucullus 
nou facit monachum : t\1at's as much to fay, as I weare not 
motley in my braine : good Aſadona, give mee leaue to 
proue you a foole. 

Cl. Canyoudoirt? 

Clo, Dexteriouſly, 900d Madona, 

Ol, Mak proote, 

Clo, 1 mult catechize you for it Madona, Good my 
Mouſe of vertue anfwer mce. 

Ol, Well fir, for wait of other idleneſſe, lle bide your 

oofe, 

Clo. Good Madona, why mournſt thou ? 

Ol. Good toole, tor my brothers death. 

Clo. I thinke his foule 15 in hell, Madona. 

OI. IT know h1s ſoule is in heauen, foole. 

Clo. The more toole{Madona) to mourne for your 
Brothers (oule, being in heaucn. Take away the Foole, 
Gentlemen. 

Ol, What thinke you of this foole Aſaluolie, doth he 
not mend? 

Mal. Yes, and ſhall do, till the pangs of death ſhake 
him : Infirmity that decaies the wile, doth cuermake the 
berter foole. 

Clow, God ſend you lir, a ſpeedie Infirmity, for the 
betrer increaſing your folly ; Sir 7 oby will be ſworn that 
I amno Fox, but he wil not paſſe his word for ewo pence 
that you are no Foole. 

Ol. How ſay you to that Malnolzo? 

Aal, I marucil your Ladyſhip takes delight in ſuch 
a barren raſcall ; I {aw him pur down the other day,with 
an ordinary foole, that has no more braine then a (tone. 
Looke you now, he's out of his gard already : voles you 
laugh and miniſter occaſion to him, he is gag'd. I proceſt 
T take thele Wiſemen, that crow (o'2t thele let kinde of 
fooles, no betterthen the fooles Zanies, 

O!, Oyouare ficke of ſelte-loue Malnolio, and tafte 
with a diſtemper'd appetite. To be generous, guitleſſe, 
and of free diſpoſition, is to take thoſe things tor Bird- 
bolts, that you deeme Cxnnon bullets : There is no ſlan- 
der in an allow'd foole, though he do nothing bur rayle; 
nor no rayling, in a knowne dilcreet man, though hee do 
nothing bur reproue, 

Clo. Now Mercury indue thee with leaſing, for thou 
ſpeak'lt well of fooles, | 

Enter Maria. 

Mari Madam, there is at the gate, a young Gentle- 
man, much defires to ſpeake with you. 

OL From the Count Orſino, 18 it ? 

Ma Iknow not (Madam) 'tis a faire young man, and 


"I well attented. 


Ol. Who of my people hold him io delay e 

Ma. Sir Toby Madam, your kinſman, 

Ol. Ferch him off | pray you, he ſpeakes nothing but 
madman : Fie on him. Go you Afalwolio; If it be at ſuit 
from the Count, I am ficke, ornotat home, What you 
Exit Malno. 
Now you ſee fir, how your fooling growes old, & peo- 
ple diſlike 1t. 

C/o. Thou haſt ſpoke for vs (Madona) as if thy eldeſt 
ſonne ſhould bea foole : whoſe (cull, Ioue cramme with 
braines, for heere he comes. Emter Sir Toby, 

One of thy kin has a moſt weake Pia-mater. 


—_— 
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Ol. By mine honor halfe drunke. What is he at the. 
gate Cofin? 

To. AGentleman, 

Ol. A Gentleman ? What Gentleman? 

To, 'Tisxa Gentleman heere, A plague o'theſe pickle 
herring: How now Sot, 

Clo. Good Sir Toby. 

O1. Cofin, Colin, how baue you come ſo carely by 
this Lethargie? | 
To. Letcherie, I defie Letchery : there's one at the 

ate. 
p Ol. Imarry, what is he? 4 

To. Let him be the diuell and he will, I care not:give | 
mefaith ſay I. Well, it's all one, Exit. 

Ol. What's adrunken man like, foole ? | 

Clo, Like a drown'd man, a foole, and a madde man : }. 
One dranghrt aboue heate, makes him a foole, the ſecond 
maddes him, and athird drownes him. 

01. Gothou and ſeeke the Crowner, and let him fitte 
o'my Coz : for he's in the third degree of drinke ; hee's 
drown'd : go looke after him. 

Clo. Heis but mad yet Madona, andthe foole ſhall 
looke to the madman. 

Enter Malnolio, 

© Mal. Madam, yond young fellow ſweares hee will 
ſpeake wich you, I told him you were ficke,he takes on 
him te ynderftand ſo much,and therefore comes to ſpeak 
with you. Itold him you were afleepe, he ſeems to ho 
a fore knowledge of that too, and therefore comes to 
ipeake with you, What is to be ſaid co num Ladie, hee's 
fortified again& any deniall. 

Ol. Teil him, he ſhall not ſpeake with me. 

' Mal. Ha's beene told ſo: and hee (ayes hee'l ftand art 
your doore like a Sheriffes poſt, and be the ſupporter to 
a bench, but hee'l ſpeake with you, 

Ol, What kinde o'man is he? 

Mal. Why of mankinde. 

Ol. What manner of man? 

Mal. Of veric ill manner : heel ſpeake with you, will 
you, or no. 

O!. Of what perſonage, and yeeres is he? 

Mal. Not yet old enough for aman, nor yong enough 
for a boy : as a ſquaſh is beforetis a pelcod,or a Codling 
when tis almoſt an Apple: Tis with him in landing wa- 
ter, betweene boy and man. He is verie well-fauour'd, 
and he ſpeakes verie ſhrewifhly : One would thinke his 
mothers milke were ſcarſc out of him, 

01. Let him approach : Call io my Gentlewoman. 

Mal. Gentlewoman,my Lady calles, Ext. 

Enter Maria. 
Ol, Giue me my vaile : come throw it ore wy face, 
Wee'l once mare heare Orfines Embaſhe, 
Enter Violenta. 

Vie. The honorable Ladie of the houſe, which is ſhe? 

Ol. Speake to me, I ſhall anſwer for her: your will. 

Uio, Moſt radiant, exquiſite,and vynmatchable beau- 
tie. Ipray you tell me if this bee the Lady of the houſe, 
for Ineuer {awher. I would bee loath tocaſt away my 
ſpeech : for beſides that it is excellently well pend, 1 have 
taken great paines to con it. Good Beauties, let mee ſu- 
ſaineno ſcorne; I an very comptible, cuentothe leaſt 
ſiniſter vſage, 

Ol, Whence came you fir? 

Vie. I can ſay little more then T have ſtudied, & that 
queſiion's our of my part, Goed geutle one, giuemee 
modeſt aſſurance, if you be the Ladic of che houle, that 
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' may proceede ntvy ſpeech, 

Ol, Ate youa Comedian? 
| Vie. Nomyprofound heart : andyet (bythe verie 
phangs of malice, I ſweare) I am notthat I'play.Are you 
the Ladie of the houſe * | | 

Ol. IfT do not vſurpe my ſelfe, I am, 

Uio, Moſtcertaine, if yoware ſhe, you do vſurp your 
ſelfe : for what is yours to beſtowe, is, not yours to te- 
ſerue, But this is from my Commiſſion : I will on with 
my ſpeech in your praiſe, and then ſhew youthe heart of 
my meſſage. 

Ol, Comets whatis important in't : I forgive you 
the praiſes © 

Vis. Alas, Itooke great paines to fludie it, and 'tis 
Poeticall. 

Ol. Iris the morelike to be feigned, Tpray you keep 
jt in.I heard you were lawcy at my gates,& allowd your 
approach rather to wonder at you, then to heare you. Tf 
you be not mad, be gone : if you haue reaſon, be breefe : 
"ris not that time of Moone with me , fo make one in fo 
$kipping a dialogue, 

' Ca, Willyou hoyſt ſfaylefir,here lies your way. 
Vis, No good (wabber, I amro hull here a little lon- 
'ger. Some mollification for your Giant, ſweete Ladie ; 
'rell me your minde, 1 am a meſſenger. 
O1. Sure you have ſome hiddeous matter to deliner, 
when the currehie of itis ſo fearefull. Speake your office, 
| Vis. It alone concernes youreare: I bring no ouer- 
ture of warte, no taxation of homage; ] hold the Olyffe 
in my hand : my words are as fall ofpeace,as matter. 
Ol, Yet you began rudely, What are you? 
W hat would yon # 

Vis. The rudeneſſe that hath appear'd in mee, have I 
learn'd from my entertainment. What I am, and what I 
would, are as {ecret as maiden-head : to your cares, Di- 
uinity; to any others, prophanation, 

Ol. Give vs the place alone, 

We will heare this diuinitie, Now fir, what ig your text? 

Vio. Moſt ſweet Ladie. 

Ol. A comfortable doQrine, and much may bee (aide 
ofit. Where lies your Text? 

Vis, In Orfinves boſome. 

Ol. In his boſome? In what chapter of his boſome ? 

Vie. Toanſwer by the method, in the firſt of his hart, 

Ol. O, I hane rezd it: it isheteſie. Have you no more 
to ſay ? 

Vie. Good Madarn, let me fee your face, 

Ol, Have os any Commiſion from your Lord, to 
negotiate with my face : you are now our of your Text: 
bur we will draw the Curtain, and ſhew you the picture, 
Looke you fir, ſuch a one [ was this preſent : Iſt nor well 
done ? | 

Ute. Excellently done, if God did all. 

Ol. 'Tis in graine fir, *ewill endure winde and wea- 
ther. 

Vie. Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white, 
Natures owne ({weet, and cunning hand laid on: 

Lady, you are the cruell'ſt ſhee aliue, 
If you will leade theſe graces to the grave, 
Andleaue the world no copie. 

O1. O fir, I will not be to hard-hearred : I will give 
out divers ſcedules of my beautie, It ſhalbe Inuentoried 
and euery particle and vrenfile labell'd ro my will: As, 
Item ewo lippes indifferent redde, Irem two grey eyes, 
with lids to them: Item, one necke, one chin, & ſo forth, 
Were you ſent hither to praiſe me? 


| 


ed todos youwill, - ooo. 


Br —— 


— 


Vie. 1 ſee you what you are, you are too proud : 


But if you were the diuell, you are faire: 


My Lord, and maſter loues you : Ouch loue 
Could be butrecompenc'd, though you were crown'd 
The non-pareil of beautie. 
Ol, How docs he loue me ? 
Vie, Wirh adorations, fertill teares, 
With groanes that thunder loue, with fighes of fire, 
Ol.Your Lord does know my mind, I cannot loue him 
Yet I ſuppoic him vertuous, know him noble, 


Ot great eſtate, of freſh and ſtainleſſe youth; | 
In voyces well divulg'd, free, learn'd,and valiant, | 
And in dimenfien, and the 1hape of nature, | 


A gracious perion ; Bur yer I cannot loue him 2 


He might have tooke his an{wer long 290, | 


Vis, If I did loue you in my maſters flame, | qt 
With ſucha fuffring, ſuch a deadly life : | 
In your deniall, I would fadeno lence, 

1] would norvnderftand it. 

O!, Why; what would you? 

Vio, Make me a willow Cabine at your gate, 
And call vpon my ſoule within the houſe, 

Write loyall Cantons of contemned love, 
And fing them lowd even in che dead of night : 
Hallow your name to the reuerberate hilles; 
And make the babling Goſsip of the aire, | 
Cry out Olizia: O you ſhould nor reſt | 
Berweene the elements of ayre, and earth, | 
Burt you ſhould pirtie me. 

Ol, You might do much: 
What is your Parentage ? 

Vie. Aboue my fortunes, yet my tate is well : 
I am a Gentleman. | 

O/. Ger youto your Lord: 
| cannot loue him : Jet him ſend no more, 
Vnleſſe(perchance) you come to me ag ine, 

Tocell me how he takes it: Fare you well: 
I thanke = for your paines: ſpend this for mee. 

Vis. lamnofeedepoalt, Lady; keepe your purſe, 
My Maſter, not my leife, lackes recompence. 
Love make his heart of ilint, char you ſhalloue, 
And ler your feruour like my maiters be, 
Plac'd in conteimpt : Farwell f2yre cruelcie. 

Ol, Whar is your Parenrage ? 
Aboue my fortunes, yer ty fate is well ; 
] am a Gentl-man. Ile be {worne thou art, 
Thy congne, thy face, thy lmbes, ations, and ſpirit, 
Do giue thee fiue-fold blazon : not roo faſt : ſoft, ſoft, 
Vnleſſe the Malter werethe man. How now ? 
Euen ſo quickly may one catch the plague ? 
Me thinkes I feele this youths perfeRions 
With an inviſible, and ſubtle ficalth 


Exit 


g To creepe in at mineeyes. Well, let it be, 


VW hat hoa, Malzol, 
Enter CMaluolio, 

Mal. Heere Madam, at your ſeruice, 

Ol. Run after that ſame peeviſh Meſſenger 
The Countes man: he left this Ring behinde him 
Would 1, or not : tell him, Henone of it. 

Defire him not to flatter with his Lord, 

Nor hold him vp with hopes, I am not for him: 
If that the youth will come this way ro morrow, 
lle give him reaſons for't : hie thee Ma/wolto, 

' Mal. Madam, I will, 

Ol. 1401 know not what, and feare to finde 
Mine eyetoo greata flacterer for my minde z 


Exits 


———— 
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Twelfe N ight, ow, What you will, 


Fate, ſhew thy force, our ſelues we do nor owe, 
Whar is decreed, rault be ; and be this ſo, 
Fins, Altus primm. 


——— - 


*A (tus Secundus, Scena prima. 


— — 


Enter Antonio (7 Sebaſtian. 

Ant, \\\ill you ſtay no longer : nor will you not that 
I go with you. 

Seb. By your patience, yo: my tarres ſhine darkely 
ouer me z the malignan-ie of my fate, might perhaps di- 
temper yours ; theretore I ſhall craue of you your leaue, 
that I may beare my euils alone, It were a bad recom- 
pence for your loue, to lay any of them on you. 

An .Let me yet know of you, whither you are bound. 

Seb, Noſooth fir: my determinate voyage is meere 
extrauagancie.Þut T] perceine in you ſo excellent a touch 
of modellic, chat you will not extort from me, what 1 am 
willing co keepe1n : therefore it charges me in manners, 
therarher to cxpreſle my lelfe ; you muſt. know of mee 
then Antonio, ty name is Sebaſtian (which I call'd Kodo- 
rigo) my father was that Sebaſtian of AMeſſalime, whom I 
know you haue heard of. .He left behinde him, my ſelfe, 
and a filter, both borne in an houre : it the Heanens had 
beene pleas'd, would we had ſoended, But you fir, ale 
rer'd that, tor {ame houre betore you rooke me from the 
breach of the ſea, was my Giſter drown'd, 

Aut. Alas the day. 

Seb. A Lady fir, though it'was ſaid ſhee much reſem- 
bled me,was yet of many accounted deauriful:but chogh 
I could not with ſuch eſtimable wonderrover-farre be- 
leeue that, yer thus farre I will boldly publ-ſh her, ſhee 
bore a minde that enuy could not but call faire : Shee 1s 
drown d already fir with ſalt water, though 1 icemeto 
drowne her remembrance againe with more, 

Axt, Pardon me fir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. O good Amon, forgiue me your trouble, 

Ant, 1t you will not murther me for my loue, let mce 
be your ſeruant, 

Seb. It you will not vndo what you haue done, that is 
kill him,zwhom you l2ve recover'd, defireit not. Fare 
ye well at once, my boſome is full of kindneſſe, and [ 
Jam yer lo necre the inanners of iny mother,that vponthe 
leaſt occaſion more, mine eyes will tell tales of me: I am 
bound to the Count Orhno's Court, farewell. Exit 

Ant. The gentleneſle of all the gods go with thee : 

I haue'many enemies in Orfino's Court, 
Eliſe would I very ſhortly fee thee there: 
But come what may, I do adore thee ſo, 
That danger ſhall iceme ſport, and 1 will go. 


Exit, 
L 


— — 


Scena Secunda, 


OO —__ 


Enter Viola and Malnolio, at ſenerali doores, 

- Mal.\Vere notyou eu'n now, with the Counteſle O- 
[1114 © 

Vis. Even now fir, on a moderate pace, I haue ſince a- 
ri bur hicher, 

2.) Shereturnes this Ring to you (ir) you might 
naue [aucd mee my paines, to have taken it away your 
lelie.She adds morcouer,that you ſhould put your Lord 


| 


—-  —— " 


into a deſperate aſſurance, ſhe will none >f him, And one 
thing more, that you be never ſo hardie-:6 come againe 
in his affaires, yoleflc it bee to report your Lerds taking 
bf this : receiue it ſo. 

Vio. She tooke the Ring of me, Ile none of it. 

Mal. Come (ir, you pecuiſhly threw it-to her : and 
her will is, it ſhould be ſo return'd: If it bee worth ftoo- 
ping for, there it lies, in your eye: if not, bee it his that 
findes it, Exit. 

Vo, 1lefeno Ring wich her : what meancs this Lady? 
Fortune forbid my out-fide haue not charm'd her : 
She made good view of me, indeed ſo much, 

That me thought her eyes had loſt her tongue, 
For ſhe did ſpeake in ſtarts diftractedly. 

She loues me lure, the cunaing of her paſsion 
Juuites me in this churliſh meſſenger: 

None of my Lords Ring 2 Why he ſent her none; 
I aw the man, it it be ſo, astis, 

Poore Lady, ſhe were better loue a dreame: 
Diſguiſe, 1 ſee th#u art a wickedneſle, 
Wherein the pregnant enemie does much, 
How eahie is it, for the proper talſe 

ln womens waxen hearts to ſet their formes : 
Alas, O frailtie is the cauſe,not wee, 


| For ſuchas we are made, if ſuch we bee ; 


" — 


How will this fadge? My mafier loues her deerely, 
And I (poore monſter) fond aſmuch on him: 

And ſhe (miſtaken) ſeemes to dote on me: 

What will become of this? As I am man, 

My ſtate is deſperate for my maifters loue: 

As 1 am woman (now slas the day) 

har thriftleſſe fighes ſhall poore Obnia breath? 
O tine, thou muſt vorangle this, not 1, 

[t 15 to0 hard a knot forme Cynty. 


——_— __ 
itz, _— 


Scena T ertia. 


G—_— 


Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 

To. Approach Sir Andrew : notto beea beddeafter 
midnight, is to be vp betimes, and Deliculs ſurgere, thou 
know'lt. 

And. Nay by my croth I knownot: but I know, to 
be vp late, is to be vp late. 

To. A falſe concluſion: T hate it as an vnfill'd Canne. 
To be vp after midnight, and to goto bed then is early: 
ſothat ro gotobed or midnight, is to goeto bed be- 
times. Does not our lives conſiſt of the foure Ele- 
ments ? 

And. Fairh ſo they ſay, bur I thinke ir rather conſiſts 
of eating and drinking. 

Te. Tir'arta ſcholler; let ys therefore cate and drinke, 
Marian 1 ſay, a ttoope of wine, 

Emer Clowne. 

And, Heere comes the foole ylaith. 

Cle. How now my harts: Did you never ſcethe Pic» 
ture of we three? | 

To. Welcome aſſe, now let's haue a catch. 

And. By wy troth the foole has an excellevt breaſt, I 
had rather then forty ſhillings I had ſuch alegge, and ſo 
ſweet a breath to fing,as the feole has. Inſooth thou waſt 


in very gracious faoling laſtnight, when thou ſpok'lt of 

Pan omit 14, of the Vapians paſsin the EquinoQiial of 

Quenbus: *ewas very good yfaich; I ſent chee fixe 4-4 
or 


—— 
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tor thy Lemon, hagſt it? 

Clo, 1 q1d 1mpeticos thy gratillity: for Malueclios noſe 
is no \\ hip-tiocke, My Lady has a white hand, and the 
Mermidons are no bottle-ale houſes, 

An, Excellent : Why this 18 che beſt fooling , when 
all is Cone. Now along. 

To. Come on, there is ſixe pence for you. Let's haue 
2 ſung. 

An, There's a teftrill ofme too : if one knight giue a 

Clo, Would you haue aloue-long, ora long of $00d 
life ? 

To. Alove ſong, aloue ſong, 

An. 1,1. 1carc not tor good life. 


| 


Clowne ſings. 
. O Miſtris mine where are you roming * 
O ſtay and heare, your true lones commr, 
That can fg both hgh aud low, 
7 rip wo further prettie ſweeting . 
Iourneys end im louers mceting, 
Enery wiſe mans ſonne doth know, 
An. Excellent good, ifaith. 
To. Good, good. 
Clo. What is loue, tua not heereafier, 
Preſert mirth, bath preſent laughter : 
that's to come, ts ſtill unſure. 
In delay there lie, no plentie, 
7 hen com? 'T ſle me ſweet and twentie: 
Yomhs a ſtute will not endure, 
An, A mellifluous voyce, as I am true knight, 
To. Acontagious breath. 
| An, Very ſweet, and contagions ifaith. 
To. To heare by thenoſe,it is dulcet in contagion, 


rowze the night-Owle in a Carch, thar will drawe three 
ſoules out of one Weauer ? Shall we do that ? 

AndAnd you louc me, let's doo't: Iam Cogge ata 
| Catch. 

Clo. Byrlady fir, and ſome dogs will catch well, 

s- eAna, Moſt certaine: Let our Catch be, Then Knaxe. 
Clo. Held thy peace, thon Knene knight, 1 {hall be con + 
Rrain'd i'c, to call thee knaue, Knight, / 
An. "Tis not the firſt rime I haue conftrained one ro 
call me knaue. Begin foole: it begins, Hold thy peace. 
Clo. I ſhall nener begin if I hold my peace. 
An, Good ifaith : Come begin, 
| Enter (Maria, 
| Mar. Whatacatterwalling doe you keepe heere ? If 
| my Ladic haue not call'd vp her Steward Afalnolio, and 
bid him turne you out of doores, neuer truſt me, 
To, My Lady's a Cat4yan, we are politicians, Malwolios 
a Peg-a-ramfic, and Three merry men be wee, Am nor I 
confinguiniculd Am Inot of her blood : tilly vally, La- 
die, There dwelt a man in Babylon, Lady, L asy. 

Clo. Beſhrew me, the knights in admirable fooling, 
An. 1, he do's well enough if he be diſpes'd, and fo 
do I roo ; he does it with a better grace, but 1do it more 
naturall. 

To. O the twelfe day of December. 
| Aar, Fortheloue o'God peace, 
Enter Maluelio. 

Mal, My maſters are you mad? Or what are you? 
{ Haue you no wit, manners, nor honeſtie, bur to gabble 
like Tinkers at chis time of night? Doyee make an Ales» 
| houſe of my Ladies houſe, that ye ſqueak out your Coz.i- 
ers Catches without any mitigation or remorſe of voice? 
[s there noreſpe& of place, perſons, nor time in you? 


Catch ſung 


But ſhall we make the Welkin dance indeed ? Shall wee | 


—_—. 
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To, Wedid keepe time fir in our Catches, Snecke vP- 
Mal. Sir Toby, I muſt be round with you, My Lady | 
bad me tell you, thar though ſhe harbors you as her kin(- 
man, ſhe's nothing ally'd to your diſorders, It you can 


ſepatate your lelte and your miſdemeanors, you are wel-| 


cometo the houſe : if nor, and it would pleale youto take 
leaue of her, ſhe is very willing to bid you farewell, 

To. Farewell deerc heart, ſince I muſt neess be gone, 

Mar. Nay good Sir Toby, 

Civ. His eyes do ſhew his dayes are almoſt done. 

Aſad. Isteuen to? 

To. Burt I will never dye. 

Clo. Sir Toby there you lye, 

Mal. This is much credit co you. 

To. Shail bid bim 00, : 

Clo, What and if you do ? 

To. Shaſ I bid hing go, and ſpare not ® 

Clo. Onono,ne,no, you dare not. 

To. Ouroftune fir, yelye: Art any more then a Stew- 
ard? Doſtthou thinke becanſe thou art vertuous, there 
ſhall be no more Cakes and Ale? F 

Clo. Yes by S.Anne, and Ginger ſhall bee hotre y'th 
mouth too. | 

To. Tharti'thright, Goefir, rub your Chaine with 
crums. A Popeof Wine Marin: 6 

Mal, Miltris Mary, if you priz'd my Ladies fauom 
at any thing more then co:rempr, you would not giue 
meanes tor this vocamll cole; rhe ſhall know of it by this 
hand, Lxit 

Mar. Go ſhake your ear2s, 

An, 'Twereas yaod a deede as to drink when a mans 
a hungrie, to challenge him the field, and then to breake 
promite with him, and make a foole of him, 

To. Doe't knight, Ile write thee a Challenge : or Ile þ 
dehiuer thy indignation to him by word of mouth. 

Mar, Sweet Sir Toby be patient for to night: Since 
the youth of the Counts was to day with my Lady, ſheis 
mucin out of quiet, For Monheur Malaolio,let me alone 
with him: If I donot gull him into an ayword, and make 
him a common recreation, do not thinke I haue wirtte e- 
nough tolyc :traight in my bed: 1 know T can do it. 

76. Poſlefle ys, poſſeiſe vs, tell vs ſomething of him, 

AMar, Marie fr, ſometimes he is a kinde of Puritane, 

An, O,if 1 thought thar, Ide beate him like a dogge.f 

To, What for being a Puritan, thy exquilite reaton, 
deere knight. 

An. ] baueno exquiſte reaſon tor't,but ] hauc reaſon 
good enough. 

Mar. The div'll a Peritane that hee is, or any thing 
conſtantly but a time-pleaſer, an affetion'd Aﬀe, that 
cons State without booke,and ytters it by great ſwarths. 
Thebeft perſwaded ofhimſelte : ſo cram'd(as he thinkes) 
with excellencies, that itis his grounds of faith, that all | 
that looke en him, love him: and on that vice in him, will | 
my revenge fingenotable cauſe to worke. | 

To. What wilt thou do ? | 

Mar. | will drop in his way ſome ebſcure Epiſtles of | 
loue, wherein by the colour of his beard, the ſhape of his 
legge, the manner of his gate, the expreſſure of his eye, | 
forchead, and compleRion, be ſhall inde himſclfe moft þ 
feelingl'y perſonated. I can write very like my Ladie 
your Neece, on a fo: gotter-anarter wee can hardly make | 
diſtinction of our hands. . ; 

To. Excellent, I ſmell a deuice, | 

An. I hav'tinmy noſe too. 


TY — 


To, He ſhall thinke by the Lecters that thou wilt drop 
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that they come trem jmy Neece, and; that ſhee's in love 
with him. 

Alar. My purpolc is indeed a horſe of that colour. 
An. And your hotle now would make him an Aſſe, 
Mar. Afﬀle, I doubt nor, 

| An. O rtwill be admairabiec, 

Mar. Sport royall | warrant you: I know my Phy- 
ficke will v.orke with him, I will plant youtwo, and let 
the Foole make athird, where he ſhall knde the Letter : 
obſeruc his conſtruttion ofit : For this rightto bed, and 
dreaime on the euent: Farewell, Exit 
To, Good night Penthi/ilea. 

An, Bctore me ſhe's a good wench, 

Te. She's a beagle true bred, and one that adores me : 
what o'that ? 

An. 1 was ador'd once too. 

To. Ler'sto bed knight : Thou hadſt neede ſend for 
more money. 

An. It I cannot recouer your Neece, I am a foule way 


| out. 


To. Send for money knight, if thou haſt her nor i'th 
end, call me Cur. 

An. 1t I donot, neuer truſt me, take it how you will. 
To, Come, come, Ile go burne {ome Sacke,tis roo late 
co g0to bed now : Come knight,come knight, Exemnt 


"I 


Scena Ouarta. 


©” D—_  --- —_— — 


Enter Dake, Viola, (urio,and others, 
Ds.Giue me {ome Mufick;Now good morow frends, 
Now good Ceſarro, but that peece of ſong, 
That old and Anticke ſong we heard laſt night; 
Me thought it did releene my paſſion much, 


{ More then liphtayres, and recolleted rermes 


Of theſe molt b riske and giddy-paced times. 
Come, but one verſe, 
Cur. He is not heere ((o pleaſe your Lordſhippe) that 
ſhould 6ng it ? | 
Dn, \Vho was it? | 
Cur, Fefte the lelter my Lord, « foole that the Ladic 
Oliuaes Father tooke much delight in , Heis about the 
houſe. 
Ds, Secke him our, and play the tune the while. 
Mwuſicke player, 
Come hither Boy, if euer thou ſhalt loue 
In the 1wcer pangs of it, remember me : 
For ſuch as | am, all true Lovers are, 
Vaſtaid and skittiſh in all motions elſe, 
Saue in the conſtant image of the creature 
That is belou'd. How doft thou like this tune? 
Iwo, It giues a verie ecchoto the ſeate 
\Vhere louc is thron d. 
Ds. Thou doſt ſpeake maſterly, 
My life ypon't, yong though theu art, thine eye 
Hath ard vpon ſome fanour that it loues : 
Hath it not boy ? 
io. Aline, by your fauour. 
D».\V hat kinde of woman ift 2 
To, Of your compleQiesn, 
x, She is not worth theethen, What yeares ifaith? 
Vie, About your yeeres my Lord. | 
Ds. Tooold by heaven: Ler ſtill the woman take 
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An elder then her ſclfe, ſo weares ſhe to him 
So {wayes ſhe leuell in her husbands heart : 
For boy, howeuer we do praiſe our lcives, 
Our fancies are more giddie and vnfirme, 
More longing, waucring, ſooner loſt and worne, 
Then womens are. 
Vs, I thinke it well my Lord, 
Du. Then let thy Louc be yonger then thy ſelfe, 
Or thy afteion cannot hold the bent : 
For women are as Roſes, whoſe faire flowre 
Being once diſplaid, doth fall that yerie howre: 
Vis. And ſo they are :alas, that they are ſo : 
To dic, cuen when they to perfetion grow. 
Enter Curio & Clowne. 
Ds. O fellow cone, the topg we hadlaſt night: 
Marke it Celario, it is old and plaine ; 
The Spinſters and the Knitters in che Sun, 
And the free maides that weaue their three with bones, 
Do vſe to chaunt it : it is filly ſooth, | 
And dallies with the znnocence of loue, 
Like the old age, 
Clo. Are youready Sir? 
Dwhke. | prethee (ing. AMuſicke. 
e Song, 
(ome away, come away death, _ 
And in ſad cypreſſe let me be laide , 
Fe away, fie away breath, 
l am [lajne by a Por cruel! maids: 
My ſhrowd of white,[tuck all wth Fw,O prepare it, 
CH) part of death no one ſo true did ſharg it, 


Nt a flower, not a flower ſweets 

On my blacks coſſin, let there be ſtrewne : 

Not a friend, not afriezd greet 

My poore corpes, where my bene: ſhall be threwns : 
A thouſand theuſand ſighes to ſaue, lay me 6 whers 
Sad true loutr newar find my graue,to weepe there, 


Ds. There's for thy paines. 

Clo. No paines fir, I take pleaſure in finging fir, 

Ds. 1le pay thy pleaſure they. 

Clo, Tiucly (ir, 2nd pleaſare will de paide one time,or 
another, 

Du, Give me now leaue, to leaue thee. ; 

Clo. Now the melanchelly God proteRt thee, and the 
Tailor make thy doublet of changeable Taffata, for thy 
minde is a very Opall.1 would haue men of ſuch conſtan- 
cie put to Sea, that their buſineſſe might be every thing, 
and their intent eueric where, for that's it, that alwaycs 
makes a good voyageof nothing. Farewell, Exit 

Da, Let all the reſt giue place : Once more Ceſarjo, 
Get thee to yond ſame ſoueraigne crueltie : 
Tell her my loue, more noblethen the world 
Prizes not quantitie of dirtie lands, 

The parts that fortune hath beflow'd ypon her : 
Tell her I hold as giddily as Fortune ; 
But *tis that miracle,and Queene of lems 
That nature prankes her in, attraRts my ſoule, 
Vio. Bur if ſhe cannot loue you far. 
Ds, 1t cannot be ſo anſwer'd. 
Vis. Sooth but you muſt. 
Say that ſome Lady, as perhappes there is, 
Harth for your louc as great a pang of heart 
As you haue for Ola : you cannot loue her: 
You tel her ſo: Muſtſhe not then be anſwer'd? 
Ds. There is no womans ſides a 
n 


a 
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Can bidethe beating of ſo ftrong a paſſion, © « | 
As loue doth giue my heart : no womans heart 
So bigge, to hold ſo much, they lacke retention, 
Alas, their loue may be call'd appetite, 
No motion of the Liver, bur the Pallat, 
Thar ſuffer ſurfer, cloyment, and revolt, 
Bur mine is all as hungry as the Sea, 
And can digeft as much, make no compare 
Betweene that louc a woman can beare me, 
And that I owe Olinra. | 
Uio., I bur I know. 
Du. What doftthou knowe ? 
Uis, Too well whatloue women to men may owe : 
In faith they are as true of heart, as we, pr 
My Father had a daughter lou'd a man 
As it might be perhaps, were Ia woman 
1 ſhould your Loreſhip. 
Ds. And what's her hiſtory ? \ 
Vio, Ablanke my Lord: the never tc1d her loue, — 
But let concealment like a worme ith budde 
Feede on her damazke cheeke : ſhe pin'd in thought, 
| And with a greene and yeilow melancholly, 
'She fate like Patience on a Monument, 
Smiling at greefe, Was not this loue indeede? 
We men may ſay more, {weare more, but indeed 
Our ſhewes are more then will : for ſtill we proue 
Much in our vowes, but hictle in our love, 
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alted reſpeR, then any one elſe that followes her. What 
ſhould I thinke on't? 

To, Heere's an over-weening rogue. 

Fa, Ohpeace: Contemplation makes 2 rare Turkey 
Cocke of him, how he jets vnder his aduanc'd plumes. 

And. Slight I could ſo beate the Rogue, 

To. Peacel tay. 

Alal, To be Count Maluolio, 

Te, Ah Rogue. 

An, Piſtoll him, piſtoll kim, 

To. Peace, peace. 

Mal. There is example for't: The Lady of the Stra- 
chy, married the yeoman of the wardrobe, 

An, Fie on him Iezabel. 

Fa. O peace, now he's deepely in: looke how imagi- 
nation blowes him. 

AMat. Having beenethree moneths married to her, 
fitting in my ſtate, | 

To. O for a (tone-bow to hit him in the eye. 

CHal, Calling my Officers about me, inmy branch'd 
Veluert gowne : hauing come from a day bedde, where ] 
have lett Ol/inia (leeping.. 

To. Fire and Brimſtone, 

Fa. Opeace, peace. 

Mal. And then to have the humor of ate : and after 
a demure travaile of regard: telling them I knowe my 
place,as I would they ſhould doe theirs : to aske for my 
kinſman Toby, | 


Ds, Pur di'de thy fifter of her loue my Boy ? 
Vie. lam all the davghters of my Fathers houſe, 


Sir, ſhall I ro this Lady? 
Ds. I that's the Theame, 
To her in hafte: giue her this Tewell ; ſay, 


My loue can giue no place, bide no denay. exeunt 


— 


Scena Qun ta. 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir «Andrew,and Fabian. 
To. Come thy wayes Signior Fabian, 
Fab. Nay Ile come: if 1 looſe a ſcruple of this ſport, 


And all the brothers roo: and yer I know not. | 


To, Bolres and ſhackles, 

Fa. Ohpeace, peace, peace, now, now. 

Hal. Seauen of my people with an obedient ſtart, 
make out for him : I frowne the while, and perchance 
winde yp my watch, or play with my ſome rich lewell: 
Toby approaches; curthes thereto me. 

To. Shall this fellow liue ? 

Fa. Though our filence be drawne from ys with cars, 
yet peace. 

Mal. T extend my hand to him thus : quenching my 
familiar ſmile with an auſtere regard of controll, 

| R To. Andido's not Toby take you a blow the lippes, 

then? 


Mal. Saying, Cofine Toby, my Fortunes haning caft 


let me be boyl'd to death with Melancholly, 


ly Raſcally ſheepe-biter, come by ſoine notable ſhame? 
Fa. I would exult man : you know be brought me out 

o'fauour with my Lady, about a Beare-baiting heere, 
To. Toanger him wee'l haue the Beare againe, and 

we will foole him blacke and blew, 1hall we not fr An- 


To. Wouldſt thou not be glad to hauc the niggard. ! To.. What, what? 


me on your Neece, giue me this prerogatiue of ſpeech, 


Mal. You muſt amend your drunkenneſle, 

To. Out ſcab, 

F.tb, Nay patience, or we breake the ſinewes of our 
lot ? | 

Mal. Beſides you waſte the treaſure of your time, 


drew ? 

An. And we donor, it is pittie of our lives. 

| Enter Maria, 

To. Heere comes the little villaine : How now my | 
Merttle of India? | 

Har. Get ye ll three into the box tree : Malnolio's 
comming downe this watke, he has beene yonder i'the 
Sunne praQtifing bebauiour to his own ſhadow this halfe | 
houre: obſerue him for the loue of Mockerie: for I know | 
this Letter wil make a contemplatiue Ideor of him.Cloſe | 
in the name of jcaſting, lye thou there : for heere comes | 


the Trowrt, that mutt be caught with tickling, Exit 
Fnter Malno/1o. 

Mal. Tis bur Fortune, all is forume. Aria once | 
told me ſhe did affe&t me, and I haue heard her ſelf come ' 
thus neere, that ſhould ſhee fancie, it ſhould bee one of | 
my completion, Belides ſhe vies we with a more> ex- 


with a fooliſh knight, 

And. That's mee I warrant you. 

Aal. One fr Ararew, 

And, I knew 'twas 1, for many do call mee foole. 

Mal. What ewployment haue we heere? 

Fa. Now is the Woodcocke neere the gin. 

To. Oh peace, andthe ſpirit of humors intimate rea- 
ding aloud to him. 

Mal. By my life this is my Ladies hand: theſe bee her 
very ('s. her V's, and her T's, and thus makes ſhee her 
great P's. It is in contempr of queſtion her hand, 

Ar. Her C's, her V's, and her T's: why that ? 

Mal. To the unkhnowne belou'd, thu, and my good Wiſhes : 
Her very Phrates: By your jeauc wax. Soft, and the im- 
m__ her Lacrece, with which ſhe vies to feale ; tis my 

ady: To whom ſhould this be ? 

Fab. This winnes him, Liver and all. 


Alal *f 


— 
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Mal. Tone knowes [ loue, but who, Lips do not moone, no 
man muſt hnow. No man muſt know, VV hat followes ? 
The numbers alter d : Noman muſt know, 
If this ſhould be thee Maluolio® 

To. Marrie hang thee brocke, 

Alal. 1 may command where 1 adore, but [leace like a Lu- 

creſſe knife : 
VWith blooal:ſſe ſtroke my heart doth gore, Me 0, Al. doth 
ſway my life, 

Fa. Atuttian riddle, 

To. Excellent Wench, ſay I. 

Mal. M.0.A.1T. doth tway my life. Nay but firſt 
let me ſee, let me lee, let me ſce. 

Fab. What diſh a poyſon has ſhe dreſt him? 

To. And with what wing the ſtallion checkes at it? 

Atal. I may command,where I adere : Why ſhee may 
command me: I lerue hier, ſhe is my Ladie, Why this is 
euident to any forma!] capacitie. There is no obltruction 
in chis, and the end : VV hat ſhould that Alphabeticall po. 
{1£10n portend , if I could make that reſemble ſomething 
in me ? Sottly, 2.0.4.1. 

To OI, make vp that, he is now at acold ſent. 


as ranke as a Fox. 

Mal. 7M. Maluolio, M1. why that begins my name, 

Fab, Didnot | ſay he would worke it out, the Curre 
is excellent at faults, 

Ma!, 7M.But then there is no conſonancy in the ſequell 
that ſuffers vnder probation; A.thould tollow, but O, 
does. 

Fa. And © ſhall end, Thope. 

To. 1, or Ile cudgell him, and make him cry 0. 

Afal. And then /. comes bend, 

Fa. I, and youhadany eye behinde you, yourr.ight 
ſce more detraCtion at your heeles, then Fortunes before 

ou 
Ata!. M,O,AM, This mulation is not as the former: 
and yet to cr ulh this a little, it would bow to mee, for e- 
uery one ot thele Letters are in my name. Soft here fol- 
lowes prole : /f rh fall mnto thy hand, renolue. In my ftars 
| am aboue thice, but be not afttaid of greatneſſe: Some 
are become great, ſome atchecues greatneſle, and ſome 
have greatneſfle thruſt yppon em. Thy fates opentheyc 
hands, let thy blood and'(pirit embrace them, and to in- 
vre thy ſelte to what thou art like to be : caft thy humble 
ſlough, and appeare freſh. Be oppoſite with a kinſman, 
{urly with ſeruants: Let thy tongue tang arguments of 
tate; put thy ſelfe into the tricke of fingularitie, Shee 
thus adviſes thee, that Hghes for thee, Remember who 
, [commended thy yellow Rtockings, and wifh'd to ſee thee 
' $enef crolſe garter'd : 1] ſay remember, goe too, thou art 
made ifthou detir'ſt to be {o : Tf nor, ler me ſee thee a ſte- 
ward (till, the fellow of ſeruants, and not woorthie to 
rouch Fortunes fingers Farewell, Shee that would alter 
leruices wich thee, tht ſortunate vnhappy daylight and 
champian dilcoucrs not more : This is open, I will bee 
Droud, 1 will 1cade pollticke Authours, 1 will baffle Sir 
/ oby, 1 will wath oft grofle acquaintance, [ will be point 
deuile, the very man. I do notnow foole my lelfe, to let 
umagination iade mee ; for every reaſon excitesto this, 
that my Lady loues me, She did commend my yellow 
ltockings of lace, ſhee did praile my legge being croſſe- 
garter'd, and in this ſhe manifeſts her (elfe to my loue, & 
with a kinde of injunction drives mee to thele l:.abites of 
berhkins, Ichanke my ſtarres, Iam happy : 1 will bee 
ftrange, tour, in yellow ſtockings, and crofle Qarter'd, 


_ —— 


_ Twelfe Naght,or, W that you will, 


Fab, Sowter will cry vpon't tor all this, though it bee 
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euen with the ſwiftneſſe of putting on. Joue, and my 
ſtarres be praiſed. Heere is yet a poſtſcript, Thou canſt 
not Chooſe but know who 1 am. 1f thou entertainſi my lone, let 
it appeare in thy ſmiling, thy ſmiles become thee well , There- 


fore in my preſence ſtill ſmile, deero my ſweete, Iprethee. Toue 


I thanke thee, I will imile, I wil do cuery thing that thou 
wile haue me, Exit 

Fab, I will not giue my part of this ſport for a penſi- 
on of thouſands to be paid from the Sopby. 

To. I could marry this wench for this deuice, 

An. So-could I too, 

To. And askeno other dowry with her, but ſuch ano- 
ther ieſt. 

Enter Maria, 

An. Norl neither. | 

Fab, Heere comes my noble gull catcher. 

To. Wilt thou ſet thy foote o'my necke, 

An, Or o'mineeither ? 

To. Shall 1 play my freedome at tray-trip, and becom 
thy bondflaue ? 

An, Ifaith,orT either ? 

Tob, Why, thou haſt put himin ſucha dreame, that 
when the image of1t leaues him, he muſt gun mad. 

Ma. Nay but ſay true, do's it worke vpon lair ? 

To. Like Aqua vite with a Midwife. 

Mar, If you will then ſee the truites of the ſport, mark 
his firft approach before my Lady : hee will come to her 
in yellow ſtockings, and 'tis a colour ſhe abhorres, and 
croſle garter'd, a taſhion ſhee derelts : and hee will (mile 
vpon her, which will now be fo vnſuteablero her Ciſpo- 
6ition, being 4ddifted to a melancholly, as ſhee is, thar it 
cannot but turn him into anotable contempt: it you wil 
Tec it follow me, 

To. Tothe gates of Tartar, thou moſt excellent diuel| 
of wit, 

And. llemake onetoo. 


| 


E xenut. 
Finis Atlus ſecundms 


—C———_ —— gy—_ 


CE ———— 


eAttns Tertins, Scena prima. 


—— 


Enter Uicla and Clowne. 


Vie. Saue thee Friend and thy Muſick : doſt thou live 
by thy Tabor? 

Clo. No fir, I live by the Church, 

Vio, Art thou a Churchman? 

{ lo. No {ach matter fir, I do live by the Church: For, 
I do liue at my houſe, and my houſe dooth ſtand by the 
Church 

Vis, So thou mailt ſay the Kings lyes by a begger, if a 
begger dwell neer him : or the Church lands by thy Ta- 
bor, if thy Tabor ſtand by the Church. 

Clo, You haue iaid fr: To leethisage 3: A ſentence is 
but a cheu'rill 2loue to a good witte, how quickely the 
wrong {ide may be turn'd outward, 

Vio, Nay that's certaine : they that dally nicely with 
words,may quickely make them wanton. 

Clo, 1 would theretore my ſiſter had had noname Sir, 

Vio. \V hy man? 

Clo. \Vby fir, her names a word, and todallie with 
that word, might make my ſiſter wanton : But indeede, 
words are very Raſcals, ſince bonds diſgrac'd thew, 

Vie. Thy reaſan man? 

Clo, 


_—_— 


——_— 


(1s. Troth fir, | can yeeld younone without wordes, 


| and wordes are growne lo falſe, ] am loath to proue; rea» 


| 


{on with them, 

Vis. I warrant thou art a merry fellow, and car'ſt for 
nothing, 

Cs, Not ſo fir, I do care for ſomething: but in my con- 
ſcience fir, I do not care for you : if that be to care for no- 
thing fir, I wouldit would make you inviſible, 

Vis. Art not thou the Lady Olimia's foole? 

Clo, No indeed fir, the Lady Oluta has no folly, ſhee 
will kecpe no foole fir, till (he be married, and fooles are 
as like husbands, as Pilchers are co Herrings, the Hut- 
Lands the bigger, I am indeede not her foole, but hir cor- 
rupter of words. 

Vis. 1 ſaw thee late at the Count Orſino's, 

Clo. Foolery fir, does walke abou the Orbe like the 
Lun, it ſhines euery where. | would be ſorry fir, bur the 
Foole ſhould be as oft with your Maſter, as with my Mi- 
{t11s : I thinke I law your wiledome there, 

Vio. Nay, and thou paſſe ypon me, !le no more with 
thee* Hold there's expences tor thee, 

Clo, Now Iloucin hi» next commodity of hayre, fend 
thee a beard, 

Var By muy troth Ile tell thee, 1am almoſt ficke for 
one, though I would not have it grow on my chinne. Is 
thy Lady within ? 

Cls Would not apaire of thele haue bred (ir? 

Iwo, Yes being kept together, and pur ro vie. 

Clo,l would play Lord Pandarus of Phryzia birgto bring 
a Crefſiaa to this T roplue. 

Vie, I vnderſtand you fir, tis well begg'd. 

Clo. The matter I hope is not great fir; begging, but:a 
begger : Creſſida was a beg ger, My Lady is within fir. 1 
will conſter rothem whence you come, who you are,and 
what you would are out of my welkin, I might ſay Ele- 
ment, but the word is oucr- worne. exit 

70, This fellow is wiſe enough to play the foole, 
And to do that well, craves a kinde of wit : 
He mult obſerue their mood on whom heiefts, 
The qualicy of perſons, and the time : 
And like the Haggard, checke at every Feather 
That comes before his eye. This isa practice, 
As full of labour as a Wiſe-wans Art; 
For folly that he wiſely ſhewes, is ht; 
But wiſemens folly falae, quite caint their wit, 

Enter Sir Toby and Andrew. 

To. Save you Gentleman, 

Uis. And you fir. 

And, Dien vou guard Monſieur. 

Vio. Et your, ouſie voſtre ſeruiture. 

eAn. I pe (ir, you are, and I am yours, 

To, Will you incounter the houſe, my Necce is deſi- 
rous you ſhould enter, it your trade be to her, 

Vis, Tam bound to your Neece fir, I meane ſhe is the 
lift of my voyage. 

To. Taſte your legges (ir, put them to motion. 

Vio, My legges do better vaderſtand me fir,then I vn- 
deritand what you meane by bidding me taſte my legs. 

To, 1 meaneto go hr, toenter, 

FVio, I will anſwer you with gate and entrance, but we 
are prevented, 

Enter Olmia, and Gentlewaman. 
Moſt excellent accompliſh'd Lady, the heauens raine O- 
dours on you, 

And. That youth's a rare Courtier, raine odours, wel. 


Vio. My matter bath no voice Lady, butto your owne 


- 
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OY .. 
moſt pregnant and youchſafed care. | 
And. Odours, pregnanr, and youchſafed : Ile get%em 
all three already, 
O!. Let the Garden doore be ſhut, and Icaue meeto 
my hearing, Giue me your hand fir, 
Ur. My dutie Madam, and moſt humble ſeruice) 
O!, Whatis your name? 
Vo, Ceſario is your ſeruants name, faire Princeſle, 
Ol. My (eruant fir? *T was never metry world, 
Since lowly feigning was call'd complement: 
y are leruant to the Count Orſino youth, 
Fio. And heis yours, and his muſt needs be yours: 
your ſeruants ſeruant, is your ſeruant Madarn, 
OL. For him, I thinke not on him : for his thoughts, 
Would they were blankes, rather then fill'd with me. 
Vis. Madam, I cometo whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behaltfe, 
Ol. O by your leave I pray you. 
| bad you neuer ſpeake againe othim; 
But would you vndertake another ſuite 
[ hadrather heare you, to ſolicit that, 
Then Muficke from the ſpheares, 
Vie, Deere Lady. 
Ol, Giuemeleaue, beſeechyouſ: I did ſend, 
After the laſt enchantment you did heare, 
ARing in chace of you. So did Ilabuſe 
My ſelte, my ſeruant, and I feare me you : 
Vnder yout hard confiruction muſt I fit, 
To force that on you in a ſhamefull cunning 
Which you knew none of yours. What might you think? 
Haue you not ſect mine Honor at the ſtake, 
And baited itwith all th'vnmuzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think?To one of your receiuing 
Enough 1s ſhewne, a Cipreſſe, not a boſome, 
Hides my heart; fo let me heare you ſpeake, 
Vis. | pittie you. 
Ol. That's a degree ro loue, 
Vis. Nonot a grize : for tis a vulgar proofe 
That verie oft we pitty enemies. 
Ol. Whythen me thinkes 'tis rime to ſmile agen: 
O world, how aptthepoore are to be proud? 
If one thould be a prey, how much the better 
To fall before the Lion, then the Wolfe ? 
Clocke ſtrikes, 
The clocke vpbraides me with the waſte of time: 
Benot affraid good youth, I will not haue you, 
And yet when wit and youth is come to harueft, 
your wife is like to reape a proper man : 
There lies your way, due Weſt, 
Vio. Then Weſtward hoe : 
Grace and good diſpoſition attend your Ladyſhip : 
you'l nothing Madam to my Lord, by me : 
Ol, Stay : I prethee tell me what thouthinkſt of me ? 
Fio. That you do thinke you arenot what youare. 
Ol, If I thinke fo, I thinkethe ſame of you. 
Uio, Then thinke you right : I amnot what I am, 
Ol, 1 would you were, as I would have you be, 
Vie. Would it be better Madam, then ] am? 
I wiſh it might, for now I am your foole, 
Ol, O what a deale of ſcorne, lookes beautifull ? 
In the contempt and anger ef his lip, 
A murdrous guilt ſhewes not it lf more ſoone, 
Then loue that would ſeeme hid: Loues night,is noone. 
Ceſario, by the Roſes of the Spring, 
By maid-hood, honor, truth, and cuery thing, 


[ loue thee ſo, that maugreall thy pride, 
Z Nor 
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Nar wit, nor reaſon, can my paſſion hide : 
Do not extort thy reaſons trom this clauſe, 
For that I woo, thou therefore haft no caule: 
| But rather reaſon tlius, with reaſon tetter ; 
Loue ſought, is good : bur giuen vnſought, is better, 
Vis. By innocence I Iwearey and by my youth, 
I haue one heart, one boſome, and one truth, 
And that no woman has, nor ncuer none 
Shall miſtris be of it, ſauc ] alone. 
And fo adieu good Madam, neuer more, 
\W1llI my Maſters tearcs ro you deplore. 
Ol. Yet come againc : for thou perhaps qayſt mone 
That heart which now abhorres, tol:ke his loue. Exemnt 
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Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Sir Toby, Sir Anarcw, and Fabian, 


And. No faith, Ile not ſtay a tot longer : 

To. Thy realon deere venom, giue thy reaſon, 

Fab. You mult necdes yeelde your rcalon, Sir Au- 
arew* 

And, Marry I ſaw your Neece do more fauours to the 
Counts Seruing-man, then cuer ſhe beRow'd vxpon mee ; 
] caw't 1th Orchard. 

1 To. Did ſheſeethe while, o!d boy, tell me that, 
And. Aszplaine as I ice you now. 
Fab. Tius was a great argument of loue in her toward 
ou, 
And, Ylight ; will you make an Aﬀe o'me. 


judgeaent, and reaſon. 

70. And they haue beene grand Iurie men,fince before 
Neah was a Saylor, 

Fab, Shee did (hew fauour tothe youth in your ſight, 
onely toexalperate you, to awake your dormoutec valour, 
to pur tire in your Heart, and brimſtone in your Liver 

ou ſhould then have accoltcd her, and with ſome excel- 

lent ielts, ft:e-new trom che mint, you ſhould haue bang d 
the youth into dumbeneſlc : this was look'd tor at your 
hand, and this was baulke : the double gilr of this oppor- 
tunitie you let time walh off, and you are now lay!d into 
the North of my Ladies opinion, where you will hang 
like an yſickle on a Dutchmans beard, ynlefſe you dore- 
deeme it, by lome laudable attempr, either of valour or 
policie, 
| e-Amd. And't be any way, it muſt be with Valour, for 
policie l hate: 1 had as licte be a Browniſt, asa Foliwt- 
Ci, | 
t To, \Vhythenbuild methy fortunes vpon the baſis of 
| valour. Challenge me the Counts Fouth to fight withohim 
| burthimin eleven places, my Neece ſhall take note of it, 
| and ailuce thy lelfe, there 1s u0 Joue-Broker inthe world, 
| C2) more prevaile 1114s commendation With woman , 
! then report of valour, 

Fab. Thercis no way but this fir Aratew, 

Ar. \Vill cither of you beare m2 a chajlenge to him? 

To (o,write it in a martial hand, be curſt and briefe: 
{it is no matter how wictie, 10 it bee eloquent, and full of 

mucention: taunt hi-n with the licenſe of Inke : 1t thou 

\ thou'lt him fome thrice, it ſhall not be arviſſe, and as ma- 
| ny Lycs, a3 will Lye in thy (heere of paper, alchough the 
{heete were bigye enough tor the bedde of Ware in Eng- 


* 
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Fab. 1 will proue it legitimare fir, vpon the Oathes of 


T welfe Night, or, What _ wil, | 


—— 


| 
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land, ſet'em downe, go about it, Letthere bee gaulle e- 
nough in thy inke, though thou write with a Geole-pen, 
no matter : about it, 

And, Where ſhall I finde you? 

To, Wee'l call thee at the Cubiculo : Go, 

Exit Sir Andrew, 
Fa. This is adeere Manakin to you Sir Toby, 

To, I haue becne deere to bimlad, ſome two thouſand 
ſtrong, or fo. 

Fa. Weſhall haue arare Letter from him; bur you'le 
not deliuer't. 

To, Neuer truſt me then : and by all meanes ſtirre on 
the youthto an anſwer, ] thinke Oxen and waine-ropes 
cannot hale them together. For Andrew,it he were open'd 
and you finde ſo much blood in his Liver, as will clog the 
foote of a flea, Ileeate the reſt of t|anatomy, 

Fab, And his oppolitthe youth beares jn his viſage no 
great preſage of cruelcy. 


Enter Ataria, 


To. [| ooke where the youngeſt Wren of mine comes. 

Mew. Ityoudelire the {pleene, and will laughe ' your 
ſelues into Ritches, tollow me ; yond gull Malxslo 15 tur- 
ned Heathen, a veric Renegatho ; for there is no chriſtian 
that meanes to be ſaued by belecuing rigt»ly, can euer 
belecue ſuch impoſſible pallages of groflencile, Hee's in 
yellow ſtockings. 

To, And crofle garter'd ? 

Mar. Moſt v:illanouſly : like a Pedant that keepes a 
Schoole i'th Church : I have dogg'd him like his murthe- 
rer, He does obey every point of the Letter that I dropr, 
to betray im ; He does {mile his tace into more lynes, 
then 151n thenew Mappe, with the augmentation of the 
Indies : you have not ſeenc ſuch a thing as tis: I can hard- 
ly forbeace huiling things at him, I know my Ladie' will 
ſtrike tum : if (he doe, hee'l imile, and take'c for a great 
tauour, 

To, Come bring vs, bring vs where hejs, 

Exeant Omnes, 


W————ﬀ 


Scena Tertia. 


Exter Sebaſtian and Anthonis. 


Seb. ] would not by my will have troubled you, 
But ſince you make your pteaſlure of your paines, 
I will no further chide you, 

Ant, 1 could not ſtay behinde you : my defire 
(More ſharpe then filed ſtcele) did fprrre me forth, 
And not all loue to fee you (though to much 
As might have drawne one to a longer voyage) 
But icalouſie, what might befall your rrauell, 
Being skillefſe intheſe parts : which to a ranger, 
Vnguided, and vntriended, often prouc 
Rough, and vohoſpiable. My willing loue,1 
The rather by theſe arguments of teare 
Set forth in your purſuite, 

Seb, My kinde Anthomo, 
I can no other aniwer make, but thankes, 
And thankes : and ever oft good turnes, 
Are (huftel 4 off with ſuch vacurrant pay: 
But were my worth, as is my conſcience firme, 


You 


—_— 


You ſhould finde better dealing : what's to do? 

Shall we go {ce the rcliques of this Towne ? 

Ant. Tomorrow hr, beftfirſt goſee your;Lodging ? 
Seb. Iamnot weary, and'tis long to night 

I pray youlec vs ſatisfie onr eyes 

With the memorials, and the things of fame 

That do renowne this City, 

Ant. Would youl'd pardon me : 

] do not without danger walke theſe ſtreetes, 

Once ina ſea-fight 'gainſt the Count his gallies, 

I did ſome ſeruice, of ſuch note indeede, 

That were tane hcere, it would ſcarſe be an{wer'd. 
Seb, Belike you (lew great number of his people. 
Ant, Th offence is not of ſuch a bloody nature, 

Albeit the quality of the time, and quarrell 

Might well haue giuen vs bloody argument : 

It might haue fince bene anſwer'd in repaying 

What wetooke from them, which for Traftiques ſake 

Moſt of our City did. Onely my ſelfe ftood out, 

For whichif I be lapſed in this place 

I ſhall pay deere, 

Seb. Donot then walke too open, 
Ant. It doth not fit me: hold fir, here's my purſe, 

In the South Suburbes at tlie Elephanc 

's beit to lodge: | will belſpeake our dyer, 

Whiles you beguile the time, and teed your knowledge 

With viewing of the Towne, there ſhall you haue me, 
Seb, WhylI your purſe? 

Art. Haply your eye ſhall light ypon ſome toy 

You haue defireto purchaſe : and your ſtore 

I thinke is not for id;e Markets, fir, 

Seb. Ile be your putrſe-bearer, and leaue you 

For an houre. 

Ant, Toth Elephant. 


Seb, ] do remember, E xeunt, 


er ee nn — 


Scena Quarta, 


_ wi 


Enter Olinia and Maria, 


Ol. lhaue ſent after him, he ſayes hee'l come: 
How ſhall I feaſt him ? What beftow of him e 
For youth is bought more oft, then begg'd, or borrow'd. 
I ſpeake roo loud : Where's Malwelio, he is (1d, and ciwill, 
And ſuites well for a (eruant with my fortunes, 
Where is MMaluolio ? 
Mar, He's comming Madame : 
But in wy ſtrange manner, He is ſurepoſſeſt Madam; 
Ol. Why-whar's the matter,does he rave ? 
Mar.' No Madam, he does nothing bur ſmile: your La- 
ſhip were beſt to have ſome guard about you, if hee 
come, for ſure the man is tainted in's wits. 
Ol. Go call him hitter, 


Enter Malnolis. 

I am as madde as hee, 

If ſad and metry madneſſe equall bee. 

How now Ma/nolio? 

Mal. Sweet Lady, ho, ho, 

O1. Smil'ſt thou ? I ſent for thee ypon a ſad occaſion, 
Mal. Sad Lady, I could be fad : 

This does make ſome obſtruction in the blood ; 

This croſſe-gartering , but what ofthat ? 


| 


2 Twelfe Night, or, W hat you will, 


| 


— 
If ic pleaſe the eye of one, it is wich me as the yery true 
Sonnet is : Pleaſe one, and pleaſe all. F 

Mal, Why how doeft thou man? 
What is the matter with thee ? 


Mal. Not blacke in my mindei, though yellow in my 
legges : It did come to his hands, and Commaunds ſhall 


be executed, 1 thinke we doe know the {ſweet Romane | 


hand. 

Ol. Wilt thou go to bed Aſaluolio? 

Mal. To bed? I ſweet heart, and Ile come to thee. 

Ol, God comfort thee : Why doſt thou ſmile ſo, and 
kifle thy hand fo oft ? 

Mar. How do you Aalnolio ? 

Maluo, Ar your requeſt : 
Yes Nightingales anſwere Dawes. 

Mar. Why appeate you with this ridiculous bold- 
nefſe beforemy Lady. 


Mal. Benot afraid of p—_ :*cwas well writs | 


Of, What meanſtthou by that CMalnelis? 
Mal. Some are borne great, 

Ol, Ha? ! 
Mal. Some atcheeue greatneſle. 

Ol. Whar fayſt thou? G 

Mal. And ſome have greatneſſe thruſt ypon them. 

Ol. Heauen reftore thee, 

Mal. Remember who commended thy yellow ftock- 


ings. | 


O!. Thy yellow ſtockings 2 

Mal. And wilh'd to ſee thee crofle garter'd, ' 

Ol. Croſſe garter'd? 

CHMal. Gotoo, thou art made,tifthou defir'tto be ſo. 
Ol. Amlmade? | 
Mal. 1fnor, ler me ſee thee a ſeruant till. 

Ol. Why this is verie Midſommer madneſle, 


Enter Serwant, 


Ser, Madame, the young Gentleman of the Count 


Orſino's15 retmn'd, | could hardly entreate him backe he |. _ 


attends your Ladyſhips pleaſure, 
Ol. ile cometo him. | 
Good Maria, let this fellow be look droo. Where's my: 
Coſine Toby, let ſome of my people have a ſpeciall care 
of him, I would not have him miſcartie for the halfe of 
my Dowry, extt 
Hal. Oh ho, do you come neere me now : no worle 
man then fir Toby to looke ro me. This concurres diret- 
ly with the Lertter, ſhe ſends him on purpoſe, that I may 
appeare ubborne to him: for ſhe incites me to that in 
the Letter, Caſt thy humble ſlough tayes ſhe : be oppo- 
fite with a Kinſman, ſurly with ſeruants, let thy tongue 
langer with arguments of fate, putthy ſelfe into the 
tricke of fingularity : and conſequently ſerts downe the 
manner bow : as a ſad face, a reuerend carriage, a ſlow 
tongue, the habite of ſome Sir ot note, and ſo foorth, 
I kaue lymde her,bur itis Joues doing,and loue make me 
chankefull. And wbenſhe went away now, let this Fel- 
low be look'd roo : Fellow ? not CMalnolio, nor after my 
degree, but Fellow, Why euery thing adheres togither, 
that no dramme of a ſcruple, no ſcruple of a {cruple, no 
obſtacle, no incredulous or vnſafe circumſtance; What 
can be-ſaide ? Nothing that can be, can come betweene 
me, and the full proſpe of my hopes. Well Ioue, nor], 
is the doer of this, and he is to be thanked. 


Enter Toby Fabian,and Maria. . 
Z 2 


—_—— 


gg” 


—_— 


-1 nefle. 


and crowne thee tor a finder of madmen : bur ſee,bur ſee, 
, 


EET eo eee 


| 
| How 1ſt with you 5 Whart man,defic the divell : conſider, 
i h_$,nenemy to mankinge. 


My Neece is already in the beleefe that he's mad: we may | 
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To. Which way 1s hee in the name of ſanity, If all 
the diue!s of hel be drawnein little, and Legion nimtclte , 
poſſelt him, yet Ile ſpcaketo him. 

Fab. Heere he 1s, hcere he is : how iſt with you (ir ? 
How 1it with you man ? 

Mal. Go oft, ] diſcard you : let meenioy my priuate: | 
gooff, Goh 

Mar. Lo,how hollow the fiend ſpeakes within him; 
did not Itell you? Sir Toby, my Lady praycs you to hauc 
2 care of him. 

Aal. Ah ha, does ſhe fo? 

To. Gotoo, go too: peace, peace, wee muſt deale 
gently with him: Ler me alone. How do you Aalvzolis? 


a Io — 


a GO" 
-— —» - cm—_—_— 


Twelfe Ntght,or, What you will. | 


Mal. Do you know what you ſay? 

Car. Layou, and you ſpeake ill of the diuell, how 
he takes it atheart Pray God he be not bewitch'd, 

Fab, Carry his water to th'wiſe woman. | 

Mer. Marry and it ſhall be doneto morrow morning 
if T live, My Lady would notloolc him tor more then ile 
lay. | 

Mal, How now miliris ? 

Mar. Oh Lord. 

To. Prethce hold thy peace, this 1s not the way : Doe 
you not ſec you more him? Let me alone with him. 

Fa, No way but gentleneſle, gently,gently; the Fiend 
is rough,and will not be roughly vs'd, : 

To. Why how now my bawcock?how doſt y chuck? 

AAal. Sir, ; 

To. 1 bid iy,come with me. What man, tis not for 
gravity t0 play at checrie pit wich tacthan Hang him foul 
Col 1:r, | : 

Mar. Get him to ſay his prayers, good fir Toby gette 
him to pray. 

Mal. My prayers Minx. ; | 

Mar. No | warrant you, he will not heare of godly- 


Mal. Go hang your ſelues all: you are ydle ſhallowe 
things, 1am not of your clement, you ſhall knowe more 
hecreafter, Exit 

To, It polvible? 

Fa. Ifthis were plaid ypon a ſtage now, I could con- 
demne it 25 an improbable fiction. - 

To His very genius hath taken thei infeRion of the 
deuice man, | 

Mar. Nay purſue him now,leaſt the deuice take ayre, 
and taint, | 

Fa, Why we ſhall make him mad indeede. 

Mar, The houlc will be the quieter, 

To. Come, wee'l haue him in « darke room & bound. 


ng 


carry ic thus for our pleaſure, and his pennance,ti] our ve. 
ry paſtime tyred out of breath, prompt vs to haue mercy 
on him: at which time.we wil bring thedeuice to the bar 


Enter Sr Andrew, 
F1.' More matter tor a May norning. 
An, Heere's the Challenge, reac: in; I warrant there's 
Vinegar and pepper ine, 
Fab. Ittfolawcy ? 
ixd. 1, if? 1 warrant him: do but read, 
72. Gilte me. 


Youth whatſoeuer thou art, thaw art but a ſcurvy fellow. 
r.;. Good,and valiant. 


To. Worder not nor adrnre nor in thy minde why [ ave cal 


— 


— 


A Fiend like thee might beare my ſoule to hell, 


_— 


yur 


th... Ms. tn 
—_——_— — 


— 


—  — 


thee ſo, for I mill ſhew thee noreaſon for t, (Law 

Fa. A good note,that keepes you from the blow of 5 

To, Theuconeft to the Lady Oliuia,and in my fight ſpe vſes 
thee kmaly : but thos lyeſt m thy throat , that ts wat the matter 
[ challenge thee for. 

Fa. Very breefe, and to exceeding good ſence-lefſe, 

7 oe.1 will way-lay thee omg home, where if it be thy chance 
to kill me, 

Fa. Good. ' 

To. Thow kil/t me libe a rogue and a villaine. 

Fa, Sull you keepe o'th windie fide of the Law:good, 

Tob. Fartheewell, and God hane mercie vpon one of our 
ſoules. He may hane mercie vpon mme, but my hepe # better, 
and ſo looke to thy ſelfe. T hy friend as thou jeſt bins, & thy 
ſworne enemie, Andrew Ague-checke, 

To, Ifthis Letter mouc him nor, his legges cannot : 
Ile giu't him, 

Mer, Yon may haue verie (it occafionfor't ; he is now 
in ſome commerce with my Ladie, and will by and by 
depart. | | 

To. Gofir «Andrew : ſcout mee for him at the corner | 
of the Orchard like a bum-Baylie : ſo ſoone as ever thou 
{eeſt him, draw, and asthou draw'(t, ſweare horrible : for 

t comes to paſſe oft, that a terrible oath, with a (wagge- 
ring accent ſharpely twang'd off, giues manhoode more 
approbation, then cuer proofe itſeife would haue carn'd 
him, Away, 

Ard. Nay let me alone for ſwearing, Exu 

To, Now will not I del uer his Letter ; for the behaui- 
our of the yong Gentleman, giues him out to be ef good 
capacity, and breeding ; his employment betweene his 
Lord and my Neece, confirmes no lefle. Therefore, this 
Letter being ſo excellently ignorant, will breedno terror 
19 the youth: he will finde it comes from a Clodde-pele. 
Bur fir, I will deliver his Challenge by word of mouth; 
ſet vpon Ague-cbeeke anotable report of valor, and driue 
the * 9nÞ4-4 6 (28 Il know his youth will aptly receiue it) 
into a molt hideous opinion of his rage, sk1)l, furie, and 
imperuchtie.This will ſo fright them both, that they wil 
Kill one another by the looke, like Cockatrices. 


Enter Olinia and Viola. 
Fab Heere he comes with your Neece, giue them way | 
till ke cake leaue, and preſently after him. 
To 1 wil meditace the while vpon ſome horrid meſſage 
for a Challenge. 
Of. I have ſaid too much vnto a hart of ſtone, 
And laid mine honour too vnchary on't : 
There's ſomething in me that reproues my fault : 
Bur ſuch a head-ftrong potent fault it is, 
That it but mockes reproofe, | 
Vis. With the ſame hauiour that your paſſion beares, 
Goes on my Maſters greefes, 
Ol, Heere, wesrethis lewell for me, tis my piQture : 
Refuſe it nor, it hath no tongue, to yex you : 
And | beſeech you come againe te morrow, 
Whar ſhall you aske of me that Ile deny, 
That honor (ſau'd) may ypon asking giue. 
UV. Nothing but this, your true loue for my maſter, 
O!. How with mine honor may I give himthar, 
Which I have giuen to you. 
Fio 1 will acquit you, 
O!, Well.come againe to morrow: far-thee-well, 


Enter Toby and Fabian, 
To. Gentleman, God ſauc thee, 


—_— 


lO 


x 2 


— — 


Vie. Andyou fir. 


' Twelfe Night, or, W bat you will. 
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ea, 


To. That defence thou haſt, betake the too't : of what 
nature the wi ongs are thou haſt done him, I knowe not : 
bur thy intercepter full of deſpight, bloody as the Hun- 
ter, attends thee at the Orchard end : diſmount thy tucke, 
be yare in thy preparation, for thy afſaylant is quick, skil- 
full, and deadly. 

Vis. You miſtake fir ] am ſure, no man hath any quar- 
rel} ro me : my remembrance is very free and cleere trom 
any image of offence done to any man. 

To, You'l finde it 0;herwiſe I aſſure you : therefore, if 
you hold your life at apy price, bertake you to your gard : 
for your oppoſite hath in him what youth, ſtrength, skill, 
and wrath, can furniſh man wirhall. - 

' Vis. Ipray you br what is he? 

To, He is knight dubb'd with vnhatch'd Rapier, and 
on carpet confideration, but he is a diue)l in private brall, 
ſoules and bodies hath he diuvorc'd three, and his incenfe- 
ment at this moment is ſo implacable, that ſatistaftion 
can be none, but by pangs of death and ſepulcher : Hob, 
nob,is his word: giu'c or taker, 

Vis. 1 will returne againe into the houſe, and defire 
ſome condu& ofthe Lady. I amno fighter, I haue heard 
of ſome kinde of men, that put quarrels porpoſcly on 0+ 
thers, to taſte their valour : belike thisis a man ot chat 
quirke. 

To. Sir,no : his indignation derives it (cle our of a ve- 
ry computent iniurie, therefore get you on, and give him 
his defire, Backe you ſhall not ro the houſe, vnleſſe you 
vndertake that with me, which with as much {afetie you 
might anſwer him : therefore on, or firippe your ſword 
ſtarke naked: for meddle yoa muſt that's certain, or for- 
ſweareto weare iron about you. 

Vio, This is as vnciuill as firange. 1 beſeech you doe 
me this courteous office, as to know of the Kaight what 
my offence to him is : it is ſomething of my negligence, 
nothing of my purpole. 

To. 1 will dot fo. Signiour Fabiar, ſtay you by this 
Gentleman, till my returne, Exit Toby. 

Vie. Pray you hr, do you know of this matter? 

Fab. 1 know the knight is incenſt againſt you, eyen to 


a mortall arbitrement, but nothing ot the circumſtance 


more, 

Vie. I beſeech you what manner of man is be? 

Fab. Nothing of that wo:1derfull promiſe to read him 
by his forme, as you are like to finde himin the proofe of 
his yalour. He is indeede fir, the moſt skilfull, blondy,& 
fatall oppoſite that you could poſsibly haue found in anie 
part of Illyria : will you walke cowards him, I will make 
your peace with him, if I can. 

Vie. I ſhall bee much bound toryou for't: I am one, 
that had rather go with fir Prieſt, then fir knight : I care 
not who knowes ſo much of my merttle. Exeunt, 

Enter Toby and Andrew, 

To. Why man hee $a verie diuel!, | haue not ſeen ſuch 
a firago 2 I had a paſſe with him, rapier,ſcabberd,and all: 
and he gives me the ſtucke jo with ſuch a mortal] motion 
that it is inevitable : and on the anſwer, he payes you 2s 
ſucely, as your feere hirs the ground they ſtep on, They 


ſay,be bas bin Fencer to the Sophy. 


And. Pox on't. ile noe meddle with him. 

To. Ibuthe will not now be pacificd, z 
Fabian can (carie hold him yonder, 

An, Plague on't, and I thought he had beene valiant, 
and ſo cunning in Fence, I'de have ſeene hin» damn'd ere 


| 


| 


Ile giue hum my horſe, gray Capiler. 

To. llemake the motion : ſtand heere, make a good 
ſhew on't, this ſhall end withour the perdition of ſoules, 
marry Ile ride your horſe as well as 1 ride you. 

Enter Fabian and Viola, 
I havehis horſero take vp the quarcell, I haue perſwaded 
him the youths a diuell, 

Fa, Reisas horribly conceited of him : and pants, & 
lookes pale,as if a Beare were at his heeles, 

To, There's no remedie fir,he will fight with you for's 
oath ſake : marrie hee hath berter bethought him of his 
quarrell, and hee findes that now ſcarſe to bee worth tal- 
king of : therefore draw fpr the ſupportance of his yowe, 
he proteſts he will not hutt you. | 

Vie, Pray God defend me : alittle thing would make 
metell them how much 1 lacke of amaa, 

Fab, Gueground if you lee him furious, 

To. Comefir Andrew, there's no remedie, the Gen- 
tleman will for his honors ſake haue one bowt with you: 
he cannot by the Duello auoide it : but hee has promiſed 
me, as heis a Gentleman and a Soldiour, he will not hurt 
you. Come on, too't, 

And, Pray God he keepe his 02th. 

Enter Antonio, 

Vis, 1 do offure you tis againſt my will, 

Ant. Pur vp your ſword : if this yong Gentleman 
Hauedone offence, | rake the fault on me : 

If you offend him, I for him defie you, 

To. You fir > Why;what are you ? 

Ant. One fir, that for his loue dares yet do more 
Then you haue heard him brag to you he will, 

To. Nay,if you be an vndertaker,l am for you, 

EmterOfficers. 

Fab. O good fir Toby hold: heere come the Officers; 

To. Ilebe with you anon. : | 

Vis. Pray fir,put your (word yp if you pleaſe, 

And. Marry will I br : and for that I promis'd you lle 
be as good as my word, Hee will beare you cafily , and 
raines well. | 

1.0ff. This is the man, dothy Office. 

2 Off. Antbonio, I arreft thee at the ſuir of Count Or/ino 

An. You domiftake me fir. 

1.0f. No fir, no ior : I know your fauour well : 
Thovgh now you haue no ſea-cap on your head : 

Take him away, he knowes I know him well. 

Ant. 1 muft obey, This comes with ſeeking you: 

Bur there's no remedie, I ſhall anſwer it: 

What will you do : now my neceſſitie 

Makes me to aske you for my purſe, It greeues mee 
Much more, foc what I cannot do for you, 

Then what befals my ſelfe : you ftand amaz'd, 

But be of comfort. | 

2 Off. Come fir away. 

Ant, 1 muſt entreat of you ſome of that money. 

Vio. Whar money hit ? 

For the fayre kindnefſe you haue ſhew'd me heere, 
And part being prompted by your preſent trouble, 
Our of my leane and low ability 
Ile lend you ſome. hing : my having is not much, 
He make diuifion of my preſent with you 
Hold, there's halfe my Coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now, 
Iſt poſſible that my deſerts to you 
Can lacke perſwafion, Do not tempt my milery, 
Lealt that it make me ſo vnſound aman 


I'de have challeng'd him. Ler him lec the watter ſlip, and | As to vpbraid you with thoſe kindneſles 


—_— 
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_— 


& 2 Li, 


—— _— <> — 


— 


270 


That I haue done for you, 


Fo. 1 know of none, 


Nor know 1 you by vyoyce, or any feature : 
[ hate ingratitude more in a man, 
Then lying, vainneſſe, babl.ing drunkenneſle, 
Or any taint of vice, whole ftrong corruption 
Inhabites our fraile blood, 
Ant. Oh beauens themſclues, 
2. Of. Come ir, | pray you go. 
An, Letmeſpeake alittle. This youth that you ſee 
I faacch'd one balte out of the tawes of death, *(heere, 
Relecu'd him with {uch tanCtitic of louc 
And to his i;nage, which me chought did promiſe 
Mot venerable worth, did ] deuotion. 
| 1. Of. What's thatto vs, the time goes by : Away. 
| Ant, But oh, how vilde an idoll proves this God ; 
| Thou haſt Sebaſtian done good feature, ſhame, 
In Nature, there's no blemiſh but the minde : 
None can be call'd deform'd, but the vnkinde. 
Vertuec is beauty, but the beauteous evill 
Are empty trunkes, ore-flouriſh'd by the deuill, 
1. Of The man growes mad,a'way with him: 
Come, come tir. 
Ant, L.eace me on, Exit 
Vio. s. thinkes bis words do from ſuch paſsion flye 
That he beleceues himſelie, ſodonotl]: 
Prouc truc imagination, oh proue ttue, 
That 1 deere brother, be now tane for you. 
To, Come hither Knight, come hither Fabian 
whiſper ore a couplet or two of molt ſ3ge ſawes. 
Vio. He nam*d Scbaſtian : I my brother know 
Yer liuing in my glaſle : even ſuch, and fo 
In fauour was my Brother, ang he went 
Still in this taſhion, colour, ornament, 
For him 1 imitate : Ohif1t proue, 
Tempeſts are kinde, and (alt waues freſh in love, 
To. A very diſhoneſt paltry boy, and more a coward 
then a Hare, his diſhoneſty appeares, in leauing his frend 
heere in neceſſity, and denying him: and for his coward- 
ſhip aske Fabia, Os" 
Fab, A Coward, a moſt deuout Coward, religious in 
if, 
Ard, Slid Ile after him againe, and beate him, 
To. Do,cuffe him ſoundly, but never draw thy ſword 
' And, And I donot. 
Fab. Come, let's (ee the euent, 
76. I dare lay aty money, ewil: be nothing yet, Zxit 
oF 
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Exter Sebaſtian and { lowne. 
Clo. Will you make me belceue,that I am nor ſent for 
'0u ? 
Seb, Go too, go too, thou art a fooliſh fellow, 
[et me be clecre of thee, 

'/z, Well held our yfaith : No, I donot know you, 
nor l am not ſent to you by my Lady, to bid you come 
ſpcake with her : nor your name 1s not Maſter Ceſarie, 
nor this is not my noſe neyrher : Nothing that is ſo,1s {o, 


: Weel 


| 


—_— 


know'{tnorme. , 
Clo. Vent my folly : He has heard that word of ſome 


great man, and now applyes itto a foole, Vent my fol- in't, 


| T welfe Night, or, What youwill. 
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ly : Tam affraid this great lubber the World will proue a 
Cockney : I prethee now vngird thy ſtrangenes, and tel! 
me what I ſhall yent to my Lady ? Shall I yent te hir that 
thou art comming ? 

Seb. I prethee fooliſh greeke depart from me, there's 
money for thee, if youtarry longer, I ſhall giue worſe 

*paiment, 

Cle. By my troth thou haft an open hand: theſe Wiſe- 
men that giue fooles money, get theraſelues a good re- 
port, after fourercene yeares purchaſe, 


Enter Andrew, Toby, and Fabian, 
Ana, Now fir, haue I mer you again : ther's for you. 
Seb. *\Why there's for thee, and chere,and there, 
Are all the people mad? 

To Hold fir, or Ile throw your dagger ore the houſe 

Clo. This will I tc]l my Lady ſtraight, I would not be 
in ſome of your coats for two pence. 

To. Comeonfir, hold, _ 

An. Nay let him alone, Ile go another way ro worke 
with him: Ile haue an aQtion of Battery againſt him, if 
there be any law in ilyria : though I Rroke him firſt, yer 
it's no matter for that. 

Seb. Lergo thy hand, 

To. Come fir, I will not let you go. Come my yong 
ſouldier put vp your yron : you are well fleſh'd: Come 
on, 
Seb. I will be free from thee. What wonldſtYnow? 
If thou dar'ſt tempt me further, draw thy ſword. 

To. What, what? Nay chen I muſt haue an Ounce or 
two of this malapert blood fromyou. 

Enter Ola, 

Ol, Hold Toby, on thy life I charge thec hold, 

To. Madam, | 

Ol. Will it be ever thus 2 Vngracious wretch, 

Fit for the Mountaines, and the barbarous Caues, 
Vhere manners nere were preach'd ;out of my fight, 
Be not offended, deere Ceſario: 

Rudesbey be gone. Iprethce gentle friend, 

Letthy tayre wiledome, net thy paſsion ſway 

In this vaciuill, and vniuſt exten 

Againſt thy peace, Go with me to my houſe, 

And heare thou there how many fruitleſſe prankes 
This Rufhan hath botch'd vp, that thou thereby 
Mayſt imile at this : Thou ſhalt not chooſe but goe : 
Do not denie, beſhrew his {oule for mee, 

He ſtarted one poore heart of mine, in thee. 

Seb. Wharrelliſh is in this ? How runs the ſtreame ? 

OrlI am mad, or elſe this is a dreame : 

Ler fancie ſtill my ienſc in Lethe teepe, 

If it be thus to dreame, ſtill ler me ſleepe. 
O!.Nay come I prethee, would thoud'ſt be rul d by me 
Seb. Madam, I will; 


- 


Ol. Olay fo, and ſobe. Exeunt 
Scena Secunda. ' 
Enter Maria and Clowne, 


Mar. Nay, I prethee put on this gown, & this beard, 


$eb, Iprethce vent thy tolly lome-where elſe, thon | make him belecue thou art fir Topas the Curate, docir 


quickly. 1le call fir Toby the whilſt, 
Clo, Well, Ile put it on, and I will diſſemble my ſelfe 
and I would I were the firſt that euer A r 
uc 
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In ſuch agowne. Iam not tall enough to become the 
'funQion well, nor leane enough to bee thought a good 
| Studient : but to be ſaid an honeſt man and x good houſs 
| keeper goes as fairely, as to ſay, a carefull may, & a great 
\{choller. The Comperirocs enter, 
| Enter T oby, 
* To. Touc bleſſethee M. Parſon, 
; Cle. Bowes dies fit Toby: for as the old hermit of Prage 
' that never ſaw pen and inke, yery wittily ſayd to a Neece 
| of King Gorbodacke, that rhat js, is : fo | being M.Parſon, 
am M. Parſon; for what is thar, butthat?andis, burtis? 
To. Yo him br Tipas. 
Clow, What hoa, I'fay, Peaceinthis priſon. 
' To. The knave counterfers well : a good knaue. 
Malnelio within, 
Mal. Who cals there? 
Clo. Sir Topas the Curate, who comes to vitit Maluo- 
liothe Lunaticke, 
Mal. Sit Topas, fir Topar, good fir Tepargoe to my 
Ladie. 
| Cs. Ornthyperbolicall fiend, how vexeſt thou this 
man?Tolkeſt thounothing but of Ladies ? 
Tcb. Well aid M. Parfon, 
Mal. Sir Topar, neuer was man thus wronged, good 
fir Topas do not thinke lam mad ; they haue layde mee 
heere in hideons darkneſſe. | 
Clo. Fys, thou diſhpneſt ſathay: . 1 call chee by the 
molt mode(t rermes, for I am one of thofe gentle ones, 


that houſe is darke? 

al. As hell fir Topar. | 

Clo. Why it hath bay Windowes tranſparant as batl- 
cadoes, 2nd the cl:ere ffores roward the South north, are 
25 luſtrous as Ebony : and yer complaineſt thou of ob- 
{iruRion ? | 

Meal. 1am not mad fir Topas, I fay to you this houle is 
darke, 

Clo, Madman thou erreſt: I ſay there is no darknefle 
but iguorance,in which thou art more puzel'd thenthe 
As2yprians in their fogge. 

Mat. 1 fay this houſe is as darke as Ignorance, thogh 
Ignorance were as darke as hell; and I fay there was ne- 
uer man thus abus'd, Tam no more madde then you are, 
make the triall of it in any conſtant queſtion. 

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras concerning 
Wilde-fowle ? | 

Ma. That the foule of our grandam, might happily 
inhabire a bird. 

Clo, Whar thinkR chou of his opinjon ? 

Mal. I thinke nobly of the ſoule,and no way aproue 
his opinion, by . 

Clo. Fare thee well: temaine thou tillin darkeneſle; 
thou ſhalc hold th'opinion of Pythagoray, ere 1 will allow 
of thy wits, and feare to killa Woodcocke, left rhou dil- 
pofſeſſe the ſoule of thy grandam, Fare thee well. 

CIMal. Sit Topas, lit Topas. 

Teb. My moſt exquiſite fir Topas, 

Clo, Nay I am for all waters, 

Mar. Thou mightſt have Gone this without thy berd 
and gowne, he ſees thee nor. | | 

To, To him in thine owne yoyce, and bring me word 
| how thou findt him : I would we were wellridde of this 
knauery. If he may bee conveniently deliue;*d, I would 
he were, for F am now ſo farte in offence with my Niece, 
that I cannot purſue with any ſafety chis ſport the vppe- 
hor. Come by and by to my Chamber. Exit 


| 


that will vie the dell himſclIte with curceſie: fay(t thou 


rms 
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Clo, Hey Robin, iolly Robin, tell me how thy Lady 


does, 
Mal. Foole. * 
(lo. My Lady is vakind, perdie. 
Mal. Foole. 
Cle. Alas why is ſhe ſo? 
Mal. Foole,1 ſay, 
Clo. She loues another, Who calles, ha? 


Mal. Good foole, as ever thou wilt deſerue well at 
my hand, helpe me to a Candle, andpen,inke,and paper : 


1 [amaGentleman, I will liue to bee thankefull to 
ort, 

C's, M. HMaluolio ? 

Cal. 1 good Foole, 


(!o. Alas fir, how fell you beſides your five wits ? 
Mall. Foole, there was neuer man ſonotoriouſlic a- 


bus'd: I am as well in my wits (foole) as thou art. 


Clo. But as well : then you are mad indeede,if you be 


no better in your wits then a foole. 


Mal, They haue heere propertied me : keepe meein 
darkeneſſe, ſend Miviſtersto me, Aſſes, and doe all they 


can to face me out of my wits. 


Clo. Aduiſe you what you fay : the Minifter is heere. 


CAaluolio, Maluolis, thy witres the heauens reftore 


deauour thy lelfe to fleepe, and leaue thy yaine bibble 


babble. 
Mal. Sit Topaz, 
Cls. Maintaine no words with him good fellow, 


Who I fir, not I fir, God buy you good fir Topas: Mar- 


ry Amen, I will br, I will. 
Al. Foole, foole, toolel fay. 


Clo. Alas firbe patient, What ſay you fir, T am ſhent 


for ſpeaking to you, 


Mal, Good foole, helpe me to ſome light, and ſome 
paper, I tell chee Tam as well in my wittes, az any man A 


Illyria, | 
Clo, Well-a-day, that you were fir. 


Mal. By this band I am : good foole, ſome inke,pa- 
pr light : and conuey what Þ will ſer downe to my 


ady : it thall adluantage thee more, theneuer the 
ring of Letrer did. 


Cle, I will help you too't, But tel me true, are younot 


mad indeed, or do you but counterfeic, 
tal. Beleeue me I am nor, I tell thee true. 


Clo.Nay, Ile nere beleeve a madman ill I fee his brains 


I will fetch you light, and paper,and inke. 
Mal. Foole, Ile requiteitin the higheſt degree ; 
I prechee be goue, 
Clo, 1 am gone fir, and anon fir, 
Ile be with.you againe ; 
In a trice, like to the old vice, , 
your neede to ſuſtaine, ' 


Who with dag er of lath, in his rage and his wrath, 


- cries ah ha, tothe diuell : 
Like a mad lad, paite thy nayles dad, 
| Adieu good man divct. 


IO I I I — 


thee 


: enn® 


bea- 


Exit 
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| Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sebaſtian, 
This is the ayre, that is the glorious Sunne, 
This pearle ſhe gaue me, I do feel't, andice't, 
And though tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
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Y« 'tis not magneſle. Where's Anthonio then, 
1 could not finde him at the Elephant, 

Yet there he was, and thereT feund this credite, 

That he did range the towne to ſeeke me our, 

H1s counceilnow might do me golden ſeruice, 

For though my ſoule diſputes well with my ſence, 

That this may be ſome error, burno madneſle, 

Yer dorh this accident 3nd flood of Fortune, 

So farre exceed all inſtance, all diſcourle, 

That i am readie co diſtruſt mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my icaſon that pe:ſwades me 

To any other truſt, but that T am mad, 

Or elle the Ladics mad; yet if 'twere ſo, 

She could not ſway her houſe, command her followers, 


Wich ſuch a ſmooth, diſcreer, and ſtable bearing 
As I perceiue ſhe do's : there's ſomething in'r 
That is decciueable, But heere the Lady comes. 


Enter Olinia, and Prieft, 
Ol. Blame nor this hatte of mine ; if you meane well 
Now go with me, and with this holy man 
Into the Chantry by : there before him, 
And vnderneath that conſecrated roofe, 
Plight me the full aſſurance of your faith, 
That my moſt icalious, ar:d too doubrfull ſoule 
May hue at peace. Heſhall conceale it, 
Whiles you are willing ic ſhall come ronote, 
What time we will our celebration keepe 
According to my birth, what do you ſay ? 
Seb. Ile follow this good man, and go with you, 
And hauing ſworne truth, ever will be rue. : 
Ol. Then lead the way good father,& heauens ſo ſhine, 
That they may fairgly note this ate of mine. Exeunt. 
| Fins Att Quarta. 


eAclus Quntus. Scena Prima. 
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Enter Clawne and Fabian. 
Fab. Now as thou lou'lt me, let me ſee his Letter. 
Clo. Good M.Fabian,grant me another requeſt, 
Fab. Any thing, 
Clo. Do not dehire to ſee this Letter. 
tab, This is to giueadogge,and in recompence deſire 
my dogge againe. 


Fnter Duke, Viola, ('urio, and Lords, 

Dube. Belong you to the Lady Ol ia, friends? 

Clo. 1 fir, we are ſome of her trappings, 

Dwhe, I know thee well : how doeft thou my good 
Fellow ? 

Clo. Tcuely fir, the better for my foes, and the worſe 
for my friends. 

Ds. Ivft the contrary : the better for thy friends. 

(!». Ne fir,the wore. 

Ds. How can that be? 
. Clo, Marry fir,they praiſe me, and make an afle of me, 
now my foes telt me plainly, I am an Aﬀe : ſorthat by my 
foes fir, I profit in the knowledge of, my ielfe, and by my 
friends I am abuſed : ſo that conclulidns to be as kifles, if 
your fourc negatiues make your two affirmatiuves , why 
then the worlc tor my friends, and the berter for my foes. 


_—_— —— —— —_— 


Take, and giue backe aftayres, and their diſpatch, 


— 


Ds, Why this is excellent. 
Clo. By wy creth fir, no: thought pleaſe youto be 
ore of my friends. 

| D#. Thouſhaltnot be the worſe for me, there's gold. 
| Cle, Butthat it would be doubledealing fir, 1 would 
you could makeit another, 

Ds. O you giue me ill counſel, 

' Clos, Put your grace in your pocket fir, for this once, 
| and let your fleſh and blood obey it. 

Ds. Well, I will be ſo mucha ſinner to be a double 
dealer : there's another, 

Clo, Primo, ſecunds, tertio, is a good play, and the olde 
| ſaying is, the third payes for all: che triplex fir, is a good 
' tripping meaſure, or the belles of S, Benner fir, may pur 
you in inde, one, two, three, 

Ds, You can foole no more money our of mee at this 
throw: if you-will ler your Lady know I am here to ſpeak 
with her, and bring her along with you, it may awake wy 
bounty further. 

Clo, Marry fir, lullaby to your bountjetill I come a- 
gen, Igofir, but I would not have you to thinke, thac 
my deſire of hauing is the frane of couetouſneſſe ; but as 
you ſay fir, let your bounty take anappe, I will awake it 
anon. Ext 


- 


Enter Antbonio and Officers. 
Vis. Here comes the man fir, that did reſcue mee. 
Ds, That face of his I do remember well, 
yet when I ſawit laſt, ic was beſmear'd 
As blacke as Vulcan, in che ſmaake of warre : 
A bawbling Veflell was he Capraine of, 
For ſhallow draught and bulke vnprizable, 
Wirh which ſuch ſcarnfull grapple did he make, 
With the motnoble botrame of our Flecre, 
That very enuy, and the tongue of loſſe 
Cride fame and hogor on him; Whar's the matter? 


| 1 Offi. Orſine, this is that Axthonio 


That tooke the Phenix, and her fraught from Candy, 
And this is be that did the Tiger boord, 

When your yong Nephew Tits loſt his legge ; 
Heere in the ſtreets, deſperate of ſhame and Rare, 

In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

Uo, He did me kindnefl fir, drew on wy fide, 
But in concluſion put ſtrange ſpeech vpon me, 

] know not what 'twas, but diſtration, 

Ds, Notable Pyrate, thou ſalt-water Theefe, 
What fooliſh boldneſſe brought thee to their mercies, 
Whomrthou in termes ſo bloudie, and ſo deere 
Haft made thine enemies? 

Ant, Orfins : Noble ſir, 

Be pleas'd that I ſhake off theſe names you giue mee : 
Anthonis never yet was Theefe, or Pyrate, 
ThoughI1 confeſſe, on baſe and ground enough 
Orſino's enemic. A witchcraft drew me hither ; 
That moſt ingratefull boy there by your fide, 
From the rude ſeas enrag'd and foamy mouth 
Did I redeeme: a wracke paſt hope he was ; 
His life I gaue him, and did thereto adde 
| —_— without retention, or reſtraint, 

All his in dedication, For his ſake, 
Did I expoſe my ſelfe (pure for his loue) 
Into the danger of this aduerſe Towne, 
Drew to defend him, when he was beſet : 
Where being apprehended, his falſe cunning 
(Nor meaning to partake with mein danger) 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 
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kes thee ftrangle thy propriety : 
And grew a twentie yeeres remoued thing That ma | 
While one would winke : denide me mine owne purſe, | _ _ _—_— _ — "EE 
Which I had recommended cg his vie, Bethat thou haceh p 9 ' , 
Not halfe an houre before, As great as thatt 4 ief 
FI TEeeY 6m eto his T > O welcome Father : 
D#. When came he to this Towne ? : 
yoni fr roger man ome or 
_ mt a ”— br ports 1am ns WAY anie, To keepe in darkenefle, what occafionnow 
Both day an >. ter Olinia and attendants, Reueales before 'tisripe : what thou doft know 
Dw, Heere comes the Counteſſe, now heauen walkes cre, nr neon way _— wm 
onearth; : , K 
Bur for thee fellow, fellow thy words are madneſſe, m_ 4 x. we 1 wn hands, 
Three monthes this yourh hath tended ypon mee, _ s web = | Jars : roy 5 fycur dings 
Bur more of that anon. Take him afide. ours. th ——— of his compact | 
' Bag ndrner Fray * > = Ig —_— in bs funRion, by my ceftimeny : 
| > qptbnyr pray Seever Rs | _ Since doe my watch bath told me, toward my graue 
Leſeri \. © =: p72 wed ts; I haue trauail'd but two houres. 
V's. Madam: Olizia, Dx. Othou diflembling Cub : what wilt thou be 
3 __ - y Ceſaria? Good my T.ord, W hen time hath ſow'd a griz.zle onthy caſe? 
- ++ dud po Is ; ke.m dutie huſhes me. Or will notelſe thy craft lo quickely grow, 
bong Sng, tr 7 bf 01d 64 wy Lord T hat thine owne trip ſhall be thine overthrow : 
\ Os, He w— Fi oY ine care e ' Farewell, and take her, but direQ thy feete, 
It is as far EO Where thou, and I (henceforth) may never meet; 
As howling after Muſicke, 5%. My Tord. Te heed: 
Ds, Still fo cruell? Eh _ O yh wb SEOE : 
l. Still { tant Lord. < x ; 
"©, ahwcmmnd nr ? you yncijuill Ladie , Hold lietle faith, though thou haft roo much feare, 
To whoſe ingrate, and vnauſpicious Altars tad 
My ſoule the faithfull't offrings haue breath'd out FO Is _ _ S Dy _ urgeon, ſend one pre- 
That ere deuotion tender'd. What ſhall 1 do? | c —_—_ Gr Teb HS. 
O! Euen what it pleaſe my Lord,that ſhal becom him _ = = Fo ORR” | 
Du, Why ſhould I nor, (had l wat hr doit) = Ha broke my bend e-crofſe, end\ive given Si 
Like ro th Egyptian theefe, at Os Of, TH Toby a bloody Coxcombe too : for the loue of God Y mY) 
Kill whar I loue : (a ſavage icalouſie, his : helpe, I had rather then forty pound | were at homc. 
That ſometime ſauours nobly) but rr eogdnacth | or. Who has done this ir Andrew? 
Ice you to non-reg carey - = TY And. The Counts Gentleman, one Ceſario: we tovke 
And that I-partly kno'N the in curmenc : c : hi. "8 2 Coward but hee's the yeric diucll.incarginatc. 
That ſcrewes me from my true place in your fauour : Ds. My Gentleman Cegario ? 
Liue you the Marble- breſted Tirant till, _ br lifelings heere he is: you broke my head 
But this your Minion, whom I know you _ froncehioe. cada [8 I did, I was ſet onto do'tby fir 
And whom, by heauen ] — T tender decrely, + Ng, 
Him willI tcare out of that crue eye, . hy do you ſpeaketo me, I never hurt you: 
Where he ſits crowned in his maſters (pight. PER , = oY yt. ye = me withoutcauſe,j 
Come boy with me, my thoughts are ripe in miſchicfe : V Tg mw ou faire, rad hare you nor. 
Tle ſacrifice the Lambethat 1 " _ Burt I beſpake y \ 
To ſpight a Ravens heart within a Dove, Taby and Elnwne, 
Ui, And 1moſi iocund, apt, and willinglie, And. Wa Mem. ro be a hurt, you hane hurt 
ToGoyenrch, atheniond Genre WEede ofs. me: | thinke youſet nothing by a bloody Coxecombe, |} 
O!. Where goes (ſari? Heere comes fir Toby halting, you ſhall heare more: bur if 
Vis. After him I loue, h lif he had not beene in drinke, hee would have ticked you 
—— and one” et gr lk, ns yo mi 3, other gates then he did. 
More by all mores, then ere1 ſhallloue wife, Da. tie now Gentleman? how iſt with you ? 
11 do feigne, you witneſſes aboue ” To. That's all one,has hurt me,and there's th'end on't: 
Puniſh my life, for tainting of my loue, _ Sot, didfi ſee Dicke Surgeon, ſor? 
Ol, Aye me — how an y _— Jeu wwekel Cho O he's drunke fir Toby an heure agone : hiseyes | 
Uis.Who does beguile you? who does ; ;oht th morning. 
Ol. Haſt thou forgot thy ſelte 2 Is it ſo long? eg . K, up Rogae, 'S d a paſſy meaſures panyn': 1 
Call forth the bely Father, ane ada ogue, Rip 
Du, Come, away. *Þ\ hiew th made this kauocke 
Ol, Whether my Lord? Ceſario, Husband, ſtay, => __ with him ? Who ha 
Ds. Husband ? | F becauſe we'll be dreft to- 
OL. 1 dboad, Can he that deny 2; _ Ile helpe you fir Toby, ca 
Ds. Her hnsband, firrah ? 4 Y 


To. Will you helpe an Aﬀe-head, and a coxcombe,& 
Vis. No my Lord,not I. hk 11 , 
ot. Alas, 4 is the baſeneſle of thy fate, | a knaue; a thin fac'd knaue, a gull pk 
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2 F-,74 I) WAINNKE 
OL Get him to bed, and ler his hurt be look'd too. 
Enter Sebaſtian, 
Seb. 1 am ſorry Madam I haue hurt your Kinſman: 
Bur had it beene the brother of iny blood, 
[ mult haue done no lefle with wir and fafety. 
You throw a {trangeregard vpon me, and by that 
{ do perceiuc it hath offended you ; 
Pardon me tweet one) euen for the vowes 
\We made each other, bur ſo late ago. 
Du, One face, one voice, one habit,and two perſons, 
A naturali PeripeCtiue, that is, and is not. 
Seb. Anthonio : O ny deere Anthonio, 
How haue the houres rack'd, and tortur'd me, 
Since | haue loſt thee ? 
Ant, Sebaſtian are you ? 
Seb, Fear (t thou that Anthoxio ? 
Ant. How haue you made diuifion of your ſelfe, 
An apple cleft; in two, is not more twin 
Then theſe two creatures. Which is Sebaſtian ? 
OL, Moſt wonderfull, 
Seb, Dol ſtand there ? Inever had a brother: 
Nor can there be that Deity in my nature 
Of heeregand every where. I had a ſiſter, 
\Vhom Yo blinde waues and ſurges liaue deuour d : 
Ot charity, what kinne are you to me ? - 
What Countreyman? What name? What Parentage? 
Ujo. Ot Mefſaline : Sebaſtian was my Father, 
Such a Sebaſtian was my brother too : 
So went he ſuited to his watery tombe : 
If ſpirits can afſa.ne both forme and ſuite, 
You come to tright vs. 
Se. A ſpirit] amindeed, 
But am in that dimenſion groſſcly clad, 
Which fromthe wombe i did participate. 
Were you a woman, a+ the reſt goes cuen, 
| ſhould my ceares ler fall ypon your checke, 
And lay, thiice welcome drowned /7o/a. 
Vio, My father had a moale ypon his brow. 
Seb. And {o had mine, 
Vio. Anddide that day when Y7o/a from her birth 
Had numbred thirtcene yeares, 
Seb. Othat record is lively in my ſoule, 
Mefiniſhed indeed his mortall acte 
That day that made my fitter thirteene yeares, 
Vio. If nothing lers romake vs happie both, 
But this my maſculine vſurp'd attyre : 
Do not embrace me, till each circumſtance, 
| Of place, time, fortune, do co-hereaad iumpe 
That 1 am Fla, whichto confirme, 
Ile bring you co a Captaine in this Towne, 
Wherelyc my maiden weeds : by whoſe gentle helpe, 
1 was preſeru'd to ſerue this Noble Count : 
All the occurrence of my fortune ſince 
Hath becne berweene this Lady, and this Lord, 
Sch, So comes it Lady,you haue becne miſtooke: 
Bur Nature to her bias drew in that, 
You would hue bin contraRted to a Maid, 
Ner are you therein (by my life) deceiu'd, 
You are betroth'd both to a maid and man, 
Ds. Be not amaz'd, right noble is his blood : 
|f this be ſo, a3 yet the glaſſe ſeemes true, 
[ ſhall haue ſhare in this moſt nappy wracke, 
Boy, thou hatt {aide to me a thouland times, 
Thou neuer ſhould'ft loue woman like to me. 
V;e. Andall choſe ſayings, will I over {weare, 
And all thoſe {wearings keepe as true in foule, 
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As doth that Orbed Continent, che fire, - | 
That ſeuers day from night, 

D«. Giue me thy hand, 
And let me ſcethee in thy womans weedes, 

Ute, The Capraine that did bring me firſt on ſhore 
Hath my Maides garments : he vypon ſome Action 
Is now 1a durance, at Malnol:o's fire, 
A Gentleman, and follower of my Ladies, 

01. He ſhall inlarge him : ferch CMHaleolio hither, | 
And yet alas, now I remember me, 
They {ay poore Gentleman, he's much diftraR. 

Exter Clowne with a Letter, and Fabian. 

A moſt extracting frenſie of mine owne 
From my remembrance, clearly baniſht his, 
How does he ftirah ? 
C!,Truely Madam, he holds Belzebnb at the ſtaues end as 
well as a man in his caſe may do: has heere writ a letter to 
you, I ſhould haue giuen't you to day morning. Bur as a 


madwans Epiſtles areno Goſpels, fo it skilles not much 
when they are deliuer'd, : 


Ol. Open't, ard read it. 

Clo, Looke then to be well edified, when the Foole 
delivers the Madman. Zy the Lord Madam. 

O!. How now, art thou mad? 

Clo, No Madam, I do butreade madnefſe : 8nd your 
—<ee will haue it as it ought to bee, you muſt allow 

ox, 
Ol, Prethee reade i'thy right wits, 
(79. So 1 do Madona: but to reade his right Wits,is tO 


reade thus : therefore, perpend my Princeſle, and giue 
care, 


O01. Read it you,firrah. 

Fab. Rgaas. By the Lord Madam, you wrong megand 
the world ſhall know it: Though you haue put mee into 
darkeneſle, and giuen your drunken Cefinervle over me, 
yet haue I the benefit of my ſenſes as well as your Ladie- 
(hip. I haue your owne letter, that induced mee to the 
ſemblance | put on; withthe which I doubt not, butto 
do my ſelfe much right, or you mach ſhame : thinke of 
me as youpleaſe. Ileaue my duty a little vnthought of, 


and ſpeake outof my iniury. The madh vs'd Maluclie, 
Ol. Didhe writethis ? | 


Clo, I Madame. 

Ds, This ſauours not much of diſtraion. 

Ol. Sec him deliuer'd Fabia», bring him hither : 

My Lord, ſo pleaſe you, theſc things Later thought on, 
To thinke me as well a ſiſter, as a wife, 

One day ſhall crowne tt'alliance on't, ſo pleaſe you, 
Heere at my houſe, and at my proper coft. 

Ds. Madam, I am moſt apt t'embrace your offer ; 
Your Mafter quits you ; and for your ſeruice done him, 
So much againſt the mertle of your ſex, 

So farre beneath your ſoft and tender breeding, | 
And fince you call'd me Maſter, for ſo long : 
Heere is my hand, you ſhall fromthis time bee 
your Maſters Miftris. 

Ol, A liſter, you are ſhe. 

Enter Maluolio, 

Ds, Is this the Madman? 

Ol, I my Lord, this ſame : How now Malwolis ? 

Mat. Madam, you haue done me wrong, 
Notorious wrong, 

Ol, HaueI Maluolio? No, 

e Mal. Lady you haue, pray yeuperuſe that Letter, 
You muſtnot now denie it is your hand, 

Wrate fromit if you can,in hand,or phraſe," 
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You can ſay none of this, Well, grant it then, 

And tell me in the modeſtic of honor, 

Why you haue giuen me ſuch cleare lights of fauour, 

Bad me come {miling, and crofle-garter'd to you, 

To put on yellow ſtockings, and to frowne 

Vpon fir Toby, and thelighter people : 

And aQting this in an obedient hope, 

Why haue you ſufter'd me to be impriſon'd, 

Kept in a darke houſe, viſited by the Priett, 

And made the moſt notorious gecke and gull, 

That ere inuention plaid on? Tell me why? | 
Ol. Alas Malzolto, this is not my writing, 

Though I confefle much like the Charrater : | 

But out of queſtion, tis CAfarias hand, | 

And now I do bethinke me, it was ſhee 

Firſt rold me thou waſt mad ; then cam'in {miling, 

Andin ſuch formes, which heere were preſuppos'd 

Vpon thee in the Letter : prethee be content, 

This praRtice hath moſt ſhrewdly paſt vpon thee : 

Burt when we know the grounds,and authors of it, 

Thou ſhal: be both the Plaintifte and the ludge 

Of thine owne cauſe. 

Fab. Good Madam heare me ſpeake, 

And let no quarrell, nor no braule to come, 

T aint the condition of this preſent houre, 

Which I haue wondred at. In hope it ſhall not, 

Moft freely I confeſle my ſelfe, and Toby 

Set this deuice againlt Afalnolio heere, 


We had conceiu'd againſt him, Afaria wr 
The Letter, at fir Tobzes great importance, 
in recompence whereof, he hath married her: 
How with a ſportfull malice it was follow'd, 
May rather plucke on laughter then revenge, 
If that the injuries be iuſtly weigh'd, 
That haue on both fides paſt. 
Ol. Alas poore Foole, how have they baffel'd thee © 
Cl, Why ſome are borne great,ſome atchicue great - 
neſſe, and ſome have greatnefle throwne vpon them, [1 
was| one fir, in this Enterlude, one fir Topas fir, but that's 


T welfe N ol, or, Ihat you will, 


Or ſay, tis not your ſeale, not your invention : 


Vpon ſome ſtubborne and vncourteous parts | 


—_— 
all one : By the Lord Foole, I am not mad : but do you re- 
member, Madam, why laugh you atſuch a barren raſcall, | 
and you ſmile not he's gag'd : and thus the whirlegigge | 
of time, brings in his reuenges. : 
Mal. Ile be reveag'd on the whole packe of you ? 
Of, Hehath bene moſt notoriouſly abus'd. 
D#, Purſue him, and entreate him to a peace : 
He tiath not told vs of the Caprtaine yer, 
\Vnen that is knowne, and golden time conuents 
A (olemae Combination ſhall be made | 
Of our deere foules, Meane time ſweet ſiſter, 
We will not part from hence, Ceſario come 
(For fo you ſhall be while you are a man:) 
But when in other habites you are ſeene, 
Or/ine's Mitris, and his fancies Queene, F xennt 


| 
| 
| 


( lowne ings. 
When that I was and 4 little tine boy, 
with hey, ho, the winde and the raine : 
A focliſh thing was but a toy, | 
for the raine it rameth ewery days ' 


But when I came to mans eſtate, 
with hey ho FC. 

Can ft Knanes and Theenes men ſhut their gate, 
for the raine,c*c. 


But when I came alas to wine, 
with bey hoc. 

By ſwag gering conld I nener thrine, 
for the raine,c, 


But when I came vnto my beds, | 
with hey bo.chc. | | 
With toſpottes [till had drunken beades, 


for the raine,cyc, 


A = while ag0 the wor id begon, 
bey ho, ec, 

But that's all one, our Play #s done, 
and wee | ſtrine topleaſe you excry day, 
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Enter Camilo and Archidamns, 


Arch. 


on-foot, you ſhall ſee(as I haue {aid)great dif- 
ference betwixt our Bohema,and your Sicilia. 

Cam, 1 thinke, this comming Summer, the King of 
Stcilia meanes to pay Bohemia the Viſitation, which hee 
iuſtly owes him. 

Arch. Wherein our Entertainrnent ſhall ſhame ys: we 
will be juſtified in our Loucs : for indeed--- 

Cam, 'Beſeech you--- 

Arch.Verely 1 ſpeake it inthe freedome of my know- 
ledge : we cannot with ſuch magnificence--- in fo rare-— 
I know not what to {ay--- Wee will giue you ſleepie 
{Drinkes, that your Sences (vn-intelligent of our inſufhi- 
{ cience) way, though they cannot prayle vs, as little ac- 
cuſe vs. 

Cam, You pay a great deale to deare, for what's giuen 
{ freely. 
4s. *Beleeue me; I ſpeake as my ynderſtanding in- 
| ſtruts me,and as mine honeſtic puts it to vtterance. 

Cam. Sicil:a cannot ſhew himſe!te ouer-kind to Bohe- 
| is : They were trayn'd together in their Child-hoods; 

and there rooted berwixt them then ſuch an affection, 
which cannot chuſe bur braunch now, Since their more 
mature Djgnities,and —_— Neceſfities,made ſeperati- 
on of their Societie, their Encounters(though not Perſo- 
nall) hath been Royally attornyed with enter-change of 
Gifts, Letters,louing Embafhes,that they haue ſeem d to 
be together, though abſent: ſhooke hands,as over a Vaſt; 
andembrac'd as it were fromthe ends of oppoſed Winds, 
The Heauens continue their Loves. 

Avch, 1 thinke there isnot in the World, either Malice 
or Matter, to alterit. You haue an vnſpeakable comfort 
of your young Prince Mamillixa: it is a Gentleman of the 
greateſt Promiſe,thar euer came into my Norte, 

Cars. I very well agree with you,in the hopes of him: 
it is a gallant Child ; one,that (indeed )Phyhcks the Sub. 
ieR, makes old hearrs freſh : they that went on Crutches 
ere he was borne, deſire yet their life,to lee him a Man, 
Arch. Would theyelſe be content to die? 

Cam. es;if there were no other excuſe,why they (hould 
defireto liue, 

Arch. if the King had no Sonne, they would defire to 


live on Crutches till he had one. E xemnt. 


Scena I ecunda. 


—Entr Lcontes, Hermione, Mamillizne, Polixenes,C amills, 


Pol, Nine Changes of the Watry-Starre hath been 


F you ſhall chance(Camiis)to viſit Behemia,on 
al the like occaſion whereon my ſeruices are now 


pI 


The Shepheards Note, fince we haue left our Throne 
Withour a Burthen: Time as long againe 
Would be fill'd vp(my Brother)with our Thanks, 
And yet we ſhould, for perpetuitie, 
Goe hence in debt: And therefore, like a Cypher 
(Yer ſtanding in rich place) I multip! 
With one we chanke you, many re. AP moe, | 
That goe before ir. 

Leo, Stay your Thanks a while, 
And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir,that's to morroyy : 

] am queſtion'd by my feares,of what may chance, 
Or breed ypon our abſence, that may blow 

No ſneaping Wiuds at home, to make vs ſay, 
This is put rh roo truly: befides, I haue ftay'd 
To tyre your Royaltie, 

Leo. We are tougher (Brother) | 
Then you can put vs to'r. 

Pol. No longer ſtay, 

Leo. One Seuec night longer. | 

Pel, Very looth, to morrow, 

Leo, Wee'le part the time berweene's then:and in thar 
Ile no gaine-ſaying. 

Pol. Preſſe me not ("beſeech you) ſo: 

There is no Tongue that moues;nene,none i'th” World | | 
So ſoone as yours,could win me: {o it ſhould now, 
Were there neceſlitie in your requeſt,although [ 
Twere needfull I deny'dit. My Afﬀaires 

Doe cuen drag me home-ward : which to hinder, 
Were (in your Love) a Whip tome; my ſtay, 

To you a Charge,and Trouble : to faue both, | 
Farewell (our Brother.) 

Lee. Tongue-ty'd our Queene? ſpeake you. 

Her. 1had thought (Sir)to haue held my peace, vntill 
You had drawne Oathes from him,not to ſtay: you(Sir) 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him,you are ſure 
All in Bobemia's well ; this ſatisfaCtion, 

The by-gone-day proclaym'd, ſay this to him, 
He's beat from his beſt ward, 

Les. Well ſaid, Hermione. 

Her, Totell,he longs to ſee his Sonne,were trong: 
But let him ſay ſo then, and let him goe; | 
Burt let him ſweare ſo,and ne ſhall nor Ray, 
Wee'l thwack him hence with Diſtaffes. 

Yer of your Royall preſence, lle aduenture 

The borrow of a Weeke, When at Bohemia 
You take my Lord, Ile give him my Commiſſion, 
Tolet him there a Meneth, behind the Geft | 
Prefix'd for's parting: yer (goo0d-deed) Leontes, 
I loue thee not a larre o'th' Clock, bethund 
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Whar Lady heher Lord, You'le ſtay? 
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| Pol. No, Madame. 
| Her. Nay, but you will ? 
| Del. ] maynot verely. 
| Her. Verely? 
| You put me off with limber Vowes: but T, 
| Though you would ſeek t'vniphere the Stars with Oaths, 
Should yet ſay, Sir,no going ; Verely 
You ſhall not goe ; a Ladyey Verely* is 
As potent asa Lords, Will ycu goe yet? 
| Force me to keepe you 25 a Priſoner, 
Nor like a Gueſt; ſo you ſhall pay your Fees 
When you depart,and {fave your Thanks, How lay you? 
My Priſoner ? or my Gueſt ? by your dread Verely, 
One of them you ſhall be, 
Pol. Your Gueſt then, Madame : 
To be your Priſoner, ſhould impor: offending ; 
Which is for me,lefle cafic ro commit, 
Then you to puniſh. 
Her. Not your Gaolerthen, 
But your kind Hoſtefle, Come, Ile queſtion you 
Ot my Lords Tricks,and yours, when you were Boyes: 
You were pretty Lordings then 2 
Tol. We were (tance Queene) 
Two Lads,that thought there was no more behind, - 
But ſuch a day to morrow,as today, 
-| And to be Boy cternall, 
Her. Was not my Lord 
The veryer Wag o'th' two ? 
Pol. We were as twyn'd Lambs,that did frisk i'th* Sun, 
And bleat the one at thother: what we chang'd, 
| Was Innocence,for Innocence: we knew not 
The Doctrine of 1]l-doing, nor dream'd 
That any did : Had we purſu'd chac life, 
And our weake Spirits ne're been higher reat'd 
With ſtronger blood, we ſhould haue anſwer'd Heauen 
Bdly,not guilty; the Impoſition clear'd, 
Hereditaric ours. 
Her, By this we gather 
] You have tripi fince, 
| Pol. O my molt lacred Lady, 
Temp: 1tions have nace then been borne to's: for 
In thoſe valledg'd dayes,was wy Witea Giles 
Yourpr:cious telfe hail then not cro{s'dthe eyes 
| Ot my young Play. tellow. 
Her. Grace to boot: 
Of this n-ake no conclutonglealt you ſay 
Your Qicene and I are Deuils: yer goe on, 
Th'offences vee haue made you doe,wee'le anſwere, 
If you firfi finn'd with vs: and that with vs 
You did continue fault; and that you ſlipt not 
With any,but with vs. 
Leo. Is he woon yer? 
Her. Hee'le ftay (my Lord.) 
| Leo, Ar my requeſt he would not ; 
{ Hermione ( wy deareſt) thou never ipoak'ſt 
| To becter purpole, 
Fler, Neuer ? 
! Leo. Neuecr,but once, : 
Her. \\V hat? have Iewice ſaid well? when was't before? 
{1 pre hee tell me; cram's viith prayie,and make's 
| A> fat as tame things: One good deed, dying tongueleſle, 
Slauvhters a thouſand wayting vpon that. | 
Our prayſes are our Wages, You may ride's 
| With one loft Kifſe a thouland Furlongs,cre 
\V ich Spur we heat an Acre, But toch' Goale : 
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{ A clap thy ſelfe,my Louc then didft thou yreer, 


My laſt good deed, was to entreat his fi:y, 
V nat was my firſt? it ha's an elder Siſter, 
Or I miſtake you: O,would her Name were Grace, 
But once before | ſpoke to th* purpoſe ? when? 
Nay,let me haue't: I long. 

Leo. Why ,that was when 
Three crabbed Moneths had ſowr'd themſelues to death, 


Ere 1 could make thee dped thy white Hand: 


I am yours for ever, 
Her. 'Tis Grace indeed, 
Why lo-you row;[T haue ſpoke toth' purpoſe twice : 
The one,for cuer carn'd a Royall Husband; 
Th'other, for ſome while 2 Friend, 
Leo. Too hot, too hot : 
To mingle friendſhip farre,is mingling bloods, 
| have Tremer Cordes on me : my heart daunces, 
But not for ioy ; not ioy. This Entertainment 
May a tree face put on: detiuea Libertic 
From Heartineſſe, from Bountie, fertile Boſome, 
And well become the Agent:'tmay;] graunt: 
Bur to be padling Paimes,and pinching Fingers, 
As now they are,and making practis*d Smiles 
As in a Looking-Glaſſe; and then to hgh,as 'twere 
The Mort oth'Deere : obgthat is entertainment 
My Bolome likes not, nor my Browes, Mamillixa, 
Arc thou my Boy ? 
Mam. 1,my good Lord, 
Lee. \'tecks : 
Why that's my Bawcock:what?has't ſmutch'd thy Noſe? 
They lay it 15 a Coppy out of mine, Come Captaine, 
We mutt be neat ; not neat,but cleanly, Capraine: 
And yet the Steere,the Heycfer,and the Calfe, 
Areallcall'd Neat. Still Virginalling 
Vpon his Palme? How now (you wanton Calfe ) | 
Art theu my Calfe ? 
CHMam. Yes,it you will (my Lord, ) 
Leo.Thou want'it a rough paſh,&rhe ſhoots that I have 
To be tull, like me : yer they ſay we are 
Almoſt as like az Eyges; Women lay ſo, 
(That will ſay any thing.) Bur were the y falſe 
As o're-dy'd Blacks,as Wind,as Waters;falſe 
As Dice are to be wiſh'd, by one that fixes 
No borne *twixt his and mine yet were it true, 
To lay this Boy were like me. Come(Sir Page) 
Looke on me with your Welkin eye: ſweet Vilaine, 
Molt dear'{t,my Collop: Can thy Dam,may't be 
AﬀeQion? thy Intention ſtabs the Center, 
Thou do'ſt make poſſible things not ſo held, 
Communicart'lt with Dreames(how can this be?) 
Wuth what's vnreall: thou coactiue art, 
And fellow'ſt nothing. Then'tis very credent, 
Thou may'ſt co-joyne with ſomethir.g,and thou do'ſt, 
(And that beyond Commiſhon) and I find it, 
(And that tothe infeAtion of my Braines, 
And hardning of my Browes.) | 
Pol. What meanes Sictlia ? 
Her. He ſomething ſeemes vnſctled, 
Pel. How? my Lord ? 
Les.What cheere? how is't with you, beſt Brother? 
Her. ou look as it you held a Brow of much diftration; 
Are you mou'd (my Lord?) 
Leo. No, in good carneft. 
How ſometimes Nature will betray it's folly? 
Ir's rendernefſe? and make ic ſelfe a Paſtime 
To harder bolomes? Looking on the Lynes 
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Of my Boyes face,me thoughts T did requoyle 
Twenrie three yerres, and ſaw myſelfe yn-breech'd, 
In my greene Veluet Coar; my Dagger muzzel d, 
Leaſt it ſhould bite it's Maſter, and to proue 
(As Ornaments oft ds&'s) too dangerous : 
How hke( me thonght)! chenwas to this Kernell, 
| This Squaſh,rhis Gentleman, Mine honeſt Friend, 
Will you cake Egges for Money ? 
Mam. No (my Lord) Ilefight. 
Leo; You will: hy happy man bo; dole.My Brother 
Are you fo fond of your young Prince,as we 
Doe fceme ro be of ours? 
Pol. if 2: home (Sir) 
He's a!l ny Exerciſe,my Mirth,my Matter ; 
Now-my fworne Friend, andthe mine Enemy ; 
| My Parafite my Sonldier: Stateſ-manz all; 
He makes a Iulyes day,ſhort as December, 
And with his varying clyM-nefle, cures in me 
Thoughts,that would thick my blog, 
Leo. Softands this Squire 
Offic'd with me; \We ewo will walke(my Lo) 
And leaue you to your grauer ſteps, Flermiove, 
How thou lou'ſt vs,ſhew in our Brothers welcomes 
| Let what is deare in Sicily, be cheape : 
| Next to thy felfe,and my young Rouer, he's 
Apparant to my heart, 
Her. It you wonld ſecke vs, 
We are yours i'th'Garden : frall's attend you there? 
leo, To your owne bents diſpote you: you le be found, 
Be you beneath the Sky; I am anyling now, 
(Though you perceiue me not how I giue Lyne) 
(Joe too, goe tO. 
How ſh2 holds vp the Nebz the Byllro him? 
And armes her with the boldnefle of 2 Wite 
To he: allowing Husband. Gone already, 
Ynch-thick knee-deepe;ore head and eares 2 fork*d one. 
Goe play(Boy)pl-y: thy Mother playes, and | 
Play too;but fo diſgrac'd a part, whole iſſue 
Will hifle me to my Grave: Contempr and Clamor 
VWill be my Kell, Goe play(Boy)play, there hane been 
(Or I am mich deceiv'sd) Cuckolds ere now, 
And many a man there is (even at this preſent, 
Now, while I ſpeake this) holds his Wife by ch'Arme, 
That lictle chiokes ſhe ha's been flayc'd in's abſence, 
And his Pond filh'd by his next Neighbor (by 
Sir Smile, his Neighbor:) nay,there's comfort in't, 
Whiles other men have Gares, and thoſe Cates open'd 
(As mine) againſt their will. Should all defpaire 
That haue reuolted Wiues,the tenth of Mankind 
W ould hang themſelues, Phyfick for't,chere's none: 
It is a bawdy Planer, that will ſtrike 
Where tis piedcminant;and tis powrefull: thinke it 
From Eaſt, Welt, North,and Sourh,be it concluded, 
No Barricodo for a Pelly. Know't, 
[t will let in and out the Enemy, 
With bag and baggage : many thouſand on's 
Haue the Diſeaſe and fee!e'r not, How now Boy 2 
Mam. I amlike you lay, 
Les. Whrygthat's ſome comfort, 
W hat ? Camillo there ? | 
Cam. I,my good Lord. 
Leo. Goeplzy(Mamilhmna) thou'tt an honeſt man: 
Camil'o,this great Sir will yet Ray longer. 
Cam. You had much adoe tomake 1s Anchor hold, 
When you caſt outit ſtill came home. 
Leo. Didſtnore it ? 
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(am. He would not ftay at your Petitions, made 
tis Buſineſſe more material. 
Les. Didfſt percc1ue it ? 
ney're here with me a.ready; whiſp'ring.coundirg ; 
Sicthia is a ſo-forth : 'ris farre gone, 
When I ſhall guſt it laſt. How cam't (Cams) 
That he did Ray ? 
Cam. Atthe good Queenes earreatie, 
Leo. Arthe Queenes be't : Good ſhould be pertinent, 
Burt {o1t 15, it is not, Was this taken 
By any vaderftangding Pate but thine? 
For thy Conceit is ſoaking, will draw if 
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Bur of the finer Natures? by ſ2me Severalls 
Of } [:ad-preece extraordinarie? Lower Meſles 
Perchance areto this BufincfTe purblind? fay. 
Cam. Bufineffe,my Lord? I thinks moſt vnderſtand 
Povemis (tayes here longer, 
Leo. Ha? 
Cam. Stayes here longer, 
Leo, -], but whv ? 
Cam, To fatistie your Highneflegand the Entreaties 
Of our moft gracious Miſtreſle, 
Leo. Satisfe ? 
Th'entreaties of your Miltrefſc? Satisfie? 
Let that futhce, I have truſted thee (Camills) 
With all the neere(t things tomy heart, as well 
My Chamber-Councels,wherein{(Prieft-hke)rhou 
Haſt cleans'd my Beſome: |,trom thee departed 
Thy Penitent reforni'd ; bur we hauc been 
Deceiu'd in thy Integritie, deceiu'd 
It that which ſeemes lo, 
Cam. Be it forbid (my Lord.) 
[ eo, Tobide vpon't : thou art not honeſt: or 
If hou inclin't that way,thou art a Coward, 
Wrich hoxes honeſiie behind, reftraynin 
From Coutle requrr'd : or elſe thou muſt be counted 
A Seruant,grafied in my ſerious Truſt, 
And therein negligent : or elſe a Foole, 
That fezft a Game play'd home, the cich Stake Crawne, 
And tak'(t ir all for jea(t, 
Cam. My gracious Lord, 
[ may be negligent, foolifh,and feareful!, 


| Incuery one of theſe,no man is free, 
| Zur that his negligence, his folly, feare, 


| 
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Among the infinite doings of the World, 


| Sometime purs forth in your affaires (my Lord.) 


If eucc I were wiltull-negligent, 
It was myfolly : if ;ndufiriouſly 
I pliy'd the Foole,it was my negligence, 
Not weighing well the end: if ever fearcfull 
To doe a thing, where I the iſſue doubted, 
Whereof the execution did cry out 
Againſt the non-performance,'ewas a feare 
W hich oft infe&s the wiſeft: theſe(my Lord) 
Are ſuch allow'd Infirmities,that honeſtic 
[s never free of, Bur beſcech your Grace 
Be plainer with me, let me know my Treſpas 
By it's owne viſage; if 1 then deny it, \ 
"Tis none of mine. 
Leo, Ha' not you ſeene Camil's? 
(Bur that's paſt doubt: you haue, or your eye-glaſſe 
[s thicker then a Cuckolds Horne) or heard? 
(For to a Vion ſo apparant, Rumor 
Cannot be mure) or thought?(for Cogitation 
Refides not in that man,that do's not thinke) 
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My Wiſe is ſlipperie ? If thou wilt confetle, 
Ox elſe be impudently negatiue, 
| To haue ner Eyes,nor Earcs,cor Thought, then ſay 
My Wite's a Holy- Horle,deſerues a Name 
As ranke as any Flaz- Wench,that puts to 
Betore her troth- plight : fay't.and lhfy'r, 
Cam. | would not be a ttander-by, to heare 
My Soucraigne Mitte! ſe clouded to without 
My preſent vengeance ta aken : fhrew my he carts 
You neuer [poke what did become you iclle 
Then this; which to reiterate, vere fin 
| As deepe as th2t,though true, 
Sw. I whiſpering nothing ? 
[s leaning Checke to Checke ? 15 m eating Noſes ? 
Kiſſing with. in-fide Lip? Ropping the Cu cre 
Of Laughter, with a gh? (1 Note infallible 
Ot breaking Honeſtic)! h orfing foot on ſoot? 
Skulking in corners? wiſhing Clocks more [wit ? 
Houres, Minutes? Noone, Midnight ? ani all Byes 
Blind with the Pin and W & bur theirs; theirs one! ly» 
That would vnſcene be w icked?1s this nothing? 
Why then the W orld,and all that's in tian thing, 
The covering Skie is nothing, Yonermrr nothing, 
My Wife 1s norhing,nc r! Nothing | n1auec thele Nothii 195, 
If chis be not! ing 
Cam. Good my Lord,be cur'd 
Of rhig diſeas'd Opinion, ans berimes, 
For 'tis moſt dangerous, 
Leo, Say it be,'tis true, 
Cam. No,no,my Lord, 
Leo, Itis: youiye youlye: 
I fay thou lyelt Cam:l2,and l hatethee, 
Pronounce the ea ury BeL owt,a mindiets Slaue, 
Or elfe a hoveri: 12 1 F<mporizer,that 
Can{t with thine c eyes at once ſee goed and euill, 
Inclining to them both: were my \Wiucs [Lives 
Infeted (asher life) ſhe would not live 
The runing of one Glaſle, 
Cam, \\ ho do's infect ticr 2 
Leo, Why he that weares her like ier Meculi,hanging 
About his neck (Bohemia) wiio,t ] 
H1d Seruants true 20ur me,tiiat bare eyes 
To (re alike mine Honor.as their Profits, 
(T xe owne particular Thrifts) they would Coe that 
Which ſhould voadoc more doing : 1,and thou 
His Cup-bearer,whom I from meaner forme 
laue Bench'd,and rear'd to \WVorſhip,who 1.29 ſee 
Plaingly,on Heanen ſees Earth, and Earth ices Heauen, 
How 1 am gall'd,might'tt be-ſpice a Cup, 
To giue mine Fnemy alaſting Wwke: 
\V kick Draught to me,vyere cordiall, 
Cam. Sir (my Lord) 
I could doe this, and that with no raſh Potion, 
Brut with a lingring Dram,that ſhould not worke 
Maliciouſly like Poyſon: Bur I cannot 
Beleeuc this Crack to be in my dread Miftreſle 
So lonerai2nely being Honorable.) 
hauge lou'd thee, ; 
| . Lea M ake that thy queſ*; on,and gocrot; 
{ Do'it chinke I] am | 3 mud y, to vnletled, 
To: appoint my lcltc in this vexation ? 
' Sully che puritie and whiteneſle of my Sheete 
| | (WW ch te preſs rue,:s vloepez which being Goued, 
' *5, Thornes Nettics, Tavies of Walpes) 
Giac teandall to the blood 01:1 Prince,my Sonne, 
(\\ ol doe thinkets mine,and Joue as mine) 
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Withour 1 ripe mou mouing to'r? Would I doethis 2 
Could man fo blench © 
Cam. I muſt belceue you(Sir) 
I dee, and will fetch off Bobemia for't : 
Prouided,hat when hee's remou'd ,your Highneſſe 
Will rake againe your Queene,as yours at firſt, 
Euea for your Sonnes ſake,and thereby for ſealing | 
The Iniurie of Tongues,in Courts and ne 
Knowne,and ally'd to yours. 
Leo, Thou do'ft aduiſe me, 
Fuen ſo as I mine owne courſe haue ſet downe : 
Ile giue no blemiſh to her Honor,none. 
Cam. My Lord, 
Goethen; and with a countenance as cleare 
As Friendſhip weares at Feaſts, keepe with Bohemia, 
And with your Qyeene; Lam his Cup-bearer, 
[f from me he haue wholeſome Beueridge, 
Account me not your Seruant, 
Leo. This is all: 
Do't,and thou haft the one halfe of my heart ; 
Do't not,thou ſplitt'ſt thine owne, 
Cam. Ve do' t,my Lord, 
Leo, wil ſceme triendly,as rhou haſt aduis'd gie, Exit 
Cam. O miſerable Lady. Burt for me, 
What cale ſtand 1 in? I muſt be the poyſoner 
Ot good Po/rxexes,and my ground to do't, 
Is the obedience toa Mafter; one, 
Who in Rebellion with himſelſe, will haue 
All that are his, {ſo roo. To doethis deed, 
Promotion followes : If I could find example 
Ot thouland's that had ſtruck anoynted Kings, 
And flouriſh'd after, 11'd not do't : But hace 
Nor Brafſe,nor Stone, nor Parchment beares not one, 
Lec Villaniei iclelte torſwear't, ] muſt 
Forſake the Court: to do't,or no,is certaine 
To mea breake-neck, Happy Starre raigne now, 
Here comes Bohemzra. Evter Polixencs 
Pol, This is ſtrange: Me thinkes 
My tauor here begins to warpe, Not ipcake? 
Good day Camillo, 
Cam, Hayle moſt Royall Sir. 
Pol. Whar is the Newes i'th' Court ? 
Cam, None rare (my Lord.) 
Pol, The King hath on him ſuch a countenance, 
As he had loſt fome Pronince,and a Region 
Lou'd, as he loues himſelte : enen now | met him 
With cuſtomarie complement, when hee 
Wafting his eyes to th' contrary,and falling 
A Lippe of much contempr,ſpeedes from me,and 
So leaues me,to conlider what is breeding, | 
That changes thus his Manners, 
{ am. 1 dare not know (my Lord.) 
Pol. How,dare not?doe not?doe you know,and dare not?þ 
Be intelligent to me tis thereabours : 
For to your ſelfe,what you doe know, you muſt, 
And cannot {ay,you dare not, Good Camillo, 
Your chang'd complexions are to me a Mirror, 
Which ſhewes me mine chang*'d too: for 1 muſt be 
A partie in this alteration,finding 
My ſelte thus alter'd with't, 
(am, There is a fickneſſe 
W hich puts ſome of vs in diftemper, but 
] cannot name the Diſcaſe,and it is caught 
Of you,that yet are well, 
Pol. How caught of me? 
Make me not lighted like the Baſiliſque, 


I have 


I hauc look'd on thouſands, who have ſped the better 
By my regard, bur kill'd none ſo : Camills, 
As you are certainely a Gentleman,thereto 
Clerke-like experienc'd, which no leſle adornes 
Our Gentry,then our Parents Noble Names, 
In whoſe ſuccefle we are gentle : I beſeech you, 
If you know ought which do's behoue my knowledge, 
Thereof to be inform'd,impriſon't nor 
In ignorant concealement. 
_ Cam. | may not anſwere. 
Pol, A Sickneſle caught of me,and yer I well? 
I cauſt be anſwer'd. Do'it chou heare Camilo, 
] coniure hee, by all the parts of man, 
Which Honor do's acknowledge, whereof the leaſt 
|s not this Suit of mine,that thou declare 
What incidencie thou do'ſt gheſle of harme 
Is creeping toward me how farre off, how neere, 
\Which way to be preuented,ifto be ; 
It not, how beſtrto beare it, 

Cam. $ir,l will tel] you, 
Since I amcharg'd in Honor,and by him 
That I thinke Honorable: therefore marke my counſaile, 
Which mult be cu'n as ſwiftly followed, as 
[ meane to ytterit; or both your ſelfe,and me, 
Cry lo{t,and fo goed night. 

Pol, On,good Camills. | 

Cam. lam appointed him to murther you, 

Pol. By whom, Camills 7 

Cam, By the King, 

Pol. For what 2 

Cam. He thinkes,nay w:th all confidence he ſweares, 
As he had leen't, or beene an Inſtrument 
To vice you to't,that you haue toucht his Queene 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol. Oh then,my beſt blood turne 
To an infected Gelly,and my Name 
Be yoak'd with his, that did betray the Beſt ; 

Turne then my freſheſt Reputation to 

A ſauour,that may ſtrike the dullet Nofthrill 
Where arrive,and my approch be ſhun'd, 

Nay hated too, worle then the grear'ft Infetion 
Thatere was heard,or read. 

Cam, Sweare his thought ouer 
By each particular Starre in Heaven, and 
Byall their Influences ; you may as well 
Forbid the Sea for to obey the Moone, 

As (or by Oath)remoue, or(Counſaile)ſhake 
The Fabrick of his Folly, whoſe foundation 
Is pyl'd vpon his Faith,and will continue 
The ſtanding of his Body. 

Pol. How ſhould this grow ? 

Cam, 1 know not: but I am ſure 'tis ſafer to 
Auoid what's growne,then queftion how 'tis borne, 
IZ therefore you dare truſt my honeſtie, 

That lyes encloſed in this Trunke, which you 
Shall beare along impawnd, away to Night, 
Your Followers I will whiſper to the Buſneſſe, 
And will by twoes,and threes,at ſeverall Poſternes, 
Cleare them o'th' Citie : For my felfe, Ile pur 
My fortunes to your ſervice(whichare here 

By this diſcouenie loft.) Be nor yncertaine, 

Fo by the honor of my Parents, I 

Haue vttred Truth: which if you ſeeke to prove, 
I dare not Rand by z nor ſhall you be lafer, 
Then one conlemnd by the Kings owne mouth: 
Thereon his Execution {worne, 
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Pol. I doe belecue thee: 
I ſaw his heart in's face.Giueme thy innd, 

Be Pilot to me,and thy places (hall 

Still neighbour mine. My Ships arc ready, and 

My people did expect my hence departure 

Two dayes agoe. This lealoufie 

Is for a precious Creature : as ſhee's rare, 

Muft it be great; and,as his Perſon's mightie, 


He is diſhonor'd by a man, which cuer 
Profets'd to him: why his Reuenges muſt 
In that be made more bitter, Feare ore-ſhades me: 
Good Expedition be my friend, andcomfort | 
The gracious Qureene, part of his Theame;bur nothing 
Of his ill-ta'ne tuſpition, Come Camillo, 
I will reſpeR thee as a Father,if 
Thou bear'it my life off, hence : Let vs auoid. 

Cam. Itis in mine authoritie to command 
The Keyes of all tne Poſternes : Pleaſe your Highneſſe 
To take the yrgent houre, Come Sir,away. Evevnt, 
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Enter Hermione, Mami, Ladies: Leontes, 
Anirronus, Lords. 
Her. Take the Boy to you; lie ſo troubles me, 
Tis paſt enduring, 
Laay. Come(imy gracious Lord) 
Shall L be your play-tellow ? 
Mam. No, Ile none of you. 
Lady. Why (my ſweet Lore?) 
AMam. You'le kiſſe me hard, and ſpeake ro me, as if 
I were a Baby ſtill. I love you verrec, 
2» Lady, And why ſo(my Lord?) 
Mam, Not for becauſe 
Your Browes are blacker (yer black-browes they ſay 
Become ſome Women belt, ſo that there be noe 
Too much haire there, but in a Cemicircle, 
Or a halte-Moone,made witha Pen.) 
2.Lady, Who taught "this? 
AMam, Ilearn'd it cut of Womens faces: pray now, 
What colour are your eye-browes ? 
| Lady, Blew(wy Lord,) 
Mam. Nay,that's a mock: T have ſeene a Ladies Noſe 
| That ha's beene blew, but not her eye-browes. 
Lady. Harke ye, 
The Queene(your Mether)rounds apace:we ſhall 
Preſent our ſeruicesto a fine new Prince 
{ One of theſe dayes,and then you'd wanton with vs, 
If we would haue you. 
2. Lady, She 1s ſpread of late 
| Into'a goodly Bulke( good time encounter her.) 
Her. What wiſdome ftirs amongſt you?Come Sir,how 
[ am for you againe : *Pray you fic by ys, 
| And cell's a Tale. 
Mam. Merry,or ſad, ſhalt be 2 
Her. As merry as you will, 
Mam. A ſad Talc's beſt for Winter: 
I haue one of Sprights,and Goblins. 
Her. Let's haue:that (good Sir.) 
Come-on, ſi: downe, come-o0n,and doe your beſt, 


To fright me with your Sprights:you're powrefull at it. 
Aa3 Mam, There 
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Mutt it be violent : and,as he do's conceiue, | 
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Mam, There was a man. 
| Her. Nay,come it downe: then on, 
Mam. Dwelt by a Church-yard: L will tell it ſoftly, 
Yond Crickets thall not heare it. 
Her. Come on then,and giu't mein mine care, 
Leow. Was hee met there ? his Traine? Camilo with 
him 2 | 
Lord. Behind the tuft of Pines 1 mer them,neuer 
Saw I men ſcowre ſo on their way: 1 eyed chem 
Euen to their Ships. 
Leo, How bleſt am TI 
In wy iuſt Cenſure? in my true Opinion ? 
Alack,for leſſer knowledge,how accurs'd, 
In being ſo ble(t? There may be in the Cup 
A Spider ſteep'd,and one may drinke; depart, 
And yet partakeno venome! (tor his knowledge 
{ Is not infeQted) bur if one preſent 
Th'abhor'd Ingredient to his cye, make knowne 
How he hath drunke, he cracks his gorge, his (1des 
With violent Hefts: 1 have drunke,and icenc the Spider, 
a was his helpe in this,his Pandar: 
for. ph a Plot ow, wy Life,my — =6lp ; 
All's true that is miliruted: that falſe Villaine, 
Whom I employ'd,wzs pre-employ'd by him ; 
{ He ha's diſcoucr'd my Detgne,and I 
Remainea pinch'd Thing; yea,a very Trick 
For them to play at will ; how came the Poſternes 
So ealily open 2 
Lord. By his great authority, 
Which often hath no leſle preuail'C,ther. fo, 
On your command, 
Leo. 1 know't too well. 
Giue me the Boy, I am glad you did not nurlc him: 
Though he do's beare {ome {t1gnes of me, yer you 
Haue too much blood in him. | 
Her, What is this? Sport? 
Leo. Beare the Boy hence, he ſhall nor come about her, 
Away with him, and ler her ſport her ſeite 
With that ſhze's big-with, for *t13 Polixenes 
H.i's made thee iwell thus, 
Her. But Il'd iay he had not; 
And lle be ſworne you would beleeue my laying, 
How e're you leans to tht Nay-watd, 
Leo. You (my Lords) 
Looke on her,uarke her well : be but about 
To ſay ſhe is i goodly Lady,and 
The :uſtice of your hearts will thereto adde 
'Tis pitty ſhee's not honeſt : Honorable z 
Prayſcher but for this her without-dore-Forme, 
(Which on my faitirdeſerues high ſpeech) and ſtraight 
The Shrug,the Hum,o: Ha,(thele Pertty-brands 
That Calumnie doth vie; Oh,I am out, 
That Mercy do's, for Calumnic will ſcare 
Vertuc it {elte) theſe Shrugs,thele Hum's,and Ha's, 
When you haue (aid ſhee's goodly,come berweene, 
Ere you can ſay (hee's honeſt; But be*'c knowne 
(From him chat ha's moſt cauſe to grieue it ſhould be) 
Shce's an Adultreſle. 
Her. Should a Villaine fay lo, 
(The wolt repleniſ'd Villame in the World) 
He were as much more Villaine : you (my Lord) 
Doe but miſtake, 
Leo. You haue miſtooke (my Lady) 
Polio tor Leontes : O thou Thing, 
(Which Ile not call a Creature ot thy place, 
L caſt Ba:bariine (making methe precedent) 
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Should a like Language vie to all degrees, 
And mannerly diſtinguiſhment leave out, 
Berwixt the Prince and Begper:) I haue ſaid 
Shee's an Adultreſle, 1 hauc laid wich whom : 
More; ſhee's a Traytor,and Camille is 
A Federarie with her,and one that knowes 
What ſhe ſhould ſhame to know her ſelfe, 
Bur with her moft yild Principall: that ſhee's 
A Bed-\{waruer,cuen as bad as thoſe 
That Vulgars giue bold t Titles; I,and priuy 
To this their late eſcape, 
Her, No (by my lite) 
Priuy to none of this: how will this grieue you, 
When you ſhall cometo clearer knowledge, that 
You thus haue publiſh'd me? Gentle my Lord, 
You ſcarce can right me throughly,then,to ſay 
You did miſtake, 
Leo, No: if I miſtake 
In thoſe Foundations which I build vpon, 
The Centre is not bigge enough to beare 
A Schoole-Boycs Top, Away with her,to Priſon : 
He who ſhall ſpcake tor heris a farre-off guiltie, 
Bur that he ſpeakes. 
Her, Thexe's ſome ill Planer raignes: 
| muſt be patient,till che Heavens looke | 
With an aſpet more fauorable, Good my Lords, 
| ] am not prone to weeping (as our Sex 
Commonly are) the want of which vaine dew 
Perchance ſhall dry your pitries : but ] have 
That honorable Griefe lodg'd here, which burnes 
W orle then Teares drowne: 'beſcech you all (my Lords) 
With thoughts ſo qualified,as your Charities 
Shall beſt inſtru you,meaſure me; and ſo 
The Kings will be perform'd, 
Les. Shall | be heard? 
Her.\Who is't that goes with me? beſecch your Highnes 
My Women may be with me, tor you lee 
My plight requires it, Doe not weepe(good Fooles ) 
Theze 15 no cauſe: \Vhen you ſhall know your Miſtris 
Ha's deſeru'd Priſon,then abound in Teaces, 
AsI come out ; this Action] now goce on, 
Is for my better grace, Adien (my Lord ) 
I never wilh'd to [ce you ſorry, now 
| I truſt I fhail 2: my Women come, you haue leaue, 
Leo. CGoe,doe our bidding : hence, 
Lord, Beicech your Highneſle call the Queene againe. 
Antig. Be certaine what you do{Sir)leaft your Tuſtice 
Proue violence, in the which three great ones luffer, 
Your Selte, your Queene, your Sonne, 
Lord, For her (my Lord) 
| dare my lite lay downe, and will do't (Sir) 
Pleaſe yon r'accept it,that the Queene is ſpotleſle 
I'th' eyes of Heauen, and to you (1 meane 
| In this, which you accuſe her, ) 
Anti. It it proue 
Shee's otherwiſe, Ile keepe my Stables where 
| Tlodge my Wife, lle goe in couples with her: 
| Then when I feele,and ſee her,no farther truſt her: 
| Foreuery ynch of Woman inthe World, 
|,cuery dram of VV omans fleſh is falſe, 
If ſhe be, 
Leo. Hold your peaces, 
Lord. Good my Lord, 
Antig. It is for you we ſpeake,nor for our ſelues; 
You are abus'd,and by ſome putter on, 
That will be damn'd for'c: would i knew the Villaine, 
I would 


W- _—_ 


I would Land-damne him : be ſhe honor-flaw'd, 
[ haue three daughters : the eldeft is eleuen; 
The ſecond, and the third, nine : and ſome fiue : 
If this proue true, they'l pay for't, By mine Honor 
[le gell'd em all : fourteene they ſhall nor ſee 
To bring falſe generations : they are co-heyres, 
And [ had rather glib my ſelfe, rhen they 
Should not produce faire iſſue. 
Leo, Ceaſe, no more : 
You (ſmell this buſinefſe with a ſence as cold 
As is a dead-mans noſe : bur 1 doſec'r, andfce!'t, 
As you feele doing thus : and ſee withall 
The Inſtruments that feele, 
Antig. [f it be lo, 
We needeno graveto burie honeſty, 
There's not a graine of it, the face ro ſweeten 
Of the whole dungy-earth. 

Leo. What? lacke 1 credit ? 

Lord. 1 hadrather you did lacke then T (my Lord) 
Vponthis ground : and more it would content me 
To haue her Honor true, then your ſuſpicion 
| Be blam'd for't how you might. 

Leo, Why what neede we 
| Commune w:th you of this? but rather follow 
Our forceful! inſtigation? Our prerogative 
Cals not your Counſailes, but our narurall goodnefſe 
Imparts this : which, if you, or tupified, 
Or ſeeming ſo, in skill, cannor, or will not 
Relliſh a truth, hike vs : informe your ſelucs, 
We neede no more of your aduice : the matter, 
The loſle, the gaine, the ord'ring on't, 
Is all properly ours: 
Antip. And I wiſh (my Liege) 
You had onely in your ſilent judgement tride it, 
Without more ouerture, 
| Leo, How could that be? 
Either thou art moſt ignorant by age, 
Or thou wer't borne a foole : Camills's flight 
Added to their Familiarity 
(Which was as grofle, as cuer touch'd conjecture, 
That lack'd fght onely, nought for approbation 
But onely ſ-eing, all other circumftances 
Made vp to'th deed) doth puſh-on this proceeding, 
Yer, for a greater confirmation 
(For in an Acte of this importance, 'twere 
Moſt pitteous to be wilde) I hane diſpatchdin poſt, 
To ſacred Delphos, to Appollo's Temple, 
Cleomines and Dion, whom you know 
Of tuff d-ſufficiency : Now, from the Oracle 
They will bring all, whoſe ſpirituall counſaile had 
Shall ſtop, or ſpurre me, Haue I done well © 

Lord, Well done (my Lord.) 

Leo, Though T am farisfide, and needeno more 
Then what I know, yet ſhallthe Oracle 
Giue reſt to th'mindes of others ; ſuch as he 
Whole 1gnorant credulitic, will not 
Come vp to th'truth. So haue we thought it good 
From our free perſon, ſhe ſhould be confinde, 
Leaſt that the treachery of the two, fled hence, 
Beleft her to performe. Come follow vs, 

We are to ſpeake in publique : for this buſineſſe) 
Willraiſe vs all. 

Antig. Tolaughter, as Itakeir,' 

[fthe good truth, were knowne. 


___—. 
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Scena Secunda. 
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Exter Panli14, a Gentleman, Gaoler, Emilia. 
Pan!. The Keeper of the priſon, call to him : 
Let him hue knowledge who 1 am, Good Lady, 
No Court in Europe is too good for thee, 
VWhar doſt chou then in priton ? Now good Sir, 
You know me, do you not ? | | 
Gao. For a worthy Lady, 
And one, who much I honour, 
Pan. Pray you then, 
Conduct meto the Queene. 
Gao. I may not (Madam) 
Tothe contrary I haue expreſſe commandment, 
Pan. Here's a-do, tolocke yp honeſty & honour from 
Thiacceſle of gentle vifitors, Is't lawfull pray you 
To fee her Women? Any of them? Emulia? 
Gas. Sopleaſe you (Madam) 
To pur a-part theſe your attendnrs, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth, 
Pau, ] pray now call her : 
With-draw your felues. 
Gao. And Madam, 
I muſt be preſentat your Conference. 
Paw, Well: be't ſo: preth*e, 
Heere's ſuch a= doe, to make no ſtaine, a ſtaine, 
A3 paſſes colouring, Deare Gentlewoman, 
How fares our gracious Lady ? 
Emil. As well 2s oneo great, and ſo forlorne 
May hold together : On her frights, and greefes 
(Which never tender Lady hath borne greater) 
She is, ſomething before in time, deliuer'd, 
Pan. A boy? | 
Emil, A daughter, and a goodly babe, 
L uſty, and like ro live : the Queene receives 
Much comfort in't : Sayes, my poore priſoner, 
I am innocent as you, 
Pax. I dare be {worne: 
Theſe dangerous, vnſafe Lunes i'th'King,beſhrew them: 
He muſt be told on't, and he ſha!l : the office 
Becomes a woman beſt. Ile take't ypon me, 
If Iproue hony-mouth'd, let my tongue bliſter, 
Andneuer to my red-look'd Anger bee 
The Trumpet any more : pray you (Emilia) 
Commend my beſt obedience ro the Queene, 
If ſhe dares truſt me with her little babe, 
le ſhew't the King, and vndertake to bee 
Her Aduocatetoth'lowd'ſt, We do not know: 
How he may ſoften at the ſight o'ch'Childe ; 
The filence otren of pure innocence 
Perſwades, when ſpeaking failes, 
Emil. Mot worthy Madam, 
your honor, and your $_ is ſo euidenr, 
Thar your free vndertaking cannot miſle 
Acbriving yſſue: there is no Lady living 
So meete for this great errand z pleaſe your Ladiſhip 
To vibt the next roome, Ile preſently 
Acquaint the Queene of your moſt noble offer, 
Who, but to day hammered of this deſigne, 
Bur durft not tempt a miniſter of honour ; 
Leaſt ſhe ſhould be deny'd, , 
an 
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Tle vic that tongue I haue ; If wit low from't 
As boldnefſe from my boſome, le't not be doubred | 
I ſhall do goed, 
Emil. Now be you bleſt for it, 
Ile ro the QQueene : pleaie you come ſomething neerer, 
Gao, Madam, it't pleale the Queene to ſend the babe, 
| kno not what | ſhall incurce, co paſſe it, 
Having no warrant. 
Pas. Youneede not feare it ({:r) 
This Childe was priſoner te the wombe, and is 
By Law and proceſle of great Nature, thence 
Free'd, and enfranchis'd, not a partir to 
The anger of the King, nor guil'y of 
(1fany be) the treſpaſle of the Queene, 
Gao, I do belceue 1t, 
Paul. Donot you teare : ypon mine honor, 1; 
Will ſtand berwixt you, and danger. 
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Frnter Leentes, Sernantt, Paulina, Antigonns, 
and Lerds. 


Les. Nornight, nor day,noreſt: It is but weakneſſe 
To bcare the matter thus : meere weakneſle, it 
The canſe were not in being : part o';!fcaule, 
She, th'Adultreſle : for tlic haclot-King 
Is quite beyond mine Arme, ont of the blanke 
And leucll of my braine : plot-proofe : bur ſhee, 
I can haoketo me : ſay that ſhe were gone, 
Giuen to the fire, a moity of my reft 
Might come to me againe. Whole there? 

Ser. My Lord. 

Leo, How do's the boy ? 

Ser, He tooke g00d rel? to night : tis hop'd 
His ſickneſſe is diſcharg'd. 

Leo. Toſeehis Nobleneſle, 

Conceyuing the diſhonour of his Mother. 


] He ſtraight declin'd, droop'd, rooke it deeply, 


Faſten'd, and tix*d the ſhame on'c in hi lelte; 

T hrew-offt his Spirit, his Apperite, his Sleepe, 

And downeright languiſh'd. Leave me lolely ; goe, 
S*e how he fares: Fie, fie, no thouglit of him, 

The very thought of my Reuenges that way 


-| Recoyle vpon me : in him{elfe roo mightie, 


And im his parties, his Alliance; Let him be, 
Varill a time may ſerue. For preſent yengeance 
Take it on her : Camilo, and Polixenes 
Laugh at me: make their paſtime at my ſorrow: 
They ſhould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall ſhe, within my powre. | 
Enter Paulin, 

Lord. You mult not enter, 

Paul. Nay rather (good my Lords) be ſecond to me : 
Feare you his tyrannous paſsion more (alas) 
Then the Queenes life ? A gracious innocent ſoule, 
More free, then he is icalous, 
Antig. That's enough, | 
Ser, Madam ; he hatl: not ſlept to night, commanded 
None ſhould come at him. 
Pr, Not fo hot (good Sir) 
I comerto briag lim fleepe, 'Tis ſuch as you 


The Winters T ale. 


That creepe like ſhadowes by him, and do ſighe 
At each his needlefic heauings : ſuch as you 
Nouriſh the cauſe of his awaking, I 
Do come with words, as medicinal, as true ; 
(Honeſt, as either; ) ro purge him of that humor, * 
That preſles him fcom ſleepe. 
Les. Who noyle there, hoe ? 
Pau, Nonoyle (my Lord) but needfull conference, 
Abour ſome Golsips for your Highneſlſe, 
Leo, How? 
Away with that audacious Lady, Antrgonm, 
I charg'd thee that ſhe ſhould not come about me, 
I knew ſhe would, 
Ant. Itold her ſo (my Lore) , 
On your diſpleaſures perill, and on mine, 
She ſhould yot viſit you. 
Lee, \\ hat? canſt not rule her? 
Paul, From all diſhoneſitc he can : in this 


(Vnleſſe herake the courſe that you have done) 


| Commir me, for commirtzng honor, truſt zt, 


He ſhall not rule me: 

Ant. La-you now, you heare, 
When ſhe will cake the raine,I ler her run, 
But ſhee'l nor flurable. 

Paul, Good my Liege,I come: 
And I beſeech you heare me, who profeſſes 
My ſelfe your loyall Seruant, your Phyſitian, 
Your moſt obedient Counſailor : yer thar dares 
Leſte appeare ſo, in comforting your Euilles, 
Then luch as moſt ſeeme yours, I fſzy,1 come 
From your good Queene. 

Leo. Good Queene ? 

Pan!, Good Qieene (my Lord)good Qreene, 
[ foy good Queene, 
And would by combate, make her good ſo, were [ 
A man, the worſt about you, 

Leo. I orce her bence, 

Pu. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes 
Firſt hand me : on mine owne accord, Ile off, 
B .rii:{t, ile do myerrand. The good Queene 
(For theis good) bath brought you forth a daughter, 
Heere 'tts , Commends it co your bleſbiug. 

Leo, Our: 
A mankinde Witch ? Hence with her, out o'dore : 
A molt ince!.igencing bawd, 

Paul. Notlo: 
I am a5 :710rant in that, as you, 
In toentitiing mc : and nolefſe hotteſt 
Then you are mad: which js enough, le warrant 
(As this world goes) to paſſe tor honeſt: 

Leo, Traitors ; 
Will you not puſh her out? Giue her the Baſtard, 
Thou dorard, thou art woman-tyr'd : vnrooſted 
By thy dame Partlet heere. Take vp the Baſtard, 
Take't vp, I ſay : giue't ro thy Croane. 

Panl. For euer 
Vnvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Tak'it vp the Princeſle, by that forced baſencfle 
W hich he ha's put vpon't. 


_—— we 
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Leo, He dreads his Wife, 


Pas!. So 1 would you did : then 'twere paſt all doubr 
Youl'd call your children, yours, 

Les. Aneſt of Traitors. 

Ant. 1 am none, by this good light, 

Pas. Nor | :nor any | 
Burt one that's heere : and that's himſelfe : for be, 
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The ſacred Honor of himſelfe ;his Queenes, 
His hopetull Sonnes, his Babes, ,betrayes to Slander, 
Whole ſting is ſharper then the Swords; and will not 
(For as the caſe now ftands, it is a Curſe 
He cannot be compell'd too't) once remoue 
The Roor of hi: Opinion,which is rotten, 
As cucr Oake,or Stone was ſound. 
Leo, A Ciliar 


Ot boundlefic tongue, who late hath bear her Husband, . J 


And now bayrs me: This Brat 1s none of mine, 
Itis the ifluc of Polrxenes, ' 
Hence with it, and together with the Dam, 
Commit them tothe fire, 
Pant, Its yours : 
And miglt wel-y th'old Proverb to your charge 
So like y. you,'tis the worſe, Behold (my Lords) 
Althouoghthe P;int be Incle,cthe whole Matrcr 
And Coppy of the Father: {Eye,Noſe, Lippe, 
Thetrick ot 's Frowne, his Fore-head, nay,the Valler, 
The pretty dimples ot his Chin,and Cheeke: his Smiles: 
The very Mold,and frame of Hand ,Nayle, Finger. ) 
And thou good Goddefle Nature, whicl thaſt made it 
So like to him that gor it, if thow haſt 
The ordering of the Mind roo, mongft a1! Colours 
No Yellow in't,leaſt ſhe ſuſpect, as he do's, 
Her Children,not her Husbands, 
Lts. A grofſe Hagge: 
And Lozell, thou art worthy to be hang'd, 
That wilt not ſtay her Tongue, 
Antig, Hang all the Husbands 
That cannot doe that Feat,you'le leaue your ſelfe 
Hardly one Subie. 
Leo, Once more take her hence. 
Paul. A molt ynworthy,and vnnatura!l Lord 
Can doe no more, 
Leo. lie hg thee burnt, 
Panl, | care not ; 
[tis an Heretique that makes the fire, 


| Nor ſhe which burnes in't. Ile not cal! you Tyrant : 


But this molt cruell viage of your Queene 
(Not able to produce more accuſation 
Then your owne weake- hindg' d Fancy )ſomthing ſavors 
Ot Tycannie, and will 1ignoble make you, 
Yea ſcandalous to the World. 
Leo. On your Allegeance, 
Our of the Chamber with her, Were Ia Tyrant, 
\V here were her life? ſhe durſt not call me ſo, 
It ſhe did know me one, Away with her, 

Paz!. Ipray you doe not puſh megTle be gone. 
Looke to your Babe/my Lord )tis yours: /one {end her 
A betrerguiding Spirit. What needstheſe hands? 
You thats are thus ſo render ore his Follyes, 

Will neue: doe him good,not one of you, 
So,ſo: Farewell, we are ou. Exit. 

Leo. Thou(Traytor)haſt ſet on thy Wife to this, 
My Child? away with't? even thou,thar hat 
A heart ſo tender o're it fake it hence, 

And ſee it inftantly conſum'd with fire. 

Euen thou, and none but thov, Take it vp ſtraight: 
Within this houre bring me word 'tis done, 

(And by good teftimonie) or Ile ſeize thy life, 
With what thou elle call't thine: if thou refuſe, 
And wilt encounter with my Wrath, ſay ſo; 

The Baftard-braynes with theſe my proper hands 
Shall I dafh our, Goe,take it to the fire, 

For thou ſert'ſt or thy Wife, 
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| The great Apollo ſuddenly will have 
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Antig, L did not, Sir: 
Theſe Lords my Noble Fellowes,if they pleaſe, 
Can cleare me int, 

Lords, We can: my Royall Liege, 
He is not guikie of her comming hither. 

Leo. You're lyers all, 

Lord, Beſeech your Highneſſe,giue vs better credit: 
We haue alwayes truly ſeru'd you,and beſcech' 
Soto efteeme of vs : and on our knees we begge, 
(As recompence of our deare ſ{eruices 
Paſt,and to come) that you Coe change this purpoſe, 
Which being 'o horrible, ſo bloody, muſt 
Lead on to lome foule flue. We all kneele. 

Leo, Tam a Feather for each Wind that bloyys : 

ball I live onto fee this Baſtard kneele, 
And call me Father ? betcer burne jt now, 
Then curſe je then. But be ir : let it live, 
It ſhail not neyther. You Sir,come you hither : 
You that haue beene fo cenderly officious 
With Lady CAHargerre, your Mid.wite there, 
To ſaue this Baſtards lite; tor *tis a Baſtard, 
So ſure as this Beard's gray, What will you aduenture, 
To fave this Brats life ? 

Antig. Any thing (wy Lord 12 


And Nobleneſle impoſe: at Teaft enys much :; 
{lepawnethe little blood which I have letr, 
To fave the innocent: any thing poſſible. 
Leo, It ba!! be p: offible ; $weare by this tyyord 
Theu wilt pertorme my bidding, 
Anig. | will (my Lord.) 
Leo, Murke,and performe it : ſeeft thouefor the Faile 
Of any point in':, ſhall not onely be 
Death to thy ſelfe bur ro thy lewd G-tongu! 'd Wife, 
(Whom for this time we pardon) We enioyne thee, 
As thou art Liege-man to vs,that thou carry 
This female Ba(tar4 hence, and that thou beare it 
To ſome remote and deſart place,quite our 
Of our Dominions:; and that there thou leaue it 
(Wichon: more mercy) toit 6wne protection, 
And favour of the Chmarte: as by ſtrange fortune 
It came ro vs,l doe in luftice charge thee, 
On thy Soules perill,and thy Bodyes torture, 
That thou comment it frangely t to ſome place, 
Where Chance may nurſe,or end it : take it vp. 
Antig. | \weare to bor this: though a preſent death 
Had becns more mercifall. Come on (poore Babe) 
Some powerfull Spirit inſtru the Kyres and Ravens 
To be thy Nurſes, Wolves and Beares,they ſay, 
(Caſting their ſauagenefle afide)haue done 
Like ofhces of Pirry, Sir, be proſperous 
In more then this deed do's require z and Blefſing 
Againft this Crueltie, fight on thy fide 
(Poore Thing, condemn' dcolofle.) Exit. 
Les. No : Ile not reare 
Anothers Iſſue, Enter a Seruant, 
Sern, Pleale* your Highneſle,Polts 
From thoſe you lent to th'Oracle,are come 
An houre {ince : Cleommes and Dion, 
Being well arriu'd rom Delphos,are both landed, 
Haſting to th' Court, 
Lord. So pleaſe you (Sir)their ſpecd 
Hath beene beyond accompr. 
Leo, Twenrie three dayes 0 
They haue beene abſent : *tis good (| pecd: fore-tells 


P mm — 


The | 


_ — — 


Re. DAE 


"I. Eh « 
i © -S ur 
— — —— — — — — CR... Spe 
gar {6 et - gs noo gtnyrate 
PI" _ > * wg 1.4, 
ug , I, 3.3 WI 
* 7 


—_—— 
"> 
| 


| $6 
| 


| The truth os this appeate : Prepare you Lords, 
| Summon a Seſſion, that we may arraigne 
Our moſt difloyall Lady : for as ſhe hath 
| Been publikely accus'd, ſo {hall ſhe haue 
Ainuſt and open Triall. White the lives, 
| My heart will be 2 burthen rome, Leave we, 
| And thinke vpou my bidding, FE xeunt, 


ELEC 
eAtlus Tertius. Seena Prima. 
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Enter Cleomines and Don. 


Cleo, The Clymat's delicate,the Ayre mott tweet, 
Fercile the Iſle, the Temple much ſurpathnv 
The commoa prayle it beares, 
D:0s. 1 ſhall report, 
For moft it caught megrhe Cele{INall Habits, 
(Me thinkes I ſo ſhould rerme them) and the ;euerence 
Of the graue Wearers, O,the Sactihce, 
How ceremonious,lolemne,and ya-carthly * 
It was 1'th'Offring 7 
Cles. But of all,the bui(t 
And the eare-deatt' ning Voyce oth Oracle, 
Kin te /otes Thunder,to lurpriz d my Sence, 
That | was nothing, 
Dw, If theuent o'th'[ourney 
Prove as ſaccefſefull to the Queene (O be'r (o) 
As it hath beene to vs, rare, pleaſant, fpcedie, 
The time is worth the vic ont. 
Cleo, Great Apollo 
Turne all co th beſt; theſe Proclamations, 
So forcing faults vpoa Hermione, 
I little like, 
Dio, The violent carriage of it 
Will cleare,or cnd the Buſineſile, when the Oc acic 
(Thus by Apollo 5 great Diuine ſeal'd vp ) 
Shall the Contents diſcouer : {ormerhing rare 
Even then will ruſh ro knowledge. Goe: freih Horſe: 
And gracious be the iſlue, Exennt. 
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Enter Leontes, Lords Officers : Hermone (as to her 
Trial) Ladzes : Cleommes, Dion. 
| Leo. This Seſſians(toour great griefe we pronounce) 
| Fuen nuſhes*gainlt our heart, The partie try'd, 
| The Dau zhter of a King,our \Wite,and one 
{ Of vs cov much belou'd. Ler vs be clear'd 
 O' beirig tyrannousglince we fo openly 
Proceed mn Inſtice, which ſhall have due courſe, 
| Fuaen tothe Guilt,or the Purgation : 
| Prodnce the Prifoner, 
O cr. It is his Highnefſe pleature,that the Queene 
Apoearec 1n perlon, here in Court, . delence. 
Leo. Reade thgIndictmcar, 
Officer, Hernflone, Qzecene ro the worthy Leontes, King 
of Sicr'te, thy art here accuſed and arraugned of High Trea- 
{on,v8 committing Adultery with Polixenes Kimg of Boh: mia, 
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| The bound of Honor,or in a&,or will 


and conſyirmg with Camillo to take away the Life 6f our Sour 
rargne Lord the K mg thy Koyall Hubana: the pretenzce whereof 
being vy -rcum|(t ance; partly layd open ,thou(H ermione) COM. | 
trary to the Fanh and Allegeance of a true Subiett didft coun. 
ſale and ayde them, for their better ſafetie, to fire away by 
Nobt, 4 
Hey, Since what I am to fay,muſt be but that 

Which contradicts my Accuſation,and 

The te(timonie on my pare,no other 

But what comes from my ſelfe,it ſhall ſcarce boot me 

To lay,Not guiltic ; mine Integritie 

Being counted Falſchood,ſhall(25 I expreſle it) 

Be {o receiu'd. Bur thus,if Powres Divine 

Behold our humane Actions (as they doe) 

[ doubt not then, but Innocence ſhall make 

Falſe Accuſation bluſh,and Tyranme 

Tremble at Patience. You (my Lord ) beſt know 
(Whom leaſt will ſeeme to doe ſo) my palt life 

Hath beene as continent,as chaſte,as true, 

As i amnow vnhappy ; which :s more 

Then Hiſtorie can patterne,though deuis'd, 

And play'd,to take SpeQators, For behold ine, 

A Fellow of the Royall Bed, which owe 

A Moitie of the Throne : a great Kings Daughter, 

The Mother to a hopetull Prince, here ſtanding 

To prate and talke tor Life,and Honor, fore 

Who pleaſe to come,and heare, For Life,I prize it 

As 1 weigh Griete(which I would ſpate: ) Fer Honor, 
'Tis a derivatiue from metro mine, 

And onely that I ſtand tor. I appeale 

To your owne Conſcience (Sir) before Polixexes 

Caine to your Court, how | was in your grace, 

How meritedto beſo: Since he came : 
With what encounter ſo vacurrant, [ 
Haue ttr2yn d r'appeare thus; if one iot beyond 


« 
That way enclining, hardned be the hearts 


Ot a1! that heare me,and my neer'ſt of Kin 
Cry tie vpon my Graue, 

Leo. Ine'reheard yer, 
That any of thele bolder Vices wanted 
Lelie Impudence to gaine-lay what they did, 
Then to performe it firſt, 

Her. That's true enough, 
Though'is a ſaying(Sir) not due to me, , 

Leo. You will not owne it. 

Her. More then Miſtrefle of, 
Which comes to me in name cf Fault, I muſt nor 
Ar all acknowledge. For Polixenes 
(With whom I am accus'd) I doe confeſle 
I lou'd him,as in Honor herequir'd : 
With ſuch a kind of Louc,as might become 
A Ladylikeme ; with a Loue,euen ſuch, 
So,and ne other,as your ſelfe commanded : 
Which,not ts haue done, 1 thinke had been in me 
Both Diſobedience,and Ingratitude 
To you,and toward your Friend, whoſe Love had ſpoke, 
Euen fince it could ſpeake, from an Infagt,treely, 
That it was vours. Now for Conſpiracie, 
{ know not how it taſtes,though it be diſh'd 
For me totry how : All I know of it, 
Is,that Camills was an honeſt man; 
And why he left your Court, the Gods themſeiues 
( Wotung no more then ]) are ignorant. 

Lee. You knew of his departure,as you know 
What you haue ynderta'ne to doe in's abſerice, 

Her, Sir, 


Her, Sir, 
You ſpeake a Language that I vnderftand not : 
My Life ſtands in the leuell of your Dreames, 
Which lle lay downe, 
Lee. Your Actions are my Dreames. 
You had a Baftard by Pol:xenes, 
And I but dream'd it: As you were paſt all hamne, 
(Thoſe of your FaQt are ſo){o paſt all eruth; 
Which tg deny,concernes more then availes: for as 
Thy Brat hath been ca(t our, Itke to it (elfe, 
No Father owning it(which is indeed 
More criminall in thee, then jt) ſo rhou 
Shalt feele out Tuſtice; in whole eaſieſt paſſage, 
Looke for ne lefle then death; 
Her, Sir,ſpare your Threats : 
The Bugge which you wonld'ftight me with, I ſeeke: 
To me can Life be no commoditie; 
The crowne and comfort of my Life(yonr Favor) 
I doe give loft, for | doe feeleir gone, 
But know not how it went, My tecond Toy, 
And firſt Fruits of my body, from his preſence 
[ am bar'd,like one infe&ions, My third comfort 
| (Star'd molt valuckily) is from my breaſt 
( The innocent milke in it moſt innocent mouth) 
Hal'd out to murther. My felfe on enery Poſt 
Proclaym'd a Strumpet : With immodeſt hatred 
The Child-bed priwledge deny'd, which longs * 
To Women of all tafhion. Laſtly, hvrcied 
Here,to this place,1'th' open ayre, before 
I haue got ftrength of limic, Now(my Liege) » 
Tell me what bleſſings 1 have here aline, 
That I ſhould feare to die ? Therefore proceed : 
Bur yet heare this :; miftake me not: no Life, 
(I prize it not a (fraw) bur for mine Honor, 
W hich I would free: if I ſhall be condemn'd 
Vpon ſurmizes (all proofes ſleeping elſe, 
But what your Icalouhes awake) I tell you 
'Tis Rigor,aad not Law Your Honors all, 
I doe refcrre meto the Oracle : 
Apolls be my ludge. 
Lord, This your requeſt | 
Is altogether iuſt : therefore bring forth 
(And in Apoto's Name) his Oracle, 
Her. The Emperor of Ruſha was my Father, 
Oh that he were aliue,and here beholding 
His Danghters Tryal] : that he did but ſee 
The flatneſſe of my miſerie; yet with eyes 
Of Pitty,not Revenge. 
Officer. Y ou here ſhal ſwente vpon this Sword of Tuſtice, 
That you (Cleomines and Dion) have 
Been both at Delphos,and from thence have brought 
This ſcal'd-vp Oracle, by the Hand deliver'd 
Of great Apolio's Prieft ; and that ſince then, 
You have not dar'd to breake the holy Seale, 
Nor read the Secrets in't, 
Cleo Div. All this we ſweare, 
Leo. Sreake vp the Seales,and read, 
| Officer, Hermione u chaf,Polixenes b{»ywleſſe,Camillo 
4 tre Subriett, Leontes a tralous Tyrant, hu mnotent Babe 
ermly begotten, and the King ſhall le without an Heire, if that 
which u loft be not found, 
i Lerds. Now bleliled be the preat Apos, 
i Her, Prayſed. 
| Leo Haft thou read truth? 
| Offic, I (my Lord) ceuen fo ar it is here ſet downe. 
Lee, There is no truthat all i'th'Oracle: 


—_—_———— 
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| The Sefhons ſhall proceed: this is meere falſchood, 
Ser, My Lord the King: the King 7 
Leto, What is the bulinefle ? 
Ser, OSir, I ſhall be hated to reporr it, 
The Prince your Sonne, with meere conceit,and feare 
| Of the Queenes ſpeed,is gone 

Leo. How? gone? 

Ser. Is dead, | 

Leo, Apallo'; angry ,and the Heauens themſelues 
Doe (tiike at my Iniuſtice. How now there ? 

Pas!.This newes is mortall to the Queene;Look downe 
And fee what Death is doing. | 

Leo. Take her hence: 

Her heart is bur o*re-charg'd : ſhe will recouer, 
I have too miuct: beleeu'd mine owne ſuſpition: 
"Beleech you tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for lite. ApoHo pardon 
My great prophanenefle 'gainſt thine Oracle. 
Jle reconcile me to Polixencs, * 
New woe my Queene, recall the good Camilo 
(Whom 1 proclaime a manof Truth,of Mercy:) | 
For being tranſported by my lealouſies 
To bloody thoughts,and to revenge, I choſe 
( amills for the miniſter, tro poyſon : 
My friend Polixenes: which had been done, 
| But that the good mind of Camilo tardied 

My ſwift command : though I with Death,and with 
Reward,did threaten and encourage him, 
Not doing it,and being done: he(moft humane, 
And fall d with Honor) to my Kingly Gueſt 
Voclalp'd my praQtife,quit his fortunes here 
(Which you knew great) and to the hazard 
Of all Incertainties,himſelfe commended, 
No richer then his Honor: How he gliſters 
Through my Ruſt? and how his Pietie 
Do's gy deeds make the blacker ? 

Panl. Woe the while: 

O cut my Lace,leaſt my heart(cracking it) 
Breake too. 

Lord. What fit is this? good Lady? 

Paul. What tudied torments(Tyrant)haſt for mef 
What Wheeles?Racks?Fires? What flaying?boyling? | 
In Leads,or Oyles ? What old,or newer Torture 
MuftI receiue? whole every word deſerues 

| Totaſte of thy moſt worft. Thy Tyrarny 
(Together working with thy lealoufies, 

Fancies too weske for Boyes,too greene and idle 
For Girles ot Nine) O thinke what they haue done, 
And then run mad indeed : (tarke-mad: for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were bur ſpices of ir. 
That thou betrayed'ſt Polixenes, twas nothing, 
(That did but ſhew thee,of a Foole,inconſtant, 
And damnable ingratefu!l:) Nor was't much, 
Thou would'ſt haue poyſon'd good (amille's Honor, 
To have him kill a King : poore Treſpaſſes, 
More monſtrous ſtanding by : whereof I reckon 
The caſting forthto Crowes, thy Baby-daughterz 
To be ornone,or little; though a Dewill 

Would haue ſhed water out of firegere don't : 
Nor is't direGtly layd ro thee, the death 

Of the young Prince, whoſe honorable thoughts 
(Thouyhrs high for one ſo render)cleft the heart 
That could conceive a groſſe and fooliſh Sire 
Blemiſh'd his gracious Dam : this isnot,no, 
Layd to thy anſwere: bur the laſt: O Lords, 


I 


"ay 


| When | haue ſaid,cry woe: the Queene;the _ 
, ie 


ti 
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bod | The ſweer'tt. deer'ſt creatuic's dead: & yengeance for't | I call ypon thee.) 
| | | Not erop'd downe yer. Mar. Make your beſt haſte, and go nor 
7: 8 Lord, The higher powres forbid. Too-farre i'th Land: 'tis like to be lowd weather, 
4 Ft Pas. lay ſhe's dead: Ile ſwear't, If word,nor oath | Befides this place is famous for the Creatures | 
$38 Preuaile nor, go and ſee : if you can bring Of prey, that keepe vpon't, | 
TinQure, or luſtre in her lip, her eye | Antig. Gothou away, 
Heate outwardly, or breath within, Ile ſerue you Ile follow inſtantly. 
| As I would dothe Gods, But, Orhou Tyrant, e Har, lam glad at heart 
Do not repent thele things, for they are heauier To be {oridde o'th bulineſſe. . Sas 
Then all thy woes can [ture : therefore betake thee = Amt, Come, poore babe; 
To nothing but diſpaire. A thouſand knees, | haue heard ( but not beleeu'd) the Spirits o'th'dead 
Ten thouſand yeares together, naked, faſting, May walke againe : if ſuch thing be, thy Mother 
Vpon a barren Mountaine, and (ii]] Winter Appear'd to me laſt ni ght: forne're was dreame 
In ftorme perpetuall, conld not mouc the Gods Solike a waking, To me comes a creature, . 
Tolooke that way thou wer't. Sometimes her head on one ſide, fone another, 
- ©} - Lee. Goon, goon: [ never ſaw a veſlell of like ſorrow 
| Thou canſt not ipeake too much, I have deſeru'd So fill'd, and ſo becoming : in pure white Robes 
1 All tongues to talke their bittreſt, Like very ianQtity ſhe did approach 
| Lord, Say no more; My Cabine where I lay : thrice bow'd before me, 
| | How ere the buſineſſe goes, you haue made faulc And (gaſping to begin ſome ſpeech) her eyes 
| 1I'ch boldnefle of your {pecch. Became ewo ſpouts ; the furie ſpent, anon 
| Pas. I am ſorry for; Did this watk © from her. Good Antigonnr, 
All faults I make, when I (hall come ro know them, Since Fate ( againſt thy better diſpoſition) 
I dozepent : Alas, I hauc ſhew'd roo much Hath made thy perſon for the Thower-our | 
{ The raſhneſle of a woman : he 1s touchr Of my poore babe, according to thine oath, | 
} | Toth'Noble heart. What's gone, and what's paſthelpe | Places remote enough are in Boberna, 
IS Should be paſt greefe : Donot recciue attliction There weepe, and leaue ic crying: and for the babe 
BY Art my petition; | beſeech you, rather Is counted loſt for euer, Perdita 
Wl, BY {| Let me bepuniſh'd, that have minded you I prethee call't: For this vngentle buſineſſe 
} Of what you ſhould forget. Now (good my Licge) Put qn thee, by my Lord, thou ne're ſhalt ſee 
a Sir, Royall Sir forgiue a tooliſh woman ; Thy Wife Pax/ma more: and fo, with ſhrickes 
| The loue | bore your Queene (Lo, foole againe) Shemelted into Ayre, Aﬀrighted much, 
Ile ſpeake of her no more, nor of your Children : | I didinti.ne collect my ſelfe, and thought 
Ilenot remember you of my owne Lord, This was {o, and no {lun.der : Dreames, are toyes, 
' (Who is loſt too:) take your patience to you, Yer for this once, yea (uperſtitiouſly, 
'T. And lle ſay nothing. I will be {quar'd by this. I do belecue | 
FM Leo. Thou didft ſpeake but well, 9 Hermione hath fufſer'd death, andthat 
: 1% When moſt the truth ; which | receyue much beter, Apollo would (this being indeede the ifſue 
| Te | Thento be pittied of thee. Prechee bring me Of King Pol:xenes) it ſhould heere be laide 
| «oh To the dead bodies of my Queene, and Sonne, (Eicher tor bfe, or death) vpon the carth 
| "4.3; One graue thall be for both : Vpon them ſhall | Ot it's right Father, Bloſſome, ſpeed chee well, 
; #F: 5 The cauſes of their death appeare (vnto \ There lye, and there thy charraRer : there theſe, 
$1? Our ſhame perpetuall) once a day, Ile vifhe Which may if Fortune pleaſe, both breed thee (pretty) | 
4d | The Chappei) where they lye, and teares ſhedthere And (till reſt thine. The ftorme beginnes,poore wretch, 
1 Shall be my recreation, So long as Nature That for thy mothers fault, art thus expos'd 
BY. © Will beare vp with this exercile, ſo long Tolofle, and what may follow. Weepe I cannoty 
4:8 | I dayly vow to vic it. Come, and lcade me But my heart bleedes: and moſt accurſt am I 
| £4 Tothele ſorrowes. Exeunt | Tobc by oath enioyn'd to this, Farewell, 
| #4 The day frownes more and more: thou'rt like to haue 
as, 4 m_ A lullabiertoo rough : I never faw | 
| 'F The beauens ſo dim, by day. A ſauage clamor ? 
| TH 1 \) canada Tertia. Well may1I ger wee "This is r%. S6 
{ op liam gone fer cuer, Exit purſued by a Brave, 
2/1 FR RY Shep. I would there wereno age betweere ten and 
WA | Emer Antigonus, a CMarriner, Babe, Sbeepe- three and twenty, or that youth would ſleep out the refit 
THE |: heard, and Clowne. for there is nothing (in the berweene) but getting wen- 
107% . ches with childe, wronging the Auncientry, fealing, 
| $6,408! | . A=t.Thou art perfe& then, our ſhip hath toucht ypon | fighting, hearke you now : would any but the(e boylde- 
1 kk. | | Thc Deſatts of Sohewna. braines of nineteen, and two and twenty hunt this wea- 
1138; CAar. 1 (my Loro) and feare | ther ? They have ſcarr'd away two of my beft Sheepe, 
-' 9+ | We have Landed inill time: the skies looke grimly, which I feare the Wolfe will ſooner finde then the Mai- 
Be: And chreaten prelent bluſters, In my conicience ſter ; ifany where I have them, 'tis by the ſea-ſide, brou- 
134 | | The heauens with that we haue in hand, are angry, zing of Ivy. Good-lucke (3nd't be thy will) what have 
b! THI And trowne vpon'ss we heere? Mercy on's, a Barne? A very pretty barne; A 
= © Ant, Their ſacred wil's be done: go get a-boord, boy, ors Childe I wonder ?(A pretty one, a verie prettie 
8 Looke to thy barke;lle not be long before /} one) ſure ſome Scape; Though lam nor bookiſh. yer 1 
| | A | HIS 1/N RREane can 
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' can reade \Waiting-Gentleweman in the ſcape : this has 
beene ſome ſaire-worke, ſome Trunke-worke,ſome be. 
hinde-doore worke : they were warmer that got; this, 
then the poore Thing is heere. [le take it vp for pity,yert 
Ile tarry till my ſonne come : he hallow'd but cucn now. 
W hoa-ho-hoa, 


Enter Clowne, 


Clo. Hilloa, loa. . 
Shep. What? art ſoneere ? If thou'lt ſce a thing to 


whar aylI'ft chou, man ? 


but { amnot to ſayit is a Sea, for itis now the skie, be- 
ewixt the Firmament and it, you cannot thruſt a bodkins 
point. 

Shep, Why boy, how is ic ? 

Clo, 1 would you did but ſee how it chafes, how it ra- 
ges,how it takes vp the ſhore,bur that's not to the point: 
Oh, the moſt pitteous cry of the poore ſoules, ſometimes 
to ſee 'em, andnot to lee 'em : Now the Shippe boaring 
the Moone with her maine Maſt, and anon Iwallowed 
with yeſt and froth, as you'ld thruſt a Corke into a hog(- 
head. And then for the Land-leruice, to ſee how the 
Beare tore out his ſhoulder-bone, how hecride to mee 
for helpe, and {aid his name was Antigonus,a Nobleman: 
But to make an end of the Ship, to {ce how the Sea flap- 


the ſea mock'd them:and how the poore Gentleman roa- 
red, and the Beare mock'd him, both roartsg lowder 
thenthe ſea, or weather. 

Shep. Name of mercy, when was this boy ? 

Clo. Now, now : I have not wink'd fince I ſawtheſe 
ſights : themenarenot yer cold vndet water, northe 
Beare balfe din'd on the Gentleman: he's at it now. 
| Shep. WouldT had bin by, to haue help'd the olde 
man. 

Clo, T would you had beene by the ſhip fide, to haue 
help'd her;there your charity would have lack'd footing. 
| Shep. Heauy matters, heauy matters : bur lookethee 

heere boy. Now bleſle thy ſelfe:thou mer'ft with things 
dying, I with things new borne Here's a fight for thee: 
Looke thee, a bearing-cloath for a Squires childe: looke 
thee heere, take vp, take vp(Boy: ) open't : ſo, let's lee, ic 
was told me I ſhould be rich by the Fairies, This is ſome 
Changeling : open't : what's within, boy ? 

Clo. You'rea mad oldeman: If the finnes of your 

youth are forgiuen you, you're well coliue. Golde, all 
Gold. 
Shep. This is Faiery Gold boy, and 'twill proue ſo: vp 
with't, keepe it cloſe : home, home, the next way, We 
are Iuckie (boy) and to bee ſo ſtil] requires nothing but 
lecrecie. Let my ſheepe go : Come (good boy)the next 
way home, | 


ſee if the Beare bee gone trom the Gentleman, and how 
much he hath eaten: they are never curſt but whenthey 
are hungry : if there be any ot him left, [le bury ir. 

Shep. That's a good deed :1f thou mayelt diſcerne by 
that which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to ch'fght 
of him, 

Clowne, "Marry will I: and you ſhall helpe to put him 
'th'ground, 

Shep. 'Tis a lucky day, boy, and wee'l do good deeds 


one | Exenunt 


(lo. I have ſcene rwo ſuch fights, by Sea & by Land: | 


dragon'd it : bur firſt, how the poore ſoules roared, and, 


Cle. Go you thenext way with your Findings, Ile go | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
' 
| 


talke on, when thou art dead and rotten, come hither : | 


TheWinters Ta l e. 


—} 


| whoſe yery naming, punniſhes me with the remembrance 
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Enter Time, the Chorme, 


Time, Ithat pleaſe fome, try all : both joy and terror | 


Of good, and bad : that makes, and vntfolds error, 
Now take vpon me(in the name of Time) 

Tovie my wings : Impute ic not a crime 

To me, or my ſwift paſſage, that I ſlide 

Ore h1xteene yeeres,and leaue the growth yntride 
Of that wide gap, ſince it is in my powre 

To orethrow Law, and in one felfe-borne howre 
Toplant, and ore-whelme Cuſtome. Let me paſſe 
The ſame I am, ere ancient't Order was, 

Or what is now receiu'd. | witnefle to 

The times that brought them in, ſo ſhall I do 

To th'ſreſheſt things now reigning, and make ſtale 
The gliſtering of this preſent,as my Tale 


Now ſeemesto it: your patience this allowing, | 


I turne my glafſe, and giue wy Scene ſuch growing 
As you had ſlept berweene : Leontes leauing 

Th effedts of his fond icalouſics, ſo greeuing 

That he ſhuts vp himſelfe. Imngine me 

(Gentle SpeQators) that Inow may be 

In faire Bohemia, and remember well, 

I mentioned a ſonne o'th'Kings, which Florizell 

I now name to you: and with ſpeed fo pace 

To lpeake of Perdita, now growne in grace 

Equall with wond'ring. Wharof hey inſues 

I liſt not prophehe : but let Times newes 

Be knowne when 'tis brought forth. A ſhepherds daugh- 


And what to her adheres, which tollowes after, (ter 
Is targument of Time : of this allow, 

If ener you haue ſpent time worle, ere now : 

Ifneuer, yet that Time himſclfe doth lay, 

He wiſhes earneſtly, you neuer may. Exit. 


” 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Polixenes, and Camilla. _ 

Pol. 1 pray thee (g004 Camullo) be no more importu- 
nate: 'tis a ſickneſſe denying thee any thing : a death to 
grant this. 

Cam. Itis fifteene yeeres ſince I ſaw my Countrey : 
though I haue (for the moſt part) bin ayred abroad, 1 de- 
fire to lay my bones there, Beſides, the penitent King 
(my Maſter) hath (ent for me, to whoſe feeling ſorrowes 
I might be ſome allay, or I or-weene tothunke ſo) which 
is another ſpurre to my departure, 

Pol, As thou lou'lt me ({ amills) wipe not out the reit 
of thy ſeruices, by leauing menow : the neede | haue of 
thee, thine owne) goodnefſe hath made : better not to 
haue had thee, then thuz to want thee,thou having inade 
me Buſinefſes, (which none ( without thee) can luftici- 
ently manage) muſt either ſtay to execute them thy lelte, 
or take away with theethe very ſervices thou haſt done: 
which if I haue not enough confidered (as too much 1 
cannot) to bee more thankefvull co thee, ſhall bee my ſtu- 
die, and my profite therein, the heaping friendſhippes. 
Of that fatall Countrey Sicillia, prethee Ipeake no more, 
of 
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| of that penitent (as thou calſt him)and reconciled King 


| my brother, whole loſle of his moſt precious (QQueene & 


; Children, are cuen now to be a-freſh lamented.  Sayto 
| me, when {aw'|t thou the Prince FlorizeNmy jon ? Kings 
| arenolefte vohappy, their iſſue,nor being gracious, then 
they arein looking them, when they haue approved their 
Verrues, 

Cam, Sir, it is three dayes fince I ſaw the Prince; what 
his happier aftayres may be, are ro we vnknowne : but | 


tormer!y he hath appeared. 


IS Prowne into an ynſpezkable cllare, 


of Sicillia, 
Cam. | willingly obey your command, 


_———— 


| Sena Tertia. 


 COO_ 
Ree rn nn en 


E «ter Amtolicns ſingmg, 
When D aff ad:ls heoin to peere, 
W:th berg the Doxy orer the dale, 
1/hy then comes in the ſweet o'the yeere, 
For the red blood raigns m y winters pale. 


T he white ſheete bleaching on the heage, 
With hey the ſweet birds O now they ſing: 
Doth ſet my pno ging tooth an edge, 

For a quart of Ale ts a aijh for a King. 


7 he Larke that tirra Lyra channs, 
With heigh,the Thruſh and the Lay : 

Are Summer ſongs for me and my Aunts 
While we lye tumbling in the hay. 


pile, butnow 1 am out of leruice. 


But [all I 50 mowrne for that (my ateve) 
the pale Moone ſhmes by mght : 
Avid when I wander here and there 
[ then d» meſt 70 right. 
| If Tmbers may haue le ane to line, 
| and veare the Sow-rhin bowget, 
Thew my account I well may giue, 
ard in the Stockes awouch-it, 
| My Trethcke js ſheetes : when the Kite builds, looke te 


 lefler Linnen, My Father nam*d me eAvutelicus,who be- 


The Winters T ale. 


haue (miſ#hgly) noted, he 15 ot late much retyred from 
Court, and is lefle frequent to his Princely exerciles then 


Pol. 1 have conhecred fo much (Camille) and with 
ſome care, ſo fatre, that i haue eyes vnder my leruice, 
which looke vpon his remouednefle: from whom I haue 
this Intelligence, that lic is ſeldome from the houſe of a 
molt homely ſhepheard : a wan (they ſay} that from very 
nothing, and beyond the imagination of his ne1ghbors, 


Cam. 1lhaveheard (fir) of fuchaman, whohatha 
daughter of moſt rarenote: the report of her is extended 
more, then can be thought ro begin from ſucha cottage 

Pol. That's l:kewiſe part of my Intelligence : but(l 
feare) the Angle that pluckes our ſonac thither, Thou 
ſhalt accompany vs to the place, where we will (not ap- 
pearing what we are)haue fore quettion with the ſhep. 
heard; from whote ſhtmplicity, | thinke it not vneahe to 
get the caule of my ſonnes relortthether, 'Prethe be my 
preſent partner in this bulines,and lay aſide the thoughts 


Pol. My beſt Camillo,we muſt diſguilc our ſelues, Exit 


] haue {cru'd Prince Flor:2ef, andin my time wore three 


/ ing (a8 I am) lytter'd vnder Mercurie, was likewiſe a; 


| ſnapper-vp of vnconſidered trifles : With Dye and drab, 
| I purchas'd this Caparifon, and my Reuennew is the filly 
| Cheate, Gallowes, and Knecke, aretoo powerfull on 
the Highway, Beating and hanging are'terrors to mee: 
For the life to come, Ifleepe out the thought of n, A 
Prize, a Prize. 


—— 


Enter Clowne. ; 
Clo, Let me ſce, every Leauen-weather toddes, ever 
| tod yeeldes pound and odde ſhilling : fifteene hundred 
{horne, what comes the wool! roo ? 

Aut. Itthe ſprindge hold, the Cocke's wine. 

Clo. I cannot do t without Comprers. Let mee ſee, 
whar am I to buy for our Sheepe-ſhearing-Feaſt? Three 
pound of Sugar, five pound of Currence, Rice: What 
will this Gſter of mine do with Rice ? But my father hath 
made her Miftris of the Feaft, and ſhe layes it on . Shee 
hath made-me four and twenty Noſe-gayes for the ſhea» 
rers (three-man ſong-men, all, and very good ones) bur 
they are molt of them Meanes and Baſes; but one Puri. 
tan amongſt them, and he ſings Pſalmes to horne-pipes, 
I muſt haue Saffron to colour the Warden Pies, Mace : 
Dates, none: that's out of my note : Nutmegges, ſeuen ; 
| a Race or two of Ginger, but that I may begge : Foure 

pound of Prewyns, and as many of Reylons o6'th Sun, 

Ant. O\,that ever I was borne, 

(ls* Vih'name of me, 

Ant, Oh helpe me, helpe mee : plucke bur off theſe 
ragges: and then, Geath,death, 

Cle. Alacke poore ſoule, thou haſt need of more rags 
to lay on thee;rather then naue theſe off. 

Aut. Oh fir, the loathſomneſle of them offend gee, 
more they the ſtripes I haue received, which are mightie 
ones and millions, 

Clo, Alas poore man, a million of beating may come 
to a great matter, 

Amt. Tam rob'd fir, and beaten : my money, and ap- 
parrell rane trom me,and theſe dereſtablethings pur vp=- 
on me, 

Clo. \What,by a borſe-man,or a foot-man ? 

Ant. A footman (ſweet fir) a footman. 

Clo. Indeed,he ſhould be a foorman, by the garments 
hehas left with thee: Ifthis bee a horſemans Coate, it 
hath ſcene very hot ſeruice, Lend me thy hand, Ile helpe 
thee, Come, lend me thy hand, 

Aut, Oh good bir, tenderly,oh, 

Clo. Alas poore ſouje, 

Aut, Oh good fir, ſoftly, good fir : 1 feare (fir) my 
ſhovlder- blade is our. 

Clo. How now? Canſt ſtand ? 

Ant, Softly,deere fir: good fir, ſoftly : you ha done 
me a charitable office. 

Clo. Doeftlacke any mony ? I have a little mony for 
thee. 

Ant. No,good ſweet fir :no, I beſeech you fir: I haue 
a Kinſman not paſt three quarters of a mile hence, vnro 
whome ] was going : Iſhall therehaue money, or anie 
thing I want : Offer me no money I pray you, that killes 


—_— 


my heart. 


Clow. What manner of Fellow was hee that robb'd 
ou ? 

Ant, Afellow (fir) that I have knowne to goe about 
with Troll-my-dames : 1 knew him once a ſeruant of the 
Prince : Icannottell good fir, for which of his Ver- 


tues it Was, but hee was certainely W hipt out of the 


Court. 
Cs. 


pO 


A eee kS 


_— I 


| 
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Moſt Goddeſle.likeprank*d vp: But that our Feaſts | 
In cuery Meſſe, haue folly ; and the Feeders 
D:ge(t with a Cuftome, 1 ſhould bluſh 
To (ce you ſo attyr'd : ſworne Ichinke, 


To thew my ſelfc a glaſſe; 


When my good Falcon, made her flight a-crofſe | 
Thy Fathers ground 


To me the difference forges dread (your Greatneſſe 


— 


— 


Clo.His vices you would fay : there's no vertue whipe 
out of che Court : they cheriſh it co make it tay there ; 
and yet it will no more but abide, 

Axt. Vices I would fay (Sir.) I know this man well, 
he hath bene fince an Ape-bearer, then a Proceſle-ſeruer 
(a Bayliffe) then hee compaſt aMotion of the Prodigall 
{onne, and marricd a Tinkers wife, within a Mile where 
my Land and Living lyez ; and (having flowne over ma- 
ny knauiſh proſ*fhons) he ſerled onely in Rogue: ſome 
call him Aatel1eme. 

Cle. Out vpon him : Prig, for my life Prig:he haunts 
Wakes, Faires,and Beare-baitings, | | 

Ant, Very true fir : he fir hee: that's the Rogue that 
put me into this apparcell, 

(lo. Not a more cowardly Rogue in all Bohemia; If 
you had bur look'd bigge, and fpir at him, hec'ld have 
runne, 

Axt, 1 muſt confeſle to you/fir)T am no fighter : Iam 
falſe ofheart that way, & that he knew [ warrant him, 

Clo. How do you now ? 

Aut. Sweet fr, much better then was : I can ſtand, 
and walke: I will even take my leaue of you,& pace (ott- 
ly towards my Kinſmans, 

Clo, Shall I bring thee on the way? 

Ant, No, good fac'd fr, no {weet fir, 

Cle. Then fartheewell, I muſt go buy Spices for cur 
ſheepe-ſhearing, | Exit. 

Aut. Proſper you ſweet fir, Your purſe is not hot e- 
nough to purchaſe your Spice: Ile be with you at your 


—— 
— —— 
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ſheepe-ſhearing too : If I make notthis Cheat bring ouc 
another, and the ſheerers proue ſheepe,let me be vnrold, | 
and my narve put it; the booke of Vertue. 


Song. 103-91, Top-on, the foot path way, 


A merry heart g16s all the day, 


Torr ſad tyres ma Mile-a, Exit, 


Scena (Quarta. 


Enter Florizell,Perdita,Shepherd,Clowne,Polixenes,Ca- 
milo, Mopſa, Dorcas Sernants, Antolicus. 

Flo. Theſe your vnvſuall weeds, tocach part of you 
Do's give a life : no Shepherdeſſe, but Flors 
Pecring in Aprils front.” T his your ſheepe-ſhearing, 
Is 23 a meeting of the petty Gods, 
And you the Queene on't. 

Perd, Sir : my gracious Lord, 

To chide at your extreames, it not becomes me : 
(Oda pardon, that I name them: ) your high ſelfe 
The gracious marke o'th'Land, you have obſcur'd 
With a Swaines wearing ; and me (poore lowly Maide) | 


| 


Flo, I blefſethe time. 


Pera. Now Ioue affoord you cauſe: 


| Mine owne, nor any thing to ary, if 


And merri'y bent the Stile-a : | 


——_  _—  —————_ *” 


— 


Hath not beene vs'd to feare:) cuennow I tremblg 


Should paſſe this way, as you did: Oh the Pates, 
How would he looke, to ſee his worke, ſonoble, 
Vildely bound vp ? What would he ſay ?Or how 
Shoutd I (intheſe my borrowed Flaunts) behold | 
The fternnefle ofhis preſence ? 
Flo, Apprehend 
Nothing bur jollity : the Goddes themſelues 
(Humbling their Deities to loue) have taken 
The ſhapes of Beafts ypon them, Jupiter, | 
Became a Bull, and bellow'd: the greene Neptune 
A Rem, and bleated : and the Fire-roab'd-God 
Golden Apollo, a poore humble Swaine, 
As I ſeeme now. Their transformations, - 
Were never for a peece of beauty, rarer, 
Nor in a way ſo chaſte : ſince my defires 
Run not betore mine honor : nor my Lufls 
Burne hotter then my Faith, . 
Perd. O bur Sir, 
Your reſolucton cannot hold, when 'ris 
Oppo4'd (as it mult be) byrh'powre of the King : 
One of theſe two mult be necelsities, 
Which then will ſpeake, that you muſt change this pur. 
OrT iy lite. (pole, 
Flo, Thei deer'ft Perdits, 
With theſe forc'd thoughts, I prethee darken not 
The Mirth o'th' Feaſt : Or Ile be thine (my Faire) 
Or not my Fathers. For I cannot be 


—_ OO OI 0 


; 


T be not thine. Tothis I am moiſt conſtant, 
Though deſtiny fay no. Be merry (Gentle) | 
$crangle tuch thoughts as theſe, with any thing 
That you beheld the while. Your gueſts are comming : 
Lift vp your countenance, as it were the day 
Of celebration of that nuptiall, which 
We two haue {worne ſha!l come, 
Perd. O Lady Fortune, 
Stand you auſpicious. 
Flo. See, your Gueſt; approach, 
Addcreſeyour ſelfe ro emtertaine them {prightly, | 
And let's be red with mirth. | 
Shep. Fy (daughter) when my old wifeliu'd : ypon 
This day, ſhe was both Pantler, Butler, Cooke, 
oth Dame and Seruant : Welcom'd all : ſeru'd all, 
Would ſing her ſong, and dance her turne : now heere 
Acvpperend o'th Table; now, 1'th middle ; 
On his ſhoulder, and his : her face o'fire 
With labour, and the thing ſhe tooke to quench it 
She would rocach one ſip. You areretyred, 
As if you were afeafted one : and not ; 
The Hoſteſſe of the meeting : Pray you bid 
Theſe vnknowne friends to's welcome, for it is 
A way to make vs better Friends, more knowne. 
Come, quench your bluſhes, and _ your ſelfe 
That which you are, Miſtris o'th'Feaft, Come on, 
And bid vs welcome to your ſheepe-ſhearivg, | 
As your good flocke ſhall proſper. 
Perd. Sir, welcome: 
It is my Fathers will, I houldrtake on mee 
The Hoftefſeſhip o'th'day : you're welcome fir, 
Giue me thoſe Flowres there ( Dorcas.) Reuerend Sirs, | 
For you, there's Roſemary, and Rue, the keepe 
Seeming, and ſauour all-the Winter long : 
Grace, and Remembrance be to you both, 


And welcome to our Shearing, 


Bbz Pal. 
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Pol, Shepherdeſle, 
(Afaire one are you:) well you fit our ages 
With flowres ot \Vinter, 
Perd\ Sir, the yeare growing ancient, 
Nor yet on ſummers death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling winter, the fayreſt lowres o'th ſeaſon 
Are our Carnations, and ftreak'd Gilly-vors, 
(Which {ome cal} Natures baſtards) of that kind 
Our ruſticke Gardens barren, and I care nor 
To »& Nips of them. 

Pol. Wherefore ( gentle Maiden ) 
Do youneglect them. 

Perd. For I have heard it ſaid, » 
There 18 an Art, which in their pudenefle ſhares 
With great creating-Nature, 

Pol. Say there be: 

Yet Nature is made better by no meane, 

But Nature makes that Meanc ; fo over that Art, 
(Which you fay addes to Nature )is an Art 

That Nature makes : you lee (iweet Maid) we marry 
A gentler Sien, to tne wilceſt Stocke, 

And make conceyue a barkeot baſer kinde 

By bud of Nobler race. This is an Art 

Which do'smend Nature : change it rather, but 

The Art it {clfe, is Natwic, 

Perd. Soitis 

Pol, Ther, make you Garden rich ir. Gilly*yors, 
And do not call them baſtards. 

Perd, le not pur 
TheDible in earth, to ſer one lip 6f thern : 

No more then were | painted, I would with 


———_ —_ - — re le i WR _ -— —_— 


| 


This youth ſhould ſay 'twer wc'l : and onely therefore 
Deſire to breed by me. Here's tiowres for you : 
Hot Lavender, Mints, Sauory, Mariorum, 
The Mary -gold, that goes to bed with'San, 
And with hun riſes, weeping : Thele are flowres 
Of middle ſummer, and I thinke they are giuen 
To m:q1\ of middle age. Y'are very welcome, 

Cam. 1lſhonid leave graling, were I of your flocke, 
And onelyliue by gazing. 

Pera, Our alas: 
You'ld be to leane, that blaſts of Ianuary (Friend, 
Would blow you through and through. Now (my tauft 
[| would I had tome Flowres o'th Spring, tha: might 
Become your time of Gay : an yours, and yours, 
That weare vpon your Virgin-branches yer 
Your Maiden.heads growing : O Proſerprns, 
For the Flowres now, that (frighted) chouler'ſt fall - 
From Dyſſes Waggon : Daffadils, 
T hat come before the Swallow dares. and take 
The windes of March with beauty : Violers (dim, 
But ſweeter then the lids of /nno's eyes, 
Or Cytherea's breath) pale Prime-roles, 
That dye vnmarried, cre they can behold 
Bright Phcebus in his ſtrength (a Maladie 
Molt incident to Maids:) bold Oxlips, and 
The Crowne Imperiall : Lilhes of all kinds, 
(The Flowre-de-Luce being one.) O, theſe | lacke, 
['o make you Garlands of ) and my ſweer friend, 
To ltrew himo're, and ore. 
Flo. What? like a Coarle? f 
Perd, No, like a banke, for Loue to lye, and play on: 
Notlike a Coarſe: or if; not to be buried, 
Bur quicke, and in mine azmes, Come,take your flours, 
Methinkes | play as I haue feene them do 
In Vhitto1-Paftorals : Sure this Robe of mine 


JIE 
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| Do's change my diſpoſition: 
) Fls, What you do, 
| Still betters what is done, When you ſpeake (Sweet) 


U 


| TId have youdo it ever : When you ſing, 
| Td haue you buy, and ſell fo : ſo giue Almes, 
| Pray ſo: and for the ord'ring your Aﬀayres, 
| To ſing them t60, When you do dance, I wiſh you 
| A waue o'th Sea, that you might euer do 
; Nothing but that : moue ill, Rill ſo : 
| And owne no other FunRion, Each your doing, 
* (So lingular, in each particular) 
| Crownes what you are doing, in the preſent deeds, 
; That all your Actes, are Queenes, 
| Perd. O Deoricles, 
Yourpraiſes are too large: butthat your youth 
And the true blood which peepes fairely through't, 
Do plainly giue you out an vnſtain'd Sphepherd 
With wiſedome, I might feare (my Dorzcle:) 
You woo'd me the fallc way. 
Fls, 1 thinke you haue 
As little $kill to feare, as | have purpoſe 
lopart you to'r, But come, our dance | pray, 
Your hand (my Perdvta:) ſo Turtles paire 
| That never meane to part. 
| Perd. Veſweare for 'em. 
| Po. This istheprettieft Low-borne Laſſe,that ever 
Ran on the greene-ſord : Nothing ſhe do's, or ſeemes 
But ſmackes of ſomething greater then her ſclfe, 
Too Noble for this place, 
Cam. He tels her ſomething 
That makes her blood looke on't : Good ſooth ſhe is 
The Queene of Curds and Creame. 
Clo. Come on: ſtrike vp. 
|  Dercas Meopſamutt be your Miftris : marry Garlick 
| to mend her kifling with, 
Mop. Now in good time. 
|». C/o, Nota word,a word,we ſtand ypon our manners, 
| Come,firike vp. 
| Heere a Dannce of Shepheards and 
Shephearddeſſes. . 
Pol, Pray good Shepheard, what faire Swaine is this, 
Which dances with your daughter ?' 
Shep. They call him Doricles, and boaſts himſelfe 
To haue a worthy Feeding ; but I haue it 
Vpon his owne report, and I beleeue it : 
He lookes like ſooth : he ſayes he loues my daughter, 
I thinke ſo too; for neuer gaz'd the Moone 
Vpon the water, as hee'l tand and reade 
As 'twere my daughters eyes: and to be plaine, 
[ thinke there is not halfe a kiſſe ro choole 
Who loues another beſt. 
Pol. She dances featly. | 
Shep. So ſhe do's any thing, though Ireportict 
That ſhould be filent : If yorg Doricles 
Do light vpon her, ſhe ſhall bring himchat 
Which he not dreames of, Enter Seruant. 
Ser, O Maſter : if you did bur heare the Pedler at the 
doore, you would never dance againe after a Tabor and 
Pipe : no, the Bag+pipe could not moue. you : hee finges 
ſeuerall Tunes, faſter then you'l cell money : hee vtters 
them as he had caten ballads, and all mens eares grew to 
his Tunes. 
Clo, He could never come better : hee ſhall come in : 
I loue a ballad but eventoo well, if it be dolefull matter 
merrily ſet downe : ora TY pleaſant thing indeede, and 


ſung lamentably. 
) Ser. 


th L _ — 
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No Milliner can ſo fit his cnſtomers with Gloves: he has 
the prettielt Loue-ſengs for Maids, ſo without bawdrie 
(which is ſtrange,) with ſuch delicate burthens of Dil- 
do's and Fadings : [ump-her, and thump-her; 2nd where 
ſome (trerch-mouth'd Raſcall, would (as it were) meane 
miſcheefe, and breake a fowle gap into the Matter, hee 
makes the maid to anſwere, Whowp, dos me xo harme good 
man : put's him oft, flights hum, wich 1boop, dae mice no 
harme gooa man. 
Pol, This is a braue fellow. 


ceired fellow, has he any vnbraided Wares ? 

Ser. Hee hath Ribbons of all the colours i'th R1ine- 
bow ; Points, more then all the Lawyers in Bohem:s, can 
learnedly handle, though they come to him by th'grofle: 
Inckles, Caddyſles, Cambrickes, Lawnes : 'why he fings 
em ouer, as they were Gods, or Goddeſſes : you werld 
thinke a Smocke were a ſhee-Angell, he ſo chauntes to 
the fleeue-hand, and the worke about the ſquare on't. 

Cl. Pre'thce bring him in, and let him approach fin» 

ing. 
p Prod. Forewarne him,that he vſe no ſcurrilous words 
in's runes. 

Clow. You haue of theſe Pedlers, that kauemorein 
them, then youl d thinke (Sifter,) 

Perd, 1, good brother, or go about to thinke, 


Enter Autoliew ſinging. 
L awne as white 15 driven Snow, 
Cypreſſe blacks 4s ere was Crow, 
Clones as ſweete as Damarke Roſes, 
Maskes for faces, and for noſes : 
Bugle-bracelet, Necke-lace Amber, 
Perfume for a Ladies Chamber : 
Golden Lnotſes, and Stomachers 
For my Lads, to gize their aeers : 
Pint, and pealng-ftuckes of Reele. 
that Maids lacke from head to heele : 

( ome buy of me, come:come buy come buy, 


Buy Lad:, or elſe your Laſſes cry ; Come #9. 


Clo, Tf I werenot in love with CMopa, thou ſhouldſt 
take no money of me, but being enthralldas I am,it will 
alio be the bondage of certaine Ribbons and Gloues, 

Mop. 1 was promis'd them againſt the Fealt,but they 
come not too late now. 

Dor. He hath promis'd you more rhenthar,' or there 
be lyars. 

Aſop. Hethath paid you all he promis'd you; 'May be 
he has paid you more, which will ſhame you to giue him 
apaine. 

C/o. Is there no manners left among maids?\Vill they 
weare their plackets, wherethey ſhould bear their faces ? 
Is there not milking-time ? When you are going.to bed? 
Or kill-hole? To whiſtle of thele ſecrets, but you muſt 
be tittle-ratling before all our gueſts?'T1s well chey ate 
whiſpring:clamor your tongues,and not a word more, 
Mop. I haue done ; Come you promis'd me a tawdry- 
lace, and apaire of ſweet Gloues, 

Clo. Have Inot told thee how I was cozen'd by the 
way,and loſt all my money. 

Aaut.And indeed Sir, there are Cozeners abroad,ther- 
fore it behooues men to be wary. 

Clo, Feare not thou man,thou ſhalt loſe nothing here 
Aut, Thope ſo fir, tor I haue about me many parcels 
of charge, 


Clo, Belecce mee, thoucalkeſt of an admirzb!le con- 


TheWinters Tale. 


7 Ser. ; He hath ſon | $ forman, or woman, of all fizes: , © Clo, What haſt heere? Ballads ? ES | 


| 


| Toads carbonado'd, 


| lads: Wece'l buy the other rings anon, * 


pitritull, and az true. 


| 


herds,thrce Neat- herds,three Swine-herds y have 


L .. ..; Fe 


life, for then we are ſure they are true. 

Amt. Here's one, to a very dolefull tune, how a Vſu- 
rers wife was brought to bed of twenty money ba g9S at 
e burthen, and how ſhe long'd co eate Adders heads, and 


| 
Mop, Pray now buy tome : 1 loue a ballet in print, a | 
] 


Aﬀep. Is it true, thinke you ? | 

Amt. Very true, and but a moneth old, | 

Dor, Blefle mefrom marrying a Vſurer, | 

Axt. Here's the Midwiues name to't : one Miſt, Tale. | 
Porter,and fiue or fix honeft \Viues, that were preſent. | 
Wiry ſhould I carry lyes abroad ? | 

. Mop+ 'Pray you now buy it. 

Ch, Come-on, lay it by : andlet's firſt ſee moe Bal. 


Aut. tere's 2nothei ballad ofa Fiſh, that sppeared 
vpon che coaſt,on wenlday the toureſcore ot April, fortie | 
thouſand fadom above water, & (ung this ballad againſt 
the hard hearts of maids : it was thought ſhe was a Wo- q 
man,and was turn'd into a cold fiſh, for the wol4not ex- 
change fleſh with one that lou d her: 1 he Ballad is very 


Dor. 1s it true too, thinke you. 
Autol, Five luſtices hands atit, and witneſſes more | 
then my packe will hold, 
Clo. Lay it by tov; another. 
Aut. This is a merry ballad, but a very pretty one. 
Atop, Let's haue fone merry ones. 
ent, Why this is a paſſing merry one,and goes to the | 
rune of two maids wooing a man : there's {carte a Maide 
weſtward bur ſhe (ings it: *ris in requeſt] can cell you, 
Mop, We can both hng it : if thou'lt beare a part,thou | 
ſhalt heare, 'tis in thiee parts, | 
Dor, We had the tune on't,a month agoe;” 
Ant, 1 can beare my part, you muſt know 'tis my oc- 
cupation : Haue at it with you. 


q 


Song Get yen hence, for I muff go? 

Aut, Where it fits net you to know. 

Dor. #hether? 

Mop ©O whether? 

Dor. Whether? 

Mop. Jr becom-s thy oath full well, 

Thou to me thy ſecret 5 tell. 

Dor: CMHMetos: Le) me go thether : 

Mop Or tho goeft toth Grange, or Mill, 
Dor: If to erther thou deſt ill, 

Autz Neither, 
'Dor: What neither ? 

Aut: MNeither : . 
Dor: Thos haft ſworne my Lone tobe, 
Mop Thou haſt ſworne it more to mee. 


 Thenwhtither goeft? Say whether ? 

Clo. Wee'l have this ſong out anon by our ſelues : My 
Father,and the Gent.are in ſad talke,& wee'll not trouble 
them : Come bring away thy pack atter me, Wenches Ile 
buy for you both: Pedler let's haue the firſt choice;tolow 
me girles. Ant: And you ſhall pay well for 'em, 
Song, Will you buy any T ape, or Lace for your Crpe? | 

My dainty Ducke, my deere-a? 
Any Silke, any T bred, any Toyes for your head 
Of the new''t aud fins t fins't weare-d, 
{ome to the Pedler, Money's a medier, 
That doth witer all mens ware-a. E x1, 
Serwant, Mayſter, there is three Carters, three Shep_ 
mad, 
them. 
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and they have a Dance, which the Wenches lay is a gal- 
| ly-maut: cy of Gambolz, becaule they are notin't ; but 
i they themſclues arc o thiminde (if it bee not tao rough 

for ſome, that know litcle but bowling) 1t will pleaſe 
| plentifully. 

Sbep, Away : Wce'lnone on't; heere has beene too 
much homely toolery already. I know ($i) wee wea- 
rice you, 

Þ,/, You wearie thoſe that refreſh vs ;- pray let's ſee 
theſc foure-threes of Heardimen, 

Ser. Onethree of them, by their owne report (Sir,) 
hath danc'd before the King : andnotthe worft of the 
three, but iumpesrwelue foote anda halfe by th ſquire, 

$hep, Leave your prating, ſince theſe good men are 
pleaſ'd, ler them come 1 : bur quickly row, 

$a. Why,they ſtay at Coore Sir, 

Ilcere a Davice of twelue Satyrers, 

Po!, O Father, you'l know more of that heercafter: 

Is it not too farre gone? T1s time to part them, 


Your heart is full of lomething, char do's take 
Your minde trom tealting. Sooth, when { was yong, 
Andhanded lone, as you do; I was wont 
To load my Shee with knackes : I would have ranſackr 
The Pedlers filken Treaſury, and have powr'd ir 
To her acceptance: you laue let him go, 
And nothing marted with lym. If your Laſle 
4 Interpretation ſhould abuſe, and call this 
Your lacke of louc, or bounty, you were {taited 
For a reply atleaſt; if you make a care 
Ot happie holding her. 
{ Flo, OldSir, I know 
Slie prizes not ſuch trifles as thele are : 
The gifts ſhe lookes from me, are packt and lockt 
Vp in my beart, which I haue giuen already, 
But nor deliver'd, O heare me breath my I:te 
Before this ancient Sir, whom (it ſhould ſeeme) 
Hath ſometime lou d: i rake thy band, this hand, 
Asſoft as Doves. dvwne, and as white as it, 
Or Erthyopians tooth, or the ſan'd ſnow, that's bole 
By tiNortherne blaits, twice ore. 
Pol, What followes this ? 
How prettily th'yong $Swaine ſeemes to waſh 
The band, was faire betore ? 1 haue put youout, 
Bur to your proteltation ; Ler me heare 
\V hat you profcſſe, 
Flo. Do, and be witneſſe too'r, 
Po!, And this my neighbour too ? 
Flo. And he, 2nd more 
Then he, and men : the earch, the heavens, and all; 
That were | crown'd the molt Lmperiall Monarch 
T hereof molt worthy : were | the fayreſt youth 
That euer made eye ſwerue, had force and knowledge 
More then was ever mans, ] would notprize them 
\Withour her Love; for her, c1yploy them all, 
Commend them, and condemae them to her leruice, 
Or to their owne perditio:n, 
Pc. Faitely otter'd, 
Cam. This ſhewes a ſound affection. 
. S.ep: But my daughter, 
Say you the like to him, 
Per. I cannot fpeake 
So we'l, (10thing ſo well) no, nor meane better 
By th'\patterne of mine owne thoughts, I cut out 
he purine of his, 


— ud 


He's iwple, endrte!s much, How now(taire ſhepheard) 


| 


 Shep. Take hands, a bargaine; 
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themſclues all men of haire, they cal themſelues Saltiers, | | 


—_—__— 


—>— —— > — 


And friends ynknowne, you ſhall beare witneſle to'c ; 
| giue my daughter to him, and will make 
Her Portion, equall his, 
Flo. O, that muſt bee 
I'th Vertue of your daughter : One being dead, 
I ſhall haue more then you can dreame of yer, 


' Enough then for your wonder : but come-on, 
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ContraGt vs foretheſe Witneſſes. 

Shep. Come, your hand: 
And daughter, yours, 

Pol. Sofr Swaine a-while, beſcech you, 
Haue you a Father ? 

Flo. IT have: but what of him ? 

Pol. Knowes he of this? 

Flo. He neither do's, nor ſhall, 

Pol. Me-thinkes a Father, 
Is at the Nupriall of his ſoane, a gueſt 
That belt becomes the Table: Pray you once more 
is not your Father growne incapeable j" 
Ot realonable affayres? Is henot ſtupid 
With Age, and altring Rheumes? Can he ſpeake ? heare? 
Know man, from man? Diſpute his owne cſtate 7 
Lies he nor bed-rid ? And againe, do's nothing 
But what he did, being childiſh? 

F/o. No good Sir: 
He has his health, and ampler flcength indeede 
Then moſt have of his age, X 

Pol. By my white beard, 
You offer him (if this be ſo) a wrong 
Something vnfilliall : Reaſon my ſonne 
Should chooſe himſelſe a wie, ho as goad realon 
The Father (all whole ioy is nothing elſe 
But faire poſterity) ſhould hold ſome counſaile 
In ſuch a buſineſle. = 

Flo. I yeeld all this; 
But for ſome other reaſons (my grane Sir) 
Whicih tis not fit you know, I not acquaint 
My Father of this butineſſe, 

Pol, Lerthim know't, 

Fils He ſhall nor, 

Pl, Prethee let him, 

Fla No, he muſt nor. 

Shep. Let him (my ſonne) he ſhall not need to greeue 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Flo. Come, come, he muſt not : 
Muke our Contra. 

Pol. Make your diuorce(yong fir) 
Whom ſonne I dare not call : Thou art too baſe 
To be acknowledge. Thou 8 Sceprers keire, 


- That thus affets a ſheepe-hooke? Thou, old Traitor, 


I am ſorry, that by hanging thee, I can |, 
but ſhorten thy life one weeke, And thou, freſh peece 
Of excellent Witchcraft, whom of force muſt know 
The royall Foolethou coap'ſ with. 

Sh:p. Oh muy heare. 

Pol, Iz have thy beauty ſcratcht with briers & made 
More homely then thy ſtate. For thee (fond boy) 
It I may cuer know thou doſt bur hgh, 
That thou no more ſhalt neuer ſee this knacke(as neuer 
I meane thou ſhalt) wee'l barre thee from ſucceſſion, 
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our Kin, 
Farre then Dexcaliox off : (marke thou my words) 
Follow vs tothe Court. Thou Churle, for this time 
(Though tull of our diſpleaſure) yer we freethee 
Fromthe dead blow ot it, And you Enchantment, 

Wor. 


— em. td 
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Worthy enough a Heardſman : yea him too, 
That makes himſelfe (but for our Honor therein) 
Vnworthy thee. It euer henceforth, thou 
Theſe rurall Latches, to his entrance open, 
Or hope his body more, with thy embraces, 
L will deuife a death,as cruell for thee 
As thou art tender to't. 

Ferd, Euen heere vadone : 
I was not much a-fear'd : for once, or twice 
| was about to ſpeake, and tell him plainly, 
The ſelfe- ſame Sun, that ſhines vpon his Court, 
Hides not his viſage fromour Cottage, bur 
Lookes on alike. Wilt pleaſe you (Sir) be gone? 
I told you what would come of this : Beſcech you 
Of your owne ftate take care : This dreame of mine 
Being now awake, Ile Queene it no inch farther, 
But milke my Ewes, and weepe. 

Cam, Why how now Father, 
Speake ere thou dyeft, 

Shep. 1 cannot ſpeake, nor thinke, 
Nor dare to know, that which I know : O Sir, 
You hane vndone a man of foureicore three, 
That thought to fill his graue in.quier : yea, 
To dye vpon the bed my father dy de, 
To lye cloſe by his honeſt bones ; bat now 
Some Hangman mult pt on my ſhrowd, and lay me 
Whezeno Prieſt ſhovels-in duſt. Oh curfed wretch, 
That knew'lt chis was the Prince, and wouldit aduenture 
To mingle faith with him. Vndone, vndone : 
If I might dye within this houre, I haue liu'd 
Todie whenl dehire, 

Ho, Why looke you ſo vpon me ? 
I am but ferry, not aftear'd : delaid, 
Butnothing altred ; What I was, I am: 
More [training on, for plucking backe; not following 
My leaſh vowillingly. 

Cam. Gracious my Lord, 
You know my Fathers temper : at this time 
He will allow no ſpeech : (which I do gheſſe 
You do not purpole to him:) and as hardly 
Will he endnre your ight, as yer | feare; 
Then till the fury of h1s Highneſle ſectle 
Come not before him, 

Flo. 1 notpurpole ir: 
I thinke Camillo. 

Cam. Euen he, my Lord. 

Per. How often haue | told you'twould be thus? 
How often ſaid my dignity would laſt 
Bur till 'ewer knowne? 

Fls. It cannot faile, but by 
The violation of my faith, and then 
Let Nature cruſh the ſides o'th earth together, 
And marre the ſeeds within, Lift vp thy lookes : 
From my ſucceſſion wipe me {Father) 1 
Am heyre to wy afteCtion. 

Cam. Beacuis'd, 

Flo. Tam: and by my fancie,if my Reaſon 
Will thereto be obedient : 1 haue reaſon : 
Ifnor, my ſences better pleas'd with madnefle, 
Dc bid it welcome. 

Cam. This 1s deſperate ( hr.) 

Fle. So call it : butit do's fulfill my vow: 
I needs muſt thinke it honeſty. Camille, 
Not for Bohemia, nor the pompe that may 
Be thereat gleaned: for all the Sun ſees, or 


Exit. 


Exit, 


The cloſe earth wombes, or the profound ſeas, hides 
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ee. 
In vnknowne fadomes, will | breake my oth 
To thus my faire belou'd :Therefore, I pray you, 
As you haue ever bin my Fathers honour'd friend, 
When he ſhall miſſe me, as (in faith I meane not 
To ce him any more) caſt your good counſailes 
Vpon his paſsion : Let my ſelfe, and Fortune 
Tug for thetime to come. This you may know, 
And io deliuer, I am put to Sea 
With her, who heere I cannot hold on ſhore: 
And moſt opportune to herneede, I haue 
A Veſlell rides faſt by, butnor prepar'd 
For inis defigne. What courſe I meane to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Concerne me the reporting. 
(arm. O my Lord, 
I would your ſpirit were eaſier for aduice, 
Or tronzer tor your neede, 
Flo. Hearke Perdita, 
Ile heare you by and by, 
Cam. Hee's irremoveable,' 
Relolu'd for flight : Now were | happy if 
His going, I could frame to ſerue my rurne, 
Save him from danger, do him loue and honor, 
Purchale the ſight againe of deere Sicillia, 
And that vnhappy King, my Maſter, whom 
I ſo much thirſt to ſee. 
Flo, Now good Camills, 
I am {o fraught with curious buſineſle, that 
I leaue out ceremony. 
Cars . Sir, I thinke 
You haue beard of my poore ſeruices, i'th loue | 
That 1 haue borne your Father? 
Flo. Very nobly 
Haue youdeſeru'd : It is my Fathers Muficke 
To lpeake your deeds : not little of his care 
To haue them recompenc'd, as thought on, 
Cam. Well (my Lord) 
If you may pleaſe to thinke I loue the King, 
And through him, what's neereſt to him, which is 
Your graci0u5 ſelfe; embrace but wy direQion, 
If your more ponderous and {etled project 
May ſuffer alteration. On mine honor, 
Ile point you where you {hall have ſuch receiuing 
As (hall become your Highneſſe, where you may 
Enioy your Miſtris ; from the whom, I ſee 
There's no difiunCtion to be made, but by 
(As hzauens foretend) your ruine : Marry her, 
And with my beſt endeuours, in your abſence, 
Your diſcontenting Father, ſtrive ro qualifie 
And bring him vp to liking, 
Flo* How Camillo 
May this (almott a miracle) be done ? 
That I may call thee ſomerhing more then man, 
And after that truſt to thee, 
(am. Have you thought on 
A place whereto you'l go & 
Flo. Not any yet : 
But as th*'ynthought-on accident is guiltie | 
To what we wildely do, ſo we profeſle 
Our ſelues to be the {laues of chance, and flyes 
Of every winde that blowes. 
| 


Cam, Thenlifttome: 
This tollowes, if you willnot change your purpoſe 
But vndergo this flight; make for Sicilhia, 
And there preſent your ſelfe, and your fayre Princeſle, 
(For ſo I ſee ſhemuſt be) fore Leontes 3 
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[11 id She ſhall be habitcd, as it becomes , my Pack from faſting : they throng who ſhould buy firft, 
ESI | The partner ot your Bed. Me thinkes I ſee | aS if iny Trinkets had beene hallowed, and brought a be- 
| [7 | | Leontes opening his free Armes,and weeping | nediftion tothe buyer : by which meanes, 1 ſaw whoſe 
T3405. | His Welcomes forth:asks thee there Sonne forgiueneſſe, | Purſe was beſt in RyAure 3 and what I ſaw, to my good 
Bat! | As'cwere 1h” Fathers perſon: kiſſes the hands | vie, I remembred,” My Clowne (who wants but fome- | 
| [ ; Of your freſh Pcincefle; ore and ore diuides him, | thing to bea reaſonable man) grew ſo in loue with the 
F.16 "T wixt his vnkindnefſe,and his Kindnefle ; hone | Wenches Song,that hee would not ſtirre his Pecty-toes, 
[| f : He chides to Hell,and bids the other grow | till he had both Tune and Words, whieh fo drew the reft 
Wal |! Faſter then Thought, or Time. | of the Heard tome, that all their other Sences ftucke in 
Wa | Flo, Worthy Camilo, ; Eares: you might haue pinch'd a Placket, it was ſence- 
i ; þ \What colour for my Viſitation, ſhall I | leſie;” rwas nothing to gueld a Cod-peece of a Purſe: I 
| ;: 988 | Hold vp before him? would haue filPd Keycs of that hung in Chaynes : no 
[4 144 | Cam. Sent by the King your Father | hearing,no feeling, but my Sirs Song, and admiring the 
| | {1 : To greet him, and to giue him comforts, Sir, | Nothing of it, Sothat inthis time ot Lethargie,I pickd 
Wi! ( The manner of your bearing towards him, with and cut moſt of their Feftiuall Purſes: And had not the 
"2.08 ul \What you (as from your Father) ſhall deliuer, old-man come in with a Whoo-bub againſt his Davgh- 
WY 1. | Thiogs knowne berwixrvs three, ile write you downe, ter, and the Kings Sonne, andicar'd my Chowghes from 
| i bt! The which ſhall point you forth at every ſtring the Chaffe, I had not left a Purie alive in the whole 
HR \ What you muſt ſay: that he ſhall ror perceive, Army. 
| | [ at that you haue your Fathers Bolome there, Cam. Nay,burt my Letters by this meanes being there 
i f And ſpeake his very Heart, So ſoone as you arriue,ſhall cleare that Coubr, 
a Flo. lam bound to you: Flo. And thole that you'le procure from King Leontes? 
mT There is ſome {appe in this. Cam, Shall (atisfie your Father, 
"4M Cam. A Courle more promiling, Perd. Hippy de you : 
4 Then a wild dedication of you; ſelves All that you ipeake, ſhewes faire. 
j Th To vnpath d \Waters,vndream'd Shores; moit certaine, | Cam, Who haue we here ? 
Lf To Mileries enough : no hope to helpe you, | Wec'le mske an Inftrument of this : omir 
0! Bur as you ſhake off one,ro take znother. Nothing may giue vs aide, 
| Nothing ſo certaine,as your Anchors, who Aut, If they baue over-heard me now: why hanging. 
"Hy. Doe their beſt office, if they can bur [tay you, Cam. How now (good Fellow) 
3M! Where youlc be loth to be : behdes you know, Why ſhak'| thou ſo? Feare nor (m1an) 
of: Profperitie's the very bond of Loue, Here's no harme intended to thee, 
abt Whole !reſh complexion,and whole heart together, Aut, Tama poore Fellow, Sir. 
41 Afﬀiction alcers, Cam, Why,be ſo till : here's no body will tcale that 
o Perd. One of theſe is true : fromthee : yer for the our-lide of thy pouertie, we muſt 
+ * [ T rhinke Aﬀthiction may ſubdue the Checke, maze an exchange; therefore diſ-caſe thee inftantly thou 
1108 But not take-in the Mind, muſt thinke there's a neceſſitie in't)and change Garments 
this. Cam. Yea? ſay you lo? with this Gentleman: Though the penny-worth (on his 
Fr There ſhall not, at your Fathers Honſe,theſe tlcuen yeeres | fide) be the worſt, yer hold thee,there's ſome boot. 
Fi Be borne aaother {uch, *ut, I am a poore Feilow, Sir: (I know ye well 
4b. . Flo, My good Camilo, | enough, ) 
we 4 She's as forward, of her Breeding,2s {am, Nay prechce diſpatch: theGentleman is halfe 
.% Sheis1'th'reare *our Birth, fled ah:cady. 
'Þ Cam. I cannot lay, tis pitty Arnt. Are you in earneR,Sir? (I ſmell thetrick on'r.) 
my | | She lack* lnflructions, for the ſ{eemes a M:Btrefle | F/o. Diſpatch,lI prethee, 
'S. To moſt that tcach, Ant, Indeed I liauc had Earneſt, but I cannot with 
S+ Perd. Your pardon Sir,tor this, conicience take it, 
F Ile bluſh you Thanks. Cam. Vnbuckle,vnbuckle, 
{4 Fo, My prettie!t Perana, Fortunate M:fireſſe (let my prophecie 
4 ' 3Z Bur O,the Thornes we ſtand vpon: (Camillo) Come home to ye:) you mutt retire your ſelfe , 
(Hi | Preſeruer of my Father,now of me, Into ſome Covert ; take your ſweer-hearts Hat 
G | '& he Medicine of our Houſe : how (ball we doe ? And pluck it ore your Browes, mutfle your face, 
{#, Z We arenot furniſh'd ike Beherma's Sonne, | Diſ-mantle you, and (as you can) diſſiken 
8 Nor ſhall appeare in S:ici{1a. ae truth of your owne ſeeming, that you may 
M1108 (_ (am. My Lord, | (For | doe feare eyes ouer) to Ship-boord 
en MI Feare none of this : Ithinke you know my fortunes Get vndelcry'd. 
bb, R Fo" Doe all Ilyethere: it (hall be to my care, Perd. 1 leethe Play lo lyes, 
WEEK To bur you royally appointed,as it 7 hat | muſt beare a part, = 
%  WH44 The Sceve you play,were mine, For inftance Sir, { aw, No remedie: 
” q i F That you may know vou thall not want: one word, Haue you done there ? 
; l w. | Enter Aut HICKS. f 3 Pe Flo. Snould I now meet my Father, 
"Te Aut, Hana, what a Foote Honettie is? and Truſi(his He would rot call me Sonne. 
3% +-- | | iworne brother)'a very tmple Gentleman. I have {old Cam. Nay,you ſhall have no Hat : 
8: 8F": b ell my Tr 2mperie: not a counterfeit Stone,nota Ribbon, | Come Lady,come: Farewell (my friend.) 
; 's | v.þ Glaſſc, Pomander, Browch, Table-booke, Ballad, Knite, Ant. Adieu, Sir, ; 
| y d [ oY :,Gloue,Shooe-tye, Bracelet, Horne-Ring, to keepe | Flo, O Peraita: what haue we twaine forgot? In 
4.19 Jy & | oe ray | 
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Pray you a word. 
Cam. What I doe next, ſhall be to tell the King 
Of this eſcape,and whither they are bound; 
Wherein,my hope is,I ſhall ſo preua a 
To force him after : in whoſe com K, : | 
I ſhall re-view Sicih:a; for whoſe boht 
[| haue a Womans Longing. 

Flo. Fortune ſpeed vs: 
Thus we ſet on (Camills) to th' Sea-fide, 
Cam. The ſwifter ſpeed,the better, Exit. 
Ant, 1 vnderſtand the bufinefle, I heare it : to have an 
open eare,a quick eye, and a nimble hand,is neceſſary for 
a Cut-purſe; a good Noſe is requiſite alſo, to ſmell out 
worke for th'other Sences. I ſee this is the time that the 
yniuſt man doth thrive, hat an exchange had this been, 
without boot 2 \ hat a boot is here, with this exchange? 
Sure the Gods doe this yeere conhtiue at vs, and we may 
doe any thing extempore. The Prince himlelfe is about 
a peece of Jniquitie (tcaling away from his Father, with 
his Clog zt his hecles:) if i thought it were a peece of ho. 
neftic to acquaint the King withall, i wonld not do't: 1 
hold it the more knauerie to conceale it; and therein am 
I conſtant to my Profeſſion, 

Enter Clowne and Shepheard. 

Aſide,afide, here is more matter for a hot braine : Euery 
Lanes end, euery Shop,Church,Sefſion, Hanging, yeclds 
a carefull man worke, 

Clowne. See,ſee: what a man you are now? there is no 
other way, but to tell the King ſhe's a Changeling, and 
none of your fleſh and blood, 

Shep. Nay,but heare me, 

Clew, Nay; but heare me, 

Shep, Goe too then. 

Clow. She being none of your fleſh and blood, your 
fleſh and blood ha's not offended the King, and ſo your 
fleſh and blood is not to be puniſh'd by him. Shew thoſe 
things you found about her (thoſe ſecret things, all but 
what ſhe ha's with her:)This being done,let the Law goe 
whiſtle: I warrant you. 

Shep, 1Iwill tell the King all, every word, yea, and his 
Sonnes prancks too ; who, I may ſay, is no honelt man, 
neither to his Father,nor to me,to goe about to make me 
the Kings Brother in Law. 

Claw. Indeed Brother in Law was the fartheſt off you 
could haue beene to him, and then your Blood had beene 
the dearer,by I know how much an ounce. 

Ant, Very wiſely (Puppies.) 

Shep. Well: letvsto the King: there is that in this 
Farthell,will make him ſcratch his Beard. 

Aut, 1 know not what impediment this Complaint 
may be to the flight of my Maſter, 

Clo, *Pray heartily he be at' Pallace. 

Ant.Though I am nor naturally honeſt, T am ſo ſome- 
times by chance : Ler me pocket vp my Pedlers excre- 
ment, How now(Ruftiques) whither are you bound ? 

| Shep, Toth' Pallace (and it like your Worſhip.) 
Ant, Your Aﬀaires there? what? with whom? the 
Condition of that Farthell? theplace of your dwelling ? 
your names? your ages? of what hauing? breeding,and 
any thing thar js fitting to be knowne,di{couer ? 

Clo. Weare bur plaine fellowes, Sir. 

Art, ALye; you are rough,and hayrie: Let me have 
no lying; it becomes none but Tradeſ-mengand they of. 
ten giue vs (Souldiers) the Lye, but wee pay them forit 
with ftamped Coyne,not ſtabbing Steele, therefore they 
doenot giue vs the Lye, | 
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you had not taken your ſelfe with the manner. 

Shep. Are you a Courtier,and't like you Sir? 

Ant. Whether it Ike me,or no,] am a Courtier, Sceft 
thou not the ayre of the Court,in theſe enfoldings? Hath 
not my gate in it,the meaſure of the Court? Receives not 
thy Note Court-Odour from me? Refle@ I not on thy 
Baſenefle, Court-Contempt ? Think'R thou, for that I 
inhinuate, at toaze from thee thy Buſineſſe, 1am there- 
fore no Courtier ? I am Courtier Cap-a-pe; and one that 
will eyther puſh-on, or pluck-back, thy Buſineſle there: 
whereupon I command thee to open thy Aﬀaire. 

Shep, My Buſineſſe,Sir,is tothe King. 

Aut, What Aduocate ha'ſt thou to him? | 

Shep. I know not (and't like you.) 

C/o, Aduocate's the Court-word for a Pheazant: ſay 
you hauenone. 


Aut, How bleſſed are we,that arenot ſimple men? 
Yet Nature might haue made me as theſe are, 
Therefore I will not diſdaine. 

Cle. This cannot be bur a great Courtier. 

Shep. His Garments are rich, but he weares them not 
handſomely, 

Clo, He ſeemes to be the more Noble,in being fanta- 
ſticall : A great man, Ile warrant ; I know bythe picking 
on's Teeth, 

Aat, The Farthell there £ What's i'th' Farthell? 
Wherefore that Box ? 

Shep. Sir, there lyes ſuch Secrets in this Farthell and 
Box,which none muſt know bur the King,and which hee 
ſhall know within this houre, if [ may come to th' ſpeech 
of him. 

Aut. Age, thou haſt loſt thy labour, 

Shep. Why Sir? 

Ant.The King is not at the Pallace,heis gone aboord 
a new Ship,to purge Melancholy, and ayre himſelfe : for 
if thou bee'ſt capable of things ſerious, thou muſt know 
the King is full of griefe. 

Shep. So 'tis ſaid (Sir:) about his Sonne, that ſhould 
haue marryed a Shepheards Daughter. 

Ant, If that Shepheard be not in hand-faft, let him 
flyez the Curſes he ſhall hauegthe Tortures he ſhall fecle, 
will breake the back of Man,the heart of Monſter, 

Clo. Thinke you ſo,Sir? 

Aut, Not hee alone ſhall ſuffer what Wit can make 
heauie,and Vengeance bitter;but thoſe that are lermaine 
to him (though remou'd fiftie times) ſhall all come vnder 
the Hang-man : whichzthough ir be great pitty, yet ic18 
neceſſarie. An old Sheepe-whiſtiing Rogue, a Rameten- 
der,to offer to haue his Daughter come into grace?Some 
ſay hee ſhall be ſton'd : but that death is too ſoft for him 
(fay I:) Draw our Throne into a Sheep-Coat? all deaths 
are too fewgthe ſharpeſt too eaſie, 

Clo. Ha's the old-man ere a Sonne Sir(doe you heare) 
and'r. like you, Sir ? 

Ant, Hee ha's a Sonne : who ſhall be flayd aliue, then 
'noynted ouer with Honey, ſet on the head of a Walſpes 
Neſt,thenſtand till he be three quarters and a dram dead; 
then recover'd againe with Aquavite, or ſome other hot 
Infuſion: rthen,raw as he is(and in the hoteft day Progne- 
fication proclaymes) ſhall he be ſer againſt a Brick-wall, 
(the Sunne looking with a South-ward eye ypon him; 
where hee is to behold him,with Flyes blown to death.) 
But what talke we of theſe Traitorly-Raſcals, whoſe mi- 
ſeries are to be {mil'd at,their offences being ſo copint 
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Che. Your Worſhip had like to have giuen ys one, if | 


Shep, None, Sir: I have no Pheazant Cock,nor Hen. | 
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Teil me{tor you ſreme to be honeſt plainemen)wharyou 
hauc to the King : beirg lormetbing gently confider'd, le 
bring you where he 1s 2Doord, tender your perſons to his 
preſence, whiſper him in your behalfes ; and if it be in 
| man, befides the King to oicet your Suites, here is man 
| all coe it, 
Clow. He ſeeimes to be of great authoritie: loſe with 
hm, £100 him Cold; and thOup An no! iT1E ve 2 {tub- 


ſhrew the 1n-hde of Your Purcie Co tjic OUuUt-lde ol his 
hand, and no more agorc. Remeniber fond, and flay'd 
| alit2ts 

Shep.' And's pleafe you(Sir)to yndertake the Buſineſſe 
for ys; here 13 that Gold I have: Ie make it as much 


-} more, and leave this young man in pawne, till | bring it 


Ou, 

Aut. Aﬀecr I lratic lone wiat 
\F HShep. I'Sir. 

I Amt, Well, givemeihe Moitie: 
thi; Bafineſle ? 

Clow, In forve Cort, Sir: but thou); my caſe be a put- 
"(ifu;! one,! JOp4 I (hall or te © 
| Axt. Oh, that's tie caſe ©; ine Shephcaruy Sonne : 
hang him,keceie de mage an exanivie. 
| Chw, Comiort,cood comjoric; Vi emuli tothe King, 
and ſew our itravge fights; ov 
your Davghrer, nar my Sift; "cc are vone efle, Sir,] 

will give you 25 7 101125 this old man do's, whery the Pu- 
| hnefle 1 performed,ond remaine{as he layes)your pawne 
un} ir be broughe v04. 

Aut, 1 will cruftt you, Walke before toward the Seae 
fide, goeon the right hand, 1 wili but lvoke vpon the 
Hedge,and follow you, 

Clew. We aie blefs'd,in tz rant: as) may fay, even 
blcſs'd, | | 

Shep. Let's vb fore,1g he bids vs : hc ws Prouided ro 
| doe vs good. 

Ant. If ] ad a inind to be noneft,] fce Fer: ic would 
not lufFer me” : they drops Bowes in roy mouth, I am 
courted now with a4 conble oo hong Gold,and a means 
| ro doe the Prigce my Maiter £4004 winch who knowes 
how that may cnen* backe to ny auancement 2) ] will 
bring theſe two Moaſes;tnole tt 
he thanke it fir tro ſhoare thei, 2 aine, and that. the Come 
plaint they hauz to we bing, concernes him nothing, leg 
him call me Rogue, lor bem 2 1 tarre officious, tor ] am 
proote againit ther Mile, and var ſhame clic belongs 
to't: To him will I pretent them,there may be matter in 
It. , Cant, 
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Enter Leontes,Cloomines, Dion, FP aa.mna, Servants : 

Florizel, Perdita. 

Cleo. Sir, you hauc done enough,and haue peiform'd 

A Saint-like Sorrow : No tault could you make, 

Which you hane not ftedeem'd ; indeed pay'd downe 

More penitence, then done treſpas: At the laſt 

Doe, the Heavens haue done forget your cuill, 

Waith them, forgiue your ſeltc. 

Lee. WW hilett remember 

Her,and ber Vertues, I cannot foryet 
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oft kuow £4 none of 
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ky blemiſhes in them,and io fill thinke of 
The wrong I did my lelte; which was fo much, 
That Heire-lefle xt hath made my Kingdome,and 
Defroy'd the ſweer'ſi Companion, that ere man 
Bred his hopes out of,true. 
Paul, Too true (my Lord:) 
If one by one, you wedded all the World, 
Or trom the Alithat are,tooke ſomething good, 
To make a pertect Woman; ſhe you kill'd, 
Would be vnparallell'd, 
Les, ] thinke fo, Kill'd? 
She I kill d ? I did fo: but thou frik'ſt me 
Sorely, to ſay I did : it is as bitter 
Vpon tify Tongue,as in my Thought, Now,good You, 
Say ſo but ſeldome. 
{!eo, Not ar all, good Lady: 
You might have ſpoken a thouſand things,that would 
Haue Cone the time more benefit,and grac'd 
Your kindnefle better. , 
Parl. Youareone of thoſe 
Vould hate him wed againe, 
Dio, It you would not fo, 
You pity not the State,nor the Remembrance 
Of his moft Soucraigne Naine: Conſider !;r:!e, 
What Dangers,by his Highnedle faile of live, 
May drop vpon his Kingdome,and deuoure 
Incertaine lookers on, What were more holy, 
Then to reioyce the formes Queene is weli ? 
W hat holyer,then tor Royalties repayre, 
For preſent comfort, and for future good, 
Todblefie the Ped of Maictlic agaiue 
With a ſweet Fellow to't ? 
Paul. There is none worthy, 
(Re(pecting herthat's gone: ) beſides the Gods 
Will haue fulflPd their ſecrer purpoles : 
For ha's not the Diuine Apolls laid ? 
I'St not the tenor of lus Oracle, 


That King Leanres (hall not have an Heire, 


Till his loft Ch:1d be found 2 VUhich, thar it (hall, 


Is ail as monltrous to our humane reztong 
As my +4ntizonw to breake his Grauc, 
And come againe tome: who,on my life, 
Dd periſh with the Intant. *Tis your councel!, 
My Lord ſhould tothe Heoanens be contrary, 
Oppoſe againſt their wills, Care not for live, 
The Crowne will ind an Heice. Great Alexuuder 
Left his ro th* VV ortlieſt ; ſo his Succeilor 
Was like ro he the beſt. 
Les. Good Palma, 
Who haſt the memorie of Hermione 
I know in honar : O,chat euer 1 
Had {quar'd me to thy councell : then,cuen now, 
I might hauc look'd ypon my Queenes full eyes, 
Haus taken Treaſure from ker Lippes, 
Pas!, Andleftthem _ 
More rich, for what they yeelced, 


. Leo, Thou ſpean'(t truth : 


No more {uch Wiues,therefore no Wife : one worſe, 
And better vs'd, would make her Sainted Spirit 
Againe poſlſeſſc her Corps,and on this Stage 
(Where we Offendors now appeare) Soulc-yext, 
And begin,why to me? 

Pan!, Hd ſhe ſuch power, 
She had iuft ſuch cauſe. 

Leo. She had, and would incenſe me 
To murther her | marryed. 

Pasl., ] 


a. —_— 
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Paul, I ſhould fo : 
Were | the Ghoſt that walk'd,11'd bid yon marke 
Her eye,and tell me for what dull part in't 
You choſe her : then I'd ſhrieke,that euen your eares 
Should rift to heare me,and the words that follow'd, 
Should be, Remember mine. 
Leo. Starres,Starres, 
Andall eyes elſe,dead coales: feare thouno Wiſes 
lle haue no Wife, Pav/ine, 
Paul. Will you ſweare 
Neuer to marry, but by my free leave ? 
Leo. Neuer (Pav/ima) lo be bleſs'd my Spirit. 
Pasl.Tlen good wy Lords, beare witnefle to his Oath, 
Cleo, You terypt him ouer-much. 
Paul. Vnleſle another, 
As like Hermionegas is her Picture, 
Affront his eye, 
Cleo. Good Madame,l hane done. 
Pan, Yetif my Lord will marry : if you will, Sir; 
No remedie but you will ; Giue me the Office 
To chuſe you a Queene : ſhe ſhall not be to young 
As was your former,bur ſhe ſhall be ſuch 
As (walk'd your firſt Quteenes Ghoft) it ſhould take joy 
To ſee her in your armes. | 
Leo, My true Panlina, 
We ſhall not marry,till chou bid ys. 
Paul. Thar 
Shall be when your firſt Queene's againe in breath: 
Neuer till then, 
Enter a Serwart. 
Ser, One that giues out himſelfe Prince Florizell, 
Sonne of Polixenes,with his Princeſſe (ſhe 
The faireſt I haue yer beheld) deſires acceſſe 
To your high preſence, 
Leo. What with him? he comes not 
Like to his Fathers Greatnefle : his approach 
(So out of circumſtancegand ſuddaine) tells vs, 
Tis not a Viſitaticn fram'd, but forc'd 
By need,and accident. What Trayne? 


1 Ser. But few, 


And thoſe but meane, 
Leo. His Princeſle (ſay you) with him? 
Ser, I: the moſt peereleſle peece of Earth,I thinke, 


{ That ere the Sunne ſhone bright on, 
1 Parxl. Oh Hermione, 
| As euery preſent Time doth boaſt it ſelfe 


Aboue a better, gone; ſo muſt thy Grave 
Giue way to what's ſcene now. Sir, you your ſelfe 
Haue ſaid,and writ ſo; bur your writing now 
Is colder then that Theame: ſhe had not beene, 
Nor was not to be equall'd,thus your Verſe 
Flow'd with her Beautic once 'tis ſhrewdly cbb'd, 
To ſay you haue ſeene a better, 

Ser, Pardon, Madame : 
The one,] haue almoft forgot (your pardon:) 
The other, when ſhe ha's obtayn'd your Eye, 
Will haue your Tongue too, This is a Creature, 


1 


| Would ſhe begin a Se, might quench the zeals 


Of all Profeſſors elſe ; make Protelyres 

Of who ſhe bur bid follow, 

Pas!l. How? not women? 

Ser, Women will loue her;that ſhe is a Woman 
More worth then any Man: Men,that ſhe is 

The rareſt of all Women, 

Lee, Goe Cleomines, 

Your ſelfe (affiſted with your honor'd Friends) 


—_—_— ——— Ds 
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Bring them to our embracerzent, Still 'tis ſtrange, 
He thus ſhould Reale ypon ys, Exit, 

Pax/, Had our Prince 
(lewell of Children)ſeene this houreghe had payr'd 
Well with this Lord; there was not full a moneth 
Berweene their births. 

Leo, Prethee no more; ceaſe : thou know'ſt 
He dyes to me againe,when talk'd-of: ſure 
When I ſhall ſee this Gentleman, thy ſpeeches 
Will bring me to conſider that, which may 
Vaturniſh me of Reaſon, They are come. 

Enter Florizell, Perdita,Cleomines and others, 

Your Mother was moſt true to Wedlock,Prince, 
For ſhe did print your Royall Father off, 
Conceiving you, Were | but twentie one, 
Your F:t'ers Image is ſo hit in you, 


ee —— 


| (His very ayre) that I ſhould call you Brother, 


4.5 | did him, and ſpeake of ſomething wildly 
By vs perform'd before, Moſt dearely welcome, 
And your faire Princeſſe (Goddeſle) oh: alas, 
T loſt a couple, that 'twixt Reauen and Earth 
Might thus haue ftood, begerting wonder,as 
You (gracic us Couple) doe: and then T loft 
(All mine owne Folly) the Socictie, 
Amitie too of your braue Father, whom 
(Though bearing Miſerie) I defire my life 
Once more to looke on him. 

Flo, By his command 
Haue I here touch'd Sici/ia,and from him 
Giue you all greetings,that a King (at friend) 
Can ſend his Brother : and bur Infirmitie 


(\Vhich waits ypon worne times)hath ſomcthing ſeiz'd | 


His wiſh'd Abilitie, he had himſelfe 
The Lands and Waters, *rwixt your Throne and his, 
Mealſur'd,to looke vpon you ; whom heloues 
(He bad me ſay ſo) more then all the Scepters, 
And thole that beate chem, liuing, 
Leo. Oh my Brother, 
(Good Gentleman) the wrongs I haue done thee,ſtirre 
Atreſh within me : and theſe thy offices 
(Sorarely kind) are as Interpreters 
Of my behind-hand flackneſſe, Welcome hither, 
As is the Spring toth'Earth, And hath he too 
Expoy'd this Paragon to th' fearetull viage 
(Ar leaſt vngentle) of the dreadfull Neptune, 
To greet a 11an,nor worth her paiaes; much lefſe, 
Th'aduenture of her perſon ? 
Flo, Good my Lord, 
She came from Libia. 
Leo. Where the Warlike Smalw, 
That Noble honor'd Lord, is fear'd,and lou'd ? 
Flo. Molt Royal Sir, 
From thence : from him, whoſe Daughter 
His Teares proclaym'd his parting with her : thence 
(A proſperous South-wind friendly)we haue croſs'd, 
To execute the Charge my Father gaue me, 
For viſiting your Highneſſe : My beſt Traine 
I haue from your Sic/lia# Shores diſmiſs'd; 
Who for Bohemia bend,to ſignific 
Not onely my ſucceſle in Libia (Sit) 
But my arrivall, and my Wifes, in ſafetie 
Here,where we are. 
Leo, The blefſed Gods 
Purge all Infetion from our Ayre, whileft you 


| Doe Clymate here : you haue a holy Father, 


A gracefull Gentleman, againſt whoſe perſon ' 
o 


— — 


—_  __—__ lite. All. —_—_W__ 


rn 


* 615 


OO et WA" Av EE De ay. oe wg 
- - 
* _ 
dog = 


Ft » 
h RISE: 
: | 0d 
Et © 2 
r ES. 
: Be) 
l oy. | 
[7 =. 2 
l 00 
[+4 F 
: n 147 
R + 
| bi! 4 c 
7 +» 7.005 
F %þ 
(FFF : | 
44 « 
Fi 
q '% 
Ld 6;'FE 
of 4 
\ W 
| bt "4 
þ i. 
Ihe 


ZO O 
| (So ſacred as it 15) I have done finne, 
| For which,the Heauens (taking angry note) 
Haue left me Ifſuesleſlc : and linkers bleſs'd 
(As be from Heaven merits it) with you, 
Worthy his goodnefſe, What might I haue been, 
Might I a Sonne and! Davghter now haue look'd on, 
Such goodly things as you ? 
Enter a Lord, 
Loyd. Moſt Noble Sir, 

That which I ſhall report, will beare no credit, 
Were not theproofe lo nigh, Pleaſe you(great Sir) 
'Zobemia greets you from himlelfe,by me : 
Dehires you to attach his Sonne,who ha's 
(His Dignitie, and Dutie both caſt off ) 
Fled from his Father,trom his Hopes,and with 
A Shepheards Daughter. 
| Leo. Where's Zobema? ſpeake; 

Lord. Here,in your Citie ; I now came from him. 
I ſpeake amazeCly, and it becomes 
My meruaile,and my Meſfiage, To your Court 
Whiles he was haſtning (in the Chaſe,it ſcemes, 
Of this faire Couple) meetes he on the way 
The Father of this ſeeming Lady, and 
Her Brother, hauing both their Countrey quitted, 


With + young Prince. 


ER 


Flo. Camille ha's betray'd me; 

Whoſe honor, ang whoſc honettic till now, 
{ Endar'd all Weathers. 

Lord. Lay't foto his charge : 

{| He's with the King your Father. 

Leo. Who? Camille? . 

Lord, Camills ($1;:) I ſpake with him: whonow 
Ha's theſe poore mien in queſtion, Neuer faw | 
Wretches fo quake: they kneele,they kifle the Earth; 
Forſweare them(ſclues as often as they ſpeake: 
Bohemia tops his eares,and threatens them 
With divers deaths, in death. 

Perd. Oh my poore Father : 

The Heauen-ſers Spyes vpon vs,will not haue 
Our Contract cciebrated, 

Leo. You are marryed ? 

Fls, We are not (Sir) norare we like to be : 
The Starres (1 ſee) will kifſe the Valleyes firſt; 
The oddes for high and low's alike, 

Leo. My Lord, 

Is this the Daughter of a King? 

Th. She is, 

When once ſhe is my Wife. 

Leo, That once (1 tee ) by your good Fathers ſpeed, 
Will come-on very flowly. 1am ſorry 
(Moſt ſorry) you haue broken from his liking, 
\Where you were ty'd in dutie : and as ſorry, 

Your Choiſe is not fo rich in Worth, as Beautic, 
That you might well enioy her. 

Flo, Deare,looke vp : 

Though Fer:ane,vitible an Enemie, 

Should chaſe vs, with my Father ; powre no tot 
{{ath ſhe co change our Loues. Beleech you (Sir) 
R-member,fince you ow d co more to T ime 

{ Then I Coe now: with thought of ſuch AﬀeCtions, 
' Srep forth mine Aduocare : at your requeſt, 


{My Father will graunt precious things,as Trifles, 


Lv. Would he doe fo, ld beg your precious Miftris, 


Pal. Sir (my Liege } 


' 

| Which he counts but a Trifle, 
| You: cyc ach reo much youth 1a't : not a moneth 
| opt 


—_— — 


| 


| Eueninthele Lookes I made, Bur your Petition 


——  ERW—————  — — 
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CHLOE SEAN 


Fore your Queene dy" d,ſhe was more worth ſuch gaZes, 
Then what you looke on now. 
Lee. I thought of her, 


Is yet vn-anſ{wer'd : I will to your Father : 
Your Honor not o're-throwne by your defires, 

I am friend to them,and you : Vpen which Errand 

[ now goe toward him : therefore follow me, 

And marke what way I make; Come good my Lord. 


Exeunt, 


Scena Secunda. 


LD —— — —  — 


Enter Antolicua,and a Gentleman. 


Ant. Beſeech you (Sir)were you preſent at this Re- 
lation? F 

Gent.1, I was by atthe opening of the Farthell, heard 
the old Shepheard deliver the manner how he found it : 
Whereupon(zttera little amazedneſſe )we were all com- 
manded out of the Chamber: onely this (me thought) 1 
heard the Shepheard ſay,be found the Child. 

Axt, 1 would moſt gladly know the iſſue of it, 

Gent.1. I make a broken deliuerie of che Buſineſſe; 
bur the changes I percciued 1n the King,and Cams, were 
very Notes of admiration : they ſeem'd almoſt, with ſta. 
ring on one another, to reare the Caſes of their Eyes, 
{cre was {ſpeech in their dumbneſle, Language in their 
very gelture: they look'd as they had heard of a World 
:anſon'd,or one deſiroyed : a notable paſſion of Won- 
der appeared inthem: but the wiſeſt beholder,that knew 


| no more but ſeeing, could nor ſay, if th'importance were | 


Il ,y,or Sorrow; but inthe extremitie of the one, it muſt 

needs be, Enter another Gentleman. 

Here comes a Gentleman, that happily knowes more: 

The Newes, Rogers, | 

Gent.2, Nothing but Bon-fires:the Oracle is fulfill 'd; 
the Kings Daughter is found : ſuch a deale of wonder is 
broken ovt within this houce, that Ballzd-makers cannot 
be ableto exprefſe it, Enter another Gentleman, 
Here comes the Lady Paulina's Steward, hee can deliver 
you more. How goes it now (Sir.) This Newes (which 
is call'd true) is ſo like an old Tale, that the vecitic of it is 
in ſtrong luſpition : Ha's the King found his Heire f 

Gent.3. Moſt true, if ever Truth were pregnant by 
Circumſtance : That which you heare, youle ſweare 
you ſee, there is ſuch vnitie in the prootes, The Mantle 
of Queene Hermiones : her Iewell about the Neck of it : 
the Letters of Antigonns found with it, which they know 
to be his Character : the Maieftic of the Creature,in re- 
ſemblance of the Mother : the AﬀeRion of Nobleneſle, 
which Nature ſhewes aboue her Breeding, and many 0- 
ther Euidences, proclayme her, with all certaintie, to be 
the Kings Daughter, Did you ſee tie meeting of the 
twoKings? 

Gent.2. No, 

Gent,;, Then haueyou loſt « Sight which was to bee 
ſeene,cannot bee ſpoken of, There wight you haue be. 
beld one Ioy crowne another,ſo and in tuch manner, that 
it ſcem'd Sorrow wept to take leaue of them ; for their 
loy waded in textes. There was caſting vp of Eyes,hol- 
ding vp of Hands, with Countenance of ſuch diſtraCtion, 
that they were to be knowne by Garment, not by Fauor, 


1 . 


| 


" = _— 
—— —_ —_ — 
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The Winters T ale. _— 
Our Kiag being ready to leape out of himſelfe, for ioy of , he at that time ouer-tone of the Shepheards Daughrer{ o 
bis found Daughter ; as if that Joy were now become a | he then tooke her to be) who began ro be much Sea-fick, 

Lofſe, cryes, Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother : then askes | and himfelfe lirtle better, extremitice of Weather conti- 

Bohemia forgiueveſle, then embraces his Sonne-in-Law: | nuing, this Myſterie remained vndiſcover'd. Burris all 

then againe worryes he his Daughter, with clipping her. | one to me: forhad 1 beene the finder-out of this Secret, 

Now he thanks the old Shepheard (which lands by,like | it would not have relliſh'd among my other difcredits. 


a Weather-bitten Conduit, of many Kings Reignes,) 1 Emer Shepheard and Clowne. 
never heard of fuch another Encounters; which lames Re- | Here come thole | haue done good to againſt my will, 
port to follow it,and vndo's delcription to foe it. and alreadie appearing in the blotſomes ot their For. 
Gent,2, \Whar, pray you, became of Atrgovrs, that | tune. : 
| carryed hence the Child? Shep. Come Boy, I am paſt moe Children: bur thy 
Gent.3, Likean old Tale till, which will have roztter | Sonnes and Daughters will be all Gentlemen borne, 
to rehearſe, though Credit be afleepe, and not an earc 0- Clow, You are well mer (Sir. ) you deny'd to fight 


pen; he was corne to pieces with a Beare : 1 his auouches | with mee this ocher day , becauſe I was no Gentleman 
the Shepheards Sonne; who ha's not onely his Irnocence | borne, See you theſe Clothes? ſay you fee them nor, 


(whith ſeemes much)co 1ufhifhe him, but a Hand-kerchiet | and thinke me fill no Gentleman borne : You were beſt 
and Rings of hi3,that P.z{me knowes, | ſay theſe Robes are not Gentlemen borne, Giue me the 
Gent. 1, What became of his Barke, and his Fol- | Lye: doe: and cry whether I am not now a Gentleman 
lowers ? borne. 
Gent 3, Wrack: the ſame inflant of their M-ſters Ant, 1 know you are now{Sir)a Gentleman borne. 


death, and in the view of the Shepheard : fo thar all che 
Inftrumeacts which av.icd ro expoſe the Child, were cen 
then loft, when it was ound, But oh the Noble Combat, 
that 'twixt Ioy and Sorrow was fought in Par{iza. Shee | fore my Father: for the Kings Sonne rooke me by the 
had one Eye declin'd for the lofle of her Hyusband, ano- | hind, and call'd mee Brother: and then the two Kings 
ther.eleuated.that the Oracle was fulh1l'd: Shee lifted the | call'd my Father Brottier : 2nd then the Prince {my Bro- 
Privc*fſe from the Earth, and ſo locks her in embracing, | ther)and the Princefſe(mySifter)calPd my Father, Father; 
as if ſhee would pun herto her heart, that ſhee might no { and fo wee wept: andthere was the ficft Gentleman-like 


Clow, 1,and haue been to any time thele foure houres. 
Shep. And fo hauc |, Roy, 
Clow. So you haue : bur I was 2 Gentleman borne He. 


Cr I er er ene —— 


- << er mce_ — 


more he in d11ver of loofing, . reares that ever we ſhed, 
Gent. 1. The Dignitie of this ARt was worth the an- Shep. We may liue (Sonne)to ſhed many more. 
dience of Kings and Þ;inc6s,for by ſuch was it acted, + Clow.1: or elle were hard lack being in fo prepoſte- 
G-:t1.3, One ot the prettyeſt couches of all, and that” | rous cftate as we are, | 
which an2'd for nine Eyes (caught the W ater, though Aut,” 1 humbly beleech you (Sir)ro pardon me all the 


not the Fi{h}) was, when at the Relation of the Qeenes | faulrs I hane committed to your Worſhip, and to giue 
death (with the manner how ſhee came to't brauety con- | me your good report tothe Prince my Maſter, 

fels'd, and lamented by the King ) how arttentiueneſſe Shep, 'Prethce Sonne doe: for we mult be gentle,now 
wounded his Daughrter, till (from one figne of dolourto | weare Gentlemen, 

another) ſhce did( with an Alas) 1 would faine ſay, bleed Clow. Thou wilt amend thy life ? 


—< _  — — 


Teares; for | am fure, my heart wept blood. Who was Amt. 1,and it like your good Worſhip, 

moſt Marble, there changed colour : ſome {wownded, all .Cloro. Giue me thy hand: I will ſweare tothe Prince, 

ſortowed : if all the World could haue ſcen't, the Woe | thou art as honeſt a true Fellow as any is iv Bobenzea. 

had beene vniverſal]. Shep. You may lay it,bur not [weare it, 
Gent.1, ' Are they returned to the Court ? Clow. Not ſweare it, now 1 am a Gentleman ? Let 
Cent.3, No: The Princefle hearing of her Mothers | Boores and Francklins {ay it,!le fweare it, 

Statue (which is in the Keeping of Pawlma) a Peece many Shep. How it itbefalle (Sonne? ) 

yeeres in doing, and now newly pertorm'd, by that rare Clow, If it be nc're fo falie, a true Geneleman may | 


| Italian Maſter, [v0 R-14%0, who (had he himſcife Erers | ſweare it,in the behalfe of his Friend : And Ile fweare to 
nitie, and could put Breath into his Worke) would be- | the Prince. thou art a tall Fellow of thy hands, and thar 
guile Nature of her Cuſtome, to perfeRtly he is her Ape: | thou wilgnot be drunke: bur 1 know thou art no tall Fel. | 
He ſo neere to Hermione, hath done Hermione, that they | low of thy hands,and that thou wilt be drunke : bur Ile 
ſay one would ſpeake to her,and ftand in hope of anfwer, | ſweareit, and 1 would thou wouldſt be a tall Fellow of 
Thither (with all greedinefle of affetion)are they gone, | thy hands, 


and there they intend to Svp. Aunt, ] will prove ſo (Sir) to my power. 
Gent. 2,*T thought ſhe had ſome great marter there in C/ow. 1by any meanes proue a tall Fellow: if I do not! 
hand, for ſhee hath privately, ewice or thrice a day, ever | wonder, how thou dar'ſt venture to be drunke, nor being 


fnce the death of Hermon, vilited that remoned Houſe, | atall Fellow,truft me not. Harke,the Kings and the Prin- 
{ Shall wee thither,ynd with our companie peece the Re= | ces (our Kindred) are going to ſee the Queenes Picture, 
10ycing ? Come, follow vs: wee'le be thy good Mafters, Exemnt. 

Gent.1. Who would be rhence, that ha's the benefir 
of Acceſle ? every winke of an Eye, ſome new Grace 


—— _ — — — 


will beborne : our Abſence makes vs vnthriftie to our Scaena Tertia. 

Knowledge, Let's along. Exit. I" h | 
Aut. Now ( had I not the daith of my former life in Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizell, Perdita,Camillo, 

me) would Preferment drop on my head, I brought the Panlina: Hermione (lthe a Statue:) Lords,Cfc. 

old man and his Sonne aboord the Prince; rold him, I 7 3&0 graue and good Paxnlina,che great comfort 


heard them talke of a Farthell,and I know not what ; but | That 1 hauc had of thee? 
(5,6 MUNIR | Cc Pan! What 


$ nr —nonm adis : - - — — 
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Paul. W hat (Soueraigne Sir) 
I did not well, I meant well : all my Seruices 
You haue pay'd home. But that you haue youchſaf'd 
(With your Crown'd Brother,and theſe your contracted 
| Heires of your Kingdomes) my poore Houſe to viſit; 
Itis a ſurplus of your Crace, winch never 
My life may laſtto anſwere, 
Leo. O Panrlmna, 
We honor you with trouble : but we came 
To ſee the Statuc of our Queene, Your Gallerie 
Hae we paſs'd through,not without much content 
In many ſingularities ; but we ſaw not 
That which my Daughter came to looke ypon, 
The Starue of her Mother, 
Paul. As ſheliu'd pecreleile, 
Ss her dead likencſie 1] doc well beleeue 
Excells what cuer yet you look'd vpon, 
| Or hand of Man hath done : theretore | keepe it 
Louely,apart, But here 1t 1s : prepare 
To ſee the Life as lhuely mock'd,as cuer 
Still Sleepe mock'd Death: behold, and (3y ris well, 
I like your filencegit the more ſhewes-off 
Your wonder: but yet ſpeake,firt you (my Liege) 
Comes it not ſomething neere 2 

Leo. Her natural! Pulture, 

Chide me (deare Stone) that T may fay indeed * 
Thou art Hermione; or rather,thou art ſhe, 

In thy not chiding : for ſ7e was a5 tender 

As Infancie,and Grace, But yer (Paulma) 

Her mione was not {o mnuch wrinckled nothing 
So aged as this ſcemes, 

Pol. Ohgnot by much. 

Parl, So much the more our Caruers excellence, 
Which lets goe-by ſome ſixteene yeeres,and makes her 
As ſhe liu'd now. 

Les. As now ſhe might haue done, 

So much to my good comfort, as it is ; 
Now piercing co my Sovule. Oh,thus ſhe Rood, 
Eyen with ſuch Life of Maieſtie(warme Lite, 

As now it coldly ſtands) when firſt | woo'd her. 
{ am aſham'd : Do's nor the Stone rebuke me, 
For being more Stone then ic? Oh Royall Peece : 
There's Magick in thy Maicitie, which ha's 

My Euils coniar'd roremembrance ; and 

From thy admiring Daughter tooke the Spirits, 
Standing like Stone with thee, 

Perd. And giue me leaucy 
And doe not lay 'tis Superſtition, that 
I kacele,and then implore her Blefſing, Lady, 

Deere Queene,that ended when I but began, 
Giue me that hand of yours,to kifle, 

Paul. O, patiertce : 

The Statue is but newly fix'd ; the Colour's 
Not dry. 

Cam. My Lord,your Sorrow was too ſore lay'd- on, 
Which {1xteene VWimers cannoc blow away, 

So many Summers dry : {carce any loy 
Did eucr ſolong hue; no Sorrow, 
[ But kill'd it ſel: much ſooner, 
| Pol. Deere my Brother, 
Ler him, that was the cauſe of this, have powre 
To rage-oft ſo much griefe from you,as he 
Will peece vp in himlelte, I 
Pevl. Indeed my Lord, 
If I had thought the ſight of my poore Image 
VWould thus have wrought you (for the Stone is mine) 


The Winters T ale. 


; I'd not have ſhew'd it. 


| 


Les. Doe not draw the Curtaine, 
Paw/, No longer ſhall you gaze on't,leaſt your Fancie 
May thinke anon, it moues, | 
Leo, Let be, let be: 
\Would I were dead,but that me thinkes alreadie. 
(What was he that did make it?) See (my Lord) 
\V ould younot deeme it breath'd 2 and that thoſe veines 
Did verily beare blood? 
Pol. 'Maſterly done: 
The very Life ſeemes warme ypon her Lippe. 
Leo, Thefixure of her Eye ha's motion in't, 
As we are mock'd with Art, 
Par, Te draw the Curtaine : 
My Lord's almoft lo farre tranſported,that 
Hee'le rhinke anon it lives. 
Les. ON (weet Paulina, 
Make me to thinke ſo twentie yeeres together : 


| 


No fetled Sences of the World can match 
The pleaſure of that madneſſe, Let'r alone. 

Paul, 1 am orry (Sir) I have thus farce ftir'd you : but 
I could afflict you farther, 

Leo, Doe Panlma : 
For this Afiction ha's a taſte as ſweet 
As any Cordiall comfort. Still me thinkes 
There 1s an ayre comes from her. What fine Chizzell 
Could ever yet cut breath ? Let noman mock me, 
For I will kifle her, 

Paul, Good my Lord, forbeare : 
7 he ruddinefle vpen her Lippe,is wet : 
You'lematre it,if you kifſe if; ftayne your owne 
Wirth Oyly Painting: ſhall I draw the Curtaine, 

Leo. No: not theſe twentie yeeres, 

Perd. Solong could I 
Stand-by, a looker-on, 

Pail. Either forbeare, 
Quir preſently the Chappell, or reſolue you 
For more amazement : if you can behold it, 
[le makethe Statue moue indeed; deſcend, 
And tzke you by the hand : bur then you'le thinke 
(Which I proteR againſt) I am aſſiſted 
By wicked Powers, 

Lee, \N hat you can make her doc, 
I am content to looke on : what ro ſpeake, 
I am content to heare: for 'tis as eafie 
To make her ſpeake,as moue, 

Paul. Iris requir'd 
You doe awake your Faith: then,all and ſtill : 
On: thoſe that thinke it4s vnlawfull Buſineſſe 
I am about, let ther depart. 

Leo. Proceed : 
No foor ſhall ſtirce. 

Paul. Muſick; awake her: Strike: 
'Tis time: deſcend: be Srone no more : approach : 
Serike all that looke ypon with meruaile : Come: 
Te fill your Grave vp: ſtirre: nay,come away: 
Bequeath to Death your numneſle: (for from him, 
Deare Life redeemes you) you perceiue ſhe ſtirres: 
Start not : her Actions ſhall be holy, as 


—— 
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You heate my Spell is lawfull : doe not ſhun her, 
Vatill you ſee her dye againe; for then 

You kil! her double: Nay,preſent your Hand : 
When ſhe was young,you woo'd her: now,in age, 


| Is ſhe become the Suitor ? 


Leo. Oh.ſhe's warme : 
If this be Magick, let itbe an Art 


Laws 
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Lawfull as Eating, 

Pol. She embraces him, 

Cam, She hangs about hisnecke, 
If ſhe percaine to lite, let her ſpeake too, 

Poli, 1, and make it manifeſt where ſhe ha's liu'd, 
Or how ſtolne from the dead ? 

Pant, That ſhe 1s living, 
Were it but told you, ſhould be hooted at 
Like an old Tale : but it appeares ſhe liues, 
Though yet ſhe ſpeake not, Marke a little while : 
Pleaſe you to interpote (faire Madam) kneele, 
And pray your Morhers blefiing : turne good Lady,' 
Our Perdua is found. 

Ifer. You Gods looke downe, 
And from your facred Viols poure your graces 
Vponmy daughters head : Tell me (mine owne) 
Where baſt thou bin preſeru'd ? Where liu'd?How found 
Thy Fathers Court ? For thou ſhalt heare that 1 
Knowing by P anl#44, that rhe Oracle 
Gaue hope thou waft in being, haue preſeru'd 
My ſelfe, to ſee the yſiue. 

Paul. There's ttme enovgh for that, 
Leaftthey defire (ypon this puſh) to trouble 
Your ioyes, with like Relation. Go together 
You precious winners all : your exultation 


_— 


| TheWinters Tale. 
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We were Cifſcuer'd : Haftily lead away. 


303 
Partake ro every one: I (an old Turtle) j 


Will wing me to ſome wither'd bough, and there 
My Mate(that s neuer to be found againe) 
Lament, till I amloſt. 

Leo, O peace Paulina : 
| Thou ſhouldſi a husband take by my conſenc, 
As I by thines Wife. This is a Match, 
And made betweene's by Vowes. Thou haſt found mine, 
But how, is to be queſtion's : forT ſaw her 
(As I thought) dead : and have (in Yaine) ſaid many 
A'prayer vpon her graue, Ile not ſeeke faire 
| (For him, I parcly know his minde) to finde thee 
An honourable husbaud, Come Camillo, 


nn ee 
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| And take her by the hand : whoſe worth, and honeſty 


Is richly noted; and heere ivſtified 

By Vs,a paire of Kings, Let's from this place. 

What? looke vpon my Brother : both your pardons, 
That ere I put betweene your holy lookes 

My ill ſuſpition : This your Son-in-law, 

And Sonne vnto the King, whomgheauens direRing 

Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Panlina, 

Leade vs from hence, where we may leyiurely | 
Each one demand, and anſwere to hiis part 


Perform'd in this wide gap of Time, fince firſt 


| — 


Exennt, 
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ofthe Acors. 


Hermione, O «cene to Leonter. 
Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and Hermione - 
Paulina, wife to Antigonus, 


——— 


- 

1 Eontes, King of Sicullia, Emilia, a Lady. 

| CAMamillus, yong Prince of Sicillia, Polixenes, King of Bohemia. 
Camillo. Florizell, Prince of Bohemia. 
Antigonws. Foure Old Shepheara, repwred Father of Perdita. 
Cleomines. C Lords of Sicilia, Clowne, his Soune, 
Dion, \ 


Antolicns, a Rogue. 
Archidamm, a Lord of Bohemia. 
O ther Lords, and Gentlemen, aud Sernant?, 
| Snepheards, and Shepheardaeſſes. 
FINIS. 
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Enter King Tohn, Queene E liver; Probrat; Her, nd 84. 


lubnry, with the Chattylion of —— 
King Tohn, bead 
way Chatillion, what would Erance with vs ? 
q Chat, Thus (xfrer greeting)ipedtes the King 
of France, *. » 


{n my behaviour to the Maieſty | 
The Lfones. Maieſty of England heere;'-- - 
Elea. Afirange beginning: borrowed Maieſty 4. - 
K. ohm. Silence (good mother)beare the Embaſſie, | 


Chat, Philip of France, inright and true benal te | 


Of thy deceged brother, G 


ſonne ;+ 


- Titan. 


— St wo 


W Prins, Scaena Wxcets . 
; [4 20G Ne 


| | Eſſex, My Liege, bere 


Abd 4.4 th ad bonds 


tl... ttt 


Which non? but heauen; and you and I; Gall ho, A 
cements | . 


. Enter 4 
isthe 
Cometrom the,Country tobe iudg'd by you 
That cre [ heare; (þ ap obemig Fo oe 
y. K.lobs, Letthemapproach + ,,. _ ../ . 
Ovr Abbies and our Priorics ſhellpay 
This expedivious charge * bac men are you ? 
| Erter Robers e,and } 
Philip. Your faichfull ſubiect,] a gentleman, 


Borne 1n, Nprihawpronſbire, and a3 ay ſonge 
As I ſuppoſz,rto Robert Faxconbri 


Arthur Plant lajes moftlawfull claime.. 
To this faire lland,and the Territories: 

To lrelard, Poyitirrs, Aniowe,T; agus Afoinn, 
Deſiring thee to lay aſide the ſword, - - 
Which ſwaies yſurpingly theſe ſeucrall titles, 
And put the ſame into yong Artbars hand , 


'| Thy Nephew, and right rovall Seucraigne, q 


X. lob \What followesaf we diſallow of this? ; _ /- 

Chat, The proud cpntrole-offierce and bloudy erce, 

To inforce theſe rights, ſo forcibly withen&dd, - | | 

K. Io. Heere have we war for war, & bloudtor bloud, 

Controlement for centrolement; fo anſwer France. | 
Chat, Then take my x -— APR my monly, 

The fartheftJimit of my E 

K. lobn. Beaxe mine to him;and fo depars i inven) 


| Be thou as lightning in the cies of France 3/4111 11 + 
| Forere thou can 


Lwill be theres; --; mY /\ 
The thander of my Cannan ſhall be heard, / t 
$0 hence : be Seoghomtpaieins oaks,» AUT 
And ſullen preſage of your ewne decay {« 27 

An honourable conduR let him baue; - --,- 


| Pembroke looke too 'exfarewell Cherdtliene, - : 


22029! [ | Exit:Chat; i 
Ele. Wincndn my ſony ave nova id 


| How that ambitious Conftancy would not-caalt 
| Till ſhe had kindled France afd all the world, ;/ 
| Vpontheright and party ofherfonne, +717 | cc;. 


This might have beene 


| 


| 


| A Souldier by the Honor-giuing-hand 


#: 


Of { ordel:ran, Knighted in the field. 

K. lobn, \W bat art thou? 

Robert. The fon and heire to that ſame Fa 

K.lobx, 1$.tharthe clder,and act thou the heyre?. 2. 
You came not of one mother then it ſeemes; . ; 

Philip, . Moſt certain of. one morher,mighty King, 
Thats well koowne,and as] Hike ape Pets. 4 
Bur for the cerraine knowledge of that truch, op 
] put you o'reto heaven, andio my mother; . 'F M 
Of that I doubt, as all mens, childrea may  . 

Eli, Out oathee rudeman,,. doſt ſhame thy macher, 
And wound het honor with ghis diffidence;. - | 

Phil. | Madame ? Noy] bayeno reaſon farje it 
That is my brothers ples, 20d none of mine; | 
The w hich if he can proue, apops.me out, --, 
Acleaſt from faire five hundred pound ayrere: | | , 
Heauen guard my mothers honor, and m y Land. . C- 

K.Tobn. A good blunt fellow:why being ——_ 
Doth he lay claime ro thine inheritance? ; 

Phil. 1 know not why,except to get the| 
But once he {landerd me. with baſtardy :; 
Bur where tbe as true begor orno, ___... »* 
That fill I lay vpon my marhers head, , 
Rutthac lam as well begot my Liege > Og 
(Faire fall the bones. that tooke the paines we) | $ 
Compare pur faces, and be Judge your elſe | 
If old Sir Kebert did beget vs both, 
And were our father, and this ſonne like him: 


4 
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K.lebn, Que ſtrong pafſeſhon and ops 


Orelſeir wg HI ds eee ey!) [| 
- conſcience whiſpers diſderslo-pour care, ©) 
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_-Qald fic Rybere Father, on my knee 
I give heauen thankes.I was net like to thee. 


of 


hath 
en OY 
Sno ; 
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lent. vs bere?, 


* "% w_— a" by - 


[1 2 1 he hfe and death of K ing Fohn. __ | 
| £,lobn, Mineeyc hath well examined his parts, fliner. Nay, I would have you go before me thither.. 


\ And findes them perfeCt Ricbard : firra ſpeake, 


| 
| 
| Rob, My gracions iege wie tifat therlin'd, - / Whoſe forme thoabareht + - 


| Your brother did imploy my father much, | Kneele thou downe Php, bur riſe more great, 
i | Phul. Well ir, by this yoÞp cannot get wytand, ? | AriſeSir Richard, == Plantagenct. © 
[4 : Your rale muſt y@how hee ey mgther,/ 1 1 4 -\ Brqther by ch'mochers fide,giut me your hand 
| Yorulemet be ey FU oa C) 16964 ub: (many mopx<r ways ; 
| To Germany, there with the Eqypecor Now bleſſed be the houre by night or day « 
To treat of aighaffaires rouching that time : When I was gotySir Kobert was away. 
' Th'aduantage of his abſence tooke the King, Ele. The very ſpirit of Plantaginet : 
And in the meanc time [oiourn'd at my fathers ; ' | Lamthby France Richard, call me ſo. by 
' Where how he did preuaile, I ſhameto ſpeake: "| © Baſt, Madam by chance, but not by truth, what tho; 
+ But tcuth is truth, lacge lengths of ſcas and ſhores Something about alitrle from the right, | 
[ | Berweene my father,and my mother lay , In at the window, or elſe ore the hatch; 
| ; As Thane heard my father ſpeake himſelfe + Who dares nd. fttre by day,muſt walke by night, 
| When this ſame luſty gentteman was got: 1 And hauc is haue, how ever men doe catch: 
| Vpon his dezth-bed ie by will bequeath'd Neere or farre off, well wonne is (till well ſhor, 
His lands rome, and rooke it on his death And Iam [,howere I was begot, | 
That this my mothers ſorme was none of his; | K.lobn, Goe,Faxlconbridge,now haſt thou thy defire, 
| Andifhe were, he came into the world - + -- A landlefſe Knight,makes hee a landed Squire; | 
* Full fourteene weekes before the courſe of time : Come Madam,and come Richard, we mult peed - *' |, 
| Then good my Liedgr lerme have what is mine, | For France, for France, for it is more then need, - : 
My fathers land, as was my Fathers will. : Baſt. Brother adiev, goodforrune come to thee, 
, K.lohn. Sirra,your brothet is Legirtimite, {| Forthou waſt gori'th way of honeſty-—1 
Your fathers wife did afcer we@locke beare him : | Exemunt all but baftard, 
 Andif ſhe did play falſe, the tantr was hers, | . 
; Which fault lycs ofrthe hazards of all husbands i Baſt. Afoor of Honor better then I was, 
That marry wiucs : tell me, How 'if my brother ' } But mavy a many foot of Land the worſe, 
Who as you ſay, tooke paines to get this ſonre, | Well,now can | make any Toane a Lady, 
XS Had of your father claim'd this ſonne for his , | Good den Sir Richard, Godamercy fellow, 
"BY | Inſooth;goodriend;your father might have kept '| Andifnis name be George, Ile call him Peter; 
Md | This Calte, bred From his Cow from +!ltlewortd : '| For new made honor doth forget mens names : 


' i | Infoothhe'tnight: then if he were my brorhers, | *'Tis tworeſpeRtive, and roo ſociable 
p af | | | My brother nnghr notMiime him, nor your father ;| For your congetfion, now your travelles, 
4 of Be:ng none of Iris , fefule him; this concludes, | Hee and his reoth-picke at my worſhips meſle, 
: th f My mothersſOnne didl ger your fathers heyre , | Afd whewn knightly ſtomacke 1s ſufhs'd, 
d # Your fathers heyre muft haue your fathery land, *,| Whythen Hucke my reeth, and catechize 

7 ' Rob. Shal then my fathers Will be of mo force, | My picke& man of Countries: my deare fir, 
| ay *To diſpoſſefle that childe whith is not hs. ' Thus leaning on mine elbowT begin, 
L109 (0 | Phil. Of nombre forte ts difÞoſſeſſe me fir, | I ſhall beſeeeh you ; thar is queſtion now, | 
EI | Then was his will t'get ime, a$ T rhiink, And then comes anſ{werlike an Abſey booke : 
| | 1 j | Eli. Whether hitiftthourather be x Furlcenbridge , Orr, ſayes anſwer, at your beſt command, | 
? We." And like thy brother toicnioy thy land : At youremployment, at your ſeruice fir: 

Or the repiited forine of Cordttior | Nofir, ſaies queſtion, 7 \weet (irar yours, 


'Lord of thy prefence,and noTand beſide,” / 


And ſo ere anſwer knowes what queſtion would, 
Baſt. Madam,and ifmy brother had my ſhape w Ts 


Sauing in Dialogue of Complement, 


— 


| 

j | ” 
y | And1had his, fir Rebertr his hke him , | | Andralking of the Alpes and Appenines, 

C £14. "BY And if my legs were two ſuch riding rods, .} The Perenncan and the riuer Poe, {ds 
WET !, My armes,{uch eele $Kins (itift, my face (ſo thin , - +| Ir drawes toward fupperin;conclufion ſo, - C 
EERBE! 11077 Y y T_ pper 
(ON That inmineeage I doiſt not flickea roſe, - | But this ivworſhipfull ſociery, 
i BTK | Leſt men ſhould (ay,looke where three farthings goes, | | And fits the mounting ſpirit like my ſelfe; 

Toh" 1 F | | Andro _— were heyre rg all this land,  #} Forheisbutabatiard rorhe time 1 MH 
th $8! js F \Would | mioht never Rirte from off this place, : [ That doth notfmoake of obſeruation, ] 
Ky: v5 182 : | I would giuc it euery foot to hauerhis fate: - ,| AndſoamIwhether T{macke orno :- 1 + 17 
A i '4 \ | It would rot be fir nobbein any eaſe. _ Wy - '| Andnotalohe'in habir and device, ; ' 
f Þ6 Elmer. Thike thee well:wilt thou forſikethy fortune, || Exterior forme, ourward'sccomrement ; | + - '// 
| þ ” Bequeach ry [2nd to him,arid follow me? ] ] But from the inward moriotite deliver © + 
M1198 l 'T am a Souldigt, and now bbtrfd to France, © .* #1] $weer, ſweet, ſweet poyſon for the ages tooth, 

Fl '' 1348 : | af, Brdther,rake 1 my land, Hetakethy chahcey Which thought willnorpraRicerto deceiue 

EIS 1 Your face hath got fite red pound a yeere, _ || Yet toavoiddeceit] menne to learne; 1 

i jp y Yet {ell yout face for five perietand'rix deere: + | Forit ſhall firewthefootfieps of myrifing't 

« | Madam,lle follow you ynto the death,” '* © + * || But who comevinſuehhafte in riding robes? x 
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That will take paines co blow a horne 
O me, 'tis my mother : how now good , 
Whac brings you heere to Courr ſo haſtily 2 


Enter Lady Fanlconbridge and lame: Gurney, 


Lady. Where is that {laue thy brother? where is he? 
That holds in chaſe mine honour vp and downe, 

Baſt. My brother Robert,old Sir Roberts ſonne : 
Colbrand the Gyant, that ſame migh man, 
Is it Sir Roberts ſonne that youſeeke (0? 

Lady. Sir Roberts ſonne, [ thou vnreuerend boy, 
Sir Roberts (onne ? why ſcorn't thou at fir Robert ? 
He is Sir Roberts fonne, and ſo art thou. 

Baſt, lames Gonrme,wilt thou giue vs leaue a while? 

Gour, Good leaue good Philp, 

Baſt. Philip, ſparrow, James, 
There's toyes abroad,anon lle tell thee more. 

Exit lamir, 

Madam, I was not old Sir Roberts ſonne , 
Sir Robert might baue eat his part in me 
Vpon good Friday,and nere broke his faſt : 
Sir Robert could doe well, marric to confeſſe 
Could get me fir Robert could not doe it; 
We know his handy-worke, therefore good mother 
To whom am I beholding for theſe limmes? 


| Sir Robert neuer holpe to make this leg 


e. 
Lady. Haſt thou conſpired with rl TY too, 
That for thine owne gaine ſhouldſt defend mine honor ? 
What meanes this ſcorne, thou moſt vntoward knaue ? 
Bait, Knight, knight good mother, Bafiliſco-like: 
Whar, I am dub'd, I haue it on my ſhoulder : 
But mother, I am not Sir Keberts ſonne, 
I haue diſclaim'd Sir Robert and my land, 
Legitimation, name, and all is gone; 
Then good my mother, let me know my father, 
Some proper man I hope, who was it mother? 
Lady, Haſt thou denied thy ſelfe a Fawlconbridge ? 
Baſt, As faithfully as I denie the deuill. 
Lady. Kmg Richard Cordelion was thy father, 
By long and vehement ſuic I was ſeduc'd 
To make roome for him in my husbands bed : 
Heauen lay not my nnbcien to my charge , 
That art the iſſue of my deere offence 
Which was ſo ſtrongly vrg'd paſt ty defence, * 
Baſt. Now by this light were io ger againe, 
Madam I would not wiſh a better father : 
Some finnes doe beare their priuiledge on earth , 
And ſo doth yours : your fault, was not your follie,, 
Necds muſt you lay your heart at his diſpoſe, 
Subieed tribute to commatriding loue, - 
Againſt whoſe furie and ynmatched force, 
The awleſſe Lion could net wage the fight, |/ 
Nor keepe his Princely heart from Richards hand 
He that perforce robs Lions of their hearts ,'® 
May eaſily winne a womans: aye my mother, 
With all my heart I thanke thee for my'fsther y 
Who liues and dares but ſay, thou didſt not well 
When I was got, Ile ſend his'foule to hel}: . 
Come Lady I'will (hew thee ts my kinne, - 


| And they ſhall fay, when &ebardme begot, 
[fthou hadfſayd him nay; it had beene (inne; , 
Who ſayes it was, helyes, [ſay twas now? F1 
: 910 er 3t) 
64CiiT E x:1t. 
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|| Engloxdimpatient of your iuft demands, 


That right in peace which heere we vrge in warre , 
And then we ſhall _—_ each drop of bloud , 
| That hot raſh haſte {o indireRly ſhedde. 


"The hfeanl deathof Kingffobn. _ 3__| 
nl deabof Ki Ha 


What woman poſt is this ? hath ſhe no husbagi 


Scana Secunda. 


Enter ee Angiers, Philip K France, Lews: Dawl- 
preg ws ps hr 41.4 s ; 

Lewis, Betore Angiers well met braue Anftria, 
Arthar that great fore-runner of thy bloud, 

Richard that rob'd the Lion of his heart , 

And fought the holy Warres in Paleſtine, 

By this brave Duke came early to his grave: 

And for amends to his poſteritie , 

At our importance hether is he come , 

To ſpread his colours boy,in thy behalfe, 

And to rebuke the vſurpation 

Of thy vynnaturall Vacle, Engliſh [obs , 

Embrace him, loue him, giue him welcome hether, 

Arth, God ſhall forgiue you Cordelions death 
The rather, that you giue his off-ſpring life , | 
Shadowing their right vuder your wings of warre: 

I give you welcome with a powerleflc hand, 
But with a heare full of vnſtained loue, 
Welcome before the gates of Angiers Duke. 

Lew. Anobleboy, who would not doe thee right? 

Auſt. Vpon thy cheeke lay I this zelous kiſſe , 

As ſcale to this indenture of my loue: , 
That tomy home will no more returne 

Till Angiers,and the right thou haſt in Fraxce, 
Together witli that pale, that white-fac'd ſhore, 
Whote foot ſpurnes backe the Oceans roaring tides, 
And coopes from other lands her Ilanders, 

Euen till that &:g/and hedg'd in with the maine, 
That Water-walled Bulwarke, ſtill ſecure 

And confident from forreine purpoſes, 

Euen ill thar vtmoſt corner of the Weſt 

Salute thee for her King, till then faire boy 

W1ll Inot thinke of home, but follow Armes. 

Conft, O rake his mothers thanks, a widdows thanks, 
Till yoyr ſtrong hand ſhall helpe to give him trength , 
To make amore requitall to your loue, 

Auſt. The peace of heaven is theirs þ lift theit ſwords 
In ſuch a iuſt and charitable warre, 

Kmg, Well,then to worke our Cannon {hall be beor 
Againlt the browes of this refifting towne, 

Call for our cheefeſt men of difcipline, 

To cull the plots of beſt aduanrages ! 

Wee'll lay before this towne our Royal bories, 
Wade to the markert-place in French-mens bloud, 
Buc we will make it ſubieQro this boy. 

Con, Stay for an anſwer to your Embiſhe, 

Left vnaduis'd you ftaine your ſwords with bloud, 
My Lord Chattilion may trom England bring 


Ee As 


Enter Chattilion. 
Kmg. A wonder Lady:lo vpon thy wiſh 
Our Meſſenger Chattilien is arriu'd, 
What England laies, [uy breefcly gentle Lord, 
We coldly pauſe for thee, Chatilion ſpeake, 
(bat. Then turne your forces from this paltry fiege , 
And ſtirre then vp againſt a mightier taske : 


Hath put himſelfe in Armes, the aduerſe windes 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe |:iſure I have aid, have given kim time 
Toland his Legions all as ſoone as: 

His marches are expedient to this towne , 

H1s forces ſtrong, his Souldiers confident : 

With him along is come the Mother Queene, 
An Ace Rticring himto bloud and ſtrife, 

With her her Neece, the Lady Blench of Spaine , 
With them a Baftard of the Kings deceaſt , 

And all th'yn{eiled bumors of the Land, 

Raſh, jnconſiderate,fiery voluntaries, 

With Ladies faces,and fierce Dragons (pleenes, 
Haue ſold their fortunes at their natiue homcs, 
Bearing their birch-rights proudly on their backs, 


To make a hazard of new fortunes heere : 


- In briefe, a brauer choyle of dauntleſſe [pirits 


Then now the Eng/4/b bottomes haue watt o're, 
Did never flote vpon the {welling tide, 

To doe offence and {cathe in Chriſtendome : 
The interruption of their churliſh drums 


| Cuts off more circumftance, they are at hand, 


<——_— 


Drumbeats, 


' Topatlie or to fight, therefore prepare. 


Kin. How much vnlook'd for, is this expeciticn, 
Auſt. By how much vnexpetted, by lo muct!: 


We mutt awake indeuor tor detence, 


For courage mounteth with occalion, 
Let them be welcome then,we are piepar d, 


Enter K. of England, Baſtard, Queene, anch, Pembrete, 
and otbers, 


K.lobn, Peace be to France: If France is peace permit 
Our iuſt aud lincall entrance to our owne ; 


* If not, bleede France, and peace aicend to heaven, 


Whiles we Gods wrathfull agent doe correct 


| Their proud contempt that beats his peace to heaven, 


Fran. Peace beto England, if that warre returne 
From France to Englard, there to liue in peace : 
England weloue, and tor that Englanas lake, 

With burden of eur armor heere we {weat: 

This toyle of ours ſhould be a worke of thine; | 
But thou from louing £»gland art lo tarre, 

That thou haft vnder-wrought his lawfull King, 
Cur off the ſequeace of poſterity, 

Out-faced Infant State, and done a rape 

Vpon the maiden vertue of the Crowne :\ | 
Looke hecre vpon thy brother Geſfreyes tace, 
Theſe eyes, theſe browes, were moulded our of his; 
This liztle abſtraR doth containe that large , 
Which died in Geffrey:and the haud of time , 
Shall draw this breefe into as buge a rolume: 
That Geffrey was thy elder brother borne, 

And this his ſoonc, Exgland was Geffreys right, 
And this is Gefezes in the name of God ; 

How comes itchen that thou art call'da King , 
When liuing bleod doth in theſe temples bear 
Which owe the crowne, that thou ore-maſtereft ? 

X.Tobn. From whom hat thou this great commiſſion 
To draw my anſwer from wy, Articles? (France, 

Fra. Fr6 that ſupernal Tudge shac ſtirs good choughts 
In 2ay beaſt of ſtrong authorive, 

Tolooke inte» the blots and ſtaines of rights 
Tha: 1yJge hath made me guardianto this bay , 
Vnder whoſe wasrant | impeach «hy wravg , 
And by whole helpe I meane te chaſtiſe it. | 


© _ >” <IRoO——— 


| 


The bfeonddeatbof Ring Fobr. _ 


— 


men, 
| —— —— 


Iafortunate in nothing bur in thee: 


XK. lobn, Alack thou doft y{urpe autheritie. 
Fre». Excuſcitis to beat vſurping downe. 
QOmeen. Whois it thou doſt call viurper France ? 
Conſt. Let me make anſwer : th ama ſonne, 
Q*cen, Out infolent,thy baſtard ſhall be King, | 

That thoumaiſt be a Queen, and checke the world. 

Com. My bed was cuer to thy ſonne as true | 

As thine was to thy husband, and this boy 

Liker in feature to his father G 

Then thou and John, in manners being as like , 

As raine to water, or deuill ro his damame ; 

My boy a baſtard © by my ſoule Ithinke 

His father neuer was fo true begot , 

It cannot be,and if thou wert his mother. ( ther. 
Oween. Theres a good mother boy,that blots thy fa- 
Conſt. There's a good grandame boy 

That would blot thee. 

Auſt, Peace. 

Baſt. Heare the Cryer, 

Auſt. Whartthe deuill art thou? 

Baſt, One that wil play the devill fir with yeu, 

And a may catch your hide and you alone; 

You arethe Hare of whom the Prouerb goes 

Whole valour plucks dead Lyons by the beard 

lie ſmoake your skin-coat and I catch youright, 

S:rralooke too'r,yfaith | will, yfaith. 

Zlan, O well did he become that Lyons robe, 

That did diſrobe the Lion of chat robe, 

Baſt. Iclies as fightly on the backe of him 

As great Alcides ſhooes ypon an Aﬀſe: 

Burt Aﬀe, lle take that burthen from your backe, 

Or lay on that ſhall make your ſhoulders cracke. 

Auſt. What cracker is this ſame that deafes our cares 

Wirth this abundance of ſuperfluous breath ? 

King Lews,, determine what we ſhall doe ftrait., 

Lew. Women & fooles, breake off your conference. 

King John, this is the very ſunime of all ; 

England and Ireland, Angiers,Toraine, Maine, 

Inri1ght of Arther doe ] claime of thee : 

Wilt thou rehgae them,and lay downe thy Armes ? 

John. My lite as ſoone: I doe dehie thee France, 

Arthur of Britaine, yeeld chee tomy hand, 

And out of my deere loue Ile giue thee more, 

Then ere the coward hand of France can win ; 

Submur thee boy. 

Queen. Come to thy grandame child. 
Couſ. Doc gs to yr grandame childe , 

Giue grandame kingdome, and it grandame will 

Give y3 a plum,a cherry, aud afigge, 

There's a good grandame. 

Arthar, Good my mother peace, 

I would that I were low laid in my graue, > | 

I am not worth this coyle that's made for me, (weepes. | 
Q», Mo. His mother thames him ſo, poore boy hee 
Con, Now ſhame vpon you where ſhe does or no, 

His granSfnes wrongs,and not his mothers ſhames  - 

Drawes thole heauen-mouing pearles fr6 his poor eies, 

Whichheauen ſhalltake.jn nature of a fee: 

I, with theſe Chriſtall beads heaven ſh&ll be brib'd |} 

To doe him Iuftice, and revenge on you. | 
Qs. Thou menſtrousſlagderer of heauen and earth, 
Con. Thou monſtrous.lojurer of heaurg and earth, 

Call not me landexer,thoy and4hine viuepe / 

The Dominatipas, Royaliics, andrights 

Of this oppreſſed boy ; this is thy eldeſt ſonnes 


! 


ſonne, 


Thy | 
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- 


Thy 


Being Sutth 

Remoutes 
Tobn. Bedlukii 
Con. I havebir 


That he's for her fin, ©* 


nd wo 


_ PRES 


6 


But God hath mad 
On this rene ie | ther," 
And with 1e ker * his ni 
- iniuvrierNe Beadle to bbtTnifie, " 
(ri thie wore childe, 
all for her, 4 Weamer | 
Que. Thewy CſA ,Acan poke 


A Will, that'batres the tirlCof thy ſonne.” 

(or, 1 who dewbtsrhat, a Will*a wicked will,” 
A wemans will, a cankfedGtdndams will. 

Fra. P dy; pauſe, 6f be more cemperte, 

[t ill beſeemies this preſence ro'cry ayme- © 
To theſe ill-ramed repetitions : 
Some T et ſatmon hither ro the walles ' 
Theſe menof Angiers, let'vs heare them ſpeake, 
Whoſe titlethey Sale, nm_ or lob, 


Tra mper ſonnds. 


Enter a Ci you 1 upon the waller. 
Cit, Who is ivthat hath warn'd vs tothe walles? 
Fra. 'Tis Fragce, for En land. | 
Tobn. England foritſel 


[| Youmen of Angiers, and my whing fobiedt. 


Fra, Youlouing men'sf Angiels » Arthwrs fubieRts, 
Our Trumpevcall'd you'tairhis gefleparie. ''_ " 


lob, For out advantage, thetefote heare vs firſt : 
Theſe flagges of France that-are aduanced heere | 
Before the eye and praſpe& of your Towne, 


| Hauehither inzrch'd ro your endaifggement. 
|| The Canons bave their bowels full of wrath, 
'| Andready mounted.are they to ſpirforth 


Their Iron indignation 'gainſt your walles : 
= repargion fora bloody liedge 

nd merciles proceeding, by theſe French, 
Confen ours Girries cies, your Winking gates : 


] And but for 6trapproch, thoſe{leeping ftones, 


Thanks _ dor —_—_ about 
their nance, 


| * - yr their £xed beds of lime' 

| Had bin diſhabired, and wide hauocke'made 
{ For bloodypowerto ruſtyppon your pence. 

| Burt on the ſight of vs uw pm King, 

4 Who 


— with much ent march ' 


| aobs ht a councr-cecs e before yout gates, 
1] To ſaue vnſcrardh'd! your Citties threathed rl ri 
Behold the Freneh nl '&youchſafe a 


And now'itiſteed of bulletts wrapt'in hs ' 
To make a ſhaking feuetrin your walles, | 
ſhoorebur calme wiirds, folded vp infrnozke, 
make a faithlefſe errourinYyour eares, 

Which truſt accordingly kinde Cirtizens, | 
And let ys in, Year King;whoſe labour'd ſpitits 
Fore-wearied in this aQiori of ſwift ſpeede, - 
Craues harbourage withif yoltCitie walſes. 


Loe irirhis aght hand, whoſeptoteRion / 
Is moſt diuin cly vow'd vpotithe rig tbe 
Of him it hold, ande Youg Manes, 
Sonne to the elder brothet ofthis man, - 


* * YI In 5 —_— 43 — 
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France. "When Thaue ſaide; make anſwer to vs borh. 


| 
| 


In warliendech. theſe 


{ Religiouſly prouckes. 


- 
| 


| We will beare home that luftie blood again 
| Which heere we came to ſpouragainſt your” i, FU ne, 


equity, we 
RS 


able > Ah 


deal re 
| To pay that dutie which you tru yy 
To him that owes it, namely, this yon 

And then our Armes, likes a ed op ines 
Sauein aſpeR, hath all offence ſeal'd uz 
Our Cannons malice vainlyſhall be {; 
| Againſt th'involuerable clouds of Wn r 
And with a blefled and yn-yext retyre, 
With ynhack'd ſwords, and Helmets all 


Being no further 
Then the conſtraint 0 
In the releefe of this 


Via d, 


And leaue your children, wiues ,eady inpe 
But if you fondly paſle our proffer oo. "a 
Tis not the tounder of your ary hr d wallet | 
Can hide youftom our meſſengers of Wazre. ” 
Though all theſe Engliſh, and their diſcipline 
Were harbour'd in their rude gl "6 $1 


Then tell ys, Shall your Citie call ys Lord, © . ti 624 'l 


1n'that behalfe which we haue challen g'din? 
Or (ball we giue the ſignall co our ra _ "a 
Andftalke in bloo&8 to our w_ 10n | 
Cit. In breefe, we are of Enghan 
For him, and in his t, we hold Siogof gd wie 
Hobs, eN the King, an fern mein, 
Cit. That can we nor : but he that provih the Kw & 
Tohim will we proue loyall, till thar ti 
Haue we ramm'd yp our gates againſt bus world. " 
ſobn. Doth nor the Crowne of Englabd, proowe the 
King? 
And if not hit I bting you Witneſſes 
Twicefifteene thouſand hearts of Englands _—_ 
Baſt, Baſtards and elle, _ | 
lob, To verifie our title with their lines, | 
Fran, As many and as well-borne bloods as thoſe, | 
Baſt. Sorhe Baſtards too, 
Fras. Stand in his face ro contradi his chime, x 
Cit. Till you compound whoſerightis yorthieff, ., 
Wefor the worthieſt hold the right he fam both. 
Tobhn. Then God forgiue the Gone of all thoſe ſoules, 
That to their everlaſting telidence, _ Tan 
Before the dew of cyening fall, ſhall fleete CM 
In dreadfull triafl of our kingdomes King, i 
Frav. Amen, Amen, mount Cheualiers to Armes; 


Baſt, Saint George that { vindg' d theDrz 
And ere finte fit's Ti ſebacke at mine A *y 
eons, 


Teach vaſome fence. Siprah 
Ar your den firrah, with your 
I] would ſet m 5 Oxe-bead! to your Lyne: 
And mike a monſter of you, |, _ =O 
Avuft. Peace, no more, , 

Baſt, © tdxmble: Ig Woe the LP yon tore, kc 
Toba. Vp higher tot epiine, where wel ſer forth, 
In beſt ap "70h all our Regiments. , 

Baſt . Speedthen to take aduantage of the field, 

Fra. It ſhall be ſs, and at the other bill. 


N 


Command the reft ro land, God and our it, Exewit 
Heere after excurſions, Enter the Herald Farce 
with Trumpet; to the gates, 
' F. Her. You men'of Angitrs open AP gates, 
And ler yore Arthur Duke of Britaine ih, | 
| Aa3 Why 


_—Y 
«©. 
—___—_—_—— At 


hm 


—————————_— —_— 


ae | 


g 


Who by = of France YL 
Much worke fot teares 1 in mihy 
Whoſe ſonpes lye feaghere T's o! theb 
Many a witdowes Nov" 'd oneTig 
; Coldly embracing the diſcoldlired earr] 

And victorie with hee o0td ack lay... 
| Vpon the dancing bay French? 
W ho are at hand Df dy played, * 
Toenter Conayeters,) WI ts { PPrOc'a ime __ _=_ 
| Arthur of Britaine, Fn ofands s King, and yours. 
; Entty &n WY. Herald wh T1 7 1mper, 
: E, Har. Reioble youn men of Angiets,t ,fing bir bels, 
' King lobs, your King abd Englands, doth approach, 
' Commander f Withot malicious day, - 
Their Armours that march'd hence ſo ſilver bright, 
Hirher refurne all gil with Frenchmens blood : 
; There ſtucke to plume in any Engliſh Creſt, 
{ That is remolited by a ftaffe of France, , 
Our colours do rerurne 30 thoſe ſame hands 


a 


And I;keaiolly troope of Huntſmen come 
ON luftic Engliſh, all with Purpled hands, 
Didein che dying laughter of theit foes, 
Open your gites, and g:ve che Victors way. 
Hubert.Hexalds, from off our towres we might behold 
From firſt ro laſt, the on-ſer and retyre * 
Of both yonr Atmics, whoſe equality 
By our beſt eyes cannot be cenſured ; (blowes : 
Blood hith bought blogd, and blowes haug anſwerd 
| Strength marcht: with Arength, and power confronted 
ower, 
Both ate nf 6a both.alike we like: 
One mult proue greateſt, While they weigh ſo cen, 
We hold our Towne for neither; yer for both, 


Thar did dif] it 'them when we firſt marcht forth: 
[4 


EBERASTce. £44 mi 


Enter the two Kings with their. powers, 
at ſenerall Anares, 


Tohn. France, baſt thou yet more blood to cafl away? 
ſhall the cutrant of our right rome on, 

With paſſage vext with thy impediment, 
Shall leaue his native channel], and ore-{well 
with colirfe diſfurb' deuen thy confining (hores, 
Vnleſſe thou let his filver Water, keepe 
A peacctull progreſſe to the e Ocean. 
' Fr4. England thou halt.not ſau'd one drop of blood 
Inthis hor criall wore then we of France, 
Rather loſt more. And by this band] ſweare 
That ſwayes the earth this Climate ouer-logkes, 
Before we will lay dawne « our iuſt-borne Armes, 
Wee'l put thee downe,'gainſt ary theſe Armesl wee 
Or adde a eeyalt ainbes'ts the dea (beare, 
Gracing theſcroule chat :36ls es wb warres loſſe, 
With ſlavghter.coupled'to  thename of kings, 

Baſt. Ha Maieſty : how high thy glory rowres, 
' When therich blood of kings 1s ſer on fire : 
Oh now deth death line his dead chaps with ſieele, 
The ſwords of ſouldiers are his teeth, his phangs, 
And now he fealts Ly the fleſh ofmen . 


GH DA. 3 
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The others peact” tilkche 


; of and death, 
7 Ton. \\ Foſs ce pary a2 


= waneſmen yet admit,? 


On CE er 


; As ina Theacer, whence they gape and 
; Your Reypl grriencep be rul'd by mee, 
| Befriends a-while, and both conjoyntly bend. 


—— 


—— —————_— 


| Why then dehie each other, and pell-mell;.; -;; 


( If luftie loue ſhould a5 WEDPHI | 


And till it be yadoubced,we. 8 
Our former ſcruple in on ck 


bar 
Kings of our feare, yntill ky ny nh 


Be m ſome certaine kin depos'd. W 
Dyke hots tg preg of An 


And rey ſecurely on their baccelmencs, 


Fra, A greater powrethen We lea this, 
locke/, 


Atyonr induſtrious Scenes andaguof 


Do like the Mutincs of Ierufalem, 

Yourſharpeft Deeds of malice on this Towne. - - 
By Eaft and Weſt let France and England mounce, 
Their battering Canon charged to _— mouthes, 


\ 
o 


giers flour you 
(Kings, 


Till their ſoule-fearing clamours have braul'd downe | | 


The flintie ribbes of this contemptuous Citie, 

I'de play inceſſantly vpon theſe Iades, 

Euen till vnfenced delolation 

Leave them as naked as the vulgar ayre : 

That done, diflever your voited frengths, 

And part your mingled colours once againt,, 

Turne face to face, and bloody point to point: 

Then in a mowent Fortune hall forch. 

Our of one fade ber happy Minion, ; - 

To whom in tayour ſhe ſhall,giue the day, - - 

And kifle him with aglorious vicery ; 

How like youthis wjlde counſell mighty Scates, 

Smackes it not ſomething of che policie, [ 
lohn, Now by the sky that bangs aboucour heads, 

Tlike it well. France, ſhall we knit our pores, 

And lay this Abgiers euen with the ground, 


| Thenafcer fight who ſhall be kingofic? 


Baſt. Andif thou haſt the menle ofa king, 
Being wrong'd as we are by this pecuiſh Toync ; 
Turne thou the mouth of thy Artillerie, 8 
As we will ours, againſt theſe ſawcie walles, 4 
And when that we have daſh'dthemto the ground, 


Make worke vpon our ſelves,for heauenor hell 


Fra. Letit beſo: ſay, where will youaſſault?-/ | j/ | 


Tohn. We fromthe Weſt will ſend GR ara 
Into this Cities boſome. 


Auſt, I from che North. / [! 

Fran. Our Thunder Ry | 
Shall raine their drift of bullers on this Lawne, | 

Baſt. O pryens diſcipline! From Northto South: 
Auſtria and France ſhoot in cach - vom mg | 
Ile ſtirre themto it ; Come, away,|a 

Hwub. Heare vs great kings, v 
And I ſhall ſhew you peace, and faire-fac's league : 
Win you this Citie wirhour ſtyake, or 
Reſcue thoſe breathing lives xe dyein begs, 
That heere come ſacrifices for the field. 
Perſeuer not, bur beare ICIS kings: 

(Joby. oye Spenkgen with{ayour, we are fo heare. 

- daughter there of Spaine, rhe 1 CPE 

Is = to England, lookevpostheyceres. 
Of Lewes the Dolphia, andedeiecalracts 


* — —_ 


Where 


— —— 


COTS. ICT 


Ae awhile te ſtay | 


< 


ſonght s wateh of dirth, 
Whoſe veinesdound richer blood then Lady Phench? 
Such as ſhe is, ib bedutie; vertve, birth,” 


o our faſt cloſed gares* : bs ax this niatch; 
ith ſwifterſpleene thetypawder cantiifotte 
The mouth #f paffage ſhalf'we 1 
And giue youentrance /butwithour this 
The {ca cnragetis for halfe'fo deafe, © 
Lyons more confident, Motmuines and rockes | 
{ More free from monien!nohordeath himſelfe 
In mortal forig halfe ſo pr ir: 
5s weto keepe this Cie. - 
_ Heeres a ftay, 
hat ſhakes the rotten catkafſe of old deaths" 
vr of his ragges. Here's' a hrge modthindeede, 
hat ſpits ferth death, wow rocker, and ſcas, 
alkes as familiarly of roaring Lyons, - 
| As maids of thirteene do of puppi-dop 
What Cannoneere begor this Juſtie 
He ſpeakes plzine Cannon ite, and {moake, and bounce, 
He gines the bafinado with his rongue : 
Our eares are cudgerd, not n wordof his” 
_ buffers better then afiſtof France: "© 
ounds, T'was never ſo bethumpr with words, 
Since I firſt cal'd my brothetsfather Dad. 
| 0140s; on, it ro this coniun@ien,mwke this —_ 
Giue wich our Neece a dowriglarge enough, 
or by this kner, chou ſhalt fo ſure rye 
Thy now ynſar d affuranceto the Crowne, 
That yon greene boy ſhall haue no Sunne to ripe 
he bloome thatpromiſerh a mightie SM 
ſce a yeeldin md lookes of my 
arke how eq whiſper ege chenwhil their ſonles , 
Are capeable« ey ambicen, 
- Sade now melted by the windie breath 
f 


Foc Vnion ſhall do more then barteric can 


ſoft petitions, pitrie and remorſe, 
le and congeale againe to what it was, 


Hyb., Why anſwer tot the, double Mareftiex,, 
This friendly = of our rthteathed Towne. 
Can i in this bedfeof by ior 
—_ this Citi now by vs befiedg' wy 


Fra, Spea vland fjeft;ghar hath bin forward firſt 
Fo if Byers; chis Cirrie © whar ſay 
Tho ſorme, 
Her Dowrie rr nies 
or Angiers,and faige as, Hr mpwhgk 
'nce liable to our Crowne and Dignitie, 
| Shall gi1d her bridall bed and make her rich 


| 


bs. If that the Dplphinthere 
nd all Te onbltrrrir ens Sex” 


| 


{ls the yong-Dolphin eyt+y way y complent, | The ſhadow of my ſelfeform'd in her 
1fnot compleured, lap he foo ſhee, | Which being bur the ſhadow of your 
And ſhe agdihne warts ro marie wane, vl Becomes a fonne and makes your ſonnea hadoy : 
fwant it 7. tn 14m hee:” mir. © | Idoproteſt I never lou'd my ſelfe © 
eis the halfe _—_ ' | Tillnow, infixed1 beheld my ſelfe, 
Left ro be fin) RR thee, * | Drawne inthe flattering rable of her de. 
nd ſhe a fairedivided exceſtence, ' - Whiſpers with Blanch, 
hoſe fulne (ff perfeRtient Wes in — : Baſt. Drawne in the flattering rable of her eie, 
| _ {uch ſilver currents when | Hang” dinithe kle of her brow, 
o glorihe ihe baykes that bord And quarter'd inher heart; bee doth eſpje 
two ſuctrſhores, rs phoneme made one, | Himſelfe Jouestraytor, this is pirrie now 5* 
wo ſuch coperolling bouh& ſhall you be, kingy, | 1 | That , and drawne, and quarter'dthere ſhould be 
o theſe rwo'Princes, ifyo6rmartie them * 4. | Infſuch a loue,ſovilea Lout as he, 


| Princeſſe of the world. 
| now Wharfar boy ? looke in the Ladies face, 
' Deol. 1 domy Lord, andin her cicl find © | 

| A wonder, or a wondrous miracle, 


Blas, 'My vnckles will in this reſpeR is mine; 
Ifhe fee ought in you that makes him like 
That any thing he ſee's which moues his tking, 
I can with calc tranflaceit eo my wilt : 
Or if you will, to ſpeake more properly, 
I will enforce it eaſlie to myloue, 
Further I will nor flatter you, my Lord, / 
That all } ſee in you is worthie loe, 
Then chis, that nothing do I fee in you, 


Tud Ce 

That I can inde ſhoald merit any hate, | 
Jobn. Whas faie theſe yorg-ones? Whar ſay you ny , 

Neece? 
Blax, That ſhe is bound in honor flilt ro do 

\V hat you in wiſedomeftil] youchſafe te ſay. 
loby, Speake thea Prince Dolphin, canyou Joue this | 

Ladie? 
Del. Nay aske meifI can refrainefromloue, 

For I doe loue her moſt ynfainedly, 
lobu. Then do I giue Uelqueſſen, Toraine, Maine, 

D_ and pe, theſe five Provinces 

With her to thee, and this addition more, 

Full thirty thouſand Markes of Engliſh 

Phillip of France, if thou be vleaſ'da withall, 

Command thy ſonne and daughter to Joyne hands. 
Fra. It likes vs well young Princes: cloſe your hands 
Amwſt, And your lippes too, for I am well afſur'd, 

That 1 did ſo when] was firlt afſur'd. 
Fra. Now Cittizens of Angices ope your gates, 

Let in that amitie which you haue made, 


Though churliſh thoughts themſelves ſhould bee your 
[ 


| 


| 


- 
. 
AA — 


re — 


| 


For at Saint Maries preſencly,: 
The rights of marriage lbe ſolemniz'd.' 
Is not the Eadie Conftance inthis rroope? - 
I know ſhe is not for this match made vp, 
| Herpreſence wouldhave! much, 
Where is ſhe and her tell me, who knowes ? * 
Dol. She is ded pate re at your highnes Tent. 


' Fra, Aud by wy faith, this league thar we have made 
Will give her ſadneffe very little cure 7 

Brother of England, how may we content 
This widdow Lady ? In her right we carve, 
Which we God knowes,! haue turn d another way, | 
To our owne vanta | 
' Joby, Wewill room 

For wee'l create yong Duke of Britaine 


« ? 
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And Eatle of Richm tad: and this rich faire Towne | 
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(ifnor fill vp the meaſure ofher wal) TTY 

Yet in ſome meaſure ſatisficherſa, 1 

That we ſhall ſtop her.exclamation, 

Go we as well as haſt will ſuffer vs, | Ae 

To this vnlook'd for yuprepared pope.  .... Excant, 
Baſt. Mad world, mad kings, wad compoſition ; 

lobn to ſtop Arthars Title in the whole, | 

Hath willingly departed wuh a part,'; 2, , / 

And France, whoſe armour Conſcience buckled on, 

W hom zcale and eharitic brought co the field, j 

As Gods ovee fouldhers rounded im the care, (7 | 

With that ſame purpo e-changer, that (lye dre], 

That Broker, C40 Cl breakes the pate offaich, 

That dayly breake-yaw, he. that. winnes ofall, | 

Of kings, of beggers, old men, yong men, maids, 


4 Who hauing no externall thing ro looſe, 


But the word Maid, cheats the poore Maide of that. 
That ſmooth-fac'd Gentleman, tickling commoditie, 
Commoditie, the byas of che world, 

The world, who of it (elfe 1s peyſed well, 

Made to run even, ypon cucn, ground; 

Till this aduantage ,this vile drawivg byas, 

This ſway of motion, this commoduie, 

Makes it take head from all jndifferency, 

From all direQion, purpoſe, courſe, ment, 

' And this lame byas, this Commoditie, 

This Bawd, Sker, this all-changiog-word, 
\Clap'd on the outwardeyc of fickle France, 

Hath drawne him from his owne &ctermin'd ayd, 
From a reſolu'd and honoufable warre, 

Toa moſt baſe and yile-concluded peace. 

And why rayle I on this Commoditie ? 

But for becauſe he hach pot woocd me yet : 

Not that I have the power co clutch my hand, 
When his faire Angels would ſalute my palme, 


{But for my hand, as vnattempted yer, 


| Like apoore begger, railethop the rich, 

"Well, whiles I am a begger, I will caile, 

And ſay there is no fin but to berich: 

And being rich, my vercue then ſhall be, 

To ſay there is no vice, but beggerie : 

Since Kings breake faith ypon commoditie, 

Gaine be my Lord, tor 1 will worſhip thee, Ext. 


$a 


—— ———— 


PII — 


eAttus Secundus 


_— I 


—_— _ — 


Enter Conftauce, Arthur and Saliubury. - 


Con. Gone tg he married? Goneto ſweare 8 peace ? 
Falſe bloadtofalleblood ioyn.d, Goneto be freinds? 
Shall Lews haue 5lawnch, and Blaxnch thoſe Prouinces ? 
Itzsnotfo, thou baſt milpokegniſheard, 

Be well adul >, tel] ore thy zale againe. 


je cannot be, thoudo'ſt bur lay.'tis lo. 


I eruſt ] may nottrult thee, tor thy word 

1s but the yaine breath of a common man: \, 
Beleeuc me, I doe not belceue thee man, 
_ a Kings oathto the contrarie,. | 
Thou ſhaltbe pumith'd forthusfrighting me, 
For I am licke, and capeable of fexces, 


| 


| 


We make him Lordof. Callihe Lady.Confl ance, . gi | 
Ke 22d 1 ol :/ 


{ Some ſpeedy Meſſenger Nees | 
| To our ſolemnity; L mruft w N 


—— 


' That give you cauſe to proue my inying rue, 


| Teachthou this ſorrow, how to make me dye, 
| Andlet beleefe, andlife cncounter ſo, | | 


reft wich yyzongs, andthetefort fill of fearcy, - -- | 
eorrmmay on in ay 3 oor rene | 
A woman ueturally borne to feares; | 


And though thownow confefſe thou did burief 
With my vexr ſpirits, I cannottake a Truce,.} 
Bur they will quakeagdrrembleall this day... 


What doſt thou meane by ſhoking of thy head? 
Why Joſtthoulockeſstadly ho ary 


- | What meanes that hand vpon that breaſt of thine? + - / 


Why holdes thine cie that lamencable 

Like a proud river peering oft his bounds? - 

Be theſe ſad ſignes confirmers of thy words? | 

Then ſpeake againe, not all thy former tale, - : 

But this one word, whether thy rale be true. ,_ of | 
Sal. As true as] beleeue you thinke them falſe, - - | 


Con. Oh if chow reach me ro beleeve this ſorrow, |... | 


As doth the fucie of two deſperate men, 
Which in the yery meeting fall, and dye. 
Lewes marry Blannch? O boy, then where are thou? 
Fraxce friend with England, what becomes of me ? 
Fellowbe gone : I cannot brooke thy fight, 
This newes hath made thee a moſt vgly man. | 
Sal. What other harme huue I good Lady done, 
Bue ſpoke the harme, that is by others done ? | 
Con. Which harme within it {elfe ſo heynous is, 
As it makes harmefull all that ſpeakeot ir, - , 
Ar. 1 do beſeech you Madam be content, 
{ox. Ifthau that bidſt me be content, wert grim 
Vply, and \landrous tothy Mothers wombe, 
Full of vnp blors, and fighitefle Raines, mw 
[.ame, fooli{h, crooked, fwart, prodigious, | 
Parch'd with foule Moles, and niet TAN 
j would not care, I then wopyld be comtens, 
For then ] ſhould uotloue thee ;no, northeu 
Become thy great birth, nor deſerue a Crowne, | 
Bnt chou art faire, and at thy birth (deere boy) 
Nature and Fortune ioyn'd to make thee great, 
Of Natures guifts, thou mayſt with Lillies boaft, 
And with the halfe-blawneRoſe, Bur Fortune, oh, 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and wonne fromth 
Sh'adulterates hourely with thine Vackle John, 
And with her golden hand hath pluckton France 
Totread downe faire reſpeR of Soueraigntic,,, 
And made his Maicſtiethe bawd totheirs. 
France is a Bawd to Fortune, and king lobx, .. 
That firumper Fortune, that vſurping /obs : 
Tell me thou fellow, is not France forſworne ? 
Euvenom him with words, or get thee gone, 
And leaue thoſe woes Ment which Ialone 
Am bound to ynder-beare. 
Sal. Pardon me Madam, 
I may not goe without you tothe gy. 
Con. Thou maiſt, thou ſhalt, 1will not go with thee, 
I will inftru& my ſorrowes to bee proud, . | 
For greefe is proud, and makes his owner ſtoope, | 
To me and to the ſtate of my great greefe,,. 
Let kings afſemble : for my greefe's ſo great, | 
That no ſupperter but the huge firme earth, | 
Can hold it yp: here and ſorrowes fit, __ 
Heere is my Throne, bid kingscome boy toit. 
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| The #f6 and deathof KingFobn. dw. | 
| props roving ore || Tu nA AP aan a limbs. | 
. TU TIEN | lobs. We like not thou doſt forger thy ſe 
eATus Tertius,Scanaprima, w Par artery won go0 ob = 
| | Fre. Heere comes the holy Legac of the Pope. 
Enter King Tohn, France, Dal/phin, Blanch, Elanor, Philip, Pan. Haile you annointed deputies of heauen; 
AuſtriagC anſtance, Tothee King Jobw my holy errand is : | 
- I Paxdwlpb, of faire Afilane Cardinall , 
Fras. 'Tis true (faire daughter) andthis blefſed day, And from Pape /nnocent the Legate heere, 
Euer in Fraxce (hall be kept feſtiuall : | Doe inhis namereligioufly demand | 
.| Toſolemnize this day tne glerions funne | Why chou againtt the Church, our holy Mother , © 
Stayes in his courle, and playcs the Alchymift, So wiltully dolt ſpurne zand force caters | 
\{ Turning with ſplendor of bis precious eye Keepe Srephen Langton choſen Arſhbiſhop 
'} The meager cloddy earth to ghutering gold: Of (Canterbury from that holy Sea : 
'] The — courſa that brings this day about, This in our torefaid holy Fathers name 
'| Shall never {ec it, bura holy day. Pope Innocent, I doe demand of thee. 
: Corſt. A wicked day, and not aholy day. lohn. Whatearthie name to Interrogatories 
*| What hath this day defſeru'd ? what hath ic done, Can taſt the free breath of s ſacred King? 
That it in golden letters ſhould be ſet | Thou canft not (Cardinall) deviſe a name 
Among the high cides inthe Kalender 2 So (light, vnworthy,and ridiculous 
Nay, rather turne this day out of the weeke, To charge meto an anſwere, as the Pope: i=l 8. 
This day of ſhame, oppreſſion, periury, Tell him this tale,and fromthe movth of Frgland, © " | 
Or if it muſt Rand (til], lex wives wich childe Adde thus much more, that no [talian Prieft © 
| Pray that their burthens may not fall this day, Shall rythe or toll in our dominions : | 294 
Leſt that their hopes prodigiouſly be croſt 2 5 Bur as we, vnder heauen, are ſupreame head, - 
But (on this day) let Sea-men feare no wracke, | So vnder him that great ſupremacy | 
No bargaines breake that are not this day made ; Where we doe reigne, we will alone yphold 
This day all things begun, cometo ill ent, | Without thaffiſtance of a mortall hand: 
Yea, fai.hit ſelfe to hollow falſhood change. Sotell the Pope, all reuerence ſer apart 
Fra. By heaven Lady, you ſhall haue no cauſe To him and his vſurp'd authoritie, 
Te curſe the faire proceedings of this day : | Fra, Brother of Exgland, you blaſpheme in this, 
| Haue I not pawa'd to you my Maielty ? - h Tobn. Though you, and all the Kings of Chriſtendom 
Conſt. You have beguil' d me with acounmterfeic* \ | Areled ſo groflely by this medling Prieft, | 
Reſcmbling Maieſty, which being touch'd and cride, Dreading the-curſe that tnoney may buy our, 
Proucs valueleſſe ; you are forſworne,forſworne , + |, / And by the meric of vilde gold, drofle, duſt, "f 
You came in Armes to {pill mine enemies bloudz! ' tf | Purchaſe corrupted pardon of a man, 1262.0 | 
But now in Armes, you ſtrengthen it with yours; + Who in that ſale {els pardon from himſelfe ; AC | 
The grapling vigor, and rough frowne of Warre Though you, and al thereftſo groflelyled, | | 
Is cold in aminie, andÞainted peace, + | This wgling witchcraft with revennue cheriſh, 0 
And our opprefſion hath made vp this league : Yer I alone, alone doe me oppoſe | 
Arme, arme, you heauens, againſt theſe periur'd Kings, Againſt the Pope, and count his friends my foes. 
A widdow cries, be husbandto me ( heauens) Pand, Then by the lawfull power that I have, 
Let not the howres of this vngodly day Thou ſhalt ſtand curſt, m@excommunicate, 
Weare our the dazes in Peace ; but ere Sun-ſer, | And blefſed ſhall he be chat doth revolt / 
Set armed diſcord 'twixt theſe periur'd Kings, From his Allegeance to awheretique, ” fl 
Heare me, Oh, heare me. &] And meritorious ſhaltthat hand be call'd, i 
Auſt, Lady Conſtance, peace. Canonized and worſhip'd as a Saint, | 
Conſt. \War,war, no peace, peace is to mea warre : That takes away by anyecret courfe ' | / i 
O Lymoges, © Auſtria,thau doſt thame Thy hatefull life. "IL iſ; 
That bloudy ipoyle; thou flave,thou wretch, } coward, Con, Olawkull ler it be 11” | 
Thou little yalianc,greavinvillanie, That I haveroome with Rome to curſe #'While, +7. [ 
Thou euer ſtrong vpenthe firanger fide ; ' | Good Father Cardinal}; cry thon Amen. , f 
| Thou Fortunes Champion,that do'ft neverfight To my keene curſes; for wirhour my wrong / | | 
f But when her humorous Ladiſhyp is by There is no tongue hath\power to curſehimright, | 
| Toteach thee ſafery : rhowartperiur'd tas, Pan. There's Law and Warrant (Lady) for my curſe. ' 
And ſooth'ſtvp greatnefle. What afoole art thou, Conſ. And for mine roo, when Law caji do no right. / 4 
A ramping foole,to brag, and Ramp, and{weare, Let it be lawfull,that Law barteno-wrong /* I 
Vpon my pgrtic : thou cold blooded flaue, 1 | Lawcannot giuemy childthis kingdome heere ; # 
Haſt thounor ſpoke like rbunder on my (ule ? For he that Holds his Kingdome, holds the Law: B 
Beene {worne my Soulditrbidding me depend i | Therefore finee Law irfelfeis perfe&t wrong, 'ﬀ 
| Vpon thy ares, thy foruwe,aud thy fireapth , '| How conthe Law forbid my tongue to curſe x -*'Y 
And doſt thou nuw talbaaet30my foes? + / / Pand. Philo of France, on perill of a curſe , " 
Thou weare Lyons hidexdoFu for ſhame, | Let goethe hand of that Arch-hererique, 16 
And hang s Calucs skinanisbole recreantlimbes, And raiſ@&the power of France vpon his head, | ff 
Avuſ, O that « may ſhowld ſpeake thoſe wordsto me, | Vnleſſe he doeſobmichimſelfe to Rome, = |. 
Phil. And hang a Calues-skin on thaſe recreanc limbs * | Elea.Look'R thou pale Fraxce?do not It go thy band, i y 
| Avſ. Thou dart not lay {axillainetar thy life, > |} Con. Looketo that Devil, leſt that OIIY pr | = | 
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| To doe your pleaſure, and continue friends, 


Wh 


CET 


The bfeanddeabo King fone. 


And by diſioyning hands hell loſe a foule. | 
Axuf. King Philip, lien to- the Cardinall,, 
Baſt. And hang a Calues-skin on his recreant limbs, 
Auſt, Well ruftan, I muſt pocket vp theſe wrongs, 
Becaule, 
© Baſt. Your breeches beſt may carry them, 
Tobn, Philip,whar (ailt thou co the Cardinal] ? 
Con, What ſhould he ſay,bur as the Cardinall? 
Dolph. Berhinke you father, for the difference 
Is purchaſe of a heauy curle from Rome , 
| Or the light lofle of E-gland,for a friend ; 
Forgoe the eahicr, 
Bla. That s the curſe of Rome, | 
{n, O Lews, Rand falt, the deuill rempes thee heere 
| Inlikeneſle of a new vntrimmed Bride. 
Bls. The Lady Conſtance ſpeakes not from her faith, 
But from her need. 
Con. Oh, if chou grart my need, 
Which onely liues but by the death of faith, 
Tharnecd, muſt needs interre this principle, 
' Tharfaich would live againe by death of need: 
* O then tread downe my need, and faith mounts vp, 
Keepe my need vp,and faith is trodden downe. 
Tobs, The king is moud, and aniwers not to this. 
Con. O be remou'd from him, and an{were well, 
Auf. Doe lo king Philip, hang no more in doubr. 


Fra. I am perplext,and know not what to ſay. 

Pas, \V hat canſt thou ſay, bur wil perplex thee more? 
If thou ſtand excommunicate, and curſt? _ 

Fra, Good reuerend father,make my perſon yours, 
And tell me how you would beſtow your (elfe? 
This royall hand and mine are newly knit , 
And the coniuoCtion of our inward ſoules - 
Married in league, coupled,and link'd tugether 


Baff, Hang nothing but a Calues skin moſt ſweet lout. | 


With all religoos ftrength of ſacred vowes , 

The lateſt breath chat gau* the ſound of words | 

Was deepe-{worne faich, peace, amity, true loue 

Berweene our kingdomes and our royall felues, 

And cuen before this truce, butnew before, 

No longer then we well could waſh our hands, 

| Toclap this royall bargaine - of peace, | 
Heanen knowes they were beſmear'd and ouer-ſtaind 

With flaughters pencill ; where revenge did paint 


; 


The fearetull difterence of incenſed kings : 

And ſhall theſe hands ſo lately purg'd of bloud? 
Sonewly ioyn'd in loue? fo (trong in both, 
Voyoke this ſeyſure, and this kinde regreerte ? 
Play faſt and looſe with fatch?foieft with heaven, 
Make ſuch yaconſtant children of onr ſelues 

As now againe to ſnatch our palme from palme: 
Vn-ſweare faith {worne, and on che marriage bed 
Of (nyling peace to march a bloody hoaſt, 

And make 8 ryoton the gentle brow 

Ofcrue incerity ? O holy Sir 

My reuerend father, let it not be ſo; 

| Out of your grace; deviſe, ordaine, impoſe 
Some gentle order, and then we ſhall be bleſt 


Pand. All forme is formeleſſe,Order orderlefle, 
Sue what is oppoſite to Englands loue, 
Therefore to Armes, be Champion of our Church, 
Or let the Church our mother breathe her cucſe, 


A mothers curſe, on her revolting ſonne: 


A caſed Lion by tne mortall paw, 


| France, thou mailt hold a ſerpent by the tongue, 


A fafting Tyger ſafer by the tooth, 

Then keepe in peace that hand which thou doſt hold, 
Fra . 1 may diſ-ioyne my hand, but not my faith, 
Pard. So mak'ſ thou faith an enemy to faith, 

Andlike a ciuill warre ferft oath to oath , 

Thy tongue againſt "y rongue, O let thy vow 

Firſt made to heaven, firſt be to heauen perform'd, 

That is, to be the Champion of our Church , 

What ſince thou ſworſt, is ſworne againſt thy (elfe, 

And may not be performed by thy fie, 

For that which thou haſt ſworme ro doe amiſſe, 

Is notamifſe when it is truely done: 

And being net done, where doing tends to ill, 

The truth is then moſt done not doing it: , 

The berter At of purpoſes miftooke , 

Is to miſtake again, though indirect, 

Yer indireRion thereby growes direR, 

And falſhood, falſhood cures, as fire cooles fire 

Within the ſcorched veines of one new burn'd: 

It is religion that doth make yowes kept, 

But thou haſt ſworne againſt religion: 

By what thou ſwear'ſt y_ the thing thou ſwear'ſt, 

And mak'f an oath the furetie for thy truth , 

Againſt an oath the truth, thou art vnſvure 

To {weare, ſweares onely not to be forlwerne, 

Elſe what a mockerie ſhould ir be to ſweare ? 

But thou doſt ſweare, onely to be forſwerne, 

And moft forſworne, to keepe what thou doſt ſweare, 

Therefore thy later yowes, againſt thy fuft, 

Is inthy ſelfe rebellion to thy ſelfe : 

And better conqueſt never canft thou make, 

oa arme thy conſtant and thy nobler parts 

gainft theſe giddy looſe ſuggetiions: 

Vpon which betcer part, our prayrs come in, 

If thou vouchſafe chem. Burt if not,then know 

The perill of our curſes light on thee 

So heauy, azthou ſhalt not ſhake themoff 

But in deſpaire, dye vnder their blacke weight, 

Anxſt. Rebellion,flar rebellion. 
Baſt, Wi\'tnort be? 

Will not a Calues-skin ſtop that mouth of thine? 
Daxl. Father,to Armes. 

Blanch. Vponthy wedding day? 

Againſt the blood that thou baſt married? 

Whar,ſhall our feaſt be kept with ſlaughtered men? 

Shall braying trumpets, and loud churliſh drums 

Clamors of hell, be meaſures ro our pomp? 

O busband heare me : aye, alacke, how.new 

Is husband in my mouth? euen for that name 

Which till this time my tongue did nere pronounce ; 

Vpon my knee I beg, goe notto Armes - 

Againſt mine Vacle, 

Conſt. O, ypon my knee made hard with kneeling, 

I doe pray to thee, thou vertuous Daxlphin, 

Alter not the doome fore-thought by heauen. 

Blan. New ſhall I ſee thy loue, what motiue may 

Be ſtronger with thee, then the name of wife 2 
Con. That which vpholdeth him, that thee vpholds, 

His Honor, Oh thine Honor, Lewis thime Honer, 

« Dolpb, I muſe your Maiefty doth ſeeme ſo cold, 

When ſuch profound reſpe@s doe pull you on £ 
Paxd, I will denounce acurſevpon his head. 

Fre. Thou ſhalt not need. England, will fall fro thee. 
Conft. O faire teturne of baniſh'd MaieſNie. 

Elea. O toule revolt of French inconſtancy, 

Eng. France, ſhalt rue this houre within this houre, 


——— 
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Baſt, 
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bt and tent} King Fobn. » II | | 


| Baft.Old Time the clocke ferter,} bald fextoti Time: '{ « lob. Cor, tarewell. * 
Is it as he will ? wal'then, Frence hall rue; 107 00 | Ele. Come hether lixcle kinſmanyharke,a worde, © 
Bla. The Sun's orecaft with btoud : fairedayadicu, | lobn. Come hether Hupert. O my gentle Hubert, | 
Whichs che fide that T muſt-got £10. | Weowethee much: within this wall offleſh 
{ Iam with bothJeath Army hili= hang, © 5 || Thereis a ſoule counts thee her Creditor , 
And in theirrege;Thaving borh, © © {| And withaduantagemeanes to pay thy loue: 
They whurlew-Adnider, and diffnember mee, © And my good trier, thy voluntary oath 
Husband, I cannot pray thatthou maift winhe : | Liues in this boſome, deerely cheriſhed. | | 
Vacle, I needs muſt pray that 'thou maiſt loſs: Give me thy hand, I had athing to ſay, 
Farher, I may not wiſh the fortune thine : '} Bur I willfitit with ſome better tnne. | 
Grandam, 1 will not wiſh rthyWiſhes thrive > * | By heaven Hebert, 1 am almoſt aſham'd | 
Who-euer wins,on that fide thall T loſe: | To fay what good reſpe@tT have of thee. 
Aſored loſe Before the match beplaid; | H»b. I um much boundento your Maieſty. 
Dolph, Fade with me,with tne thy fortune lies | lohn, Good friend,thouhaft no cauſe ro y lo yer, 
Bla. Thete where miy fortuhetives; there my life dies. | | But thou ſhalt have:and*creeperimic nerefo flow, 
 Hehn. Cofen, goc draw our puifance together, "+ | Yetit ſhall cone, for mero-doethee good, 
| Fraxce,1 am burn'd vp with inflaming wrath,” " . | 1 hadathingtoſiy, bur leritpoe: 
| A rage, whoſe henrhath this condition ; | The Sunne is ivthe heauen, and the proud day, 
{| That vothing can allay,nothing but blood, Attended with the pieafures ofthe world, 
| The blood and deereft valued bloud of Frarce. Is all roo wanton, and to6 Yull of gawdes | 
Fra. Thy rage ſhall butne thee,yp,& thou ſhaſtturne | To give meaudience : If the mid-night bell * 
To aſhes, ere out blood ſhall quench thar fire : Did with his yron tongue,and brazen mouth 
Looke tothy\cife,thon artimicopardie. | Sound on into the drowzie race of night: 


lohn.No more then he that threats. To Arms le'ts hie. | Ifthis ſame were a Church-yard where we (tagd, | 
| + © Exemnt. | Andthoupoſſefſed with s thouſand wrongs': 

 , | Orif that furly fpirit melancholy 

Had bak'd thy bloud, and made it heavy, rhicke, 


—  ————_ ——_— —— h— - 


| _ Which elſe runnes trickling vp and downe the yeines, 
k) cena Se cunda . b '| Making thar idior koghie Loads mens eyes, * * 
| | .©* | Andftrainetheip cheekesr6 idle merriment, . . 
Allarums, Exenrſions : Enter Baſtard with Auſtria's | A paſſion hatefull to my purpoſes: | *, , 
bead, | * * \] Oriftharthou'couldfiſee me Kithour eyes, = 
adn Heare me without thine cares, and makereply ' U 
Baſt, Now by my hfe,this day grows wondrous hot, | | Without atorgue, vſingconceit alone , | - 
Some ayery Denill hovers inthe skie , Without eyes;eares,and harmefull ſound of words : © 
And pow''s downe miſchiefe. Anſtriar bead lye there, Then, in deſpight of brooded watchful day, . © ©? 
1"! Fmter Fobn, Arthur, Hubert. : ] would into thy boſome poure my thoughts : _ 
While Philty breathes; Bur (ab) I will nor, yet Tloue thee well, » 
Jebn. HKwbirr, keeperhis boy: Philip make yp, | | And by my ttorh I thinke thou lou'ſt me well, , _ © 
| My Mother is afayled in our Tent, | | Hub. So well,that what you bid me yndettake, *' 
And taneTfeare. var” aſhes Though that my death were adiun@ ro my AR, ' 
'| Baſt. My Lordliefevedher, © | | | By heattenT would doeit; ard 
Her Highnelle is ini fafery, feare you not: ". | lobn. Doe not I know thou wouldſt > | A | 
But on my Lirge, for'very littlepames © | | Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert throw thine eye | , 


Will bring rhis labor to zri hippy end. 4h Exit. | On yon young boy : Iletell thee what my friegd, _ 


Alarums , Ofcttr front; Retreat" Enter Tobe, Eleanor, Arthur | And whereſvere this foor of AIR doth rread, © © = | 
; Baſtard, Hitbirt, Lordey (6) © | | Helies before me: doſtthou ynderftand me? © 
— POET WCCNEIINNY p -* + | Thou art his keeper. rand tells — i 
| Tobh SHE it bet your Grace ſhall ay behinde Heb. And le keepe him'ſo, i ar raged. | 
| | So frongly girarded : Coferi;aoke no#fad, That he ſhall not offead your Maleſty. © vi ' 
| Thy Grandame louts thee, aid thy VokIewil * | Tobs.” Death, EE TEA 2s 
| As we ors the RAPE 4 | Hub. My Lord. _ zrprwna andere?” 
| Arth,”O this will ma ettry\morher die with griefe." lobn. AGraue. | It | | 
' Jobn. Cofthiwayfor [te bef | Hub. Hethall not tine; © ON md i} 
And ereout comming ſee thou fhaketh© bags ©» lobn, Enough. . ' | &. 4 | 
'| Ofhoording Abborx, ned mmpells - _ I could be merry now, Hubert, Tloue thee? pr 2 
Set at liberrie : the fat rib oga0m i. 21201 | | yall, Nenoti what I intedd for thee: | | | 
Muſt by the hung? $44 | | Remember: Madam, Fare you well, © © 
'| VieourC 4's, - agg "WY | Ile ſend thoſe powers 6fero yout Malteſty, vs 
| Baſt  S6f Uridde meBack, | Ele. M bleſſing ghe wick thee. w_l 
'{ Whey g _—m— John. For England Coſen, goe. © = a+ 
{ Teaue you ©” | | Hwbert(hall be your tian, artend on Fou © 
(If cuer It ; T Wirthal true duetje : On toward Caliethod * 
| For your fairefatery: on - FIT Excont, 
j Ele, Farewell'y FRAY | FY 


wen a Fn; 3 


oo 


At_— 


—_— ———. 


—_— 
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| 


Scena T ertia. 


———  ———— 


Enter France, Dolphin, Pandulpho, Attendants. 


Fra. So by a roaring Tempeſt on the flood, 
A whole Arinado of conuidted ſaile | 
Is ſcattered and diſ-ioyn'd from fellowſhip. 


[ 


Parnd. Courage 2nd comfort,all ſhall yer goe well, 


Fra. What caa goe well, when we haue runne ſo 
Arewenot beaten ?1s not Avgiers loſt? 
Arthur tane priſoner? divers deere friends ſlaine ? 
And bloudy England into England gone, 
Ore-bearing interrvption ſpight of France? 

Dol. What be hath won, = hath he fortified: 
So hot a ſpeed, with ſuch aduice diſpos'd, 
Such temperate order inſo fierce a cauſe, 
Doth want example: who hath read,or heard 
Ofany kindred-aQion like to this? 


ill? 


Fra. Well could I beare that Exgland had this praiſe, 


So we could finde ſome parterne —_ ſhame: 
Enter (onſtarce. 
Looke who comes heere ? a graue vnto a ſoule, 
Holding th'erernall ſpirit a y_ her will , 
In the vilde priſon of afflicted breath : 
I prethee Lady goe away with me, 
Con. Lo; now:now ſee the ifſue of your 
Fra. Patience good Lady,comfort 
Con. No, I defie all Counſell, all redreſſe, 
Bur that which ends all counſell, true Redrefſe: 
Death, death, O amiable, lovely death , 
Thou odoriferous tench: found rottenneſſe, 
Ariſe forth from the couch of laſting night, 
Theu hare and terror to proſperitic, 
And 1 will kifle thy detciiable bones , 
And put my cye-balls in thy vaultie browes , 
Andring theſe fingers with thy houſhold wormes , 
And ſtop this gp of breath with tullome duſt, 
And be a Carrion Monſterlike thy (zIfe; 
Come, grin on me, and I will thinke thou [mil t, 
And buſſe thee as thy wite : Miſeries Love, 
O cometo me, _ 
Fre. O faire afAiion, peace, 
Cow, Nogno, I will nor, having breath to cry : 
O that my tongue were in the thunders mouth, 
Then with a paſſion would 1 ſhake the world, 


1 And rowr.e from ſleepe that fell Anatomy 


Which cannot heare a Ladics feebhe voyce, 
Which ſcornes a moderne Invocation. 


genle Cone | 


Pand, Lady,you vtter madnefſe, and not ſorrow. 


Con. Thou att holy to belye me ſo, 
Tam nor mad : this haire Itearc is mine, 
My name is Conſtance, 1 was Geffeges wiſe, 
Yong &#rthyr is my ſonne, and he is loſt; 
I am nos mad, I wouldto heaven I were, _ 
For then'tis like I ſhould forget my (elfe: 
O, if T could, what griefe (houldI forget ? 
Preach ſome Philaſophy to make me mad, _ 
And thou ſhalt be gel um] 
For, being not mad, but ſenfibleof greefe, | 
My reaſonable part produces xeaſan | 


How I may be deliucr'd of theſe woes, 


nd teaches mee to kill or hang my ſelfe: 
It 1 were mad, I ſhould forget gy ſonne, 


PRE 


* 
—— 


ll 


) 


The lifpanddeatbef. 


/ Stuffes out his vacant garments with his forrae ; 


Vexing the dull.care of adrow ei toooitiod | 
; And bitter ſhame hath vo the ſweet words taſte, l 
That it yeelds nought but ſhame and Þj Iv 
Pand. Reforeahe evingroletiene jlenle, | 
Even in the inſtant of eand health, _ .... . y | 
The fic is : Ewils: leave. ..... | 
On their | 


Or madly.chinke;s babe of clowes wae hea.) 1 
I am not mad: $00/well, too well | feels - ||; ,, .. 


* $1. e211 2:1 


The different plague of eacycalamirie,c,> 17 17, 
Fra. Binde vp thoſe, ucſſes : O what loueI pote,/'// 
In the faire multitude her haires; 10: n1winacti 
Where bur by chance drop hath falne, '- |, 
Euen to that drop ten. d wiery he  w34T 
Doe glew themſclues in ſociable griefe, fy Rk 


Like true, inſeparable, fairhfull loues, - _ 
Sticking together incalamitie. | I | 
Con. To England, if you will. | 

Fra. Binde vp your haices. 
Cov, Yes that I will ; and wherefore will I do it ? 
Itore them from their bonds, andcride aloud , 
O, that theſc hands could ſo redeeme my ſonne,, 
As they haue giuen theſe hayres cheir libertic - 
But now I enuie at their libertic , 
And will againe commit them go their bonds, 
Becauſe wy poore childe is a priſoner, __— 
And Father Cardinall, I hauc heard you ſay | 
That we ſhall ſce and know our friends in heaven ; q 
If that be true, | ſhall ſec my boy againe ; 
For ſince the birth of Caine, the firſt male-childe | 
To him that did bur yeſterday ſuſpite , 
There was not ſuch a gracious creature borne : 
But now will Canker-ſorrow eat my bud , 
And chaſe the natiue beauty from his cheeke, 
And he will looke as hollow as a Ghoſt , 
As dirm and meager az an Agues firre, 
And {o hee'll dye: and riſing ſo againe, 
When I ſhall meet him ia the Court of heauen 
I ſhall net know him : therefore never, neuer 
Muſt I behold my pretty! Arthur more. 
Pand. You hold too heynous a icipett of greefe. 
Conſt. He talkes to me;that never had a ſonne. 


Fra. Youare as fond of greefe, as of your childe, 
Cox. Greefe fils the roome vp of my abſent childe : 

Lies in his bed, walkes vp and downe with me, 

Pars on his pretty lookes, repeats his wards, 

Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 

Then,have I reafon to be foud of griete? 
Fareyouwell : had you ſuch loſſe as 1, 
I could give better comfort they you doc, 
I will nor keepe this forme, ypon my head, 
When there is ſuch diſorder in my witte : 

O Lord, my boy, my Ar;bar, my faire ſonne, | 
My life, my ioy, my food, my all the world: ” 
My widow-comfort,and my ſorrowes cure. Exe, 

Fre, I feare ſome out-rage,and Ilefollow-her, Ex 
Dol, There's notbing in oo world can make me ioy,| 
Life is as tedjous ava twice»taldtale, ._ | | 


, 
. 


I 


EI 


4 


Now hate web ont opticnth 
For euer'the brexth of what ieioeke, 
{Shall blow edch duft, exch firaw, eath Frſerub-- 
Out of the path whith hall ire 
| Thy foote to / Englands Throtie! And: therefor matke: 
[obs hathv{eiz'd Arthas; and 


s IF? 


The miſ-plac'd-/ob» ping bad pond whey) - 


One minure;,4ny one quiet! brenh'ofreft; * ali nor 


A Scepter ſatevd winrar vatuily handy :; 


4 That /obn may ſtand, then Artharneedymoft fall; = 
$obeit, fot {Gedtirich be dv fo?” GH 29 \ 
'Do/: Bur what ſhall T's tne byyong Arthurs fant p'! 
{ Pax. You,in theright of Lady Zlanch your wiſe, 
| May then make all the clajmethat Arther did, _ 
| Dol. And leoſcit, hfe and all,as Arthur did. 
Pan, How greenyou zrefand freſhin this old world? 
lobn layes you plots : the times conſpire with you, 


| 


Shall finde but bloodie ſafery, and vurrue, 
This A ſocuilly borne coolethehearrs 
Ofallhis people, and freeze vprheir zeale, * 
That none ſo ſinall advantage ſhall Rep forth: 
Tochecke his reigne, bur they will cheriſlvir-' | 
No nacurall exhalation irvthe vkie, (7, 
No ſcope of Nature, nodiſternper'd day; ' 
No cemmon winde, no euſtorned event,” 
Burt they will plucke away his natural! cauſe; 
And call theta Meteors, prodigies, and fignes, 
Abborrives, preſages, and tongues of heaven, 
Plainly;denouncing vengeance vpon /obn, _ | d | 
Dol, May be he will no: rouch yong Arthors life; 
But hold himſclfe ſafe in his priſonmenr. 
Pan. O Sir, wben he ſhall heare of your approach, 
If that yong Arthar be not gone alreadie, 
Euen at that newes he dies : and then the hearts 
Of all his people ſhall reuslr from him, | 
Andkifſe the lippes of vuacquainted change, 
And picke ſtrong matter of reuolr, and wrath 
Out of the bloody fingers ends of /obs. 
| Me thinkes I ſee this hutley all on foot ; 
And O, what berter matter breeds for you, 
Then haue nam'd. The Baſtard Falconbridge 
Is now in En gland ranſa the Church, 
Offending Charity : If but a French 
Were there; in Armcs, they would be as a Call 
Totraine ten thouſand Englifhtotheir ſide; 
Or, as alittle ſnow; tumbled abour, 
| Aron becomes a Mountaine. O noble Dolphine, 
Go with me tothe King, 'tis wonderfull, 
What may be wrought out obtheir diſcontent, 
Now that their ſoules are copfullof offence, 
For Enghand go; 1 will wheton che King. 
Dol. Strong reaſons makes ftrange ations:let vs go, 
If you ſay I, the ee. mac > no. (1 Exemm, 


——_—_——— _ m 


"4 


That whiles warmelife playes i in charkifihns veines, 4 


Muft be WHS inrmne' 4 = mp oe TR oy; 
And he that Rands vpot! #{lipp'ry A 1d T 
| | Makes nice ofno vilde hold to <4 hirtſvp:" ntl ff 


For he that ſtcepes his ſafeticintrue blood, BATES 


| 


] 


| 


 Andſo 1 would be heere, bur that ] doubt A | 


/ | Within the Arras: when I ficike my foot 
| 
| 
| 
| 
þ 
} 
RY 
| 
| 


| Yong Gentlemen would be as f2d as night 
Onely tor wantonneſle : by my Chriſtendome, - 4 | 
 So1 were out of priſon, and keprSheepe A 


; Is it my fault, that I was Geffrezes ſonne ? 


| (ThebeR 1 had, a Princefſe wrought it me ) 


| And call it cunning. Do, xndif you will 
— —— _—_ » —— | 
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FWO8FT tf Fillars yer weotaban $ | 
Hub, Heme me theſe Irons hot, ad looke thou land | 


Vpon the boſome of the ground, raſh forch 


And binde the boy, which you ſhall fiade with me | 


Faft to the chaire : be heedtull : hence, and watch. 
Exec. Thope your warrant will beareourthe deed.” 
Hub. Vocleanly ſcruples feare not your looke tao't. 
| Tong Lad come forth ; I have to ſay with you. 4 
TC. Enter-drthur. | 
Ar. Good morrow &/»berr. 
Hub. Good morrow; little Prince. 
Ar. Aslittle Prince, having fo greata Title 
To bemorc Prince, as may be t you are fad, 
Hub.. Indeed | baue becne merrier, 
Art. "Metcieon me: 
Me thinkes no body ſhould beſad bur. : 
Yerl remember, when [was inFrance, 


i ſhould beas merry as the day is long: | | | 


My Vnckle practiſes more harme to me : 
He is affraid of me, and I of bim : 


No ia deede3s't not : and 1 would to heauen 
I were your ſonne, ſo you would loue me; Hubert: 
Hwb. It | ralke to bim, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercie, which lies dead:- 1 
Therefore | will be ſodaine, and diſpatch, | | 
Ar Are you ficke Hubert? you looke paleto day, | 
Inſooth: I wovld you were 3little Geke, - 
Thar I might ſit all night,and watch with you. 
] warrant | loue you more then you do me, | '\ 
Hub. His words do take poſleſſion of my boſome, 
Readeheereyong Arthur, How now fooliſh rheume? 
Turning diſpitious torture out of doore? . | 
I mult be breeke, leaſt reſolution drop | 
Qut at mine eyes, in tender womaniſh teares, | 
Can you not reade it ? Is itnor faire writ ?- -\}, | 
Ar. Too faitely Hubert, for ſo foule effeR, 
Muſt you with het Irons, burne out both mine eyes? 
Hub. Yong Boy, I muſt, 
Art, And willyou? - 
Hub. And 1 will. | 
Art. Ro heart? When your head did bur 
ake, 
I knit my@and- kercher about your browes 


And I did neuer aske it you againe : 

And with my hand, at widnight held your head; 

And like the watchfull minures, to the houre, 

Still and anon cheer'd vp the heauy time; 
Saying, what lacke you? and where lies your greefe? 

Or what good loue may I performe for you ? 

Many a poore mans ſonne would baue uy All, 

And nere have ſpoke a loving word to you: 

But you, at your ſicke ſeruice hada Prince ; 

Nay, you may thinke my loue was craftic loue, 


_—_— — — —_— _—_ - 
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Ifheauen be pleav'd that you muſt vſe me ill, 
Why then you muſt, Will you pur ous mior eyes? 
Thele eyes, ilk ther never did, oor Toner (hall 
So much as frowne on you, 
Hub. 1haue {worneto do it: 

And with hot Irans mutt | burne them our. 

Av. Ah, none but inthis tron Age,wauld do it : 
The Iron of it ſelfe, though heate red hox, : / 


And quench this Rer1c 1nd; gnauon, 
Euen in the matter of mine innocence: 
N ay, after that, confume away ia ruſt, 
ut for containing hre to harmemine eye: 1! / 
Are you more tubborne hard, then hamrner'd fron ? 
Andifan Angell ſhould haue-come tome, 
And told me Hubert ſhould put ont mine eyes, 
I would not haue beleeu'd him : no tongue: but Huberts. 
Hub, Come forth : Do as 1 bid you do, 
Art. Oſane me Hubers fave me : my cyes are ouc 
Euen with the fierce tookes bf theſe bloody men. 
| Hab. Giueme the Iron I ſay,and binde him hcere. 
Art. Alas, what neede you be ſo boiſtrous rough? 
I will nor truggle, I will tand ſtone ſtill: 
For heauen ſake Hnbert let menort be bound : 
Nay heare me Hubert, driue theſe men away, 
AndI will fit as quiet as 2 Lambe., 
I will notſtirre, nor winch, nor ſpeake a word, 
Nor looke vponthe Iron angerly : 
Thruſt but theſe men away, and }le forgiue you, 
What euer torment you do put me too. 
Hub. Go ſtand within: let me alone with him, 
Exec, lam beſtpleas'd to be from ſuch a deede, 
Art. Alas, I then haue chid away my friend! ' 
He hath afterne looke, but a gentle heart: | 
Let him come backe, that his compaſſion may 
Giue life to yours, 
Hwb, Come ( Boy) prepare your ſelfe, 
Art, Is there no remedie © 
Hub. None; but to loſe your eyes. 
Ayt, O heauen: that there were but a moth in yours, 
A graine, a du(t,a gnart, a wandering haire, 
Any annoyance in that precious ſenſe : 
[Then feeling what ſmall things are boytterovs there, 
Your vilde intent muſt needs ſeeme horrible. 
Hub, Is chis your promiſe? Go tooghold your toong 
Art, Hubert, the viterance of a brace of tongues, 
Muſt needes want pleading for a paire of eyes : 
Let me not hold my torgue : let menot Hubert, 
Or Habert, if you will cut out my tongue, 
So I may keepe mine eyes. O ſpare mine eyes, 
Though to no vſe, bur {till to looke on you. 
Loe, by my troth, the Inflrument js cold,t 
And would not harme me, 
Hwb. 1 can heate it, Boy. x 
Art, No, in good (66th: the fire is dead with oriefe, 
Being create for comfort, tobe vs'd 
In vndeferned exrreames : Sec elſe your ſelfe, 
There is no malice in thisburning cole, 
The breath of heaven, harch blowne his Fpirit out, 
And firew'd repentant aſhes on his head, 
Hub, But with my breach 1 can revive it 
Art, Andif do, you will but make it bluſh, 
And glow with ſhame of your eeciogh, Fiubert : 
{| Nay, it perchance will Covey 
And, like a dogge that is tompel'#t> 
Snatch at his Maſterthar doth catre Hin on. 


”on et 


—— 


Taman Kagfiiw 
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Approaching neere theic eyes, would crinke my reares, | 


Creatures of npcg for mercy, lacki uſes. >5a 2 
For all the Treaſure that thine Vackle owes, .. 
Yet am I ſwornegand I did purpoſe, Boy, - .... +; \, 


With this ſame very Izon, to burne them out. .. 


You were dilguis'd. 
Hub. Peace:no more. Adicu, 
Your Vnckle muſt net know but wyen are dead. 
le fill theſe dogged Spies with falſe reports. ; +. _ ... 
And, pretty childe, {leepe doubtlefſe, and ſecure, 
That Hubert for the wealth of all the wecldy , 
Will nor offcnd thee. 
Art. Oheauen!l thanke you Hubert,, .,, 
Hmab, Silence, no wore; 5 go. cloſely in with mee, 
Maphangerte LHR OEE thee, © .,\, 1; Exenm 


—_ 


Scena Secuntla. 


— 


| Enter John, Pembroke, Solia bury, and ether: Lardee, | ' 


Tohn, Heere-once againe we (it : once againſt crawn'd 


| And look'dypon, I hope; with chemcfull eyes. | 


Pem This once.again (but that your Highnes pleas' d) 
Was once ſuperfluous : you were Crown'd before, 
And that high Royalty was nere pluck'd off; 
The faiths of men, nere ſjained with reuole: 
Freſh expeQation troubled not the Land 
With any Jong d-for-change, or better Srate, 
Sal. Therefore, to be poſleſs'd with double pormpe, 
To guard a Title, that wasrich before ; 
To gilde refined Gold, to paint the Lilly ; 
To throw a pertume onthe Violer, 
To {mooth the yce, or ad4e another hew 
' Vnto the Raine-bow; or with Taper-lght 
To ſtecke the beautcous eye of heauen to garnith, 
Is waſtefull, and ridiculous exceſle, 
Pem. Burthat your Royall pleaſuremuſt be done, 
Thi s ate, is as an ancient tale new told, 
And, in the laſt repeating, croubleſomc, 
Being vrged at atime vnſcaſonable, | 
Sal. Inthis the Anticke, and well noted face 
Of plaine old forme, 1s muchdisfigured, 
And like a ſhifted winde vnto aſaile, 
It makes the courſe of thoaghts to fetch abaur, 
Startles, and frights conſideration; _ 
Makes (ound opinion hcke, and truth fuſpe&ed, 
For putting on ſonew a faſhion'drobe. 
Pem, When Workemenſtriueco toberter then wel, 
They do confound their skull in conetouſneſle, 
And oftentimes excufing of afanlr, - 
Doth make the fault the worſe by ch'excuſe : 
As patches ſet vpon alittdebreach,  ! ; + | 
Diſcredice more in hiding of the fault, \ 
Then did the faulr before ie was fo pareh td | 
Sal. To this effeR, before you were new crown'd 
We breath'd our Councell: butic pleas'd your Highnes 
To over-beare it, and we are all well pleas'd, 
Since all, and every part of what we would 
Doth make Rand, at what your Highneſle will. 


= 


Tohn. 


Hub, Well, ſee roliue; Tylloattonchrhimmene , 


Art, O now.youlooke like Hubert ; All chis while 


— — , 


- 
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| 16h. Some reaſons of this double Cotronation 
I haue pofſeſt you with, and thinke them ſtrong, 


| And more, more ſtrong, then leſſer is my feare 


I ball indue you with : Meane time, but aske 
What you would have reform'd, that is not well, 
And well ſhall you perceine, how willingly 
I will both heare, and grant you your requeſts, 
Pem, Then 1, as onexhat am the tongue oftheſe 
To ſound the purpoſes of ail their hearrs, 
Both for my lelfe, and them : but chiefe of all 
Your ſafety : for the which, my felfe and them 
Bend their beſt ſtudies, heartily requeſt 
Th'infranchiſement of e4rthur, whoſe reſtraint 
Doth moue the murmuring lips of difcontenr 
To breake into this dangerous argument, 
If what in reft you have, in right you hold, 
Why then your feares, which (as they ſay) attend 
The ſteppes of wrong, ſhould moue you to mew vp 
Your tender kinſman, and to choake his dayes 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his yourh 
Therich aduantage of good exerciſe, 
That the times enemies may not haue this 
To grace occaſions : let it be our ſuite, 
That you hauc bid vs aske his libertie, 
Which for our goods, we dono further aske, 
Then, whereupon our weale on you depending, 
Counts 1t your weale : he haue his liberty. 
Enter Hubert. 
[obn, Letit beſo : Ido commit his youth 
To your direQtion : Hubert, what newes with you ? 
Pem. This is the man ſhould do the bloody deed: 
He ſhew'd his warrant to a friend ofmine, 
The image of a wicked heynous fault 
Liues in his eye : thatcloſeaſpeRofhis, 
Dos ſhew the mood of a much troubled breft, 
And I do fearefully belecue 'tis done, 
What we ſo fear'd he had a charge to do, 
Sal. The colour of che King doth come, and go 
Betweene his purpoſe and his conſcience, 
Like Heralds *twixt two dreadfull bartailes fer : 
His paſsion is ſo ripe, it needs muſt breake. 
Pem. And when it breakes, I feare will iſſue thence 
The foule corruption of a ſweet childes death. 
lohn, We cannot hold mortalities firong hand. 
Good Lords, although my will co give, is living, 
The ſuite which you demand is gone, and dead. 
Hetels vs Arthar is deceas'd tonight. 
Sal. Indeed we fear'd his fickneſſe was paſt cure. 
Pem. Indeed we heard how neere his death he was, 
Before the childe himſelfe felt he was ficke : 
This muſt be anſwer'd cither heere, or hence. 
Toh, Why do you bend ſuch folemne browes on me? 
Thinke you 1 beare the Sheeres of deſtiny ? 
Haue I commandement on the pulſe of life ? 
Sal. It is apparant foule-play, and*cis ſhame 
That Greamefe ſhould fo offel offer it 3 
$o thriue ir in yoor game, and ſofarewell. 
| Pew, Stay yet (Lord Salisbugy) Ile go with thee, 
And finde th' inheritance of this poore childe, 
His little kingdome of a forced graue. 
That blood which ow'd the bredth of all this Ile, 
Three foot of it doth hold; bad world the while: 
This muſt not be thus borne, this will breake out 
To all our ſorrewes,and ere long I doubr. Exeant 
Io. *They burn in indignation: T repent : Enter Aﬀeſ. 
There 1s no ſure foundation fer on blood : 


_—_— 


ty 

| No certaine life atchieu'd by others death : Ka 
A fearefull eye thou haſt. Where is that blood, 
ThatI haue ſcene inhabite in thoſe cheekes 2 
So foule a skie, cleeres not without a ſtorme, 
Poure downe thy weather : how goes all in France? 

Meſ. From Franceto England, never ſuch a powre 
For any forraigne preparation, 
Was levied in the body of a land. 
The Copie of your ſpeude is learn'd by them: 
For when you ſhould be told they do prepare, 
The tydings comes, that they are all atriu'd. 

lob. On where hath our Intelligence bin drunke ? 
Where hath it flept? Where is my 
Thar ſuch an Army could be drawne in France, 
And ſhe not heare of it ? 

Meſ. My Liege, hereare 


Your noble mother ; and as I heare, my Lord, 
Tie Lady Conftance in a frenzie di'de 
Tree dayes before : but this from Rumors tongue 
[ idely heard : if crue,or falſe ] know nor. 

Iohs, Wirthehold thy ſpeed, dreadfu)l Occaſion : 
O make aleague with me,”rill I have pleas'd 
My diſcontented Peeres. What? Mother dead ? 
How wildely then walkes my Eſtate in France? 
i Vnder whole condu came thoſe powres of France, 
That thou for trvth giv'ſt out are landed heere ? 

Meſ, Vonderthe Dolphin. 

Enter Baſtard and Peter of Pomfrer, 

lob, Thou haſt made me giddy 
With theſe ill rydings : Now 2 What ſayes the world 
To your proceedings? Do nor ſeeke to ſtuffe 
My head with more ill newes : for it is full, 

Baſt. Bit if you be a-feard to heare the worſt, 
Then let the worſt vn-heard, fall on your head. 

lchs. Breare with me Coſen, for I was amaz'd 


. | Vnder the tide ; but now I breath againe 


Aloftthe flood,and can giue audience 

To any tongue, ſpeake it of what it will. 

Baſt. How I have ſped among the Clergy men, 
| Theſummes | baue colleed ſhall expreſle: 

| Butas ]rrauail'd hither throughthe land, 

| finde the people ſtrangely tanrafied, 

Poſſeſt with rumors, full of idle dreames, 

Not knowing what they feare, bur full of feare, 

And here's a Prophet that I brought with me 

From forth the ſtreets of Pomfrer, whom I found 

Wirh many hundreds treading on his heeles: 

To whom he ſung ia rude harſh ſounding rimes, 

Thatere the next Aſcenſion day at noone, 

Your Highnes ſhould deliver vp your Crowne. 
lobn. Thou idle Dreamer, whetefore didfi thou ſo? 
Pet. Fore-knowing that the truth will fall ourtſo, 
lobn. Hubert, away with him : impriſon him, 

And on that &ay at noone, whereon he ſayes 

I ſhall yeeld vp my Crowne, let him be hang'd. 

Deliver him ro ſafety, and returne, 

For I muſt vſethee. O my gentle Coſen, 

Hear'ſt thou the newes abroad, who are arriu'd? 

Baſt. The French (my Lord) mens mouths are ful of it: 

Bekides I met Lord Biget, and Lord Salisbrrie 

With eyes as red as new enkindled fire, 

And others more, going to feeke the graue 

Of Arthur, whom they ſay is kill'd co night, on your 
lobn, Gentle kinſman,go (ſuggeſtion. 

And thruſt thy ſelfe into mw Companies, 

2 | 
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others care ? 


Is topr with duſt : the firſt of Aprill di'de 
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n+ I haue a way to winne their loues againe : Hub. My Lord. | 
| | | , Bring them before me. 1sb,Had'ft thou but ſhooke thy head, or made a pauſe 
Wl. 5 Baſt. I will ſecke them our. _ When I ſpake darkely, what I purpoſed: 
0 | 43A Tohn. Nay, but make hafte: the better foote before. Or curn'd an eye of doubt ypon my face; 
1 4 O, let me hauc no ſubieftenemies, As bid mertell my tale inexprefle words : 
ml  #, When aduerſe Forreyners aftright my Townes Decpe ſhame had Riruck me dumbe,made me break off, 
[8 F With dreadfull pompe of flout muafion, And thoſe thy feares, might have wrought feares in me. 
8 Be Mercurie, let feathers to thy heeles, Bot, thou didft voderſtand me by my fignes, 
\ 133 And flye (l:ke thought) from them; to me againe. And Cidlt in hghes againe parley with fhinne, 
i Baſt, The ſpirit of the time ſhall teach me ſpeed. Exit | Yea,without top, did(t ler thy heart conſent, 
11 | Tohs. Spoke like a ſp:ightfull Noble Gentlemas. And conſequently, thy rude hand to ate 
Wo 10 Go after him : for he perhaps ſhall necde The deed, which both our tongues held yildeto name, 
"4 1 .* Some Meſſenger betwixt me, and the Peeres, Out of my fight, and never ſee me more; 
8; | And be thou hee. My Nobles teauc me, and my State is braued, 
er: Meſ. With all my heart, my Liege. Eucn at my gates, with rankes of fortaigne powres; 
bt lohn, My mother dead? Nay, in the body of this fleſhly Land, 
ll |} Enter Hubert. This kingdome, this Confine of blood, and breathe 
11h F. Hub. My Lord, they ſay fiue Moones were (zene to | Hoſtilitic, and ciuill cumult reignes 
LIN | Foure fixed, and the fitt d1d whirle about (night: | Berweene my conſcience, and my Cofins death. 
M4. He " I The other foure, in wondrous motion. Hub. Arme you againſt your other enemies : 
071 RF Joh, Five Moones ? Ile make a peace berweene your ſoule, and you, 
var . | Hub, Old men, and Beldames,in the (treets Yong pi a is alive : This hand of mine 
L370 [ | 7 Do propheſic vpon it dangerouſly : | | Isyet a maiden, and an innocent hand, 
if | ji | Yong Arthurs deal 1 common in their mouths, N ot painted with the Crimſon ſpots of blood, 
Big: q F And when they talke of hm, they ſhake theit heads, Within this boſome, neuer entred yer | 
an | 7 | And whiſper one another 11 the care. The dreadfull zzotion of a murderous thought, 
"+08 p 1 And he that {peakes, doth gripe the hearers wriſt, And you hauc flander'd Nature in my torme, 
' \'W 4 Whilſt he that heares, makes fearetu]l action Which howſocuer rude exteriorly, 
| is IE With wrinkled browes, with gods, with rolling eyes. Is yet the cover of a fayrer minde, | 
| 6 TH I ſaw a Smith ſtand with his hammer (thus) Then to be burcher of an innocent childe. 
F | | The whilſt his Iron'did on the Anvile coole, lohn, Doth Arthur 1:ue ? O haſt thee ro the Peeres, | 
| 'W | With open mouth [wallowiug a Taylors newes, Throw this report on their incenſad rage, 
dj BY Who with his Sheeres, and Mealure in hjs hand, And make them tame to their obedience. 
Wt | Standing on ſlippers, which his nimble haſte Forgiue the Comment that my paſſon.made 
44 Had faliely thiuſt vpon contrary feete, Vpon thy feature, foc my rage was blinde, 
ib. 4 Told of a many thouſand warhke French, And foule immaginaric eyes of bloed 
1 1 | That were embattailed, and rank'd 1n-Kent. Preſented thee more hideous then thou art. 
*F 4 Another leane, vawaſh'd Aruficer, Oh, anſwer not : but to my Cloſſet bring, 
48 4 Cuts off his cale, and calkes of Arthurs death. The angry Lords, with all expedicnt haſt, 
*0 Ie, Why ſeek'ſt thou to poſſeſſe we with theſe feares? | conture thee but ſlowly :'run more faſt, Exennt. 
i Why vrgelt thou lo oft yong Arthurs death ? 
4 Thy hand hath murdred him : 1 had a mighty cauſe LIE EE att oe. Wit 
4 & To wiſh him dead, but thou hadft none to kill him, | | 
FN H No had {my Lord?) why ,did you not prouoke me? | cena T ertia, 
43S j J Tohn. lt is the curle of Kings, to be attended | 
Ba 'r By ſlaves, that take their humors for a warrant, Pans = 
$10 To breake within the bloody houle cf life, | Enter Arthur on the walles, 
\ And on the wiyking of Authoritic Ar. The Wallis bigh, andyer will I leape downe. 
70 | ; To vnderiiand a Law ; to know the mearing Goed ground be pittifull, and hore me not 2 
} . Ofdangerous Maiefſty, when perchance it frownes There's few or none do know me, it they did, 
"I - More vpey bumor, taen aduis'd reſpect, This Ship-boyes ſemblance hath diſguis'd me quite, 
/ 17:8 Hmub.Heere is your hand and Scale for what I did, I am afcaide, and yet lle venture it, 
M14 Toh, Oh, when thelaſt accompr twixt heauen & earth | Jf 1 get downe, and do not breake mylimbes, 
$1801 h Is ro be made, then ſhall this hand and Szale Ile finde a thouſand ſhifts ro get away; _ 
$1.1: big | \Vitnefle agaialt vs to damnation, As good to dye, and go ;asdye, and tay. 
1 } þ & is How oft the ſight of mcanes to do ill deeds, | Oh me, my Vnckles Giri is in thele ſtones, 
i ſ} b | Make deeds ill done ? Had'|t not thou beene by, Heauen take my ſoule,and England keep my bones. Dies 
7 on [A fellow by the hand of Nature mark'd, | \ 
Wet i Wi, Quated, and bgn'd to. do a deedie of ſhame, Emer Pembroks Salu bury, Bigor. 
il ns This murther had not come iato my minde. Sal, Lords, I will meet bimat S. Edmondsbwry, 
+0 But taking note of thy abhorr'd AſpeR, It is our ſ#fetie, and wemuſt embrace 
| bike bf Finding thee fit for bloody villanie : This gentle offer of the perillous time. 
P 1:1 Apt, liableco be employ'd in danger, Pems. Who brought that Leer from the Cardinal! ? 
y i Af I taintly broke with thee of Arthwrs death : Sal. The Count Meloone, a Noble Lord of France, 
i + Þ ' _ ]Andthou, robe endeeredtoa King, Whoſe priuate with me of the Dolphines loue, 
| ;  K Made it no conſcience re deſtroy a Prince, . | Is much more geuerall, then cheſe lines import. 4 
"if Lada 
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| Beg. To morrow morning let ys mecte him then, » 
Sal. Or rather then (er forward, for 'twill be 
Two long dayes journey (Lords)or ere we meerte, 
Enter Baſtard. 
Baſt.Once more to day well met, diftemper'd Lords, 
The King by me requeſts your preſence ſtraight. 
Sal. The king hath diſpofleſt himſelfe ot vs, 
We will not lyne his thin-beftained clo+ke, 
With our pure Honors : ner attend the foote, 
Thar leaues the prior of blood whereere ir walkes. 


{ Returne,and tell him fo : we know the worſt, 


Baſt. What ere you thinke, good words I thinke 
were beſt, 
Sal. Our greefes, and not our manners reaſon now. 
Baſt. Bur there is lirtle reaſon in your greete. 
Therefore 'twere reaſon you had manners now. 
Pers. Sir, fir, impatience hath his priuledge. - 
Baſt. 'Tis tus, to hurt his maſter, no mans elſe, 
Sal, This is th: priſon : What is he lyes heere ? 
P.Oh deach,made preud with pure & princely beuty, 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deede. 
Sal. Murther, as hating what himſelfe hath done, 
Doth lay it open to vrge on revenge. 
Big. Or when he doom'd this Beaunie to a graue, 
Found it too precious Princely, for a graue, 
Sal. Sir Richard, what thinke you? you hove beheld, 
Or have you read, or hears, or cov[d you thinke ? 
Or do you almoft thinke, although yon lee, 
That you do {ce ? Could thonghr, without this obie 
Forme ſuch another ? This is the very top, ' 
The heighth, the Creſt : or Creſt ynto the Creſt 
Of murthers Armes : This is the bloodieſt ſhame, 
The wildeft 5avagery, the vildeſt ſtroke 
That ever walſ-ey*d wrath, or ſtaring rage 
Preſented to the teares of ſoft remorlſe. 
Pem. Allmurthers paſt, do ftand excus'd in this : 
And this ſo ſole, and ſo vamatcheable, 
Shall give a holineſle, a puritie, 
To the yet vnbegotten finne of times; 
And prove a deadly blood-ſhed, bur a jeſt, 
Exampled by this heynous ſpeCtacle, 
Baſt, lt is a damned,and a bloody worke, 
The graccleſſe aQion of a heauy hand, 
If that it be the worke of any hand, 
Sal, If that it be the worke of any hand ? 
We had a kinde of light, what would enſue: 
It is the ſhamefull worke of Hwberrs hand, 
The praRtce, and the purpole of the kivg: 
From whoſe obedience] forbid my ſoule, 
Kneeling before this ruine of ſweere lite, 
And breathing to his breathlefſe Excellence 
The Incenſe of a Vow,a holy Vow: 
Neuer to taſte the pleaſures of the world, 
Neuer to be infeted with delight, 
Nor conuerfarit with Eaſe, and 1dleneſle, 
Till I haue ſer 2 glory to this hand, 
By giuing it the worſhip of Revenge, 
Pems, Big. Our ſonles religiouſly conhrme thy words, 
Emer Hubert. 
Hub, Lotds, 1 am hot with haſte, in ſeeking you, 
Artbur doth live, the king hath ſent for you. 
$al. Oh he is bold, and bluſhes not at death, 
Avant thau hatcfull villain, get thee gone. (the Law? 
Ps. 1 amnovillaine, Sal. MuſtI rob 
Baſt. Your ſword is bright fir, pur itvp againe. 
Sal. Nor till I ſheathit in a murtherers skin, 
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Hub. Stand backe Lord Salsbury Aland backe] fay . 
By heauen, I thinke my ſword's as ſharpe as yours, 
I would not haue you (Lord) forger your ſelfe, 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 
LeaſtI, by marking of your rage, forser 
your Worth, your Greatnefle, and Nobility, | 
Big. Our dunghill : dar'ſt thou brave a Nobleman 2 
Hub. Not for my life : Bur yet I daredefend 
My innocent lite againftan Emperer, 
Sal, Thou art a Murtherer. 
Hub. Donot proue me ſv : 
YetI amnone. Whoſe tongue fo ere ſpeakes falſe, 
Nor truely {peakes : who ſpeakes not truly, Lies. 
Pem. Cut him to peeces. 
Baſt. Keeperthepeace, | ſay. 
Sal. Standby, or [ ſhall gaul you Fan/conbridge. 
Baſt. Thou wer't berrer gaul the dinell Salsbury, 
If rhou bur frowne on me, or fticre thy foote, 
Or teach thy haſtie ſpleene to. do me ſhame, 
lleftrikethee dead, Pur vp thy ſword betimme, 
Or lie fo maule you, and your toſting-lron, 
Thar you ſhall chinke the diuell is come from hell. 
Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge? 
Second a Villaine, and a Murtherer ? 
Hub. Lord Bigot, lamnone, 
Big. WhoKiIFd this Prince ? 
ub, 'Tis not an houre finceT left him well : 
I henour'd him, 1 lou'd him, and will weepe 
My date of lite our, for his ſweets lives lofle. 
Sal. Truſt net thoſe cunning warers of his eyes, 
For villanic isnot withour ſuch rheume, 
And he, long tradedin it, makesit ſeeme 
Like Rivers of remorſe and innocencie. 
Away with me, all you whoſe ſoules abhorre 
Tir yncleanly fauours of a Slaughrer-houſe, 
For I am ſtifled with this ſmell of finne. 
Big. Away, toward Byrie, rothe Dolphin there, 
P.There tel ctr{ king, hemay inquire ys out. Ex Lords. 
Za. Here's a good world:knew you ofthis faire work? 
Beyond the infinite and boundlefſe rexch of mercie, 
(It thou didſt this deed of death) arr damu'd Hubert, 
Hub Do but heare me fir, 
Baſt, Ha? Iletell thee what. 
Thou'rt damn'd as blacke, nay nothing is ſo blacke, 
Thou art more deepe damn'd then Prince Lucifer : 
There is nor yet fovgly a fiend of hell 
As thou ſhalt be, 1f thou did kill this childe. 
Hub, Vponmy fſoule. 
Baſt. If thou didft but conſent 
To this moſt cruell AR: do but difpaire, 
And if thou want'ſt a Cord, the ſmalleſt thred 
That ever Spider twiſted from her wombe 
Will ſerve to {trangle thee: A ruſh will be a beame 
Tohang thee on. Or wouldft thou drowne thy ſclfe, 
Pur buc a little warer in a ſpoone, 
And it ſhall be as all the Ocean, 
Enough to ſtifle ſuch a villaine vp. 
I do ſuſpe&t thee very greeuouſly. 
Hub. If Tina, conſent, or finne of thought, 
Be guiltie of the Realing that ſweete breath 
Which was emboundedin this beauteous clay, 
Let hell wane paines enoughto torture me : 
T left him well, 
Baſt. Go, beare him in thine armes: 
amamaz'd me thinkes, and looſe my way 
Among the thornes,and dangers of this world. 
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[ | | | How eafie doſt thou take all England | 
SS41 V : dead . 
+ From forth this morcell of dextRoyaltic? —_ þ/ fx urea " I. and caft 1ato the freers, 
'\ 6.1 = yh the right, and truth of all this Realme By ſome aan) hand mo—_— aalage 
WEE! : : , ca b 
= 7 - mk B pro w61a's and England now is left | Tobn, That villaive Hubert told me he tid - 
= 7. otug camble, and to part by th'teeth ' Baſt. Soon my loule hedid _— | 
3 | The va-owed interelt of proud ſwetling State : | But wherefore as y ps ,for ought he knew : 
'| | Now-forthe bare-pickt bone of Maieſty, | Beograd o_ __ ? why looke you lad ? 
| | Dozh dogged warre briſtle his angry crett F h ay ue beene in thought : 
| 14 UE And ſnarleth in the g-ntle eyes of peace : : ES  2vag key "ay 
[108 Now.P wy 4 qr pndnainy Gouerne the motion of a kinglye eye: 
ml 7 _ TY FOm 14 > pw d11contents at home Be ſtirrinfas the time, be fire with Bos 
' 881 eet in one line : and vaſt confuſion waites Threaten the th . | p 
; | WF As dotha Rauea licke-talne be : reatner,and out-facethe brow 
| | Lf | The iminent SC Tos 2-cegy | hy naczee £0 ſhall inferior cyes 
f | {| | Now happy he, whole cloake and center can Grow ner - oy from the greac, 
fy [ | Hold out this tempeſt, Beare away that childe, The denuats pl wu _ I and put on 
841 1 wy And follow me with ſpeed : Ile tothe King; Aw d oli 4 £4 pc py 
| i; A thouſand buſineſſes are briefe in hand : ' ay, and glifter likethe god of warre 
1:08; And heauen it ſ{clfe doth "rg —_ Land. Exi When he intendethto become the field : 
\ d. p and. Exit, { Shew boldneſle andafpiring confidence: 
br aw CE REO SD AMINATE | IND ſeeke the Lion in his denne 
'' nd tright him there? and make him tremble there? 
| | H A (ts (uartus | Vena : Oh letit not be ſaid : forrage,and runn wr bh 
} = 3 Pp! lj}I4 . , g » ec 
al | To meet diſpleaſure farcher fromthe dores , 
on " "1 MSECLON WIO0K > | Ani grapplewid himerche come ſonye 
Wh; Enter King Ioln and Pandolph, | on. The Legato the Pope hath beene with mee, 
LE | ' | [ ndolph attendants, | _ _ m » 0apP7 peace with him, 
TI: - SE , iſm; 
& | [ Wh Tr ——_ oy I yeelded vp into your hand | L ed by the Dolphin, to diſmiſſe the Powers 
iy; | ; NS Fre Yo | K _ Oh inglorious league : 
L1H "F - | Fromthis my handgas holcing of the Pope | ho f Ringer wa 
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By making many : Oh ic grieves my ſoule , 
"That I muſt draw this merda from myide 
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To be a widdow-maket : oh, and there 
Where honourable reſcue, and defence 
Cries out ypon the name of Salwbury, 

Bur ſuch is the mfcRian of the time , 

That for the healch and Phylicke of our right, 
We cannotdeale but with4ho very hand - 
Offterne Iniuſtice, and coytuled wrong ; 
And is't not pitty,(ol1 my grieued friends ) 
That we, the {onnes and children of this ifle, 
Was borne to {ee fo lad an houre as this , 
Wherein we ſtep after a ſtranger, march 


| Vpon her gentle boſom, and fill vp 


Her Enemies rankes? I muſt withdraw, and weepe 
Vpon the ſpot of this inforced caule, - 
To grace the Gentry of a Landremote , 

And follow vnacquainted colours heere : 

What heere ? O Nation that thou couldft remove, 
That Neptwnes Armes who clippeth thee about, 
Would beare thee trom the knowledge of thy ſelfe, 
And cripple thee vnto a Pag:n ſhore, 

Where theſe two Cariſtian Armies might combine 


| The bloud of malice, ina yaine of league, 


And not to ſpend it fo vn-neighbourly, 

Dolph. Anoble temper doſt thou thew in this, 
And great affeCtions wraliling in thy boſome 
Doth make an earth-quake of Nobility : 

Oh, what a noþle combat haſt foughr 

Between compulſion, and a braue reſpeR: 

L et me wipe off this honourable dewe , 

That filuerly doth progreſle on thy cheekes : 

My heart hath melted at a Ladies teares , 

Being an ordinary Inundation : 

Bur this effuſion of ſuch manly drops , 

This ſhowre, blowne vp by tempeſt of the ſoule, 

Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'd 

Then hadI ſeene the vaultic top of heauen 

Figur'd quite ore with burning Meteors, 

Litt vp thy brow (renowned Saluburie) 

And with a great heart heaue away this torme : 

Commend theſe waters to thole baby-eyes 

That never ſaw the giant-world enrag'd , 

Nor met with Fortune, other then at feaſts, 

Full warm of blood, of mixth,of goſſipping : 

Come,come; for thou ſhalc thrult thy hand as deepe 

Into the purſe of rich proſperity 

As Lews himſelfe : ſo (Nobles) ſhall you all, 

Thar knit your finewes to the ſtrength of mine, 
Enter Pandalpho. 

And euenthere, methinkes an Angell ſpake, 

Looke where the holy Legate comes apace, 

To giue vs warrant from the hand of heauer. , 

And on our ations ſet the name of right 

With holy breach. 

Pand. Haile noble Prince of France: 

The next is this : King John bath reconcil'd 
Himſelfe to Rome, his ſpirit is comein, 
That ſo ſtood out again the holy Church, 
The great Metropolis and Sea of Rome : 


| Therefore thy threatning Colours now winde vp , 


And tame the ſauage ſpirit of wilde warre, 
That like a Lion foftered vp at hand, 

It may lie gently at the foot of peace, 

And be no further harmefull then in ſhewe. 


Del, Your Grace ſhall pardon me, I will not backe: 


"—_— 


I am too high-borne toþe proportied 

To be a ſecondary at controll, 

Or vſetull ſeruing=man, and Inftrumenc 

To any Soueraigne State throughout the world, 
Your breath firſt kindled the dead coale of warres, 
Berweene this chaſtiz'd kingdome and my (elte, 
And brought in matter that ſhould feed this fire ; 
And now 'tis farretoo hugeto be blowne out 
With that ſame weake winde, which enkindled it: 
You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquainted me with intereſt to this Land , 

Yea, chruſt this enterprize into my heart , 

And come ye now totell me /ob» hath made 

His peace with Kome# what is that peace to me? 

I {by the honour of my marriage bed ) 

» After yong Arthur, claime this Land for mine , 
And now it is halte conquer'd, muſt I backe, 
Becauſe that /obs hath made his peace with Rowe ? 
Am I Komes {laue ? What penny hath Rome borne ? 
Whart men provided ? What munition ſent 


—_ cu_— 


Tovnder-prop this Action ? ILg'tnot] 

That vnder-goe this charge? Who elſebnt I, 
And ſuchas to my claime are liable, 

Sweat in this bafineſſe@andmaintaine this warre? 


 Haye I not heard theſe I{}anders ſhout our 


Us le Roy; as I haue bank'd their Townes ? 
Haue I not heere the bel Cards for the game 
| To winne this eafie match, plaid for a Crowne ? 


| And ſhall Inow giue ore the yeelded Set? 


No. no, on my ſoule it never ſhall be ſaid, 


Dol. Out-fide or In» (fide, I will not rexurne 
Till my attempt ſo much be glorified, 
As to my ample hope was ptomiſed , 
Before I drew this gallant head of warre , 
And cull 'd theſe fiery ſpirits from the wotld 
Toout-looke Conqueſt, and to winne renowne 
Even inthe iawes of danger, and of death; 
What lofty Trumpet thus doth ſummon ys? 

Enter Baſtard. 
Baſt. According to the faire-play ofthe world, 


Let me haue audience: I am ſent to [peake : 
My holy Lord of Millane, from the King 
I come to learne how you have dealt for him : 
And, as you anſwer, I doe know the ſcope 
And warrant limited vnto my tongue. 
Pand, The Dolphin is too wilfull oppoſite 
And will not temporize with my intreaties : 
He flatly ſaies, hee [|nor lay downe his'Armes. 
Baſt. By all the bloud that cuer furybreath'd, * 
The youth ſajes well. Now heare our ExgliſbKing , 
Forchus his Royaltie doth ſpeake in me : 
He is prepar'd, and reaſon to he ſhould, 


4 This apiſh and vnmannerly approach, 


This harneſs'd Maske; arid vnaduiſed Revell, 
This vn-heard ſawcinefſe and boyiſh Troopes , 
The Kmg doth ſmile at, and is well prepar'd | 
To whip this dwarfiſh warre, this Pigmy Armes 
From out the circle of his Territories. | 


To cudgell you, and make you rakethe hatch , 
To diuelike Buckets in concealed Welles, 
To crowch in litter of your Rable plankes , 


Tolye like pawnes, lock'd vp in chefts and truncks , 
To bug with ſwine, to ſecke ſweet fafery out 
In yaults and priſons, and to thrill and ſhake, 


Fucb 


Me 


Ce 


| 


Pand. You locke but on the out-(ide of this worke. 


That hand which hadrhe ſtrength, even at your dore, 


SS - OOO On - , 


| | 


—_— 
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Euen at the crying of your Nations crow, 
Thinking this voyce an armed Engliſhman, 
Shall that viRorious hand be feebled heere, 
That in your Chambers gaue you chaſticement ? 
No : know the gallant Monatch 1s in Armes, 
And like an Eagle, o're his ayerie towres, 
To ſowſle annoyance that cames neere his Neſt; 
And you degenerate, you ingrate Revolts, 
you bloudy Nero's, ripping vp the wombe 
Of your deere Mother-England: bluſh for ſhame: 
For your owne Ladics, and pale-viſag'd Maides, 
Like Amazons, come iripping afcer drummes : 
Their thimbles to armed Gaatlers change, 
Their Needl's ro Lances, and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 
- Dol. There end thy brauc,and tyrn thy face in peace, 
We grant thou canſt our-ſ{cold vs; Far thee well, 
We hold our time t00 precious to be ſpent 
With ſuch a brabler, 
Pan, Gwe me leaue to ſpeake, . 
Raſt, No, I will ſpeake. 
Dol. We will attend to neyther : 
Strike vp the drummes, and let the tongue of warre 
Pl-2de for our interett, and our being heere. 
Baſt. Indeede your drums being beaten, wil cry out ; 
And ſo ſha'l you, being beaten : Do bur (tarc 
An eccho with the clamor of thy drumine, 
And cuen at hand, a «|rumme 13 1cadie brac'd, 
That ſhall :cucrberate all, as lowd as thine, 
Sound but 2151141, 20d another ſhall 
(Aslowdastiune) ractle the Welkins care, 
And mocke the decpe mourh'd Thunder : for at hand 
ot truſting to this halting Legate heere, 
Whom he hath vs'd rather for ſport, then neede) 
[s warlike [obn: and in his fore-head (its » 
A bare-rib'd death. whole office js this day 
To feaſt ypon whole thouſands of the French. 
Dol. Strike vp our drummes, to finde this danger out, 
Baſt, And thou ſhalc fiade it (Dolphin)do not doubr 


Exeust. 


W— —— 


Scena T ertia. 


ll —_—_———. — 
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Alarums, Enter lobn and Hubert. 


lobs, How goes the day with vs? oh tell aze Haberr, 
| Hob. Badly teare; how fares your Maieſty ? 

Toby. This Feauer that hath troubled me to long, 
L.yes heauie on ane - oh, my heart is ſicke., 

Emer a Meſſenger, 

Acſ. My Lord : your valiant kinſman F alconbridge, 
Delires your Maicttic to leaue the ticld, 
Andiend him word by me, which way you go. 

Fobn, Tell him coward Swwſted, to the Abbey there. 

ef, Be of good comfort; forthe great ſupply 
That was expected by the Dolphin heece, 
Are wrack'dthree nights ago on Goodw:s lands. 
This newes was brought co Righard bur even now, 
The French fight coldly,andretyre themſclues, 

lobe. Aye methis rant Gaener burnes mee vp, 
And will not letme welcome ghis good newes, 


| Set on toward Swinſted: to my Litter ſecaight, 


V\' caknelle polieſſerh me, and 1 am faint, Exeunt. 


—— — —  —  —  __——  — 


| 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Salisbury, Pembroke, and Bipot, 
Sal. I did not thinke the King ſo fior's with friends, 
Pew. Vp once againe : pur ſpiritintheFrench, 
It they milcarry : we miſcarry roo. 
Sal, That misbegotren diuell Falconbridge, 
In ſpight of ſpight, alone vpholds the day. 
Pem, They fay King [obx ſore fick, bath leftthe eld. 
Enter Meloon wounded. 
Mel, Lead me to the Reuolts of England heere, 
Ial. When we were happie, we had other names, 
Pem, 1tis the Count AMeloone. 
Sal. Wounded to death, 
Mel. Fly Noble Engliſh, you are bought and ſold, 
Vnthred the rude eye of Rebellion, | 
And welcome home againe diſcarded faith, 
Secke out King /ob», and fall before his feere : 
For if the French be Lords of this loud day, 
He meanes to recompence the paines you take, 
By cutting off your heads : Thus hath he ſworne, 
And 1 with him, and many moe with mee, 


| Vpoa the Alrar at S. Edmendsbury, 


Euer, on that Altar, where we ſwore to you 
Deere Amity, and euerlaſting loue. 
Sal , May this be poſſible? May this be true ? 
Mel. Haue I not hideous death within my view, 
Retaining but a quantity of life, 
Which bleeds away, cuen as a forme of waxe 
Reſolueth frem his figure 'gainſt che fire ? 
What in the world ſhould make me now deceive, 
Since I muſt looſe the yſe of all deceire? 
Why ſhould I then be falſe, fince ir is true 
Thar I muſt dye heere, and live hence, by Truth ? 
ſay againe, if Lews do win the day, 
He 15 for{worne, if ere thoſe eyes of yours 
Behold another day breake in the Eaſt :* 
But even this night, whoſe blacke contagious breath 
Already ſmoakes about the burning Crelt 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied Sunne, 
Even this ill night, your hanking {ball expire, 
Paying the fine of rated Treachery, 
Eyen with a treacherous fine of all your lines; 
If Lews, by:your alsiſtance win the day. 
Commend me toone Hubert, with your King ; 
The loue of him, and this reſpeR befides 
(For that my Grandfire was an Engliſhman) 
Awakes my Conſcienceto confeſl: all this, 
Inlicu whereof, I pray you beare me hence 
From forth the. noiſe and rumour of the Field; 
Where I may thinke the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace: and part this bodie and my ſoule 
Wirh contemplation, and deuout deſires, 
Sal. Wedo belecue thee, and beſhrew my ſoule, 
Burt I do loue the fauour, and the forme 
Ot this moſt faire occaſion, by the which 
We will vntread the ſteps of damned flight, 
And like a bated and retired Flood, 
Leaving our rankneſſe and irregular courſe, 
Stoope lowe within thoſe bounds we haue ore-look'd, 
And calmely run on in obedience 
Euen to our Ocean, to our great King Joby. 


' My arme ſhall give thee helpe to beare thee hence, 


For 


— A CO A... 
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| 


| 
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For I do ſee the cruellpangs of death 
Right in thine eye. Away, my friends, new flighe, 
And happie newneſle, that intends old right, Excuer 


— 


— — 


- 


Scena Quinta. 


<——_— 


Emer Dolphin, and bs Traine. 
Dol. The Sun of heauen(me thought)was loth ro ſet; 
But (taid,and made the Weſterne \Welkin bluth, 
When Engliſh meaſure backward their owne ground 
In faint Retire : Oh bravely came we off, 


o—_—_—_— OR OOOOoOoEeS:ND£Þ OOEeEIeueromornmomny 


| When with a volley of ouracedleſlc ſhot, 


After ſuch bloedy toile, we bid good night, 
And woon'd our tott'ring colours clearly vp, 
Laſt in the field, and almoſt Lords of it, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. Where is my Prince, the Dolphin ? 
Dol, Heere : what newes ? 
Meſ, The Count Meleone is (laine: The Engliſh Lords 
By his perſwaſion, are againe falne off, 
And your ſupply, which you haue wiſh'd ſg long, 
Are caſt away, and (unke on Goodwrn lands. 
Dol, Ah fowle, ſhrew'd newes. Beſhrew thy very 
[ did not thinke to be ſo ſad tonight (hart : 
As this ba:h made me. Who was he that ſaid 
King /ohn did flic an houre of two betore 
The (tumbling night did part our wearie powres? 
Meſ, Who cuer ſpoke it, it is true my Lord. 
Del,Well: _ good quarter, & good care tonight, 
The day ſhall not be vp ſo ſoone as I, | 
To try the faire adventure of to morrow. 


= 


Exewnt 


_—_— 
— —_— _— — 
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Scena Sexta. 


__—— 


Enter Baſtard and Hubert, ſenerally. 
Hub. Whoſe there © Speake hoa, ſpeake quickely, or 
I ſhoore. 
Baſt, A Friend, What art thou? 
Hyb. Of the part of England. 
Baſt. Whether doeſt thou go? 
Hnb. What's that to thee? 
Why may not I demand of thine affaires, 
As well as thou of mine? © —_ 
Baſt, Hyubert, 1 thinke, 
Hub, Thou haſt a perfe@rhought : 
I will vpon all hazards wellbcleeue 


Thou art my friend, thatknow'R my tongue {o well: -. - 
A 


Who art thou? 

Baſt. Who thou wilt : and if thoupleaſe 
Thou maiſt be-friend me ſo much, as to thinke 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hub. Vokinde remembrange : thau, &endlesnight, , 
Haue done me ſhame : Braue Soldier, pacdop me, 

Thar any accent breaking from thy tongue, 
Should ſcape the true acquaintance of mine gare, 

Baſt. Come, come: ſans complement, What newes 

abroad? 


4 


| 


« 


Hub. Why heere walke I, in the black brow of night , 


To finde you out. 


| 
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_ ws ws _ what's the newes? 
Hb, O eet fir, newes fitting tothe night 
Blacke, fearefull, comfortleſſe, and horrible. W's 
Baſt. Shew me the very wound of this illnewes, 
I amno woman, lle not {wound art it, 
Heb, The King I feare is poyſon'd by a Monke, 
I left him almoRt ſpeechleſle, and broke out 
To acquaint you withthis euill,that you might 
The better arme you to the {udaine time, 
Then if you had at leifure knowne of this, 
Baſt, How did hetake it ? Who did taſte to him ? 
Hub, A Monke [I tell you, a reſolued villaine 
Whole Bowels ſodainly burſt out : The King 
Yer ſpeakes, and peraduenture may recouer, 
Baft Who didft thou leave to tend his Maieſty ? 
Hab. Why know you not? The Lords are all come 
backe, 
And brought Prince Henry in their companie, | ' 
At whoſe requeſt the king hath pardon'd them, 
And they are all about his Maieſtie, | 
Baſt, With=bold thine indignation, mighty heauen, 
And tempr vs not to beareaboutbur power: 
llerell thee Hubert, halte my power this night 
Paſsing theſe Flats, are taken by the Tide, 


'| Theſe Lincolne- Waſhes haue devoured they, 


My lelfe, well mounted, hardly haue eſcap*d, 
Away before: Condut meto the king, | 


{ doubt he will be dead,or ere I come. Exennt 


Scena $ eptima. 


—_—_— On 


Enter Prince Henry, Salubwrie, and Bigot, 
* Hen, Itist00 late, the hife of all his blood 
Is touch'd, corruptibly : and his pure braine 
(Which ſome {uppole the ſoules fraile dwelling hovlc) 
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes, 
Fore-tcll the ending of mortality, 
Emter Pembroke. | 
Pem. His Highneſle yer doth ſpeak, & holds belcefe, 
That being brought 1nto the open ayre, 
It would allay the burning qualitie 
Of chat fell poiſon which aflaylech him, | 
Hen . Let him be brought into the Orchard heere : 
Doth he ſtill rage 7 
Pem, He is more patient 
Then when you left him; even now he ſung. 
Hex. Oh vanity of fieknelſe: fierce extreames 
In their continuznce, will nor fecle themſclues. 
Death having praide ypov the outward parts 
Leaues them inuifibley and his ſeige is now 
Agaialt the winde, the which he prickes and wounds 
Wihmany legions officange fantaſies, 
Which iwtheir chrong, and preſſe ro that laft hald, 
Counfound themſelues. 'Tis ſtrange y death ſhold fing: 


I amtheSymerro this pale faint Swan, 


Who chaunts a dolefull bymne to his owne death, 
Andfrom the organ-pipe of frailery fings 
His ſoule and body to theirlaſting reft. 

Sal. Be of good comfort (Prince) for you are borne 
To ſet aforme vpon that indigeſt 
Which he hath left ſo ſhapeleſle, and ſorude. 

Tobn brought m. 
John, 1 marrie, now my ſoule hath elbow roome, 
| I 


m— >; 


| — Ki — — 


A— 


# 


_— — a —— —— _—_—— 


The life anddeath of King Fobn. 


It would not out at windowes, nor at doores, 
There is ſo hot a ſummer in my boſome, 
That all my bowels crumble vp to duſt : 
Iam a ſcribled forme drawne with a pen 
Vpon a Parchment, and againſt this fire 
Do I ſhrinke vp. 
Hen. How fares your Maieſty ? 
lob, Poyſon'd, ill fare : dead, forſooke, caft off, 
And none of you will b:ii the winter come 
To thruſt his ycie fingers in my maw ; 
Nor let my kingdornes Riners take their courſe 
Through my burn'd boſome : nor intreat the North 
To make his bleake windes kiſſe my parched lips, 
And comfort me with cold. I do not aske you much, 
I begge gold comfort : and you are ſo ftraight 
And ſo ingratefull, you deny me that. 
Hen, Oh that there were ſome yertue in my teares, 
That might relecuc you, 
lobn, The alt inthem is hot , 
Within me is a hell, and there the poylon 
Is, as a bend, confin'd totyrannize, 
- | On vnreprecuable condemned blood, 

Emer Baſtard, 

Baft. Oh, 1 am ſcalded with my violent motion 
And ſpleene of ſpecde, to ſee your Maieſty. 

lobu. Oh Cozen, thou art come to {et mine eye: 
The tackle of my heart, is crack'd and burne, 

And all the ſhrowds wherewith my life ſhould ſaile, 
Are turned to one thred, one lictle haire : 

My heart hath one pooreſtring to ſtay it by, 
Which holds bur till thy newes be vttered, 

And then all this thou ſeefſt, is but a clod, 

And module of confounded royalty. 

Baſt, The Dolphio is preparing hither-ward, 
Where heauen he knowes how we ſhall anſwer him, 
For in anight the beſt part of my powre, 

As | vpon aduantage did remoue, 
Were in the Waſhes all vowarily, 
Deuoured by the vnexpected flood. 

Sal. You breath theſe dead newes in as dead an care 
My Liege, my Lord : but now a King, now thus, 

Hen. Euen ſo muſt I ron on, and euen lo top. 
What ſurety of the world, what hope, whar ſtay, 
When this was now a King, and now is clay ? 

Baſt. Art thou gone ſo? | do but ſtay behinde, 
To do the office for thee, of reuenge, 

And then my ſoule ſhall waite on thee to heaven, 


——_ 


As it onearth hath benethy ſervant fill, 
Now, now you Starres, that moue in your right ſpheres, 
Where be your powres? Shew now your mended faiths, 
And inſtantly returne with me againe. 
To puſh deſtruRtion,ard perpetuall ſhame 
Out of the weake doore of our fainting Land : 
Scraight let vs ſeeke, or ſtraight we ſhall be ſought, 
The Dolphine rages at eur verie heeles, | 

Sal. It feemes you know not then ſo much azwe, 
The Cardinall P b is within at reſt, 
Who halte an houre ſince came frem the Dolphin, 
And brings from him ſuch offers of our peace, 
As we with honor and reſpe& may take, 
With purpoſe preſently ro leaue this warre, 

Baſt. Hc will the rather doit, when he ſees 
Our ſelues well finew'd ro our defence, 

Sal, Nay,'tisin a manner done already, 
For many carriages hee hath diſpatch'd 
Tothe ſea ſide, and put his cauſe and quarrell 
To the diſpoſing of the Cardinal, 
With whom your ſelfe, my ſelfe, and other Lords, 
If youthinke meere, this afternoone will poaſt 
Toconſummare this buſineſſe happily. 

Baſt. Let it be ſo, and you my noble Prince, 
With other Princes that may beſt be ſpar'd, 
Shall waite ypon your Fathers Funerall, 

Hen, At Worſter muſt his bodie be interr'd, 

For ſo he will'dit, 

Baſt, Thither (hall it chen, 
And happily may your ſweet ſelfe put on 
The lineal! Rate, and glorie of the Land, 
To whom with all ſubmiſsion on my knee, 
I do bequeath my faithfull ſeruices 
And true ſubieQtion everlaſting]y. 

Sal. And thelike tender of our loue wee make 
To ref without a ſpot for euermore. 

Hen. 1 have a kinde ſoule,that would giuethankes, 
And kno wes not how to do it, but with teares, 

Baſt. Oh ler vs pay the time : but needfall woe, 
Since it hath beene before hand with our greefes, 
This England never did, nor never ſhall 
Lyeat the proud foote of a Conqueror, 
Bur when it firſt did helpe to wound it ſelfe, 
Now, theſe her Princes are come home againe, 
Come the three corners of the world in Armes, 
And we ſhall ſhecke them : Naught fhall make xs rue, 
If England co it ſelfe, do reft bur true, Exeunt. 
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Emer King Rithard, [ohn of Gannt, with other Nob1te [f 
and Atritlants, 4: as ; 


King Richard. 246M 2205 15941 pt ind 

Ld [ob of Gannt;thine-honoured Lancafter, 
| Haſt thou according corthy omhandband  - 
Brought hither Hewy Herford thy bold fon : 


| Which then our leyſure would riot let vs hgare, 

Againſt the Duke of Norfolke, 'Thomas Mowbray? ' | * 
Gaunt, I have my Liege." SLY 4 
King. Tell memoreouer; haſt thou ſounded hirn, - 

If he appeale the Duke on antient malice,” G42 1 

Or worthily as a good ſubie&ſhould | +> 231 

On ſome knowne ground of treacherie in him. 

Gaunt. As neere as ] could (ifrhim on that argument, 
|] On ſome apparant danger ſeenein him, 

| Aym*4d ar your Highneſſe; no invererate malice. 

| Kin. Theneall themto our preſence face to face, 

And frowning brow to brow; our ſelues will heate 

| Th'accuſer, and the accuſed, freely ſpeake ;' 

High Romack & ate they both, and full of ire, 

In rage, deafe as the ſea; haſtie as fire. - 
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Enter Balli ova bav/ mer eh $10 214.4 

Bol. dur yerres efhipyy dayes befall © 
My gracious Soueraigne, my moſt louing 7 
Mow. Bxchday (hill better 6thers happinelle, 
| Varill cheheadens enuying tutths good hap, | 
Adde an immortalltirle to your Crowne! © > * ' 7 


, 
——— 


| Coofin of Hereford, whatidoeft thou obieat*** 
Againſt the Duke of opment = sf od 
Bul. Firhemen betherecord tomy fpeechs ** 
In the deuotion of # ſubſeAsloue, + & 
Tendering the precious ſafetie of my Prince, 
_ free trom other —_— hate, 
ome I appealant to.chis Princely preſence. 
| Now 4s ae OY Kane the , 
{| And marke my greeting well : for what 1 ſpeake, 
My body thall Sa nag vypon this earth, 
| Or my divine foule anfiwerit in heaven” > | 
| Thovwatt#Traitorpandu Mſchedhny pg? ft 
Too good to Beſs, it6d badro fige, ri 
Since the more faire and itil alice dey 07 
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Heere to make goo 5 boiſtrous lare appeale, | 
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'| King. Wethanke you borh, yer one but flatrers vs; 
As well appeareth by the exufe PANEL 
| Namely, to appeale each other ofhigh ereafon; © 
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| The vglier ſeeme the cloudes that in it le: mM 
i Once more, the more to aggravate the note, | 
| With a foule Trairors name ftuffeT thy throre; 


| What my tong (peaks, myrighr 


4 By that, and all the rites of Knight-hoodelfe, 


| King. What doth'our 
x [t muſt be greatthat eaminherite vs, 


| Yet can I not of ſuchrame patience boaſt 
| | Asto be huſhe, and nonght at 31! to ſay.” 
| From giving reines and ſpurresto my free ſpeech, | 
* 4 > + ' | 


| Diſclaiming heere the kindred of a King, 
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| And wiſh (fo pleaſe mySoucrzighe) ere 1 moue, hi 
wn ſword tnay proge 
Mow, Let notiy cold words heere accafe hy 26318; 
Tis not the triall ofa Wornaris'Warre, 7 0 
The bitter thamour of two eager tongues,” _—_ 
Can arbitraterhis cauſe berwixt vs twaine :© © 
The blood is hot tharmuſt be coel'd for this, 
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I | 
| Firftthe faire reiterence of your Highneſſe curbes mee, | ; 


Which elfe wovtd poſt, vntill it had recurn'd. 
| Theſe tearmes of treaſon, doubly downe his throar,” 


Setting ahde his high bloods royalty, 

Andlet himbeno Kinfmzn to my Liege, 

I do defic himy and I fpir at him, 

Call him a ſlanderous Coward, and a Villaine: 

Which to maintaine, I would allow him oddes, 

And meete him, were I tiderorunne afoote, 

Euen to the frozen ri of the Alpes, * 

Or any other ground inhabirable, 

Where ever Enghſhman durſt ſer his foote, 

Meane time, let this defend my loyaltie, 

By all my nopes moſt falfely dorh helie, 
Bul.Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my ga 


at) 


And lay aſide my high bloods Royalty, * ; 
Which feare; is dex mbeocyrrbud * ro except, * | 
If guilty dread hath left thee ſo much ffrength, : | 
As to take vp mine Honors pawne, then ftoope, G | 
WillI make good againſ} rhee arme to arme, - 
| What] haue ſpoken, ot thou'canft deuiſe, 

Mow. 1 take it vp; and by that ſword I ſweare, | 
Which gently laid my Kriighe-hood on my ſhoulder, | * 
lle anſwer thee in any faire degree, © | 
Or Chiualrous defigne of knightly rriaN: A 
And when I mount, afive may I not light, * 'y 
If! be Traitor, or vniuftly fight, _. 
m lay t6 Mawbraiet charge? 
So mach as of a rhonghe of ill in him: © ah 

Bul.Looke wharl faid,nmy life ſbaltproveic true, *.. 


That Mowbray hath recein'd eight thouſandNobles, 
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2 4 = Thelife and death of Richard the Second. 
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ame of lendings for your Highneſſe Soldiers,, 


Beſides I ſay, and willy beg, 
Or heere, or ellewhe: Zool | obs) 
Thar euer was furncy'd ByPnglifh eye = 
Thar all the Treaſons for theſe cightcene yeeres 
Complarted, and c 
Fetch'd ke talic 

| Further] vl and 
Vpon his bad life, ro make all this god. | 

{ That he did plot the Duke of Glouſters death, -- 


Suggeſt his loone belecuing aduerſaries, 
And conſequently, like a Traitor Coward, 


Which blood, like ſacrificing Abel: criey, ©\ - , 
(Euen from the toongleſle cauernes of the eatth) 
Tome for iuſtice, and ay chaſticement : 
And by the glorious worth of my diſcent, 
This arme (hall da it, ar this life be ſpent, 

King, Hgw vigh a pitch bis reſolugion ſoares : | 
Themas of Norfolke, what ſaycſt thouro this? 


And bid his eares a lictle. 


1 Were he my brother, uay our kingdomes heyre, 
| As he is bur my tathers brothers ſonne z 
{ Now by my Scepters awe, I make a vow, 
{ Such neighbour-ncereneſle to our ſacred blood, 
q Should noching priviledge him, ngr parrialize 
| The vn-Roopiag firmencile of my vprigh ſoule, 
He is our ſabie ( Mowbray) fo artthou, + 
{ Free ſpcedb, and fearcleile, Lro thee allow. - - 
1 Afow. Then Bullmgbrooks, as low asto thy heart, 
Through the falſe paliage of thy throat; thou lyeRt: 
{ Threc parts of that receipt had for Callice, - 
1] Disburſt I to his Highnedle ſouldiers ; 
The other part reteru'd I by content, 
For that my Soueraigne Liege was in wy debt, 
Vpon remainder of a deere Accompt, 
Since laſt I went to Franceto ferch his Queene : 
Now ſwallow.downe that Lye. For Glouſters death, 
{1flew him nor; but (to mine owne diſgrace) 
Negleted my (worne duty in that cale ; 
For you my noble Lor(| of Laxcaſter, 
The honourable Father to my foe, 
Once did lay an ambuſh for your life, 
A treipaſle that doth vex my greeued ſoule : 
But ere I laſt ieceia'd the Sacrament, 
I did confeſſe ic, and exaRtly begg'd 
| Your Grates pardon ,and | hope Ihad it, 
| This 15 wy taule : as for rhereſt appeal'd, 
| Ir iſſues from therancour af a Villaine, 
y A recrcant,and ob degenerate Traitor, 
Which in my {c I boldly will defend, 
And interchatigeably hucle downe my gage 
{ Vpon this overeweening Traicors foote,| 
| | Toproue uy (elfe a gry Gentleman, 
| Euen in the beſt blood chambar'd in bis boſome. ] 
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.c which he bath detawn'd for lewd employments, --—. 
i Like a falle Traitor, ind: ions Ba, | 
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Sluc'd our his innocent ſoule through ſtreames of blood: 


Mow, Oh let a7 Souezaiges rae away his face, 
whi | 


King. Wrath-kindled Gentlewen be rul'd by me | 
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| To ftirre againſtthe Butchers of his life,; - 


CP. 
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King. Norfolke, throw downe, we bidde; there is 
> / : no boote. 

Aow My (elfe I throw(dread Soueraigne)at thy foot. 
My life thou ſhalt command, but not my rom l | 
The one my dutic owes, but my faire name 


Deſpight of death, that liues ypon my graue 


* To darke diſhonours vſe, thou ſhalrnot have. 


I am diſgrac'd, impeach'd, and baffel'd heere, Ts 
Pierc'd to the ſoule with flanders yenom'd (peare : 
The which no balme can cure, but his hear blood. | 
Which breath'd this poyſon, 

King. Rage muſt be withſtood : 
Giue me his gage : Lyons make Leopards tame, 


Mo,Yea, but not change his (pots: take burmy ſhgy 
And I religne my gage, :My deere, decre Lord, ;-. 
The purefizreaſure morcalltimes afford -- | - \ ES 


Is ſpotleſle reputation : that away, Sy 
Men are but gilded loame, or paixed clay. 
A Iewell ivaten times barr'd vp Cheſt, 
Is a bold ſpirit, in aloyall breſt. 
Mige Hopor:is my life ; both grow in one: . 
Take Honor from me, and my life is done, | - 
Then (deere my Liege) mine Honor let me crie, 
In that I hue g and for thats wall ] die. 
King. Coon, throw downe your gages 
Do you begin. 1 PIT | 
Bul. Oh heaven defend my ſoule from ſuch foule fin, 
Shall Il ſeeme Creft-falne in my fathers fight, 
Or with pale beggar-feare impeach my hight 
Before this out-dar'd daftard? Ere my toong,. 
Shall wound mine honor with ſuch feeble wrongy 
Or ſound (o baſe a parle : my teeth ſhall reare 
The (lauiſh motiue of recanting feare, 
And ſpit it bleeding ia his bigh diſgrace, 
er face. 
| Exit Ganme. 
King. We were not borne to ſue, but ro command, | 
Which ſince we cannot doto make youfriends, fy 
Be readie, (as your lives ſhall anſwerit) . - + 
At Couentree, ypoa $. Lambert; day: |. 
There ſhall your {words and Lances arbitrate 
The ſwelling diference af your ſctled hate ;  - 
Since we cangot, attone you, you [hall ſee 
luſtice defigne the ViRors Chivalcie, Tad; $i 
Lerd þ our Officers ar Agwes, 


_—_ 


A Be readicto dire& theſe home Alarms, - Exennt. 


Scana Secunda. 


Enter Gaxat, and Dacheſſe of Glancefter. 
Geert. Alas, the part I had inGlouſters blood, 
Doth more ſolicue me chen your exclaimes, - |, 
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But fince correRionlyeth in thoſe hands 

Which made the fault that we cannot correR, 
Put we our quarrell cothe will of heauen, 

Who when they ſeethe houres ripe on earth, 
Will raigne hot vengearce on offenders heads, 
Dwt. Findes brotherhood in thee no ſharper ſpurre? 
Hath loue in thy old blood no living fire ? 
Edwards (euen ſonnes (whereof thy ſelfe art one) 
Were as ſeuen violles of his Sacred blood, 

Or ſeu*n faire branches ſpringing from one roote: 
Some of thoſe (euen are dride by natures courſe, 
Some of thoſe branches by the deftinies cur : 

But Thomas, my deere Lord, my life,my Glouſter, 
One Violl full of Edward: Sacred blood, 

One flouriſhing branch of his moſt Royall roote 
Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor fpilt ; 

Is hackt downe, and his ſummer leafes all vaded 
By Enuies hand, and Murde:s bloody Axe. 

Ah Gaunt! His blood was thine, that bed, that wombe, 
"That mettle, that ſelfe-mould that faſhion'd thee, 
Made him a man; and though thou liu'ft, and breath'ft, 
Yet art thou ſ.aine in him : thou doſt conſent 

In ſome large meaſure to tay Fathers death, 

In that thou ſeeſt thy wretched brother dye, 
Who was the modell of thy Fathers life, 

Call it nor patience (Gaw»t) it is diſpaire, 

In ſuff ring thus thy brother to be (laughter'd, 
Thou ſhew'ſtthe naked pathway co thy life, 
Teaching ſterne murther how to butcher thee : 
That which in meane men we mtitle patience 

Is pale cold cowardice in noble breſts : 

Whar ſhall I ſay, to ſafegard thine owne life, 
The beſt way is to venge my Glouſters death, 

Gamnt.Heauens is the quarrell : for heauens ſubſtitute 
His Deputy annointed in his ſight, 

Hath cauy'd his death, the which if wrongfully 
Let heauen revenge : for I mayneuer lift 
| An angry arme againſt his Miniſter, 

Dur. Where then (alas may I)complaint my ſelfe ? 

Gas, Toheauen,the widdowes Champion to defence 

Dat, Why then I will: farewell old Gawnr, 

Thou go'ft to Couentrie, there to behold 

Our Cofine Herford, and fell Mowbray fight : 
O fit my husbands wrongs on Herfords ſpeare, 
That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes breſt : 

Or if misfortune miſſe the firſt carreere, 

Be Mowbrayes finnes ſo heauy in his boſome, 
That they may breake his foaming Courſers backe, 
And throw the Rider headlong in the Liſts, 

A Caytiffe recreant to my Colne Herford: 
Farewell old Gawnt, thy ſometimes brothers wite 
With her companion Greefe, muſt end her life, 

Gas. Siſter farewell : I muſt ro Coventree, 
As mach good ftay with thee, as go with mee, 

Dmt. Yet one word more: Greefe boundeth where it 
Not with the emptie hollownes, but weight : (falls, 
I rake my leaue, before I have begun, | 
For ſorrow ends not, when it ſcemerth done. 
Commend me to my brother Edmund Yorke. 
Loe, this is all : nay, yet depart not ſo, 
Though this be all, do nor ſo quickly go, 

I ſhall remember more, Bid him, Oh, what? 
With all good ſpeed at Plaſhie yifit mee, 

Alacke, and what ſhall good old Yorke there ſce 
Bur empty lodgings, and vnfurniſh'd walles, 
Vn-peopel'd Offices, vntroden tones ? 
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And what heare there for welcome,i butmy grones ? 
Theretore commend me, let him not come there, 
To leeke out forrow, that dwels cuery where : 
Deſolaze, deſolate will I hence, and dye, 


The lait leaue of thee, takes my weeping eye. Exemunt 
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Scena T ertia. 


Enter (Marſhall, and Aumerle, 
Mar. My L. Awmerle,\s Harry Herfaxd armi'd. | 
Aum. Yea, at all points, and longs to enter in. 
. Mar. The Duke of Nortolke, ſprightfully and bold, 
Stayes bur the ſummons of the Aonibng Trumpet, 

Anu, Why then the Champions, are prepar'd,and ſtay 
For nothing but his Maiefties approach. Flouriſh, 
Enter King, Gaunt, Buſhy, Bagot, Greene, & 

others : Then Mowbray in Ar. 
wor, and Harrold 
Rich, Marſhall, demand ot yonder Champion 
The cauſe of his arriuall heere in Armes, 
Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To \weare him inthe iuſtice of his cauſe. 

Mar. InGods name,and the Kings.fay who art, 
And why thou com'tt chus knightly clad in Armes? 
Againſt what man thou com'ſt,and what's thy quarrell, 
Speake cruly on thy knighthood, and thine oath, 

As ſo detend thee heauen, and thy valour. 
Mow. My name is Tho. Mowbray,Duke of Noxfolk, 


| Who hither comes engaged by my oath 


(Which heauen defend a knight ſhould violate) 
Both to defend my loyalty and truth 
To God, my King, and his ſucceeding iſſue, 
Againſt the Duke of Herford, that appeales me: 
And by the grace of God, and thismine arme, 
To proue him (in defending of my lelfe) 
A Traitor to my God, my King, and me, 
And as i truly fight, defend me heauen. 

Tacket. Enter Hereford, and Harold, 

Rich. Marſhall : Aske yonder Knight in Armes, 

Both who he is, and why he commeth hither, 
Thus placed in habilimenrs of warre : 
And formerly according to our Law | 
Depoſe him in the iuſtice of his cauſe. 


Mar. What is thy name? and wherfore com? hither 


Before King Richard in his Royall Lifts? + 
Againſt whom com'ſt thou? and what's = quarrell? 
Speake like a true Raga, ſo defend thee heauen, 
Bul. Harry of Hertord, Lancaſter, and Derbie, 

Am TI : who ready heere do ſtand in Armes, 
Toproue by heauens grace, and my bodies valour, 
In Liſts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Nortolke, 
Thar he's a Traitor foule, and dangerous, 
To God of heauen, King Richard, and to me, 
And as [ truly fight, defend me heauen, 

Mar, On pame of death, no perſon be ſo bold, 
Or daring hardie as totouchthe Liſtes, 
Except the Marſball, and ſuch Officers 
Appointed to dire@ theſe faire dehignes. 

Pul. Lord Marſhall, let me kiſſe my Soueraigns hand, 
And bow my knee before his Majeſtic : 
For Mowbray and my ſelfe arc like tewomen, 


That yow a long and weary pilgrimage, 
c Then 
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And !ouing farwell of our ſeuerall friends, 

Aur The Appealant in all duty greets your Highnes, 

And craues to kiſſe vour hand, and rake his leaue, 
Ah. We will deſcend, and fold him in oor armes. 

Coſin of Herford, as thy cauſc is juſt, 

| So be thy fortune in this Rgyall fight: 

Farewell, my blood, which itto day thou ſhead, 

Lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead, 

Ball. Oh let no noble eye prophanea:teare 

For me, if I be gor'd with e1/owbrazes ſpeare ; 

As confident, as is the Falcons flight 

Againſt a bird, doI with Mowbray tight. 

My louing Lord, I take my leaue of you, 

Ot you (my Noble Colin) Lord 1nmerle ; 

Not ficke, although I baueto do with death, 

But luſtie, yong, and cheercly drawing breath. 

Loe, as at Engliſh Feaſts, fo 1 regreete 

| The dainticſt laſt, to make the end moſt ſweet. 

Oh chou the carthy author of my blood, 

Whoſe youthfull ſpirit in me regenerate, 

Doth with a two-fold rigor lift mee vp 

-| Toreach at victory abouc my head, 

| Adde proofe vnto mine Armour vith thy prayres, 

And with thy bleſsings ſtcele my Lances point, 

That it may enter Afowbrayes waxen Coate, 

And furniſh new the name of /ohn a Gaunt, 

Euen in the luſty hauiour of his fonne. 

Gaunt, Hcauen inthy good cauſe make thee proſp'rous 

Be {wift like lightmng 1" the execution, 

Andlet thy blowes doubly redoubled, 

Fall lke amazing thunder on the Cake 

Of thy amaz.'d pernicious enemy. 

Rouze vp thy youthtull blood, be valiar.t,and liue, 
Bul, Mine innocence, and S.George fo thrive. 
Mow! How euecr heaven or fortune caſt my lor, 

There lwes, or dies, true to Kings Kicharas Throne, 

A loyall, juſt, and vpright Gentleman: 

Neuer did Captive with a treer heart, 

Caſt eff his chaines of bondage, and embrace 

His golden vncontroul'd enfranchitement, 

More then my dancing ſoule doth celebrate 

This Feaſt of Bartzll, with mine Aduerfarie. 

Mt mighty Liege, and my companion Peeres, 

Take from my mouth, the wiſh of happy yearcs, 

| As gentle, and as 10cond, as to1eſt, 

Go 1 to fight: Truth, hath a quiet breft. 

Kich. Farewell, my Lord, ſecurely I eſpy 

Vertue with Valour, couched in thine eye : 

Order the triall Marſhall, and begin. 7 
Mar, Iarrie of Herford, Lancaſter, and Derby, 

Receiue thy Launce, and heauen defend thy right. 
Bal. Strong as atowre in hope, I cry Amen. 
Afar. Go bearethis Lance to Thomas D, of Norfolke, 

1.Har,” Harry of Heyford, Lancaſter, and Derbie, 

Stands heere for God, his Soueraigne, and himſelte, 

On paine to be found falſe, and recreant, 

| To proue the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Mowbray, 

A Traitorto his God, his King, and him, 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight.” 

2. Har, Here Nandeth T ho: Mowbray Duke of Norfolk 

On pane to be found falſe and pecreant, 

Bothts detend himſfelte, and ro approue 

Henry of Herford, Lancaſter, and Derby, 

WLEOTHANC Soucraigne, and ro him difloyal!: 

Courrgiouſly,and with a free defire 


. 
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+ Andall vnlook'd for from your Highaefle mouth: 


Embrace each others loue in baniſhmenr, 


— 


Rich, Let them lay by their Helmets & their Speares, 
And both returne backe to their Chaires againe : 
Withdraw with vs, and let the Trumpets ad 
While wereturne theſe Dukes what we decree, 

A leng Flowriſh. 
Draw neere and liſt 
What with our Councell we haue done. 
For that our kingdomes earth ſhould not be ſoyld 
With that deere blood which it hath foftered, 
And for our eyes do hate the dire aſpet 
Of ciuill wounds plowgh'd vp with neighbors ſwords, 
\Which fo reuz'd vp with boyſtrous vntan'd drummes, 
With harſh reſounding Trumpers dreadful bray, 
And grating ſhocke of wrathfull yron Armes, 
Might from our quiet Confines fright faire peace, 
And make vs wade euen in our kindreds blood : 
Therefore, we baniſh you eur Territories. 
You Cohn Herfor«, vpon paine of death, 
Till rwice fue Summers haue enrich'd our fields, 
Shall not regreet our faire dominiens, 
But treace the ſtranger pathes of baniſhment, 

Ful. Your will be done: This muſt my comfort be, 
That Sun that warmes you heere, ſhall ſhine on me: 
And thoſe his golden beames to you heere lent, 

Shail point on me, and gild my baniſhmenr. 

Rich, Norfolke : for thee remzines a heauier dombe, 
Which I with ſome ynwillingneſle pronounce, 
Theflye ſlow houres ſhall not determinate 
The datelefle limit of thy deere exile ; 

The hopeleſſe word, of Neuer to-recurne, 
Breath | againſt thee, yponpaine of life. 
Mow. A key ſentence, iny moſt Soueraigne Liege, 


A deerer merit, not ſodeepe a maime, 
As to be caſt forth in the common ayce 
Haue [ deſerued at your Highneſle hands. 
The Language I havelcari'd theſe forty yeares 
(My native Engliſh) now I muſt forgo, 
And now my tongues vic is tomeno more, 
Then an vnſtringed Vyall, or a Harpe, 
Orlike a cunning loſtrumenc cas'd vp, 
Or being open, putinto his hands 
That knowes no touch to rune the harmony, 
Wirhin my mout;: you haue engaol'd my tongue, 
Doubly perculliſt with my teech and lippes, 
And dull, ynteeling, barren ignorance, 
Is made my Gaoler to attend on me : 
I am too old to fawne vpon a Nurle, 
Too farrein yeeres to be a pupill now : 
W hor is thy {entence then, bur ſpeechleſſe death, 
Which robs my-tongue from breathipg natiue breath ? 
Rich, It boots thee not to be compaſsionate, 
Afcer our ſentence, plaining comes too late, 
Mow. Then thus I turne me from my countries light 
To dwell in ſolemne ſhades of endleſſe night, | 
Ric. Returne againe, and take an oath with thee, 
Lay on our Royall ſword, your baniſht hands; 
Sweare by the duty that you owe to heauen 
(Our part therein we baniſh with your ſelues) 
To keepe the Oath that we adminiſter : 
You veuer ſhall (ſo helpe you Truth, and Heauen) 


Nor cuer looke ypon each others face, 


No 
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Nor euer write, regreete, or reconcile 
This lewring tempeſt of your home-bred hate, 
Nor ever by aduiſed purpoſe meete, 
To plor, contriue, or complor any ill, 
| 'Gainſt Vs, our State, our SubieCts, or our Land. 
Bull. 1 {weare. 
| Mow. And1I,rto keepe all this, 
Kul. Nortelke, fo fare, as ro mine enemie, 

| By this time (had the King permitted vs) 
One of our ſoules had wandred inthe ayre, 
Baniſh'd this fraile ſepulchre of our fleſh, 
As now our fleſh is baniſh'd from this Land. 
Confefſe thy Treaſons, ere thou flye this Realme, 
Since thou haft farre to go, beare not along 
The clog g1ng burthen of a guilty ſoule, 

e1Mow. No Bullingbreke : If ever | were Traitor, 
My name be blotted from the booke of Life, 
And I from heauen baniſh'd, as from hence : 
But what thou arr, heauen, thou, and | do know, 
And all roo {oone (T feare) the King ſhall rue. 
Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ſtray, 
Sauce backe ro England, all the worlds my way. 
Fich. Vnele, euen in the glaſſes of thine eyes 
I ſee thy greeued heart : thy fad aſpe, 
Hatl: from the number of his bamiſh'd yeares 
Pluck'd foure away : Six frozen Winters ſpent, 
Rerurne with welcowe home, from were $a Wh 

Bul. How long a time lyes in one little word : 
Foure lagging Winters, and foure wanton ſprings 
End in a word, fvch is the breath of Kings. 
Gaunt, 1 thanke my Liege, that in regard of me 
He ſhortens foure yeares of my ſonnes exile :; 
Burt little vantage ſhall | reape thereby, 
For exe the ſixe yeares that he hath to ſpend | 
Can change their Moones, and bring their times abour, 
My oyle-dride Lampe, and time-bewaſted light 
Shall be extin& with age, and endleſle night : 
My inch of Taper, will be burnt, and done, 
And blindfold death, not let mc ſee my ſonne. 

Rich. Why Vncle, thou haſt many yeeres to liue, 

Gaunt. But not 3 minute (King) that thou canſt giue; 
Shorten my dayes thou canſt with tudden ſorow, 
And plucke nights from me, bur not lend a morrow : 
Thou canſt helpe time to furrow me with age, 
Zur (topno wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 
Thy word is currant with hi, for my death, 
But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

Ric. Thy ſonne is baniſh'd vpon good aduice, 
Wheretothy rongue a party-verdi&t gave, 
Why at our Tuftice ſeem'ft thou then to lowre ? 

Gan. Things ſweet to taſt, proue in digeſtion ſowre : 
Youvrg'd me as a Tudge, but I had rather 
you wevld haue bid me argue like a Father, 
Alas, 1 look'd when ſome of you ſhould ſay, 
| wastoo firitto make mine owne away: 
But you gaue leaue ro my vnwilling tong, 
Againſt my will, ro do my felfe this wrong, 

Rich, Cofine farewell : and Vncle bid himſo: 
Six yeares we baniſh him, and he {hall go, 

Flomriſh. 

An, Cofine farewell : whar preſence muſt not know 
From where you do remaine, let paper ſhow, 

AMar, My Lord, no leauetake 1, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

Gawnt.Oh to what purpoſe doſt thou hord thy words, 
| That thou teturnR no greeting to thy friends ? 


E Xits 


F xit, 


T he life and death of Richard the ſecond, 
| 


| 


| Efteemea loyle, wherein thou art to ſer 
| Theprecious [ewell of thy home returne.. 


| 


| Orcloy the hungry edge of apperite, 


— 
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Bull. I have too few to take my leaue of you, 
When the tongues office ſhould be prodigall, 
To breath th'abundant dolour of the heart, 
Gar. Thy greete is but thy abſence for a time. 
Bell, loy abfent, greefe is preſent for that time, 
Gas. \What is hxe Winters, they are quickely gone? 
Bul. To men in ioy, but greefe makes one houre ten, 
Gau, Call it a travell that thou tak'ſt for pleaſure. 
Bui. My heart will 6gh, when | milcall it ſo, 
Which findes it an inforced Pilgrimage, 
Gaw, The ſullen paſſage of thy weary Reppes 


Bul, Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the froſt'e Canc s/w; ? 


by bare imagination ot a Feat? 

Or Wallow naked in December ſnow 

by thinking on fantaſticke ſummers heace? 
Oh no, the apprehenſion of the good 

Giues but the greater feeling to the worſe : 
Fell forrowes tooth, doth ever ranckle more 
Then when it bites, but lancgth not the ſore, 

Gaxz.Come, come ( my (cn) ile bring thee on thy way | 
Had I thy youth, and cauſe, I would not Ray, 

Bul.Then Englands ground farewell: ſweet foil adiev, 
My Mother, and my Nurle, which beares me yet : | 
Where ere ] wander, boaſt of titis | can, 
Though baniſh'd, yer 2 true-borne Er.gliſhman. 
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Enter King, Aumerle,Greene and Bagot, 
Rich, We did obſerue, Cofine Anmerle, 
How far brought you high Herford on his way ?: 
Aw. I brought bigh Herford (if you gall him ſo) 
but co the next high way,and there [ [efefiim, 
Rich, And lay, what (tore of parting tears were ſhed? 
Awm, Faithnone for me: except the Northeaſt wind 
Which then grew bitterly againſt our face, 
Awak'dthefleepierhewme,and ſo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare, | 
Rich.Whar ſaid our Cofin when you parted with him? 
An.Farewell: and for my hart diſdained y my rongue 
Should ſo prophane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppreſsion of ſuch preete, 
That word ſeem'd buried inmy ſorrowes graue. 
Marry, would the word Farwell ,haue lengthen'd houres, 
And added yeeres to his ſhort baniſhment, 
He ſhould haue had a volume of Farwels, 
but ſince it would not, he had none of me. 
Rich. Heis our Cofin (Cofin) but tis doubr, 
When time ſhall call him home from baniſhmenr, 
Whether our kinſman come to ſee his friends, 
Our ſelfe, and Buſhy : heere Bagot and Greene 
Obſeru'd his Courtſhip ro the common people ; 
How he did ſeeme to diue into their hearts, | 
With hamble,apd familiat courtehie, 
What reverence he did throw away on ſlaves; 
Wooing poore Crafteſ-men, with the craft of ſoules, 
And patient vnder-bearing of his Fortune, 
As 'twere to baniſh their affe&s with him. 
Off goes his bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 
C 2 
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A brace of Dray-men bid God ſpeed him well, 
And had the tnibute of his ſupple knee, 
With thankes my Countrimen, my louing friends, 
As were our England in reuerſ1on his, 
And he our ſub1. Cts next degree in hope. 
Gr, Well,be is gone,& with him go theſe thoughts : 
Now for the Rebels, which Rand our in Ireland, 
Exped.cnt manzge mult be made my Liege 
Ere farther leyſure, yeeld chem further meanes 
For their aduantage, and your Highneſle lofle, 
Rec. We will our lelfe m perſon to this warre, 
And for our Coffers, with tov great a Court, 
And liberall Largefle, are growne lomewhat light, 
We are inforc'd to tarme our royali Realme, 
The Reueunew whereof (ball furniſh vs 
For our affayres in hand : if that come ſhore 
Our Subſtitutes at home ſhall haue Blanke-charters : 
Whereto, when they ſhall know what men are rich, 
They ſhall ſubſcribe them tor large {ummes of Geld, 
And ſend them after to ſupply our wants: 
For we will make tor Ircland prefeatly. 
P . Enter buſhy, 
Buſhy, what newes ? 

'Bu. Old Iohn of Gaunt \s verie licke my Lord, 
Sodainly taken, and hath ſent poſt haſte 
To entreat your Maielty to vilit him, 

 Kie. Where lycs he? 

Bu, AtEly houſe. 

Ri:. Now put it (heauen) in his Phyſtians minde, 
To helpe him to his grave immediately : 

The lining of his coffers ſhall make Coates 
To decke qur ſouldiers tor thele Ir1ſh warres. 
Come Gentlemen, let's all go viſit him: 
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Enter Gaunt, ſicke with Torke, 


Gas, Will the King come, that I may breath my laſt 
In wholſome counlel| to his ynſtaid youth ? 

Yor. Vex not your (ele, nor ftrive not with your brets, 
For all in vaine comes counlell to his care. 

Gas. Oh bur (they (ay) the tongues of dying men 
Inforce attention like deepe harmony; 
Where words are [carſe, they are ſeldome ſpent in vaine, 
For they breath truth, that breath their words in paine. 
He chat no more muſt lay, is liſten'd more, 
Then they whom yourh and eale haue taught to gloſe, 
More are mens ends markr, then their liues before, 
The letting $Sun,and Mulicke is the cloſe 
As the laſt taſte of (weetes, is {weeteſt laſt, 
Writ inremembrance, more then things long paſt; 
Though K:chard my liucs counſell would noc heare, 
My deaths lad tale, may yet vndeafe his care. 
} or, No, it is ftopt with other flatt'ring ſounds 
As prailes of his ſtate : then there are found 
Laicitous Meeters, to whoſe venom ſound 
The open care of youth doth alwayes liſten, 
Report of faſhions in proud lealy, 
Whole manners ſtill our tardie apiſh Nation 


{Limpes after in baſe imitation. 
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Pray heauen we may make hatt, and come too late, Exit. 


| Wheredoth the world thruſt forth a vanity, 
' Soitbe new, there's no reſpe how vile, 
| That is not quickly buz'd into his eares £7 
| Thatall coo late comes counſell to be heard, 
| Where will doth mutiny with wits regard: 
| Dire& not him, whoſe way himſelfe will chooſe, 
Tis breath thou lackRt, and that breath wilt thou looſe. 
Gaunt, Me thinkes I am a Prophet new inſpir'd, 
And thus expiring, do foretell of him, 
| His raſh fierce blaze of Ryor cannor laſt, 
For violent fires ſoone burne out themſelues, 
Small ſhowres laſt long, but ſodaine Rormes are ſhort, 
He tyres betimes, that ſpurs too faſt betimes; 
With eager feeding, food doth choake the feeder : 
Light vanity, infatiate cormorant, 
Conſuming meanes ſoone preyes vpon it ſelfe. 
This royall Throne of Kings, this "00rd Iſle, 
This earth of Maieſty,this ſcate of Mars, 
1 his other Eden, demy paradiſe, 
This Fortreſle built by Nature for her felſe, 
Againſt inteQtion, and the hand of warre : 
This happy breed of men, this lictle world, 
This precious Rone, (erin the filuer ſea, 
Which ſerves it in the office of a wall, 
Or as a Moate defenſive to a houſe, 
Againſt the enuy of lefſe happier Lands, 
This bleſſed plor, this earth, this Realme,this- England, 
This Nurle, this teeming wombe of Royalt Kings, 
Fear'd by their breed, and famous for their birth, 
Renowned for their deeds, as farie from home, 
For Chriſtian ſeruice, and true Chiualcie, 
As is the ſepulcher in flubborne [wry 
Ot the Worlds ranſome, blefled © Maries Sonne. 
This Land of ſuch deere foules, this deere-deere Land, 
Deere tor her reputation through the world, 
Is now Leas'd out ([ dye pronouncing it ) 
Like to a enement or pelung Farmc. 
England dound in with the ti mphant ſea, 
Whole rocky {hore beates backe cl;e envions fiedge 
Of watery Neptune, is now beund in with ſhame, 
With Inky blorres, and rotten Parchment bonds. 
That England, that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a ſhame{ull conqueſt of it ſelfe. 
Ah! would the icandall Pra with my lite, 
How happy Wen were my enſuing death ? 
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Enter King, Onucene Aumerle Buſty,Greene, 
Bagot, Kos, and Willowghby. 
Yor. The King is come, geale mildly with his youth, 
For young hot Colty, bein —__ rage the more, 
+ 2%, How fares our noble/Vncle Lancaſter ? 
Rr, What comtort man? How iſt with aged Cawnt ? 
Ga. Oh how that name befits my compoſition : 
Old Gawnt indeed, and gaunt in being old : 
Within me greete hath kept 8 tedious faſt, 
And who abſtaynes from meate, that is nor gaunt ? 
For (leeping England long time haue I watcher, 
| Watching breeds leannefle, leannefle is all gaunt. 
The pleaſure that ſome Fathers feede ypon, 
Is my ſtrict faſt, I meane my Childrens lookes, 
And therein fafting, haſt thou made me gaunt: 
Gaunt am | for the graue, gaunt as a-graue, 
Whele hollow wombe inherits naught but bones, 
Ric, Can ficke men play lo nicely with their names ? 
Gau. No, miſery makes ſport comocke it (elfe : 
| Since thou doſt ſecke to kill my name in mec, 
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I mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee. 
Ric. Should dying men flatter thoſethar liue? 
Gas. No, no, men living flatter choſe that dye. 
Rich. Thou now a dying, ſayſt thou flatter'ft me. 
Gaz. Ohno, thou dyeſt, though Ithe ficher be. 
Rich, Tam in health, I breath, I ſee the@ll, 
Gay, Now he that made me, knowes I {ee thee ill : 

Illin my ſelfe to (ee, and in thee, ſeeing ill, 

Thy death-bed is no lefler then the Land, 

\Wherein thou lyeſt in reputation ficke, 

And thou too care-lefſe patient as thou art, 

Commir'ſt thy'ano1inred body to the cure 

Of thoſe Phyſirians, that firſt wounded thee,) 

A thouſand flatrerers fit within thy Crowne, 

Whoſe compaſſe is no bigger thenthy head, 

And yer incaged in fo {mall a Verge, 

The waſte is no whit lefſer then thy Land : 

Oh had thy Grandhre with a Prophers eye, 

Seenc how his ſonnes ſonne, ſhould deftroy his ſonnes, 

From forch thy reach he would haue laid thy ſhame, 

Depoling chee before thou werr pollett, 

Which art poſſeſt now to depoſe thy lelfe. 

Why (Cofine) were thou Regent ot the world, 

[t were a ſhame to let his Land by leate: 

But for thy world enjoying but this Land, 

{s itnot more then ſhame, to ſhame it ſo ? 

Landlord of England art thou, and not King: 

Thy ſtate of Law, is bondiiaue to the law, 

And 
Rich, And thon, a lunaticke leane-witted foole, 

Preſuming on an Aguespruuledge, 

Dar'ſt withthy frozen admonition 

Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood 

With tury, from hisnariae refidefice ? 

Now by my Seates right Royall Maieftie, 

Wer't thou not Brother to great Edwards ſonne, 

This tongue that runs ſoroundly in thy head, 

Should run thy head from thy vareuerent ſhoulders. 
Gar, Oh ſpare me not, my brothers Edwards lonne, 

For that I was his Father Edwards fonne ; 

That blood alrtady (likethe Pellican) 

Thouhaft rapt out, ar d drunkenily carows'd. 

My brother Glouceſter, plaine well meaning ſoule 

{Whom faire befall in heauen 'mongſ happy ſoules) 

May be a preſident, and witnefſe good, 

That thou reſpeA'lt not ſpilling Edwards blood : 

Toyne with the preſent (i: knefle that I haue, 

And thy vnkindnefle be like crookegage, + 

To crop at once a too-long wirher'd flowre, 

Liue in thy ſhame, but dye notſhame with thee, 

Theſe words heereafter, thy tormenrors bee, 

Conuey me to my bed, then to my grave, 

Loue they to liue, that loue and honor have. Exit 
Rich. And let them dye, that age and ſullens have, 

For both hat thou, and both become the grave, 
Tor, I do beſeech your Maicftie impure his words 

To way ward ficklineſſe, and age in him; 

He loues you on my Tis; and helds you deere 

As Harry Duke of Heyford, were he heere, 
Rich. Right, you fay true : 35 Heyford: love, fo his; 

As theirs, ſo mine : and 2ll be as it is, | 


. Enter Northumberland, 


Ner, My Liege, olde Gammt comments him to your 


Maicllie, 
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Kich, Whar ſayes he ? 
Nor. Nay nothing, all is ſaid : 
His tongue is now a ftringlefie inſtrument, 
Words, life, and all, 014 Lancaſter hath ſpent, 
Tor. Be Yorke the next, that mult be bankrupt ſo 
Though death be poore, it ends a mortall wo. ' 
Rich. The ripeſt fruit firſt fals, and fo doth he, 
His time is ſpent, our pilgrimage muſt be : 
So much for that, Now tor our Iriſh warres, 
We muſt ſupplant thoſe rough rug-headed Kernes, 
Which live like venom, where no venom elſe 
But onely they, haue priuiledge toliue. 
And for theſe great affayres do aske ſome charge 
Towards our alsiſtance, we do {cize to vs 
The plate, coine, revennewes, and moueables, 
Whereof our Vncle Gawnr did and poſleſt. 
Yor. How long ſhall I be patient? Oh howlong 
Shall tender dutic make ine ſuffer wrong ? 
Not Glouſters death, nor Herfords haniſhment, 
Nor Gawntes rebukes, nor Englangs priuate wrongs, 
Nor the prevention of poore bullingbrooke, 
About his marriage, nor my owne diſgrace 
Haue ever made me ſowre my patient cheeke, 
Or bend one wrin« {le on my Soueraignes face; 
] am the laſt of noble Eawards ſonnes, 
Ot whom tay Father Privce of Wales was firſt, 
In warre was never Lyon rag*d more fiztce : 
In peace, was never gentle Lavbemore milde, 
Then was that young and Pruncely Cernleman, 
His facethou halt, for even ſo l-ok'd he 
AccompliſFd with the number of thy heow:rs: 
But when he frown'd, it was againſt che Fre: ch, 
And not againſt his friends: h s noble nand 
Did win what he did ſpend : 2nd ſpert not that 
\W hich his eruumphant fathers hand had won: 
His hands were guilty of no k:ndieds blood, 
But bloody with the enemies of his kinne: 
On Rich rd Yorks 18 too farre gone with vieefe, 
Or elſe he neuer would compare betweeue. 
Rich, Why Vacle, 
What's the marter ? 
Yor. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleaſetif nor 
T pleas'd not ro be pardon'd, am content with all ; 
Seeke you to ſeize, and gripe inte your bans 
The Royalties and Rights of baniſh'd Herfo: 4 2 
]s not Gant dead? and doth not Herford live ? 
Wasnot Gaunt iuft? and is not Harry erue? 
Did not the one deterue to have an heyre? 
Is not his heyie a well-deſeraing ſonre? 
Take Herfords tights away, and take from time 
His Charters, and his cuffomarie rights: 
Let not to morrow then inſue to diy, 
Be not thy ſelfe, For how artthou a King 
But by faire ſequence and ſuccefiion ? 
Now afore God, God forbid 1 fay true, + 
If you do wrongfully ieize Hertford: right, 
Call in his Lercers Parents that he hath 
By his Arrurnevet'generall, ro ſue 
His Liverie, and dgnie his offer'd homage, 
Youplucke a thouſand izngers on your head, 
You looſe a thouſnd well-difpoted hearcs, 
And pricke my tender patience to rhoſe thoughts 
Which honog and atlegeance caunor thin ke, 
Ric, Thinke what you will ; we ſeite into our hands, 
H's plate, his good!, ks money, an4 his lands, 


| Yor. Ile no. be by the while : My Litzge facewell, 
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What w || enſue heereof, there's none can tc!l, 
But by bad cou ſes may be vnderſtood, 
That their events can iicuer fall out good, Exit, 
Kich, Go Buſhic to the Earle of Wiltſhire ſtreight, 
Bid him repaireto vs to E7y houſe, 
| To ſce this buſineſle : ro mor: ow next 
\We will for Ireland, and 'tis time, I trow : 
And we create in ablence of our (elfe 
Our Vacle Yorke, Lord Governor of England: 
For he 13 10ſt, and alweyes lou d vs well. 
Come on our Queer:e, co morrow mult we part, 
Be merry, for our time ot (tay is ſhort, 
e M anet North. Willoughby, & Rgſ.. 
Nor. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancaſter is dead. | 
Reſſ, And living too, for now his ſonne is Duke, 
Wi. Barely in nile, not in revennew. 
| Nor, Richly in both, if iuice had her right. 
Koſſ. My heart is great :. but it muſt break with blence, 
Er'c be disburthen'd with a liberall tongue. 
Nor Nay ſpeake thy mind: & let himne'r ſpeak more 


| - 


Flowrilh, 
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That ſpeakes thy words againe to do thee hare. 
Wl.Tends that thou'dit ſpeake roth'Du.ot Hereford, | 

If it be fo, our with it boldly man, 

Quicke 1s mine eare to _heare of good rowards him, | 
Rofſ. No good ar all that | can do for hin, 

Valeſle you call it good ro pitic him, 


Beretr and gelded ot his patrimonie, 
Nor. Now atore heauen, *tis ſhame ſuch wrongs arc | 
borne. 
In him a royall Prince,and many moe 


Of noble blood in this declitiing Land ; 
| The King is not himle:te, bur baſcly led 
By Flattcrers, and what they will informe 


Meerely in hate 'gainlt any of vs all, 
Tha: will the King ſeverely profecute 
1 'Gainſt ys, our lives, our ch1ldren, and our heires,} 
Roſ. The Common3 hath he pil'd with greeuous taxes 
| And quite loſt their hearts: rhe Nobies hath he finde | 
For ancient quarrels, and quite loſt their hearts, 
W., And daily new exactions are devis'd, 
As blainkes- bencuolences, 2nd I wot not what : 
But what o'Gods name doth become of this? 

Nor, Wars hath not waltcd it, for war'd he bati:not, 
But baſely yeclded ypon comprimize, | 
That which his Anceflors atchicu'd with þlowes : 

More bath he ſpent.in peace, then they 19 warres, 

Ref. TheEaile of Wiltſhire bath the realme in Farme. 

#d. The Kings growne bankrupt like a broken man. 

Nor. Reproach, and diſſolution hangeth over him. 

Roſ. He hath 00t monie tor theſe Iriſh warres ; 

(His bnurthenous t1xarions norwithftanding) 
But by the robbing of the baniſh'd Duke, 
Nor. His noble Kinſman, molt degenerate King : 
Bue Lois, we heare this fearefull rea pett ng, 
Yet {ceke no ſhelter to 2u0id the Rorme; 
We lce the winde (it ſore vpon our (alles, 
And yer we {trike not, bur ſecurely periſh 

Ref. We leerthe very wracke that we,mult ſuffer, 
Ard «natioyded is the danger now 
Fo: !ufte. ng tothe cauies of our wracke, 


eh 1 
Nor. Norfo : euro through the hollow eyes of death, 


[ 


I {p1c lite Peciing : but 1 dare not lay 

How ncvre che 1d engy of our comfore 18, 
4. "ry let vs ſhare thy thoughts, as thou doſt ours 
Rel. Be conhdenttotpeake Northumberland, 

| Ve three, are but thy ſelte, and ipeakiag fo, 


4. 
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Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold, © 
Nor, Then thus ; I have from Port le Blan) 

A Bay in Zr:taine, receiu'd intelligence, 

That Harry Duke of Herford, Ramald Lord Cobham 

That late broke from the Duke of Fxecer, 

His brother Archbiſhop, late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham Sir John Rainſton, 

Sir John Norberie, Sir Robert Waterton & Franc Omnoint 

All theſe well furiſh'd by the Duke of Britaize, . 

With eight tall ſhips, three thouſand men of warte 

Are making hither, with all due expedience, 

And ſhortly meane to teuch our Northerne ſhore : 

Perhaps they had ere this, bur that they ftay | 

The firſt departing of the King for [reland:; 

If then we ſhall ſhake off our {lauiſh yoake, 

Impe out our drooping Countries broken wing, 

Redeeme from broaking pawne the blemiſ]'a Crowne 

\V ipe off the duſt thar hides our Sceprers gilt, s 

And make high Maieſtic looke like it lelfe, 

Away with me in poſteto Rawenspurg b, 

Bur it you taint, as fearing to do fo, 

Stay, and be ſecret, and my lelfe will go. 

Ref. To borie, to horle, vrge doubts to them y feare, 

W:1, Hold out my horle, and | will fiſt be there, 

Exeunt, 


Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Q neene, Buſby, and Bagot, 
Buſh. Madam, your Maicſty is too much (ad, 
You promis'd when you parted with the Ki'g, 
To lay afide ielfe-harming heauineſſe, 
Andentertaine a cheerctull diſpolicion, 
Qs. Topleaſe the King, I did :to pleaſe my ſelfe 
T cannot do it; yet] know no cauſe 
Why 1 ſhould welcome ſuch a gueſt as greefe, 
Saue bidding farewell te ſo ſweet a gueſt 
As my iweet Richard; yet againe me thinkes, 
Some vnborne {orrow, ripe in'fortunes wombe 
Is comming towards me, and my inward ſoule 
With nothing rrembles, at ſomething it greeues, 
More then with parting from my Lord the King. 
Buſh. Each ſubſtance of a greefe hath twenty ſhadows 
Which ſhewes like greefe it telfe, but is not to : | 
For ſorrowes eye, glazed with blndin Ta 
Divides one thing intire, to many obicQs, 
Like perſpeQtiues, which rightly gaz'd ypen 
Shew nothing bur confuſion, ey'd awry, 
Diſtinguiſh forme : ſo your ſweet Maieſtie 
Looking awry ypon your Lords departure, 
Finde ſhapes of greefe, more then himſalfe io waile, 
Which look'd on as 1t is, is naught bur ſhadowes 
Ot what it is not : then thrice-gracious Queene, 
More then your Loids departure weep not,more's not 
Or if it be, 'tis with falle forrowes ele, (ſeene; 
\W hich for things true, weepe things imaginatys 
Qs. It may de ſo : but yer my inward {oule 
Pertwades me it is otherwiſe : how crc it be, 
I cannot but be ſad ; ſo heauy ſad, - _ 
Asthough on thinking on no thought I thinke, 
* *akes me with heauy nothing faint and ſhrinke. 
Buſh, 'Tis nothing but conceir(my gracious Lady.) 


meene. 
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Qs, 'Tis snothing leſſe : conceit is ill deriu'd * 
From ſome fore father greefe, mine is not fo, 
For nothing bath begor my ſomething greefe, 
Or — , haththenothing thar I greeue, 
'Tis:n reverſion that I do poſleſſe, 

But what it 18, that is not yet knowne, what 

I cannot name, *tis namelefſe woe I wor, 

Emter Greene. 


I hope the King 1s not yer ſhipr for Ireland, 
u, Why hop'ſt thou fo? Tis better hope he is ; 
For his defignes craue haſt, bis haſt good hope, 
Then wheretore do{t thou hope he 15 nor ſhipt ? 
Gre, That he our hope, might have retyr'd his power, 
and driven into diſpaite an enemies hope, 
Who ſtrongly hath fer footing inthis Land, 
The bam{n'd Bullmgbrooke repeales himmſeite, 
And with vp-litted Armes'is late airiu'd 
At Kanenſhwrg. 
On, = God in heauen forbid, 
Gr, O Madam 'tis too true ; and that is worſe, 
The L. Northumberland, his yong fonne Herrie Þercie, 
The Lords of Roſe, Bearmond, and Willoughby, 
With all their powretull friends are fled to him. 

Buſb.W hy haue you jor proclaim'd Northumberland | 
And the rett of the reuolted tachion, Trajtors ? 

Gre. We haue: where upon the Earle of Worceſter 
Hath broke his tafle, refign d his Stewardſhip, 
And al the houſhold teruants fled with him to ' Bullinbroek 
Qu, So Greene, thou art the midwife of my woe, 
And Aullinbreoke wy {orrowes diſmall heyre : 
Now hath my toule broitght forth her prodegie, 
And 1 a gasping new delivered mother, - 
Haue woe to woe, ſorrow to forrow 1oyn'd; 
Buſh. Diſpaire not Madam. 
Qs. Who ſhall hinder me ? 
I will diſpaire, and be at eomntie” 
With couzening hope; he 15a Flatterer, 
A Paraſite, a keeper backe of death, 
Who gently would diffclue the bands of life, 
Which tal;e hopes linger in extremity, , 

Eniey Yorbe 
Cre, Heere comes the Deke of Yorke, 
Os. With hgnes of warte about his aged necke, 
Oh full of caretull buſineſle are his lookes : 
Vncle, for heauens ſake ſpeake comfortable words : 
Ter.Comiact's in heauen, and we are on the earth, 
Where tothing lines bur cro(ſes, cre afid greete :1 
Your husbarid he 's gone to {aile farreoff, 
Whit othets'come t6 make hhmi tooſe at home 3 
Heere am I left to vnder-prop his Land, 
\W ho weake with age, cannot ſupport my ſelfe : 
Now comes the ficke houre that his ſurfet made, 
Now (hall he cy his friends that flattered him, 
Emer 4 ſernant , 

Ser. My Lord, your ſonne was gone before I came. 
Tor, He was: why fo : goall which way irwill : 
The Nobles they are fl-d, the Commons they are cold, 
And will I feare reuo!t on Herfords tide, , - + 
Sirra, get thee to Plathic to my ſiſter Gloſter, 
Bid her ſend me prelently a thouſand pound, 
Hold, cake my Ring. 
Ser. My Lo16, I had forgor 
Totcell your]. ofrdiliip, to day I came by,and call 'dthere, 
But ' {.l1 greeue you to report the reſt, 


(men: 


Gree, Heauen ſaueyour Maieſty, and wel met Gentle- | 


T he hfe and death of FRichard the ſecond, 
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Tor, What is't knavue ? 
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Ser. An houre before | c came, the Dutcheſſe di'de, 
Yor, Heau'n for his mercy, whart a tide of woes 

Come ruſhing on this wofull Land at once ? 

I know not what to do : | would to heauen 

(So my vntruth had not prouok'd him to it) 

The King had cut oft my head with my brothers, 

Whar, are there poftes diſpatch for Ireland? 

How ſhall we do for money for theſe warres 2 

Come hiſter (Cozen | would lay) pray pardon me. 

Gotellow, get thee home, poouide ſome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour that is there, 

Gentlemen, will you muſter men ? 

if | know how, or which way 16 order theſe affaires 

Thus diſorderly thruſt into my hands, 

Neuer belecue me. Bothare my kinſmen, 

Th'one 1s my Soueraigne, whom both my cath 

And dutie bids defend : ch'other againe 

Is my kinſ{man,whom the King hath wrong'd, 

Whom conticience, and my kindred bidsto right: : 


| Well, ſomewhat we mult do : Come Cozen, 


[le diſpoſe ot you. Gentlemen, go mufler vp your men, 
And meet me preſently at Barkley Caſtle: 
| ſhould to Plaſhy too : but time will not permit, 

All is vneuen, and euerything is left at fix and ſeven. Exit 

Buſh. 1 be winde lits faire for yewes to go to Ireland, 
But none ceturnes: For vs to leuy power 
Proportionable to tHenemy, is all impoſible. 

Gr, Belides our neezeneſſeto the King in loue, 
Is neere the hate of thoſe lone not the King , 


Ba And that s the wauerin Commons,for theirloue 


Lies in their purſes, and who lo empties thern, 
Py ſo much fils their hearts with deadly hate, 
Buſh. Wherein the king ftands generally condemn'd 
Bag. If wdgemenr lye inthem, then ſo do we, 
Becauſe we have beene euer neere the King. 
Gr. Well: I will forretuge ſtraight to Briftoll Caſtle, 
The Earle of Wiltſhire is alreadie there, 
Bulb, Thither will I with you, for little office 
Will the batefull Commans performe for vs, 
Except Ike Curres, to ceare vs all in peeces : 
Will you go along wind vs? 
Fag. No; I will co Ireland to his Maieſtic: 
Farewell, it hearrs preſages be not vaine, 
We cheer here part, thatneu'r ſhallmeere againe. 
Ts. That's as Yorke thrives to beate back Bullinbroke 
Gr. Alas poore Duke, the taske he vndertakes 
I+ numbring ſands, and drinking Oceans drie, 
Worere one on his kde frghes, thouſands will Aye. 
Buſh, Farewell at once, for once, for all, andeuer, 
Well,we may meete agaire, 
Bag, I feare me neuer, 


Exit, 


m__ 
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Scaena Tertia. 
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Entey the Duke of Hereford, and Northnm= 


berland. 


Bui, How farre is it my Lord to Berkley now? 
Nor, Beleeue me noble Lord, 
] am a ſtravger heere in Glouſterſhire, 
Theſe high wilde les, and rough vneeuen wailer, 
Drawes out our miles, 2nd makes them weariſome; 
And yet our faire diſcourſe bath beene as ſugar, SP 
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Making the hard way ſweet and deleCtable:; 
But * bertninke me, what a wearte way 
From Reuenſpurgh to Corrſhold will be found, 
In Reſſe and Willoughby wanting your companie, 
W hich I proteſt bach vecy much beguild 
The tedivulneſle, 2nd proceſle of my travell : 
But thcirs is {weetned with the hope to hauc 
The prelent benefit that I poſlefle ; 
And hope to ioy, 13hittle lefle in 1c Y, 
Then hope enioy'd : By this, the wearie Lords 
Shall make their way {ceme ſhort,ns m.ne bath dove, 
By fight of what ] hane, your Noble Companie. 
Bull. Ot muchleſſc yalue is my Companie, 
Then your good words: but who comes here 2 
7 Enter H. Percie, 
Worth: It is my Soune, young Harry Percre, 
Sent trom my Brother #orcefter : \Whence locuer. 
Harry, low fares your Vnckle? 
Perce. I had thought, my Lord, to hauc learn'd his 
health of you. 
North. Why,is be not with the Queene? 
Percie, Nogmy good Lord, he hath foriook the Court, 
Broken his Stafte of Olhicc,and diſpertt 
The Houſehold of the King. 
North, What was h1s reaton ? 
He was not fo retolu'd, when welzft ſrake together, 
Perce. Becaule your Lordſhip was proclaiined Traitor. 
But hee, my Lord, 15 gone to Raven{purgh, 
To offer {eruice to the Duke of Heretord, 
And icnt me ouer by Batkely, to diicouer 
What power the Duke of Yorke had levied there, 
Then with direction to repaire to Rauznipurgh, 
North, Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford” Boy.) 
Percie. Nogn:y good Lord; for that is not forgot 
Which ne're-I did remember ; to my knowledge, 
TI neuer in mv life did looke en him, 
North, Thea learne to know him now : this 1s the 
Duke. 


Percie, My gracious Lord, I render you wy ſervice, 


| Such as 1t 15,beig render,raw,and young, 


Which elder dayes fl:all ripen, and conftime 
To more approned ſeruice,ant veicr, 
Bull. I thanke thee gentle Percee, and be (ure 
I count my {clic in rothing clic to happy, 
As ina Soule remembring my good Friends : 
And as my Fortune ripens wich ithy Loue, 
It Mall be Rl chy truc Loucs recomprace, 7 
My Heart this Cournant makes,my Hand thus ſeales it. 
North. How latte is it to Barkely ? and what thirre 
Keepes 200d 0!) 7orke chieore with his Men of Warre ? 
Percie. There (tins the Caltle,by youd raft of Irces, 
Mann'd with three hundred mengas 1 have heard, 
Andinm are the Lords of Yorke, Barke!y, and Seymer, 
None «l!c of Name, and noble eſtimate. 
Enter Rolſc ard Willoughby. 
Noth, Here contre Lords of Rofle and Witewghby, 
Bloody with fpurring,hte; < red with haſte. 
Pa! Welcome my Leeds,l wot your Joue puriues 
A banithr Traytor ;/ 7] my Trealurie 
]; v*t es, which more entich'd, 
$2! be your lone, and lab 11s recompence. 
Ro” Vonrpretence makes ys rich, molt Noble Lard, 
Wi, At re turmeunts our labour to attaine it, 
Pad, FEvcrmore thankes,ta'Exchequer of the poore, 


br vaſel; 1 


WW niche my intailltforcune Comes t6 yecress 
Stands tor my Bouane : but who comes here ? 
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Enter Barkely. 
North, Tt is my Lora ot Barkely, as I gheſſe. 
Bark, My Lord of Heretord,my Meſlage is to you. 
Zull, My Lord,toy Aniwere is to Lancaſter, 
And ] am come to leeke that Name in England, 
And 1 muſt finde that Title in your Tongue, 
Before I make reply to aught you ſay. 
Bark, Miſtake me not, my Lord,'tis not my meaning 
To raze one Title of your Honer out. 
To you,my Lord,l come(what Lord youwil!) 
From the mo#t glorious of this Land, 
The Duke ot Yorke,to know what pricks you on 
Torake aduantaye of the abient time, 
And fright our Native Peace with telfe-borne Armes. 
Emer Toke, 
Bull, I ſhall not need tranſport my words by you, 
Here comes his Grace in Perlon, My Noble Vockle, 
Terk. Shew me thy humble heart, and net thy knee, 
VWhote cutie 1s deceruable,and talic, 
Bull. My gracious Vackle. 
York, Tu:,tut,Grace me no Grace,nor Vnckle me, 
Tamno Traytors Vnckle; and that word Grace, 
in an vngracious mouth,is bug prophane, 
Why haue thele banifh'd,and forbulden Legoes, 
Dar'd once to touch 2 Duſt of Englands Ground ? 
Bur more then why, why haue they dar'd to maich 
So many miles vpon her peacetuil Boſome, 
Fr:ghting her pale-fac'd Villages with Warre, 
And oRtentar:;on of deipiſed Armes ? 
Com thou becauſe tlY/ancynred King is hence? 
Why fooliſh B»y.che King 13 left behind, 
And 11 my loyall Bojome lyes his power, 
Werel but now the Lord of fuch hot youth, 
As when braue Gaunt thy Father,and my ic)fe 
Reticued the Black Prence,thar yong tAtars of men, 
From torth the Rankes of many thoutand French ; 
Oh then, how quickiy ſhould rhis Arme of mine, 
Now Piiloner tothe Palkic, chaſtile thee, 
And minifter correction to thy Faulr. 
Bull, My gracious Vackle,l:tme know my Fault, 
On whnar.Condition ftands wand wherein ? 
York. Even in Condition of the worit degree, 
In groti- Rebellion, and lerefied Treaſon ; 
Thou art a bani{h's man,and here art come 
Before th'expiracion of thy time, 
ln brautog Arm+sagaintt chy Soucraigne, 
Bull. As] vas baniſh'dy] was banutli'd Hereford, 
Bur as I cone, I come tor Lancafter. | 
And Noble Vnckle,! beſcech your Grace 
Looke on my Wrongs with an indifferent eye: 
You 2re my Father, for me thinkes in you 
| [ee 01d Gaunt aliue, Oh then my Farber, 
Will you permic,that I ſhall (tand condemn'd 
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Plucke from my armes pecforce,and giuen away 
Tovpſtart Vnchrifts 4 Wherefore was I borne 8 
if that my Couſin King,be King of England, 

Ir muſt be graunted, | am Duke of Lancaſter. 
You have a *onne, Aumerle,my Noble Kinimzn, 
Had you fi:t died, and he beene thus trod downe, 
He ſhould have found his Vackle Gawnt a Father, 
Torowze his Wrongs,and chaſe themto the bay, 
1 am denyde to {ue my Liucric here, 

Aad yer my Letters Patents giue me leaue : 

My Fathers goods are all diſtr2ynd.and ſold, 

And theſe,and all,are all »m:fle imployd. 
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What would you haue me doe? I ama SubieR, 

And challenge Law: Attorneyes are deny'd me; 

And therefore perſonally 1 lay my claime 

Tomy Inheritance of free Diſcenr. 
North. The Noble Duke hath been tos much abus'd, 
Roſſ. It ſtands your Grace vpon,to doe him right, 
Wiko, Baſe men by his endowments are made great. 
York, My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 

I hanc had feeling of my Cofens Wrongs, 

Andlabour'd all I could to doe him right : 

Bur in this kind, to come in brauing Armes, 

Be his owne Carver,and cut out his way, 

To find out Right with \Wrongs,it may not be ; 

And you that doe abert himin this kind, 

Cher:ſh Rebellion,and are Rebels all, 
North. The Noble Duke hath ſworne his comming is 

But for his bwne; and for the right of that, 

Weeall have ſtrongly ſworne to giue him ayd, 

Andler him neu'r ſee Loy,that breakes that Oath, 

York, Well,well,1 ſee the iſſue of thele Armes, 

I cannot mend it, | muſt needes confcle, 

Becauſe my power is weake, ardall il! le't : 

Burt if I could,by him that gave me lite, 

| would attach yoo all,and make you (toope 

Vntothe Soueraigne Mercy of the King, 

Bur ſince I cannot, be it knowne to you, 

[ doe remaine as Neuter, So fare you well, 

Vnletle you pleaſe to enter in the Callle, 

And there repole you for this Night. 
Bull. An offer Vnckle,that wee will accept : 

But wee muſt winne your Grace to goe with vs 

To Briſtow Caſtle,which they {ay is held 

By Baſhie, Jaget and their Complices, 

The Cacerpillers of the Commonwealth, 

Which 1 haue ſworne to weed, and plucke away, 
York, It may be I will go with you: but yer lle pawſe, 

For I am loth to breake our Countries Lawes : 

Nor Friends,nor Foes,to me welcome you are, 

Things paſt redrefſe,arc now with me paſt care. Exeunt. 


cs 


Scena Quarta. 


E nter Salubury, and a Captaine, 


Capt. My Lord of Salisbnry,we haue flayd cen dayes, 
And hardly kept our Countreymen together, 
And yer we heare no tidifgs trom the King ; 
Therefore we will diſperſe our (elues : farewell. 
| Sal. Stay yer another day, thou truftic Welchman, 
The King repoſeth all his confidence inthee, 
Capt. 'T1is thought the King is dead, we will not ſtay ; 
The Bay-trees in our Countrey all are wither'd, 
And Meteors fright the fixed Srarres of Heauen 
The pale-fac'd Moone lookes bloody on the Earth, 
And leane-look'd Prophets whiſper tearefull change ; 
Rich men looke ſad, and Ruffians dance and leape, 
The one in feare,to looſe what they enioy, 
The other to enioy by Rage,and Warre: 
Theſe fignes fore-rum the aeath of Kings, 
Farewell,our Countreymen are gone and fled; 
As well afſur'd Rebard their Kingis dead, Exit, 
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Sal. Ah Richard, with eyes of heavie mind, 
I ſee thy Glory, like a ſhooting Starre, 
Fall to the baſe Earth, from the Firmament : 
Thy Sunne ſets weeping in the lowly Weſt, 
Witnefſing Stormes to come, Woe,and Vnreft : 
Thy Friends are fled,to wait vpon thy Foes, 
And croflely tothy good, all fortune goes. Exit, 


— 


eAttusT ertius. Scena Prima, 


Emer Bullingbrooke, Yorke, Northumberland, 


Roſſe,Percie Willoughby with Buſhie 
and Greene Priſoners, 


Pull. Bring forth theſe men: 
Buſh and Greene, I will not vex your ſoules, 
( Since preſently your ſoules muſt part your bodies) 
With too much vrging your pernitious liues, 
For 'twere no Charicie ; yet to waſh your blood 
From off my hands, here in the view of men, 
| will ynfold ſome cauſes of your deaths. 
You have mis-led a Prince,a Royall King, 
A happie Gentleman in Blood, and Lineaments, 
By you vnhappied,and disfigur'd cleane: 
Y ou haue in manner with your (infull houres 
Made a Divorce berwixt his Queene and him, 
Broke the poſſeſſhhon of a Royall Bed, 
And Rtayr'd the beautie of a faire Queenes Cheekes, 
With teares drawn fro her eyes, with your fouſe wrongs. 
My lelte a Prince, by fortune of my birth, 
Neere to the King in blood, and neere in loue, 
Till you d1d make him miſ-interprete me, 
Haue Rtoopt my neck vnder your injuries, 
And figh'd my Engliſh breath in forraine Clouds, 
Eating the bicter bread of baniſhmene ; 
While you haue fed ypen my Seignories, 
Diſ-park'd my Parkes,and fell'd my Forreſt Woods ; 
From mine owne Windowes torne my Houſehold Coat, 
Raz'd out my Impreſle,leauing me no figne, 
Saue mens op11m1ons,and my living blood, 
To ſhewthe World I ama Gentleman, 
This,and much more,much more then twice all this, 
Condemnes you to the death : ſee them delivered ouer 
Toexecution,and the hand of death, 

Buſbie. More welcome is the ftroake of death to me, 
Then Zullingbrooke to England. 

Greene, My comfort is,that Heauen will cake our ſoules, 

And plague Iniuftice with the paines of Hell, 

Bull, My Lord Northumberland,ſce then diſpatch'd: 
Vnckle,you ſay the Queene is at your Houſe, 
For Heauens ſake faitely let her be entreated, 
Tell her 1 fend to her my kind commendsy 
Take ſpeciall care my Greetings be deliuer'd, 

York. A Gentleman of mine | have diſpatch'd 
With Letters of your loue,to her at large. 

Bull. Thankes gentle Vnckle : come Lords away, 
To fight with G! e, and his Complices ; 


| A while to worke,and after holliday. 
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Scena Secunda. 


Drums : Flonrifh, and { olowrs, 
Enter Richard, Aumerle,Carlile,and Soldiers. 


Rich. Barkloughly Caſtle call you this at hand ? 
Av. Yea,my Lord; how brook: your Grace the ayre, 
Afteryour late coffing on the breakiny Se2s ? 
Rich, Needs muſt | like it well : | weepe tor toy 
To ſtand vpon my Kinglome once aganic, 
Deere Earth,T doc ſalute t!:-e wich iny hand, 
Though Rebels wound thee with t'eir Horſes hootes ; 
As alorg parted Mother with her Child, 
Playes fondly with ber teares,and mules 10 inceting ; 
So weeping,ſfimiliog,greet I thee my Farth, 
And doe thee fauor with my Royall hands. 
Feed not thy Soueraignes Foe, ny gentle Larth, 
Nor with thy Sweetes,comtort his rauenous fence: 
But let thy Spiders, that ſ»ck vp thy Venome, 
And heavie-gared Toades lye in their way, 
Doing annoyance to the trecherous teete, 
Which wich vſurping Reps doe trample tlice, | 
Yeeld ſtinging Nettles to mine Enemies; 
And when they from thy Boſome pliick a Flower, 
Guard it Iprethce with a lurking Adder, 
Whoſe double tongue may with a mortal! touch 
Throw death ypon thy Soucraignes Enemies, 
Mock not my {-aceleſſe Conuration, Lords; 
This Earth ſhall haue a feeling ,and theſe Stones 
Proue armed Souldiers,erc hcr Native King 
Shall falter vnder foule Revellious Armes, 
Car.Feare not my Lord,:ha: Power that made you King 
Hath power to keepe you King,in ſpight of all. 
Awum, He meanes,my Lord,that we are too remille, 


— 
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Whileſt Bu/lngbrooke through our fecuritie, 

Growes ſtrong and great, in lub{tance and in friends. 
Rich, Diſcomfortable Coulin, knowelt chou not, 

That when the ſearching Eye of Heauen 1s hid 

Behind the Globe, that lights the lower W orid, | 

Then Theeucs and Robbers raunge abroad valeene, 

In Murthers and in Out-rage bloody here ; 

But when from ynder this Terreftriall Ball 

He fires the prowd tops of the Eaſterne Pines, 

And darts his Lightning through eu'ry guiltic hole, 

Then Murthers, Treatons,and deteſted finves 

(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from off their backs) 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at rhem{clues, 

So when this Theefe,this Traytor Bulling brooke, 

Who all this while hath reuell'd in the Night, 

Shall ſce vs riſing in our Thronegthe Eaft, 

His Treaſons will fit bluſhing in his face, 

Not able to endure the ſight of Day ; 


But (clte-affrighted, tremble ac his ſfinne. 

Not .lIl the Water in the rough rude Se2 

Can waſh the Balme from an anoynted King ; 
The breath of worldly men cannot depoſe 
The Deputic ele&ed by'the Lord: 


— 


For cuery man that Bullmg brooke hath pref, 
To litt ſhrewd Steele againſt our Golden Crowne, 
Heauen tor his K:chard hath in heaucnly pay: 
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A glorious Angell : then if Angels fight, 
Weake men mult tall,*or Heauen ſtill guards the right, 
Enter Salibwry. 
Welcome my Lord, how farre off lyes your Power ? 
Salisb. Norneere,nor farther off. my gracious Lord, 
Then this weake arme ; diſcomfort guides my tongue, 
And bids me ſpeake of nothing bur deſpaire : 
One day too late, feare (my Noble Lord) 
Hath clouded all thy happie dayes on Earth : 
Oh call backe Yeſterday, bid Time returne, 
Ard thou ſhalt haue ewelue thouſand fighting men: | 
To day,to day,vvhappie day roo late 
Orcthrowes thy 1.,yes, Friends, Fortune,and thy State; 
For all the W -lchmen hearing thou wert dead, 
Arc gone to Yullingbrooke,diiperſt,and fled, 
Anm. Comfort my Liege, why lookes your Grace ſo 
ale? 
: Rich, Burt now the blood of twentie thouſand men 
Did eriumph in my face,and they are fled, 
Aadrill ſo much blood thither come againe, 
Haue1not reaſon tolooke pale,and dead? 
All Soules that will be ſafe, flye from my fide, 
For Time hath ſet a blot ypon wy pride, 
eArm, Comfort my Liege, remember who you are. 
Rich. I had torgor myſelfe. Am I nor King ? 
Awake thcu iJuggard Maiefhtie, thou fſleepett : 
Is not the Kings Name foitic thouſand Names? 
Arme,arme my Name : a pnie {ubiec {inkes 
Art thy great glory. Looke not ro the ground, 
Ye Favorites of a King: are wee not high? 
High be our thoughts : I know my Vnckle Yorke 
Ha h Powerenough to ſcruc out turne, 
Enter Scroope. 
Scroepe. More health and happiveſle betide my Liege, 
1 hen can my care-tun'd rongue deliucr him 
Rich. Mine eare is open, and my heart prepar'd : 
The worſt is worldly lofle,thou canſt vntold: 
Say,Is my Kingdome lot? why 'tw2s my Care: 
And what lofle is it to be rid of Care? 
'Striues Bullingbrooke to be 25 Creat as wee ? 
Greater he ſhall not be: If hee ſerue God, 
Wee'l terve him too, and be his Fellow fo, 
Reuolr our SubieAs? T hat we cannot mend, 
They breake their Faith roGod,as well as vs : 
Cry Woe, Deſtruction,Ruine, Loſſe,Decay, 
Tac worſt is Death, and Death will haue his day. 
Scroope, Glad am I,that your Highneſle is to arm'd 
To beare the tidings of Calamutie, 
Like an vnleaſonable ormie day, 
Which make the Siluer Riuers drowne their Shores, 
As if the World werc all diſſolu'd toreares : 
So high, aboue his Limirs,ſwells chc Rage 
Of Bu,/agbrocke, couering your fearefull Land 
With hard bright Steele,and hearts harder then Steele: 
White Beares have arm'd their thin and haireleſle Scalps 
Againſt thy Maieftie,and Boyes with Womens Voyces, 
Strive to ſpeake bigge, and clap their female 1oints 
In ſtiffe vnweeldie Armes : againſt thy Crowne 
Thy very Bead{-men learne to bend their Bowes 
Of double tarall Eugh: againſ thy State 
Yea Diſtaffe- Women manage ruſtic Bills: 
Againſt thy Seat both young and old rebell, 
And all goes worſe then I have power to tell. 
Rich. Too well,too well thou tell'ſt a T ale 10 ill. 
Where is the Earle of Wiltthire? where is Bagot ? 
What is become of Buſhie? where 1s Greene ? 


That 
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That they haue let the dangerons Enemie 
Meaſure our Confines with ſoch peacefull ſteps ? 

If we preuaile, their heads ſhall pay for it. 

I warrant they haue made peace with Bullimgbrooke. 

Scroope, Peace haue they made with him indeede(my 
Lord. | 

Rick, Oh Villains, Vipers,damn'd withont redemption, 
Dogges,calily woon to fawne on any man, 
Snakes in my heart blood-warm'd, that ſting my heart, 
Three Iudaſſes,cach one thrice worſe then /udas, 
Would they make peace? terrible Hell make warre 
Vpan their ſpotted Soyles for this Offence. 

Scroope. Sweet Loue(l ſee) changing his propertie, 
Turnes tothe ſowreft,and moRt deadly hate : 
Againe vncurſe their Sonles ; their peacers made 
With Heads,and not with Hands:thoſe whom you curſe 
Haue felt the worſt of Deaths deſtroying hand, 
| Andlye full low,grau'd in the hollow ground, 

Anm, 1s Buſhie, Greene, and the Earle of Wiltſhire 
dead ? 

Scroope. Yea. all of them at Briſtow loſttheir heads. 


Rich, No matter where; of comfortnoman ſpeake: | 
Ler's tajke of Graves, of Wormes,and Epiraphs, 
Make Duſt our Paper, and with Raynie eyes 


Aum, Where is the Duke my Father with his Power ? 


Write Sorrow on the Boſome of the Earth. 
Let's chuſe Executors,and ralke of Wills : 
And yet not ſo; for what can we bequeath, 
Saue our depoſed bodies tothe ground ? 
Our Lands,our Liues,and all are Bullingbreokes, 
And nothing can we call our owne, but Death, | 
And that ſmall Modell of che barren Earth, 
Which ſerues as Paſte, and Couer to our Bones : 
For Heavens ſake ler vs fit ypon the ground, 
And tell fad ftories of the death of Kings : 
How ſome haue been depos'd, ſome {laine in warre, 
Some haunted by the Ghoſts they haue depos'd, 
Some poyſon'd by their Wiues, fome ſleeping kill'd, 
All murther'd, For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall Temples of a King, 
Keepes Death his Court,and there the Antique firs 
Scoffing his State,and grinning at his Pompe, 
Allowing him a breath,a little Scene, 
To Monarchize,be fear'd,and kill with lookes, 
Infafing him with ſelfe and vaine conceit, 
As if this Fleſh, which-walls about our Life, 
Were Braſſe impregnable: and humor'd thus, 
Comes at the laft, and with a little Pinne 
Bores through his Caftle Walls,and farwell King, 
Couer your heads,and mock not fleſh and blood 
With tolemne Renerence: throw away ReſpeR, 
Tradition, Forme,and Ceremonious dutie, 
For you have but miftooke me all this while : 
I liue with Bread like you, feele Want, 
Taſte Griefe,need Friends : ſubieRted thas, 
How can you ſay to me, I am a King ? 
Carl.My Lord, wiſe men ne're waile their preſent woes, 

Burt preſently prevent the wayes to waile : 
To feare the Foe, fince feare oppreſſerh ftrength, 
Gives in your weakeneſſe, ſtrength vnto your Foe ; 
Feare,and be {laine,no worle car-come to fight, 
And fight and die,is death deftroying death, 
| Where fearing, dying,payes death fervile breath, 

Aum. My Father hath a Power,enquire of him, 
And learne to mate a Body of a Limbe. 


Rich, Thou chid'ft me well: proud Bullmgbrooke I come 
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To change Blowes with thee, for our day of Doome: 
This ague fit of feare is ouer-blowne, 
An ealte raske it is ro winne our owne, 
Say Scroope,where lyes our Vnckle with his Power ? 
Speake ſweetly man,although thy lookes be ſowre, 
Scroepe, Men iudge by the complexion of the Skie 
7 he ſtate and inclination of the day ; 
So may you by my dull and heavie Eye; 
My Tongue hath but a heauier Tale to (ay : 
I play the Torturer,by {mall and ſmall 
Tolengrthen out the woiſt,that muſt be ſpoken. 
Your Vnckle Yorke is ioyn'd with Zulngbrocks, 
And all your Northerne Caftles yeelded vp, _ 
And all your Soatherde Gentlemen in Armes 
Vpon his FaQion, a 
Rich, Thou haſt ſaid enough, | 
Beſhrew thee Couſin, which didRt lead me forth 
Of char \weet way 1 was in,to deſpaire : 
What ſay you vow? What comfort haute we now # 
By Heaucn He hate himvevcrlaſtingly, | 
That bids me be of comfort any more, | 
Goe to Flint Ca(tle,there lle pine away, 
A King, Woes ſlaue, ſhall Kingly Woe obey ; 
That Power 1 haue,diſcharge,and let'em goe 
To care the Land,that hath ſome hope to grow, 
For I hane none, Let no man ſpeake agaiue 
To alter this, for counſaile is but yaine. 
Amnm. My Liege, one word. 
Rich. He does me double wrong, 
That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue, 
Diſcharge my followers : let them hence away, 
From Richards Night, to Bullmgbrookes faire Day. 
| Exeunt. 
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Scana T ertia. 
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Enter with Dram and Colonrs Bullingbrooke, 
Yorke, Northmwmberland, Attendants. 


Bull. Sothat by this incelligence we learne 
The Welchmen are diſpers'd, and Salubury 
Is gone to meet the King,who lately landed 
With ſome few private inde vnioh this Coaſt. 
North, The newes is very faire and good,my Lord, 
Richard,not farre from hence, hath hid his head, 
York, It would beſeeme the Lord Northumberland, 
To ſay King Richard: alack the beauie day, 
When ſuch a ſacred King ſhould hide his head, 
North, Your Gracemiftakes: onely tobe briefe, 
Left I his Title our, 
Tork. The time hath beene, 
Would you haue beene (o briefe with him, he would | 
Haue beene ſo briefe with you,to ſhorten you, 
For taking ſo the Head, your whole heads length. 
Bull. Miſtake not (Vnckle) farther then you ſhould. | 
York. Take nor(good Coufin)farther then you (ſhould. 
Leaſt you miftake the Heauens are ore your head. 
uk, 1know itfVnckle)and oppoſe not my ſelfe 
Againſt their will, But who comes here? 
Enter Percie. 
Welcome Harry:what, will not this Caſtle yeeld? 
Per, The Caftle royally is mann'd,my Lord, 
Againſt thy entrance, 


Bull. Roy- 
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Bull, Royally s Why,ir containes no King ? 
Per. Yes (my good Lord) 
It doth containe a King : King Richard lyes 
Within the Lmuts of yond Lime and Stone, 
And with him,the Lord Aumerle, Lord Salisbury, 
Sir Stephen Scroope, beſides a Clergie man 
Of holy reverence; who,l cannot learne. 
North. Oh,belike it is the Biſhop of Carl.le. 
| Zall. Noble Lord, | 
* | Goe to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caſtle, 
Through Brazen Trumper ſend the breatn of Patle 
Into his ruin'd Eares, and thus deliver : 
Henry Bullingbroobe vpon his knees doth kiſſe 
King Richards hand,and ſends all:zgeance 
; And true faith of heart to his Royall Perſon; hither come 
;Euen at his feet, to lay my Armes and Power, 
Prouided,that my Baniſhment repeal'd, 
'And Lands reftor'd againe,be freely grounted : 
If nor, Ie vſe th'aduantage of my Power, 
And lay the Summers duſt with ſhowers of blood, 
Rayn'd from the wounds of flaughter'd Engl:(/hmen; 
The which,how farce off from the mind of Zallmgbrooke 
Itis, ſuch Crunſon Tempeſt ſhould bedrench 
The freſh greene. Lop of fairc King Ruhards Lan), 
My ſtooping dutie tenderly fhall ſtew, 
Goe ſignifie as much, while here we march 
Vpon the Graſſe Carpet of this Plaine: 
Let's march without the noyle of threatning Drum, 
That from this Caſlles tatter'd Battlements 
Our faire Appointments may be well perus'd, 
Me thinkes King Richara and my lelte ſhould meer 
Withno leſſe terror then the Elements 
Of Fire and \Vater,when their thundring ſmoake 
At meeting teares the cloudie Cheekes of Heaven : 
Be he tie Selle be the yeelding Water; 
The Rage be his,while on the Earth | raine 
My Waters on the Earth, and not on him. 
March on,and marke King Richard how he lookes, 
Parle without, and anſwere within : then a Flouriſh, 
Enter on the Walls, Richard, Carlile, Anmerle,Scroep, 
Salubury. | 
See,ſee, King Richard doth himſelfe appeare 
As doth the bluſhing diſcontented Sunne, 
From out the fierie Portall of the Eaſt, 
When he perceives the enuious Clouds are bent 
Todimme his glory,and to ſtaine the tract 
Of his bright paſſage to the Occident, 
Tork, Yetlookes he likea King : behold his Eye 
(As bright as is the Eagles) lightens torth 
| Controlling Maieftic : alack,alack,for woe, 
That any harme ſhould Raine fo faire a ſhew, 
Rich. Wee are amaz'd,andthus long haue we Rood 
To watch the fearefull beading of thy knee, 
Becauſe wg thought our (elfe thy lawfull King ; 
And if we be, how dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay their awfull dutic to our preſence ? 
[f we benot, ſhew vs the Hand of God, 
That hath diſmiſs'd vs from our Stewardſhip, 
For well wee knowgno Hand of Blood and Bone 
Can gripe the ſacred Handle of our Scepter, 
Vnleſle he doe prophane,Rtcale,or yſurpe. 
And though you thinke,thar all,as you haue done, 
Hauc torne their Soules, by turning them from ys, 
And we are barren, and bereft of Friends : 
Yet know,my Maſter,God Omnipotent, 
Is muftcing in his Clouds, on our behaltfe, 
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Armies of Peftilence, and they ſhall Rrike 
Your Children yet vaborne,and ynbegor, 
That lift your Vaſlall Hands againſt cay Head, 
Andchreatthe Glory of my precious Crowne. 
Tell Bullmgbrooks, for yond me thinkes he is, 
That every ſtride he makes ypon my Land, 

Is dangerous Treaſon: He is cometo 
The purple Teſtament of bleeding Warre 

But ere the Crowne he lookes for,liuc in peace, 

Ten thouſand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the | of Englands face, 
Change the complexion of her Maid-pale Peace 
To Scarlet Indignation, and bedew 

Her Paſtors Graſſe with faichfull Engliſh Blood. 

North. The King of Heauea torbid our Lord che King 

Should ſo with ciuill and vnciuill Armes 

Be ruſh'd vpon: Thy thrice-noble Coulin, 

Harry Bullingbrookg,doth humbly kifſe thy hand, 
And by the Honorable Tombe he ſweares, 

That ftands ypon your Royall Grandlires Bones, 
And by the Royalties of both your Bloods, 
(Currents that ſpring from one moſt gracious Head) 
And by the buried Hand of Watrlike Gaunt, 
And by the Worth and Honor of himſelfe, 
Compriſing all that may be ſworne, or ſaid, 

His comming hither hath no furcher Icope, 

Then for his Lineall Royalties,and to begge 
Infranch:icment 1mniediate on his krices ; 

Which enthy Royall partie graunted once, 

His glittering Armes he will commend to'Ruft, 
His barbed Steedes to Sctables,and his heart 

To faithfull ſeruice of your Maicſtie : 

This {weares he,as he is a Prince, is juſt, 

And as | am a Gentleman, ] credit him, 

Rich. Northumberland, tay thus : The King retnrnes, 
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His Noble Coutin is right welcome hither, 
And all the number of his faire demands 
Shall be accompliſh" without contrad:Rion : 
With. all the gracious viterance thou halt, 
Speake ro his gentic bcacing kind commends, 
We doe debale our !elfe(Couſin)doe we not, 
Tolooke ſo poorely,and ro (peake fo faire ? 
Shall we call back Nerthumberland, and fend 
Defiance to the Traytor,and ſo die? 

Anm. No,good my Lord,let's fight with gentle words, 
Till cnne lend friends, and friends their heipeful Swords, 

Rich. Oh, God,oh God ,that ere this tongue of mine, 
That laydl the Sentence of dread Baniſhment 
On yond prowd man,ſhould take it off againe 
With words of ſooth : Ohthac I were as great 
As is my Griefe,or lefſer then my Name, 
Or that I could forget what I have beene, 
Or not remember what | muſt be now : 
Swell ft thou prowd hear? Ile giue thee ſcopeto beat, 
Since Foes have {cope to beat both thee and me. 

Aum. Northumberland comes backe from Zulling- 

brooke. 
Rich. What muſt the King doe now?2muſt he ſubmit? 
The King ſhall doe it : Muſt he be depos'd 2 
The King ſhall be concented: Muſt he looſe 
The Name of King ? o Gods Name let it goe. 
Tle giue my Iewels for a ſert of Beades, 
My gorgeous Pallace,for a Hermitage, 
My gay Apparrell, for an Almes-mans Gowne, 
My figur'd Goblers,fer a Diſh of Wood, 
My Scepter,for a Palmers walking Staffe, 
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My Subie&s,for a payre of carued Saints, 
And my large Kingdome, for a little Graue, 
A little little Grauc,an obſcure Graue. 
Or lle be buryed in the Kings high-way, 
Some way of common Trade, where SubieCts feet 
May howrely trample on their Soueraignes Head : 
For on my heart they tread now, whileſt | liue; 
And buryed once, why not vpon my Head ? 
eMumerle,cthou weep'tt (my tender-hearted Couſin) 
 Wee'le make foule Weather with deſpiſed Teares: 
Our fighes,and they, ſhall lodge the Summer Corne, 
And make a Dearth in this reuolcing Land, 
Or thall we play the \Wantons with our Woes, 
And make ſome prettic Match,with ſhedding Teares ? 
As thus : todrop them (till vypon one place, 
Till chey haue fretted vs a payre of Graues, 
Within the Earth: and therein lay'd there lyes 
Two K:nſmen,digg'd their Graues with weeping Eyes? 
Would not this ill, doe well 2 Well, well,l ice 
I talke but id!y,and you mock at mee, 
Moſt mightie Prince,my Lord Northumberland, 
What ſayes King &ullmgbrocke? Will his Majeſtic 
Giue Richard leaue to live!) Richard dic? 
You make a Legge,and Bulkngbrooke ſayes I. 

North, My Lotd,inthe bat: Court he doth attend 
To ſpeake with you, may it pleaſe you to come downe, 

Rich. Downe,downe I come,like gliſt'ring Phaeton, 
Wanting the manage of varyly lades, 


{ In the baſe Court? baſe Court, where Kings grow baſe, 


To come at Traytors Ca!ls,and doe them Grace. 
in the bale Court come down: down Court, down King, 
Fornight-Owls ſhrike, where monting Larks ſhould fog, 
Bull, What ſayes his Mwieftic ? 
North. Sorrow,and griefe of heart 
Makes him ſpeake fondly, like a frantick man; 
Yer he is come. | 
Pull. Stand all apart, 
And ſhew t-ire dutie to his Maicflie, 
My gracious Lord, 
Rich. Faire Coulin, 
You debale your Princely Knee, | 
ro make the baſe Earth prowd with kiſſing it, 
Me rather had,my Heart might feele your Loue, 
Then my vnpleas'd Eye fee your Courteſie, 
Vp Couſin, vp, your Heart is vp.I know, 
Thus high at leaſt, although your Knee be low. 
Bull, My gracious Lord, I come but for mine 
owne. 
& Rich. Your owne is yours , and ] am yours, and 


Bull, So farrc be mine,my moſt redoubted Lord, 
As my true ſeruice ſhall deſerue your loue, 


| Rich, Well youdeſerv'd ; 
They well deferue to haue, 


That know the ſtrong'ft, and ſureſt way to get, 
Vnckle giue me your Hand : nay,drie your Eyes, 
Teares ſhew their Loue, bur want their Remedies, 
Coulin, 1 am too young to be your Father, 
Though you are oid enough to be my Heire, 
What you will have, !le giue,and willing to, 
For doe we thuſt, what force will baue vs doe, 
Ser on towards London; | 
Coulin, is it ſo? | 

Bull, Yea,my good Lord, 

Rich, Then I muſt nor ſay,no, 


Flowriſh, Exeunt, 


| 
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Enter the Q ueene, and two Ladies. | 
\ 

Qs.\What ſport ſhall we deviſe here in this Garden, 
To d:jue away the heauie thought of Care? 

Las. Madame,wee'le ploy at Bowles. 

QO#,'Twill make me thinke the Worldis full of Rubs, 
And that my tortune runnes againſt the Byas, 

Le. Madame, wee'le Dance. 

Lu, My Legges can keepe no meaſure in Delight, 
When my poore Heart no meaſure keepes in Griete, 
Therefore no Dancing (Girle) ſome other ſporr. | 

La. Madame, wee'le tell Tales, | 

2u, Of Sotrow, or of Griele ? | 

Le. Of eyther, Madame. | 

Lu. Of neyther,Girle. | 
For if of Ioy,beiog alcogerher wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of Sorrow : 

Or if of Griefe, being altogether had, 

It addes more Sorrow to my want of Toy: 

For whart I haue, I need not to repeat ; 

And what I want,it bootes not to complaine. 
La. Madame, lle fing. 
©s.'Tis well that thou haſt cauſe : 

Bit thou ſhould'ſt pleaſe me better, would't thou weepe. 
La. | could weepe, Madame, would it doe you good, 
2n. And1 could fing,would weeping doe me good, 

And neuer borrow any Teare of thee, 

Enter a Gardiner and two Serwants, 

But ſtay,here comes the Gardiners, 

Let's ſtep into the ſhadow of theſe Trees, 

My wretchednefle,vatzo a Rowe of Pinnes, 

They'le talke of State: for euery one doth ſo, 

Againtt a Change; Woe is fore-runne with Woe, 

Gard. Goc binde thou vp yonddangling Apricocks, 
Which like varuly Children,make their Syxe 
Sroupe with oppreſſion of their prodigall weight: 

Giue ſome {upportance to the bending twigges. 

Goe thou, and hike an Executioner 

Cur off the heads of roo faſt growing ſprayes, 

That looke too loftie in our Common-wealth : 

All muſt be euen,in our Government. 

You thus imploy'd, 1 will goe root away 

The noyſome Weedes,that without profit ſucke 

The Soyles fertilitic from wholeſome flowers. 

Ser. Why ſhould we,in the compaſſe of a Pale, 
Keepe Law and Forime,and due Proportion, 

Shewing as in a Mode!} our firme Eſtate? 

W ken our Sea-walled Garden, the whole Land, 

Is full of Weedes,her faireſt Flowers choakt vp, . 

Her Fruir-zrees all vnpruin'd, her Hedges ruin'd, 

Her Knots diſorder'd,and her wholeſome Hearbes 

S warming with Caterpillers, 

Gard. Hold thy peace. 

He chat hath ſuffer'd this diſorder'd Spring, 

Hath now himſelfe mer with the Fall of Leafe. 

The Weeds that his broad-ſpreading Leaues did ſhelter, 

That ſeem'd,in cating him,to hold him vp, 

Are pull'd vp, Root and all, by Bullingbrooke : 

I mcane,the Earle of Wilcſhire,Buſhie, Greene. 
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Ser. Wharare they dead ? 
Gard. They are, 
And Zullingbreobe hath ſeiz'd the waſteful] King, 
Oh, what putty is it, that te had not lo trim'd 
Aad dreſt his Land,as we this Garden,at time of yeare, 
And wound the Barke,the skin of our Fruit-trees, 
Leaſt being oucr-proud with Sap and Blood, 
With too much riches it confound it ſclfe ? 
Had he done lo, to great and growing men, 
They might-have li:?d to beare, and he to taſte 
Their fruites of dutic, Superſluous branches 
We lop away,that bearing boughcs may luc: 
Had he done fo, hinſelfe had borne the Crowne, 
Which waſte and idle houres, hath quite thrown downe, 
Ser, What thinke you the King ſhall be depos'd ? 
: - Gar. Depreſt he is already, and depos'd 
Tis doubted he will be, Letters came laſt night 
To a deere Friend of the Duke of Yorkes, 
That tcll blacke rydings, 


Thou old Adams liken:([e, ſet to drefſe this Garden : 
How dares thy harſh rude tongue ſound this vnpleaſing 
What Eue? what Serpent hath ſuggeſted thee, (newes 
To make x {econd tall of curſed man? 


{| Why do'ſt rhou ſay, King Richard is depos'd, 


Dart thou, thou little becter thing then earth, 
Duuine his downfall? Sy, where, when,and how 
Cim'ſt thou by this i]I-rydings ? Speake thou wretch. 
Gard. Pardon me Madam, Litule ioy havel 
To breath thete newes; yer what I (ay,is true ; 
King Richard, he is inthe mighty hold 
Of Bullingbrooke, their Forrunes both are weigh'd : 
In your Lords Scale, is nothirg but himſclfe, 
And tome few Vanities, that make him light: 
But inghe Ballance of great Bullingbrooke, 
Belides himiclfe, are ail the Engliſh pceies, 
And with that oddes he weighes King Ricbard downe, 
Polte you to London, and you'l finde it ſo, 
[ ſpeake no more, then every one dath know. 
Ds, Nimble miſchance, that art ſo light of foote, 

Doth not thy Embaſſage belong to me ? 
And am I laſt thac knowes it ? Oh chou think'R 
To ſerue me laſt, that I may longeit keepe 
Thy ſorrow 1n my breaſt, Come Ladies goes 
To meet at London, Londons King in woe. 
What was | borne to this : that my {ad looke, 
Should gracethe Triumph of great Bullmgbrooke,, 
Gard'ner, for telling me this newes of woe, 
I would the Plants thov graft't, may neuer 

G Poore Queen, fo that thy State might 
I would my kill were ſubie&ro thy curſe: 
Heere did ſhe drop ateace, heere in this place 
Ile ſet a Banke of Rew, ſowre Herbe of Grace: 
Rue, cu'n for ruth, hecre ſhorily ſhall be ſeene, 
In theremembrance of a Weeping Queene.! 


= Exit. 
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Enter as tothe Parliament, Bullingbrooke, Aumerle, Nor- 
thumbrland Percie, Fitz Water Surrey,{( arlile, Abbot 
of Weftmmſter. Heranid, Officer: and Bagor. 


| Bullingbroocke, Call forth Bagor, 


On.Oh I am preſt to Ceath through want of ſpeaking: 


Now Zager, freely ſpeake thy minde, 
What thou do'ſt know of Noble Gloufters death : 
Who wrought it with the King, and who pettorm'd 
The bloody Office of his Timeleſlſe end. 
Bag. Then ſet before my face, the Lord Aumerie. 
Bul, Cofin,ftand forth,and looke vpon that man, 
Bag. My Lord Awmerle, I know your daring rongue 
Scornes to vnlay, what it hath once deliuer'd, 
In that deadtime, when Glouſters death was plotted, 
I heard you ſay, Is not my arme of length, 
That reacherh from the reſtfull Engliſh Court 
As farre as Callis, co my Vakles head, 
Amongſt much other ralke, that very time, 
I heard you ſay, that you had rather refuſe 
The offer ofan hundred thouſand Crownes, 
Then Bullingbrookes rerurneto England ; adding withall, | 
How bleſt this Land would be,in this your Coſns death. 
Aum. Princes, and Noble Lords : 
W har anſwer ſhall I make to this baſe man ? 
Shall I ſo much diſhonar my faire Starres, 
On equall rermes to giue him chaſticement ? 
Either I muſt,or have mine honor ſoyl'd 
With tWAttaindor of his ſland'rous Lippes. 
There is my Gage, the manuall Seale of death 
That markes thee out for Hell. Thou lyeſt, 
And will maintaine what thou haſt (id, is falſe, 
In thy teari blood, though being all too baſe 
To ſtaine the temper of my Knightly ſword. 
Bul. 'Bagot forbeare, thou bale not take it vp, 
Amnm, Excepting one, I would he were the beſt | 
In all this preſence, that hath mou'd me ſo, 
Fitz. If that thy valour Rand on ſympathize ; 
There is my Gage, Aumerle, in Gage tothine ; 
By that faire Sunne, thac ſhewes me where thou ſtand, 
I heard thee ſay (and vauncingly thou ſpak'ſt it) | 
That thou wer't cauſe of Noble Gloufters death, 
If thou denieſt it, twency times thou lyeſt, 
And 1 will turne thy falſhood to thy hart, 
Where it was forgee with my Rapiers point, 
Aum, Thou dart not (Coward) live to fee the day. 
Fitz,, New by my Sovle, I would it were this houre, 
Aum, Fitzwater thou art danin'd to h-11 for this, 
Per, Aumerle, thou lye'(t :his Honor is astrue 
In this Appeale, as thou art all vniuſt : | 
And that thou art ſo, there I throw my Gage 
To proue it on thee, to th'extreameſt point 
Of morrall breathing. Seize it, if thou dar ſt, 
Aum. And if ! do not, may my hands rot off, 
And never brandiſh more reuengefull Steele, 
Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 
Surrey, My Lord Fitz..water : 
I do remember well, the very time 
eAvmerle, and you did talke. 
Fitz,, My Lord, 
'Tis very true : You were in preſence then, 
And you can witneſſe with me, this is true, 
Swrrey, As falle, by heauen, 
As Heauen it {elfe is true. 
Fitz. Surrey, thou Lyeſt, 
Smrrey. Diſhonourable Boy 
That Lye, ſhall lie ſo heauy on my Sword, 
Thar it ſhall render Vengeance, and Revenge, 
Till thou the Lye-giver, and that Lye, doc lye 
In earth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull, 
In proofe whereof, there is mine Honors pawne, 


Engage it to the Triall, if thou dar'ft, 


——— 


Fitz,. 


4. — 


IS 


Fitz. How fondly do'fiithouſpurre's forward Horſe? 


| If I dare eate,or drinke,orbreathe; or five; 5! 

I dare meete Sarrhy'i in x Wiltdernefle, 51119: 507 / 
And (pitvypont him, whileſt Hay he Lyeg; 7 + 
And Lyes,aod Lyes: there awry Bond of Faith, 
Toty« thre.to-my firanag Cbrrection.: 1 '! >; 
As I utend tothruve imthns new World, / - 

| Aumerle | is gwirie of my tile Appeale.' ©! 1 | 
Bebdes,I heard the bamſh'& Nerfotke ſay, | 
That chow Ammerle didſt fend rwo of thy men, 
To execute the Noble Dukeat Callis. 


Awum. Some boneft Chriſtian cruft me with a Gage, / 


That Norfelkslyes: here doe F throw downe rhis, 
If he may be repead,totrie his Honor; 


Bal, Theſe vifferences ſhall all re(t vnder Gage, 


Till Norfolks be tepeal'd :-repeal'd he ſhall beg + ? 
And(though mine Enemie)reſtor'd againe © | | 
| To all his Lands and Seignories: when hee's rerurn'd, 
Againſt Anmetle we will enforce his Tryalt- 


Carl. That honotable day ſhall ne're be ſeene, 


Many a time hath baniſh'd Norfolke fought. . 

| For !eſu Chrift, in glorious Chtittian fheld'* 
Streaming the Entigne of the. Chriſtian Grade; 

| Againſt black Pagans, Turkes,and Saracens : 

| And toyl'd wah,workes of W arre, retyr'd birulclte 
{ To Italy,and there at Venice gaue | 


His Body to that pleaſant Countries Earth; 

And his pure Souls vnto his Captaine Chriſt, 

Vnder whoſe Colours he had fought ſo long. 
Bull, Why Biſhop,is Norfulke dead? 
Carl. As Arno I liuc,my Lord, 
Bull. Sweet peace condudt his ſweet Soule 

To the ® oſome of good old Abraham. 

Lords Appealants.your differeces ſhal all reſt vnder gage, 


| Till wc aſh gae you to your dayes of Tryall. 


Enter Yorke. 
Yorke. Great Duke of Lancaſter,I come to thee 
From plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing Soule 
Adoprs thee Heire,and his high Scepter yeclds 


| To the poſſelſion of thy Royall Hand, 


Aſcend his Throne,deſcending now from him, 

And long live Henry,of that Namethe Fourth. 
Bull. 1n Gods Name, Ile aſcend the Regall Throne. 
Carl. Mary, Heauen forbid, 

Worſt in this Royall Preſence may 1 ſpeake, 

Yet beſt beſecming me to ſpeake the truth. 

Would God, that any in this _— Preſence - 

Were enough Noble,to be vpright Iuoge. -- 

Of Noble Richard - then true Nableneſſe wonld 

Learne him forbearance from ſo foule a Wrong, 

What Subiect can giue Sentence on his King 2 

And who fits here,that is not Richards Subie&t? 

Theeves are nax.indg'd, bur they arc by ro heart, 

Althoughapparant guile beſeencin them: + 


And ſhall the figure of Gods Maieſtic, 

His Capcaine,Steward,Deputie ele, 
Anoynted,Grown'd,planted mavy yceres, 

Be iudg'd by ſubjeR,and inferior breathe, 

And he himſelfe not preſent ? Ohyforbid ir,God, | - 
That ina Chriſtian Climace,Soules rehn'de' 7 
Should (hew ſo heynous, black, obſcene a'deed. 


I ſpeake co Subjects, and a SubieR ſpeakes, 


Stirr'd vp by Heaven ,chus boldly for bis King; - - 

My Lard of Hereford here,whom you call King, 

'Is a foule Traytor to prowd Herefords King. 1 | ( 
And if you Crowne him, let re prophecie, Il 
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The blood of- Engliſh ſhall manure the gromd, 
And future Ages groane for his foule Act. 
Peace ſhall goeleepe with Turkes and Infidels, | 
And in this Seat of Peace,tumulcuous Waires 
Shall Kinne with Kinne, and Kinde with Kindeconfound. | 
Diſorder,Horror,Feare,and Murinie 14 
Shall hereimhabite, and this Land be call'd 
The field of Golgotha,and dead mens Sculls.” 
Oh,if yoo reare this Houſe; againſt this Houſe 
It will the wofulteR Diviſion prove, ( ; 
Thar euer fell vypon this curſed Earth. 9::ng90 AF 
Prevent it,reſiſt ic,and let itnot beſo, 9A 
Leaſt Child, Childs Children cry againſt you;Woe. 
North. Well have you argu'd Sir: and for your paines/ 
Of Capirall Treaſon we arreft you here, : 
My Lord of Weſtminſter, be it your charge, - | 
To keepe him fafely,rill his day of Tryall. F 
May it pleaſe you, Lords,rogrant the Cemindtne Suir? | 
Bull, Fetch hither Richard,that in common view 
He may ſurrender: fo we (hall proceede | 
Withour ſufpirion. | 
Yorke. 1 will be his ConduQt, Exit, 
Bull, Lords,you that here are vnder our Arreſt, 
Procure your Sareties for your Dayes of Anſwer: 
Little are we beholding to your Love, 
And little look'd for at your helping Hands. 


Enter Richerd and Torke, 
Rich. Alack;why am 1 ſent for to a King, ' 


Betore I haue (hooke off che Regall thoughes- { 


Wherewnh | reign'd? I hardly yerhaue learn'd 
ToinfnuateAarter,bowe,and bend my Knee, 
Giue Sorrow leaue a while, toturureme '_ .: . 
To this ſubmiſſion, Yer | well remember // 1/1 ' 
The favors of theſe men » werethey not mine? / | ! 
Did they not ſometime cry, All haylerome? 
So [adar did ro Chriſt : bur he inrwelne, rf 
Found truth in ail,bur one; I,in twelue houſeilbes 
God ſage the King: will no wen fo y,Amen? 
Am | both Prieft;and Clarke? wellthen, Amen« 
God ſaue the King,alrhough I benot heez "+ 
And yet Amen,if-Heauen doethinke him mee; - 
To doe what (eroice, am 1 ſent for hither 2 | 
Yorke. To doe that office of thine owne good will, 
Which tyred Maijeftie did make thee offer: ; 
The Refigoation of thy State and Crowne 
To Henry  Bulling brooke. | | 
Rich.Giue me the Crown:Here Coufin,ſeize F Crown. ; 
Here Couſfin,on this fide my Hand,on that fide thine, 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well;-. | | 
That owes two Wy 0 another, 
The emptier everdancing in , | 
The other downe;vnſeene,and full of Water : 
That Bucket downe,2nd full of Teares am I, ) 
Drinking my Griefes, whiP{ you mount yp on high, 
Bull. | mought you kad been willing to refigne, 
Rich. My Covihe I am, bur ftill my Griefes are mine: 
You may my Glories and wy State depoſe, 
But not my Griefes; ſtill am 1 King of thoſe. 
Bull. P rr of your Cares you giue me with your Crowne. 
Rich. our Cares ſer vp,do not pluck my Cares downes 
My Care,is loſe of Care, by old Care done, 
Your Care,is gaine of Care, by new Cate wonne: 


-- - 


They 'tend the Crowne, yer ftttt with me they ay; 
Bull, Are you.conrentedtorcefigne the. Crowne? | 
d 2 Rich, T, | 
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Rich. 1,00; nog]: for Il muſt nothing bec : 
| Therefore nogno, for I reſigne to thee, 
| Now, matke me how I will vndoe my ſelfe. 

1 give this heauie Weight from off my Head, 
And this vawieldie Scepter trom my Hand, 
The pride of Kingly ſway trom out my Hearr, 
'With mine owne T cares I wath away myBalme, 
With mine owne Hands 1 give away my Crowne, 
With mine owne T ongue denic my Sacred Seate, 
With mine owne Breath releaſe all dutious Oathes ; 
All Pompe and Maicſtie I doe forſweare : 
My Manors,Renzs,Reuenues,l forgoe ; 
My A@s,Decrees,aud Statutes I denie ; 
God pardon all Oathes that are broke co mee, 
God keepe all Vowes vabroke are made to thee. 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing gricu'd, 
And thou with all pleas'd,that haft all atchieu'd, 
Long may*ſrhou liue in Richards Seat to fir, 
And ſoone lye Richard in an Earthie Dir, 
God ſauce King Henry, voa-King'd Richard ſayes, . 
And ſend him many yceres of Sunne-ſhine dayes. 
What more remaines ? 
' Noth. No more: but that you reade 
Theſe Accuſations, -nd theſe grievous Crymes, 
Committed ty your Perſon, and your foliowers, 
Againſt the Stare,and Profic of chis Land : 
That by conteſſing them, the Soules of men 
May deeme, that you are worthily depos'd. 

Rich, Muſt L doe {o ? and muſt I rauell out 
My weau'd-vp follyes ? Gentle Northumberland, 
1f thy Offences were vpon Record, | 

Would it not ſhame thee,in ſo faire a troupe, 
To reade a Letureof them ? It thou would'(t, 


{/There ſhould'ſt thou finde one heynous Article, 


Contayning the depofing of a King, 

And cracking the (trong Warrant of an Oath, 

Mark'd with a Blot,damn'd in the Booke of Heaucn, 

Nay,all of you,chat ſtand and looke ypon me, 

Whilſt that my wretchednefle doth bait my ſelfe, 

{ Though ſome of you,with Pi/ate, waſh your hands, 

Shewing an outward pittie : yet you Plates 

Haue here deliuer'd me to my ſowre Croſle, 

And Water cannot waſh away your finne, | 
North. My Lord diſpatch,reade o'te theſe Articles. 
Rich, Mine Eyes are full of Teares,] cannot ſec: 

And yet ſalt-Water blindes them not fo much, 

Bur they can ſee a ſort of Traytors hers, 

Nay,if I turne mine Eyes vpon my ſelte, 

1 finde my ſelfe a Traycor with thereſt : 

For I haue giuen here my Soules conſent, 

T*yndeck the pompous Body of a King; 

Made Glory balc ; a Soueraignrie,a Slave ; 

Prowd Maicſtie, a Subie&; State,a Peſanr. 

North, My Lord. 
Rich, No Lord ot thine,thou haught-infulting man ; 

No,nor no mans Lord : I have no Name,no Title; 

No,not that Name was fgiuen me at the Font, 


[ But cis v{urpt : alack che heavie day, 


That I have worne lo many VW inters out, 

And know not now, what Nameto call my felfe, 
Oh,that I were a Mockerie, King of Snow, 
Standing before the Sunne of Bullingbrooks, 

To melt my (elit away in Water-drops. | 
Good King,great King, and yet not greatly good, 
And if my word be Stertng yer in England, 

Let it command a Mirror hither ſtraight, 


T be Life and Death of Richafd the Secand, 
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Our Coronation: Lords, prepare your ſelues, 
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That it may ſhew me what a Face I have, 
Since it is Bankrupt of his Maieftie, 
Bull. Goe ſome of you;and fetch a Looking-Glaffe, 
Nerth.Read o're this Paper,while 5 Glaffſe doth come. 
Rich.Fiead,thou torments me,ere 1 cometo Hell. 
But. V rge it no more,my Lord Northumberland. 
m_ . he OR will notthen be ſatisfy'd, 
ich, y'd: Ile reade enoug 
WhenT Joe foro CR indeede, X 
Where all my fines are writ,and that's my ſelfe, ' 
Enter one with a Glaſſe, 
Giue me that Glaſſe,and therein will I reade. 
No deeper wrinckles yet? hath Sorrow ſtrucke 
So many Blowes ypon this Face of mine, 
And madenodeeper Wounds? Oh Aart'ring Glafſe, 
Like to my followers in profpetitie, * * 
Thou do'ſt beguile me, Was this Face,the Face 
That euery day,ynder his Houſe-hold Roofe, | 
Did keepe tenthouſand men? Wos this the Face, 
That like the Sunne,did make beholders winke 2 
Is this the Face,which fac'd ſo many follyes, 
Thae was a laſt our-fac'd by Bulling brooke ? 
A briftle Glory ſhinerh inthis Face, 
As brittle as theGlorggis the Face, 
For there its, crackt in an hundred ſhivers, 
Marke filent King,the Morall of this ſport, 
How ſoone my Sorrow hath deftroy'd my Face. 
Bull. The ſhadow of your Sorrow hath deftroy'd 
The ſhadow of your Face. 
Rich. Say that againe, 
The ſhadow of my Sorrow : haylet's ſee, 
Tis very true, my Griefe lyes all within, 
And theſe externall manner of Laments, 
Are meerely ſhadowes,to the ynſeene Griefe, 
That ſwells with filence in the tortur'd Soule, 
There lyes che ſubfiance: and thanke thee King 
For thy great bountie,that not onely giu'ft 
Me cauſe to wayle, bur teacheſt me the way 
How to lament the cauſe, Ile begge one Boone, 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more, 
Shall I obcaine it 2 
Bull. Nameir,faice Coulin, 
Rich, Faire Coufin ? I am greater then a King: 
For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then bur ſubiects; being now a ſubieR, 
I haue a King here to my flatterer : 
Being ſo gras] haue noneede to begge, 
Bull, Yer aske, 
Rich, And ſhall I haue 2 
Bull, Youſhall, 
Rich, Then giue me leaueto goe. 
Bull, Whither ? 
Rich, Whither you will,ſo I were from your ſights, 
Bull, Goe ſome of you,conuey him tothe Tower, 
Rich, Oh good: conuey: Conueyers are you all, 
That riſe thus nimbly by a true Kings fall, 
Bull, On Wedneſday next, we folemnly ſer downe 
Exenn, 
Abbot. A wofull Pageant haue we here beheld, 
Carl.The Woes to come, the Children yet ynborne, 
Shall feele this day as ſharpe to them as Thorne. 
eAam. You boly Clergie-men, is theteno Plot 
Torid the Realme of this pernicious Blot. 
e Abbot, Before 1 freely ſpeake my minde herein, 
You ſhall not onely take the Sacrament, 
To bury mine intents, but alſo to effeR 
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What euer I ſhall happen to deviſe. 

I ſce your Browes are full of Ditcontent, 
Your Heart of Sorrow,and your Eyes of Teares, 
Come home with me co Supper, lle lay a Plot 


Shall ſhew vs all a werry day, Exeunt, 


o_— — 


Atlus Quntus. Scena Prima. 


—_ dw. 


Enter Ducene,and Ladies. 
Qs, This way the King will come: this is the way 
To [alias Caeſars il|-ereted Tower : 
To whoſe flint Boſome,my condemned Lord 
Is doom'd a Priſoner, by prowd Bullmgbrooke. 
Here let vs reſt, if this rebellious Earth 
Haue any reſting for her t1ue Kings Queene, 
Enter Richard. and Guard. 
Bur (ofc, but ſee, or rather doe nor (ee, 
My faire Role wither: yeclooke vp; behold, 
That you in pittie may diffolue ro dew, 
And waſh him freſh againe wita true. loue Teares, 
Ah thov,the Modell where old Troy did ftand, 
Thou Mappe of Honorgthou King Richards T ombe, 
And not King Richard; thou moſt beauteous Inne, 
Why ſhould hard-tauor'd Griefe be lodg'd in thee, 
When Triumph is become an Ale-houſe Guelt, 
Rich, loyne not with griefe, faire Woman, do not ſo, 
To make my end too ſudden; learne good Soule, 
To thinke our tormer State a happie Dreaine, 
From which awak'd,the truth of what we are, 
Shewes vs but this. I am ſworne Brother (Sweet) 
To grim Neceſſitic; and hegand [I 
Will keepe a League rill De#th, High theeto France, 
And Cloyſter thee in ſome Religious Houle ; 
Our holy lives muſt winne a new Worlds Crowne, 
Which our prophane houres here haue ſtricken downe, 
Lu. \\Vhart,is my Richard both in ſhape and minde 
Transform'd, and weaken'd  Hath Buflingbrooke 
Depos'd thine Intelle&? hath he beene in thy Heart ? 
The Lyon dying,thruſteth forth his Paw, 
And wounds the Earth,if nothing elſe, with rage 
Tobeo're-powr'd : and wilt thou,Pupill-like, 
Take thy Correion mildly, kifſe the Rodde, 
And fawne on Rage with baſe Humilitie, 
Which art a Lyon, and a King of Beaſts? | 
Rich, A King of Beaſts indeed: if aught but Beaſts, 
I had beene ſtill a happy King of Men, 
Good(ſomerime Queene)prepare thee hence for France: 
Thinke 1am dead,and that even here thourak'ſt, 
As from my Death-bed,my laſt liuing leave, 
In Winters tedious Nights Gt by the fire 
With good old folkes, and ler thern tell chee Tales 
Of wofull Ages,long agoe betide : 
Andere thou bid good-night,to quit their griefe, 
Tell thou the lamenrable fall of me, 
And ſend the hearers weeping to their Beds : 
For why? the {eacelefſe Brands will ſympathize 
The heauie accent of thy mouing Tongue, 
And in compaſſion, weepe the fire our : 
And ſome will moutne in athes, ſome coale-black, 
For the depoſing of a r:ghrfull King, 
Enter Northumberlaxd. 
North.My Lord,the mind of Bullingbrooke is chang'd. 


jp en 


| 


——_— 
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Part vs, Northumberland: j,towards the North, 


| 
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You muſt to Pomfrer,not ynto the Tower, 
And Madame, there is order ta'ne for you : 
With all ſwift ſpeed, you muſt away to France, | 
Rich. Northumberland,thou Ladder wherewithall 
The mounting Bullagbrooke aſcends my Throne, | 
The time ſhall not be many houres of age, | 
More then it is,ere foule finne, gathering head, 
Shall breake into corruption: thou ſhalt thinke, 
Though he divide the Realme,and giue thee halfe, 
Ic is roo little, helping him to all : | 
He ſhall thioke, that thou which know'ſt the way 
To plant vnrighcfull Kings,wilt know againe, 
Being ne're ſo little vrg'd another way, 
To pluck him headlong from the vſurped Throne, 
The Loue of wicked friends conuerrs to Feare ; 
That Feare,to Hate; and Hate turnes one,or both, 
To worthie Danger,and deſerued Death, | 
North. My guilt be on my Head,and thereanend : 
Take leave,and part, for you muſt parr forthwith, 
Rich, Doubly dinorc'd?(bad men) ye violate | 
A two-told Marriage ;*twixt my C:owne,and me, | 
And then betwixt me,and-my marryed Waite. 
Let me vn«kifle the Oath *twixt thee, and me; 
And yer not ſo,for with a Kiſſe 'twas made. 


Where ſhivering Told and Sickneſſe pines the Clyme : | 
My Queene to France: from whence, ſet foxth un pope, 
She caine adorned hither like {weer May 
Sent back like Hollowmas. o: ſhorr'ſt of day, 
24, And mult we be diuided ? muſt we part ? 
Rich, 1,hand from hand(my Loue)and hears fr6 heart, 
Ou. Baniſh vs boch,and tend the King with me, 
North, That were {oine Loue,but hrtle Pollicy, 
Dr. Then whither he goes,thicher ler me goe. 
Rich.So two together weeping, make one W oe. 
Weepe thou for me in France; I,tor thee heere ; 
Berter farre off, then neere,be ne're the neere, | 
Goe,coune thy Way with Sighes; ],mine with Groanes, 
Q», So longeſt Way ſhall haue the longeſt Moanes, 
Rrch.T wice for one ſep Ile groane,F Way being ſhorr, 
And peece the Way out with a heauie heart. 
Come, come,in wooing Sorrow let's be briefe, 
Since wedding it,there is ſuch length in Griefe : 
One Kiſſe (ball top our mouthes, and dumbely part 3 
Thus giue I mine,and thus take I thy heart, 
Qu. Give me mine owne againe:*tweteno good part, 
To take on me to keepe,and kill thy hearr. 
So,now I haue mine owne againe, be gone, 
That I may ſtrive fo kill it with agrozne. | 
Rich.We make Woe wanton with this fond delay: 
Once more adieu; the ref, let Sorrow lay, Excunt, 


ro 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Yorke,aud his Ducheſſe, 


— 


Duch. My Lord,youtold me you weuld tell thereft, f 


When weeping made you breake the ſtory off, 
Of our rwo Couſins comming into London, 
Torke. Where did I leaue ? 
Dwch. At that ſad Roppe,my Lord, 
Where rude miſ-gouern'd hands, from Windowes tops, 
Threw duſt and rubbiſh on King Richards head, 
d 3 Yorke. Then 
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Tarke, Chen,as I ſaid, the Duke,great Bullingbrooke, 
| Mounted vpona hot and herie Steed, 
W:ich (iis afpiring Rider leem d ro know, 
W ich flow, but (tatcly pace, kept on his courſe : 
While all tongues cride, God lave thee Bullmgbrooke, 
You would have thought the very windowes ipake, 
So many greedy lookes of yorg and old, 
Through Caſements darted their deſiring eyes 
Vpon his viſage: and that all the walles, 
With painted Imagery had ſzid at once, 
[elupreſerue thee, welcom þ ulling brooke. 
Whilſt he, from one (ide to the other turning, 
Bare-herded, lower then his proud Steeds necke, 
Beſpake them thus ; 1 tharke you Countrimen: 
And thus itill doing, thus he pallt along. 
Dutch. Alas poore Richard, whererides hethe whilſt? 
Torke,  A$ ina Theater, the eyes of men 
After a well grac'&Actor leaues the Stage, 
Areidlely bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 
Euen (6, or with much more contempr, mens eyes 
Did ſcowle on Richard 1no man cride, God faue him; 
No ioyfull rongue gaue him his welcome home, 
But duſt was throwne vpon his Sacred head, 
Which with ſuch gentle ſorrow he ſhooke off, 
His face (t1l combating with reares and ſmiles 
(The badges of his greefe and patience) 
That had not God (for {ome ſtrong purpoſe) ſteel'd 
Tir: hearts, of men, they muſt perforce have melted, 
And Barbariſme it ſelfe haue pirtticd him. 
Bu: heauen hath x hand in theſe events, 
To whoſe high will we bound our calme contents. 
To Zullmgbreols, are we [worne Subicts now, 
Whoſe State, and Honor, I for aye allow, 
Enter «Aumerle. 
Dnt. Heere comes my lonne Aumerle, 
Tor. Aumerle that was, l 
Bur thatis loſt, for being Richards Friend, 
And Madam, you muſt call him Ruthond now: 
| am in Parhament pledge for his truth, 
And lafting fealtie to the new-made Kirg, 
Dat.. Welcome my ſonne : who are the Violets now, 
That rew the greene lap of che new-come Spring ? 
Aum, Madam, | know vot, nor l greatly care not, 
God knowes, 1 had as liefe be none, as one, 
Yorke. Well, beare you well in this new-ſpring of time 
Leaſt you be cropt before you come to prime. 
What newes from Oxforo?Hold thoſe Juſts & Triumphs? 
Awm. For ought I know my Lord,they do, 
Torke, You will be there I know. 
Auw. lt God prevent not, | purpoſe ſo, 
Yor. \V hat Seal* is that that hangs without thy boſom? 
Yea, look'(t thou pale? Let mie tee the Writing, 
Aum. My Lord, 'tis nothing, 
Torke, Nomatter then wha ſees it, 
I will be ſatisficd, ler me ſee the Writing, 
. Awm. 1do beſcech your Grace topardon me, 
It is a matter of {mall conſequence, 
Which for ſome r6atons I would not haue ſcene. 
Yorke, Which for ſome reatons fir, ] meane to ſee: 
| ieare, ] feare, 
Dut. What ſhould you feare? 
'Tis nothing but hhcbead that he is enter'd into 
| For gay apparrell,againſt the Triumph, _ 
Torkg. Bound to himſelfe? What doth he with a Bond 
That he is bound to ? Wife, thou art a foole, 
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| Boy, let me ſce the Writing, 


ep 


Aum, 1 dobeleech you pardon me,1I may not ſhew it, 
Yor, Twill be Grisfeed:e meſeeitl ſay. Snatches it | 
Treaſon, foule Treaſon, Villaine,Traitor,Slaue. 
Dut. What's the matter, my Lord? 
Yorke. Hoa, who's within there? Saddle my horſe. 
Heaven for his mercy : what treachery is heere ? 
Dut, Why ,what is't my Lord? 
Yorke. Giue me my boors, I ſay : Saddle my horſe ; 
Now by my Honor, my life, my troth, 
I will appeach the Villaine, 
Dnt. What is the matter ? 
Yorke. Peace fooliſh Woman, 
Dat. I will not peace, What is the matter Sonne? 
Aum. Good Mother be content, it is no more 
Then my peorelife muſt anſwer, 
Dot. Thy life anſwer ? 
Enter Seruant with Boots. 
Tor. Bring me my Boots, I will ynto the King, 
Dt, Strike hiry Aumerle. Poore boy, } art amaz.'d, 
Hence Villaine, neuer more come in my hight, 
Yor. Giue me my Boors,I ſay. 
Dut, Why Yorke, what wilt thou do? 
Wilt thounot hide the Treſpaſſe of thine owne ? 
Haue we more Sonnes? Or are we like to haue ? 
Is not my tceming date drunke vp with time? 
And wilt thou plucke my faire Sonne from mine Age, 
And rob me ofa happy Mothers name ? 
Is henort like thee? Is he notthine owne? 
Yor. Thou fond mad woman : 
W1lt thou conceale this darke Conſpiracy? 
A dozen of them hecr: haue tane the Sacrament, 
And interchangeably ſet downe their hands 
To ki\l che King at Oxford, _ 
Dut, He ſhall benone ;, 
\WVee'l keepe him heere : oi what is thatto him? 
Yor. Away fond woman : were hee twenty times my 
Son, I would appeach him, 
Dnt. Haclt thou groan'd for him as I haue done, 
Thou wouldeſt be morepittifull ; 
Put now 1 know thy minde ; thou do'ſt ſuſpeR 
That | have bene diſloyall to thy bed, 
And that he is a Baſtard, not thy Sonne : 
Sweet Yorke, {weet husband, benot of that minde : 
Hz is as ike thee, as a man may bee, 
Not like to me, nor any of my Kin, 
And yet T louc him, 
Yorke. Make way, vnruly Woman, Exit 
Dut, After Anumerle, Mount thee ypon his horſe, 
Spurre poſt, and get before him to the King, 
And vepge thy RP ere he do accuſe thee, 
Ile not be long behind : though I be old, 
I doubt not butto ride as faſt as Yorke; 
And never will Iriſe vp from the ground, 
Till Ba!!mgbreokg haue pardon'd thee: Away be gone. Exit 


— 


Scena T ertia, 


Enter Bulling brooke, Percie,and other Lords. 
Bu!. Canno man tell of my vnthriftie Sonne? 
'Tis full three monthes fince 1 did ſee himlaft, 
If any plague hang over vs, 'ris he, 
I would to heauen(my Lords)he mightbe found: 
Enquire ar London, *mongft the Tauernes there: 


For 


OO Ee CO I_ Rem — "Oy" CI 


— 


—_— 


= The Life and Death of Rebard the Second. 


| For there {they lay ) be dayly doth frequent, 
Wich vnteftratacd looſe ompanions, 
| Even ſuch /they tay ) as ſtand in narrow Lanes, 
And rob our Watch, and beate our paſſengers, 
Which he, yong wanton, and effeminate Boy 
Takes 0n the point of Honor, to ſupport 
Sodiffolute a crew. 
Per, My Lord, ſome twodayes finceT ſaw the Prince, 
Andcold him of theſe Triumphes held at Oxford. 
Bul. And what ſaid the Gallant ? 
Per. His anſwer was : he would vnto the Stewes, 
.| And fromthe common'(t creatureplucke a Gloue 
And weare it as a fauour, and with that 
He would vnhorle the lutieſt Challenger, 
Bul. As d&iſſalute a3 deſp'rate, yer rhrough both, 
I ſee ſome {parkes of better nope : which elder dayes 
May happily bring forth, But who comes heere ? 
Exter Aumerle, 

Aum, Where is the King ? 

Bul. What meanes our Cofin, that hee ſtares 
And lookes ſo wildely ? 

Anm.God ſaue your Grace. I do beſeech your Maieſty 
To have ſome conterence with your Grace alone. 

Bul. Withdraw your felues,and leave vs here alone : 
What is the matter with-our Colin now ? 

Aum, For euer may my knees grow tothe earth, 
My tongue cleaue to my roofe within my mouth, 
Vnleſſe a Pardon, ere I riſc, or ipeake, 

ZBul. Intended, or committed was this fault ? 

If on the ficſt, how heynous ere it bee, 
To win thy after loue, I pardon thee. : 

Anum. Then give me leauegthat I may turne the key, 
Thatno man enter, till my rale me done. 

Bul, Have thy delize. Torke within, 
Yor. My Liege beware, looke to thy ſelfe, 
Thou haſt a Traitor inthy preſence there. 

Bul. Villaine, Ile make thee ſafe. 
| Aum. Stay thy reuengetull hand, thou haſt no cauſe 
to feare, 

Yorke. Open the doore, ſecure foole-hardy King ; 
Shall 1 for loue ſpeake treaſon to thy face? 

Open the doore, or I will breake it open, 
Enter Yorke, 

Bul.What is the marter(Vnkle)ſpeak,recover breath, 
Tell vs how neere is danger, 

That we may arme vs to encounter it, 

Yor. Peruſe this writing heere,and thou ſhalt know 
Thereaſon that my haſte forbids me ſhow. 

Anum, Remember as thou read'ft, thy promiſe paſt : 
I do repent me, reade not my name there, 
My heart is not confederate with my hand, 

Yor, It was (villaine) ere thy hand did ſet it downe. 
| core it from the Traitors boſome, King. 
Feare, and not Loue, begets his penitence z 
Forget to pitty him, leaft thy pitty proue 
A Serpent, that will ſting thee to the heart, 
' Bul, Ohheinous,ftrong ;and bold Confpiracie, 

O loyall Father of a treacherous Sonne:  : 
Thou ſheere, immaculare,and filuer fountaine, 
From whence this ftreame, through muddy paſſages 
Harth had his current, and defil'd himſelfe. 
Thy ouerflow of good, conuerts to bad, 
And thy abundant goodnefle ſhall excuſe 
This deadly blot, m thy digreffing ſonne. 

Yorke. So ſhall my Vertue be his Vices bawd, 
And he ſhall ſpend mine Honour,with his Shame z 


| 
| 


— 


Rm —_————_—_—_ 


— 
te et 


ER. 


As thrifileſſe Sonnes, their ſcraping Fathers Gold, 
Mine honor lives, when his Fo $9.4 cies, 
Oc my ſhan'd life, in his diſhonor hes : 
Thou k1l'f me 1n his life, giuing bim breath, 
The Traitor liues, the true nian's put to death. 
Dutcheſſe within, 
Dut. What hoa(my Liege) for heavens (akeler mein, 
Bal. What fhrill-yoic'd Suppliane,makes this eager cry? 
Dut. Awoman, andthine Aunt (great King) 'us1. 
Speake with ms, pitty me, open the dore, 
A Begger begs, that neuer begg'd before. 
Bul, Our Scene 18 alter'd from a ſerious thing, 
And now chang'd to the Begger,and the King. 
My dangerous Cofin, letyour Mother in, 
I know ſhe's come, to pray for your foule ſin, 
Yorke, Ifchou do pardon, whoſoever pray, 
More tnnes for this forgiaeneſſe, proſper may. 
This feſter'd ioyart cur off, the reft reſts ſound, 
This let alone, will all the reſt confound, 
Enter Dmtcheſſe, 
Dat, O King, beleene not this hard-hearted man, 
Louse, loving not it ſelfe, none other can. 
Yor. Thou iranricke woman, what doſt Y make here, 
Shall thy old dugges, once more a Traitor reare? 
Dt, Sweet Yorke be patient, heare m2: gentle Liege. 
Bul, Riſe vp good Aunt. 
Dnt. Nor yer, I thee belſeech, 
For euer will I kneele vpon my koees, 
And never ſee day, that the happy ſees, 
Till thou giue ioy . vntill thou bid me toy, 
By pardoning Rutland, my tranſgreffing Boy. 
Anum, Vnco my mothers prayres, I bend my knee, 
Yorke. Againſt them both, my true ioynts bended be, 
Due, Pleades he in earneſt? Looke ypon his Face, 
His eyes do drop no teares: his prayresare in ieſt ; 
His words come from his mouth, ours from our bref. 
He prayes but faintly,and would be denide, 
Wepray with heart, and ſoule,and all befide : 
His weary ioynts would gladly tiſe, I know, 
Our knees ſhall kneele, till co the ground they grow : 
Hs o__ are full of falſe hypocrihie, 
Ours of true zeale, and deepe integritic: 
Our prayers do out-pray his,then let them haue 
That mercy,which true prayers ought to haue. 
Bui, Good Aunt ſtand vp. 
Dut. Nay, donot fay Rand vp; 


- 


\ But Pardon firſt, and afterwards ſtand vp, 


Andifl were thy Nurſe,thy tongue toteach, 

Pardon ſhould be the firſt word of thy ſpeach. 

I never long'd to heare a word till now : 

Say Pardon (King,)ler pitty teach thee how. 

The word is ſhort: bur not ſo ſhort as ſweet, 

No word like Pardony,for Kings mouth's ſo meet. 
Yorke, Speake it in French(King )lay Pardon'ne moy. 
D#t, Doſt thouteach pardon, Pardon to deſtroy? 

Ah my ſowre husband, my hard-hearted Lord, 

That (er's the word it ſclfe,againft the word, 

Speake Pardon,as 'tis currant in our Land, 

The chopping French we do not vnderſtand. 

Thine eye begins to ſpeake, ſer thy tongue there, 

Or in thy pnteous heart, plant thou thine care, 

That hearing how our plaitits and prayres do pearce, 

Pitty may moue thee, Pardon to rehearic. 

Bul. Good Aunt,ftand vp. 
Dwut. I do nor ſue to-ſtand, 
Pardon is altthe ſuite I hauc in hand. 
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| To thred the poſterne of a Needles eye. 


++ 


Bul. 1 pardon him 2s heauen ſhall pardon mee, 
Dut. O nappy vantage of a kneeling knee * 
Yetam | ficke > feare : Speake it againe, 
Twice ſaying Pardon, do:h not pardon twaine, 
Bur m+kes one pardon ſtrong. 
Zl. 1 pardon him with all my hart, 
D#ut. AGod on earth thou art, 
Bul. Burt for our truſty brother-in-Law,the Abbot, 


| With all the reſt of that conforted crew, 


DeſtcuRion Rraight ſhall dogge them at the heeles : 
Good Vnckle helpe to order ſ{everall powrey 
To Oxford,or where ere theſe Traitors are : 
They ſhall not live within this world I (weare, 
But | will have them, if I once know where. 
| Vackle farewell, and Cofin adieu: 
Your mother well hath praid,and proue you true, 
Dnt,Come my old 0:1, ] pray heauen make thee new. 
| Exennt, 
Enter Exton and Seruants, 
Ext. Didſt chou not marke the King what words hee 
ſpake ? 

Haue I no friend will rid me of this living feare : : 
Was itnort ſo? 

Ser. Thoie were his very words, 

Ex, Have I no Friend?(quoth he: he ſpake it twice, 
And vrg'd it twice together, did he not ? 

Ser. He did, 

Ex, And ſpeaking it, he wiſtly look'd on me, 
As who ſhould ſay, I would thou wer't the man 
That would dinorce this terror from my heart, 
Meaning the King at Pomtrer : Come, let's-goe ; 


I am the Kings Friend, and will rid his Foe, Exit, 
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Enter Kichard, 

Rich, 1 have bin Rudying, howto compare 
This Priſon where I live, vnro the Worls : 
And for becauſe the world is populous, 
And heere is not a Creature, bur my ſelte, 
I cannot do it : yet Ile hammer't out. 
My Braine, Ile proue the Female to my Soule, 
My Soule, the Father: and theſe two beger 
A generation of (till breeding Thoughts; 
And theſe ſame Thoughts, people this Little World 
In lmors, like the people of this world, 
For no thought is contented, The berter ſort, 
As thoughts of things Dinine, are intermixt 
With ſcruples, and do ſet the Faith it ſelfe 
Againſt the Faith:as thus: Comelitle ones: & then again, 
[c18 25 hard to come, 25 for a Camell 

\ 


Thoughts tending to Ambirion, they do plor 
Valikely —_ ; how theſe vaine weake nailes 
May teare a paſgethrough the Flinty ribbes 
OFfthis har world, my ragged priſon walles: 
And for they cannot, dye in their owne pride. 
houghts tending to Content, flatter themſelues, 
That they are not the firſt of Fortunes flaues, 
Nor ſhall not be the laſt, Likefilly Beggars, 
Who {itting inthe Stockes, refuge their ſhame 
That many haue, and others muſt fit there z 


| And in this Th ought, they finde a kind of caſe, 
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The Life and Death of Richard the Second. 
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' Inme uctcemes, it will make wiſe-men mad : 


| The cheapeſt of vs, is ten greates too deere, 


| Was't borne to beare? I was not made a horſe, 
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Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe 

Of ſuch as haue before indur'd the like. 

Thus play 1 in one Priſon, many people, 

And none contented, Sometimes am 1 King ;* 

Then Treaſon makes me wiſh my ſelfe a Beggar, 

And ({o 1 am. Then cruſhing penurie, 

Perſwades me, | was better when a King : 

Then am I king'd againe : and by and by, 

Thinke that I am vn-king'd by Bulingbrooke, 

And ſtraight am nothing. But what ereI am, Afuſich 
Nor I,nor any man, that but man is, 

Wirth nothing ſhall be pleas'd, cill he be eas'd 

With being nothing, Muficke do ] hearc? 

Ha, ha? keepe time: How ſowre ſweer Muficke is, 
When Time1s broke, and no Proportion kept ? 

So is 1tin the Muſicke of mens lines : 

And heere have I the daintinefle of eare, ' 

To heare time broke ina diforder'd firing : 

But for the Concord of my State and Time, 

Had nor an eareto hearemy truce Time broke, 

I waſted Time, and now doth Time waſte me : 

For now hath Time made me his numbring clocke; 
My Thoughts, are minutes ; and with Sighes they iarre, 
Their watches on vnto mine eyes,the outward Watch, 
\Wherero my finger, hike aDialls point, 

I« pointing (hill, in cleanting them from teares. 

Now fir, the ſound that tels what houre it is, 

Are clamorons groanes, that ſtrike ypon my heart, 
Which is the bell : ſo Sighes,and Teares,and Grones, 
Shew Minutes, Houres,and Times : but cay Time 
Runs poaſting on, in Bul/ingbrookes proud ioy, 

While 1 ttand fooling heere, his 1acke o'ch'Clocke, 
This Mulicke mads me, letit found no more, 

For though it haue holpe madmen to their wits, 


Yer blefſing on his heart that giues it me ; 
For'tis a figne of love, and loue to Richard, 
Is aftrange Brooch, in this all- hating world, 
Enter Groome. 
Groo, Haile Royall Prince. 
Rich, Thankes Noble Pcere, 


What art thou ? And how com'ſt thou hither? 
Where no man euer comes, but that iad dogge 
That brings me food, ro make misfortune liue ? 

Groo, ] was a poore Groome of thy Stable (King) 
When thou wer't King;who trauelling rowards Yorke, 
With much adoo, at length haue gotten leave | 
Tolooke vpon my(ſometimes ar wr, maſters face. 

O how it yern'd my heart, when I beheld 

In London ſtreets, that Coronation day, 

W hen Bullingbrooke rode on Roane Barbary, 
That horſe, that thou ſo often haſt beſtrid, 
That horſe, that I ſo carefully haue dreſt, 

Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me gentle Friend, 
How went he vader him? 

Groo. So proudly,as if he had diſdain'd the ground. 

Rich, So proud, that Ballingbrooke was on his backe; 
That Iade hath eate bread from my Royall hand, 

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not ſtumble? Would he not fall downe 
(Since Pride muſt haue a fall) and breake the necke 
Of that proud man, that did yſurpe his backe ? 
Forgiueneſlc horſe : Why dol raile on thee, 

Since thou created to be aw'd by man 


And 
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will a e4derightworidy 
Ke Myote? I haut from Oxford ſetit th London, 
ay. | 
% My Lord, wilt pleaſe outofalltgo ? : 
Ak Taſte bf irfirh, as the wer't wontito doo, 
rep. My Lore 1 darenot : Sir Prevee of Exton, 


The heads of Broccas, and Sir Benyee Seely, 
” « 4 aheg th'Kimg,cortmands the contrary. 
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7 Two ofthed usconforted Traitors, : 

4 Tharſowght ag Oxford, thy dire querthrow." s - 

Bal, Thy paines Fitzwaters ſhall not be forgor 
Right Noble, is thy merit, well ] wor. 
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| Rich, Thedivell rake Hearn of Lancaſter,ard thee ; ” Enter Percy awd Carlile, 

| Patience is tale, and I am wearyoof ir, 7 1 \ Per. The grand Conſpirator, Abbot of Weſtminſter, 

|. Keep, Helpe,helpe,helpe. « -+ "0 | With clog of Conſtience, and ſowre Melancholly, 
Hath yeelded vp bis body to the grave ; 


Enter Exton and Serwants. But heere is Carlile, liuing to abide 
Ri, How now?what meanes Death in this rude afſalr? Tby Kiogly doome,and ſentence of his pride, | 
Villaine, thine owne hand yeelds thy deaths inftrument, But. (arlile, this is your Coome : 


Go thou and fill another roome in hell, Choole out ſome ſecret place, ſome reuerend roome 
Exton ſtrikes him downe, | More then thou ha(t, and with ic joy thy life; 
That hand ſhall burne in neuer-quenching hire, So as thou lifſt.j peace, dye free from (trife : 


en 
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t That Rtaggers thus my perſon. Exton, thy fierce hand, | For though mine enemy, thou haſt euer beene, 


| =_ h with rhe Kings bloodyftain'd che Kings own land. { High ſparkes of Honor in thee have | ſeene. 


1 This dead King to the living King tle beare, } Atdeede of Slaughter, with thy facall hand, 

Take hence the reſt, and give them burialtheere. Exit. | Vpon my head, and all this famous Land. 

| Ex.From your owne mouth tny Lord,did I this deed! 

__ ADE ACA BARE 5 Bul. They louenort poyſon, that do poyſon neede, 
Scena Quinta. | Nor do I thee*rhough 1 did wiſh him dead, - 


FINIS. 
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t, mouat my {oule, thy ſeateis yp on high, Emter Exton with « Coffin. | 
Whil'ſt my groſle fleſh hokes downward, heere to dye. Exton, Great King, withih this Coffin I preſene 
Exton. As full of Valor, as of Royall blood, Thy buried feare. Heerein all breathlefſe lies * h 

| Both haue I ſpilt : Oh would the deed were good. The mighrie(t of thy greateft enemies | 

For now the divell, that told me | did well, Richard of Burdeaux, by me hither brought. ww 

Sayes, that this nedei is chronicled in hell. Bul, Exton, | thagke thee not, for thou haſt wrought, 


cu _ I hate the Muctherer, loue him murthered. A 
* {| The guilt of conſcience take thou for thy labour, ] | 
Flouriſh, Enter Bullingbrooks, Yorke with Bur neicher my good word, nor Princely fauour. | 
other Lords G4 attendants. With ( aine go wanderthrough the ſhade of night, | 
Bul. Kinde Vnkle Yorke, the lateſt newes we heare, And never ſhew thy headby , hor light, ets | 
Is that the Rebels haue conſum'd with fire Lords, I proteſt my ſouleis full of woe, ' en A 
Our Towne of Ciceter in Glouceſterſhire, That blood ſhould ſprinkle me, to make me grow, of 
Bur whether they be rane or ſlaine, we heare not. Come mourne with me, for that] do lament, 09 | 
Enter Northumberland, And puton ſullenBlacke incontinent | 4 þ 
Welcome my Lord : Wharis the newes ? le makea voyageto the Holy-land, MW 
Nor. Firft to thy Sacred State, wiſh 1 all happineſſe: | To waſh this blood off frommy guilty hand, 'f 
The next newes is, I haue to London ſent March ſadly after, grace my moyrning heere, os. 
The heads of Salsbwry Spencer ,Blunt,and Kent: In weepin gal after this vatimely Beere, -/ *  Exenit 
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The Firſt Part < ry the Fourth, 
with the Lifeand Deathof HENR Y 
| Sirnamed HODT-SPVRRE.. 


eAttus Primus. Sceena Prima. il 
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Enter the King, Lord lohn of Lancaſter, Earle 


Vpon whoſe dead corpes there was ſuch miſuſe, 
of i eftmerland,with others, | 


Such beattly,ſhameleſſe transforn-ation, - 
By choſe Welſhwomen done, as may not be 4 
King. (Wichout much ſhame) re-told or ſpoken'of, _ 
W2&p') ſhaken as we —- wan with care, King. Itfeemes then, that the ridings of this broile, 
C2 Finde wen time for frighced Peace to pant, Broke oft our buſioeſſe for the Holy land, = 
IBJ)'3 4nd breath thortwwnded accents of new broils* Weſt. This matcht with other lIke,my gracious Lord, 
WT [0 be commenc'd it Stronds a-tarre remote : Farre more vneuen and vnwelcome Newes 
{ No morethe thirſty — Soile, f Came from the North, and thus it did report z 
Shall daube her lippes with herowne childrens blood: f} On Holy-roode day, the gallant Ho ſparre there, 
1 No more ſhall trenching Warre channell her fields, ; Young Harry Percy, and brave eArchibald, 
{ Nor bruiſe her Flowrets with the Armed hoofes | Thar euer-valiant and approoued Scor, 
Of hoſtile paces. Thoſe oppoledeyes, | Ar. Holmeden mer, where they did ſpead 
{ Which like che Metcors of atroubled Heanven, | A tad and bloody houre: * 
Al' of one Natore, of one Subſtance, bred, | As by diſcharge of their Artillerie, 
| And ſhapeof likely-hood the newes was cold: 
| For he thar brought them, inthe yery heare” 
And pride of their contention, did cake hhv;te, 
Vacertaine oftheiſſue any way, 
Kmg. Heereis a deere and trur induſtfions friend, 
Sir Walter Blunt,new lighted from his Horſe, 


— 


{ And furious cloze of cruill Butchery, 

Shall now in mutuall well-beſeeming rankes 

{ March all one way, and be no triore oppos'tu 

| Againſt Acquaintavee, Kindred,and Alhes. 

{ The edge of Warre, like an ill:ſhearhed knite, 
No more ſhail cut his Maſter, Therefore Friends, Strain'd withthe variation of each ſoyle, 

As farre as to the Sepulchec of Chrik, Betwixt that Holmedon ,and this Seat of ours : 

Whole Souldier now vader whoſe bleſſed Croffe 4 And hebath brought vs ſmooth and welcomes newes,” 
We are imopceſle( and ingag'd to hghr, The Earle of Dowglar is diſcomfited, 
Forthwith a power of Enaghſh{hall we leuic, Ten thouſand bold Scots, ewo and ewemy Knights 
Whoſe armes were moulded in their Mothers wormbe, | Balk'd in their owne blood did Sir Watterſee © 
T6 chace theſe Pagans in thoſe holy Fields, } On Holmedon: Plaines, Of Priſoners, Hotfpurre tooke 
Over whoſe Acres walk'd thoſe blciled feete | Meordake Eaile of Fife, and eldeft ſorne 

Which fourteene hundred yeares ago were nail d . | Tobeaten Dowglas, and the Earle of Athol, 

For our aduantage on the bitter Crofle, Of Mmrry, eAngu,and Memeith. 

Bur this our purpoſe is a tweluemonth ole, And is not thisan honourable ſpoyle? 

And bootleſſe *tis to tell you we will go : A gallant prize? Ha Cofn,is it nor? Infaith ic is, 
Therefore we meete not now. Then let me heare Weſt. A Conqueſt for a Prince to boaſt of, 

| Of you my gentle Couſin Weſtmerland, King. Yea, there thou mak'ſt me ſad, & mak'ft me fin, 
 Whar veſternight our Councell did decree, In enuy, that my Lord Northumberland 

Jo forwarding this deere expedience, Should be the Father of ſo bleſt a Sonne ; 

| Weſt. My Liege: This h.fte was hot in queſtion, A Sonne,who is the Theame cf Honors tongue ; 

And many limits of the Charge ſet downe Among'it a Groue, the very ſtraighteſt Plant, 

| But yeſternight : when all arhwarr there came Who 15 ſweet Fortunes Minion,and her Pride : 

' A Poltirom Walcs, lvaden with heauy Newes ; Whil't I by looking on the praiſe of him, 

' Whoſe worlt was, That the Noble CMorrmer, See Ryor and Diſhonor Raine the brow 

Leading the men of Herefordſhire to fight | Of my yong Harry. O that it could be prov'd, 


Againit the irregular and wilde Glendower, That ſome Night-rripping-Faiery, had exchang'd 
Was by the rude hands of that Welſhman taken, In Cradle-clothes, our Children where they lay, 
| | And athouſand ofhis people butchered ; And call 'd mine Perey, his Plantagenet : 
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Then would I haue his Harry,and h2 mine : 
Butler bim from my thoughts. What thinke you Coze 
Ot this young Percies pride ? The Priſoners 
Which he in this aduenture hath ſurpriz'd, 
To his owne vſe he keepes, and ſends me word 
I ſhall have none but Afordake Earle of Fife, 
Weſt, This is his Vnckles teaching, This is Worceſter 
Malcuolent to you in all Aſpects: | 
Which makes himprune himſelte,and briſtle vp 
The creſt of Youth againſt your Dignity, 
King. But I have ſent for him to anſwer this: 
And for this cauſe a-while we muſt negle& 
Our holy purpoſe to Teruſalem. 
Colin, on Wedneſday next,our Copncell we will hold 
At Windſor, and fo informe the Lords : 
But come your ſelfe with ſpeedto vs againe, 
For more is to be ſaid, and to be done, 
Then our of anger can be vtrered. 

Weſt. Imill my Liege, 
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Scana Secunda. 
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Enter Henry Prince of Wales Sir Tohn Fat: 
ſtaffe, and Pointz,, 


Fal. Now Hat, what time of day is it Lad? 

Prince. Thouart fo fat-witted with drinking of olde 
Sacke, and ynbutroning thee after Supper, and ſleeping 
ypon Benches in the aftecnoone, that thou haſt forgatten 
to demand that truely, which thou wouldeſt cruly know, 
What a diuell haſt thou to do with the time of the day ? 
vnleſſc houres were cups of Sacke, and minutes Capons, 
and clockes the tongues of Bawdes, and dialls the ha 
of Leaping-houſes, and the bleſſed Sunne him fſelfe a faire 
hot Wench in Flame-colonred Taffata; 1 ſee no reaſon, 
why thou ſhouldeſt bee ſo ſuperfluous, to demaund the 
time of the day. 

Fal. Indeed you come neere me now Hal, for we that 
take Purſes, go by the Moone and ſeven Starres, and not 
by Phoebus hee, that wand ring Kvight ſofaire. AndI 
prythee {weet Wagge, when thou art King, as God faue 
thy Grace, Maieity I ſhould ſay, for Grace thou wile 
have none, 

Prin. What, none ? 

Fal, No, not ſo much as will ſerue to be Prologue to 
an Egge and Butter, 

Prin, Well,how then? Come roundly,roundly. 

Fal. Marry then, ſweet Wagge, when thou art King, 

let not vs that are Squires of the Nights bodie, bee call'd 
Theeves of the Dayes beautie. Let vs be Dianaes Forre- 
ers, Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moone ; 
and let men ſay, we be men of good Gouernment, being 
governed as the Sea is, by our noble and chaft miſtris the 
Moone, ynder whoſe countenance we ſteale. 
Prin. Thou ſay'ft well, and it holds we'ltoo : for the 
fortune of vs that are the Moones men, doethebbe and 
flow like the Sea, beeing governed as the Seas, by the 
Moone: as for proofe. Now a Purſe of Gold moſt;eſo. 
lutely ſnatch'd on Monday night, and moft diflolutely 
ſpent on Tueſday Morning ; got with ſwearing, Lay by ; 
and ſpent with crying, Bring in: now, in as low an ebbe 
as the foot of the Ladder, and by and by inas high a flow 
sthe ridge of the Lallowes, 
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Fal. Thoulay'ft true Lad: and is not my Huſteſſe of 
the Tauerne a moſt [weet Wench? 

Pro, As is the hony, my old Lad of the Caſile : and is 
not a Buffe lerkin a moft ſweet robe of durance ? 

Fal. How now? how now mad Wagge? What in thy 
quips and thy quiddities? What aplague hauc Ito doe 
with a Buffe.Jerkin? | 

Prin, Why, what a poxe haue I to doe with my Ho- 
ſleſſe of the Tauerne? 

Fal. Well, thou haſt call'd hexto areck'ning many a 
time and off, 

' Prin, DidI cuer call for thee to pay thy part ? 

Fal, No, lle giue thee thy due,thou batt paid al there. 
+ Prin, Yeaandellſewhere, fo farre as my Coine would 
ſtretch, and where it would nor, I haue vs'd my credit. 

Fal. Yea,andſovs dit, that wereit heere apparant, 
that thou art Heire apparant. Bur Iprythee ſweet Wag, 
ſhall there be Gallowes ſtanding in England when thou 
art Xing ? and reſolution thus fobb'd as it is, with theru- 
ſtie cvrbe of 0! Father Anticke the Law ? Doe not thou 
when thou art a King, hang aTheete, 

Pris, No,thou ſhalt. 

Fal. Shall Þ O rare! Ile be a brave Indge. 

Priv. Thou judgelt falie already. I meane, thou ſhalt 
haue the hanging of the I heeues, and ſo become a rare 
Hangman. 

Fal. Well Hal, well : and in ſome fort it jumpes with 
my humour, as well as waiting inthe Court, 1 can tell 

ou, 
7 Prin, For obtaining of ſuites? 

Fal. Yea,for obtaining of fuites, whereof the Hang- 
man hath no leane Wardrobe, lam as Mclanchollyas a 
Gyb-Cat,or alugg'd Beare, 

Prm, Or anold Lyon, or a Lovers Lute, 

Fal, Yec2,or the Drone of a Lincolnſhire Bagpipe. 

Prin, What fay'{t thou to a Hare, orthe Melancholly 
of Moore Ditch? | , 

Fal. Thou haſt the moſt vnſauoury ſmiles, and art in- 
deed the moſt comparative raſcalleft ſweer yong Prince, 
Burt Hal,1 prythee trouble me no more with yanity, I wold 
thou and | knew, where a Commodity of good names 
were to be bongnt: anolde [Lord of the Councel] rated 
me the ocher day inthe ſiceet about you ſir; but I mark'd 
him nor, and yet hee talk'd very wiſely, but I regarded 
him nor,and yet he calkt wiſely,2nd in the ſtreet too, 

Prin, Thou didft well: for no man regards it. 

Fal. O,chou haft damn2ble iteration, ,and art indeede 
able to corrupt a Saint. Thon haſt done much harme vn-/ 
to me Hall,God forgiue thee for it. Before ] knew thee 
Hal,] knew nothing:and now I am(if a man ſhold ſpeake 
truly)little better then one of the wicked, I muſt giue 0+ 
ver this life,and 1 will giue it ouer : andI donor, Iama 
Villaine, le be damin'd for never a Kings ſonne in Chri- 
ſtendome, 

Prin, Where ſhall we take a purſe tomorrow, Tacke? 

Fal. Wire thou wilt Lad, lle make one : and 1 doe 
not,call me Villaine,and baffile me. 

Prin, I ſee a good amendment of life in thee : From 
Praying, to Purſe-taking, 

Fal. Why,Hal, tis my Vocation Hal: 'Tisno fin fora 
man to labour in his V ocation. 

Pointz,, Now (hall wee know if Gads hill have fer a 
Woaerch, O, if men wereto be ſaued by merit,what hole 
in Hell were hot enough for him ? This is the moſt omni- 
potent Villaine, that ever cryed, Stand, to a true man. 

Prin, Good marrow Ned, 
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Pomer, Good morrow {weet Hal, What ſaies Mon- 

eur Remorie ? Whar fayes Sir John Sacke and Sugar : 
lacke? How agrees the Diuell and thee about thy Soule, 
| that rhou ſoldeſt him on Good-Fridaylaſt, fora Cup of 
Madera,and a cold Capons legpe? 

Prim. Sir Iohn ſtands ro his word, the diuel ſhall have 
his bargaine,for he was neuer yet a Breaker of Proverbs: 
He will gine the dinell bis dae. 

Pom. henartthou damn'd for keeping thy word with 
the diuell. 

Prin. Elſe he had damn'd for cozening the diuell, 

Poy. But my Lads, my Lads, to morrow morning, by 
foure a clocke early at Gads hill, there are P:|primes go- 
ing to Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders ri- 
ding to London with fat Purſes, I have vizards for you 
all ; you have horſes for your ſelues : Gads-hill lyes ro 
| night in Rocheſter, I haue beſpoke Supper ro morrow in 
Eaſtcheape;z we may doe,it as ſecure as fleepe: if you will 
go, ] will tuffe your Purſes full of Crownes : if you will 
not, tarry at home 2nd be haog'd, 

Fal. Heare ye Yedward,itI tarry at home and go not, 
Ile hang you for going, ' 

Poj. You will chops, 

Fa/. Hal, wil: thou make one? 

Prir, Who, I rob? I a Theeic? Not I, 

Fl, Thete's nenther honefly, tyvanhood,nor good ſcl- 
lowſhip 1n thee, nor thou cart not of the blood-royall, 
if thou dar'ft not Rand for ten ſhillings. 

Prin, Well then,once in my dayes lle be a mavecap, 

Fal, Why, that's well faid. 

Prin, Well, come what will, Ie tarry at home, 

Fal, ile be a Traitor then, when thou art King, « 

Prin. | care nor. 

Pojn. Sir [obn, | prytheeJeaue the Prince & me alone, 
I will lay him downe ſuch reafons for this aCuenture,that 


he ſhall £0. 


Fal, \Well, maiſt thou haue the Spirit of -perſwaſon ; 
and he the eares of profiting, that what thou {peakeſt , 
| | 

may moue z and what he heares may be beleened,chat the 
true Prince,raay(for xecreation lake)proue a falte theefe ; 
forthe poore abuſes of the time, want countenance. Far- 
well,you ſhall finde mein Eaſtcheape. | 

Pri, Farwell toc latter Spring. Farewell Alhollown 
Summer, 

Poy, Now, my good ſweet Hony Lord, ride with vs 
ro morrow, Ihauec1ieft roexccuie, that] cannot man- 
nage alove. Fil ae, Harney, Roſſill, and Gads-hill, ſhall 
robbe thoſe men that wee have already way-layde, your 
ſelfe and T, wil not berhere:and when they have the boo- 
ty, ifyou and ] Conot rob them, cut this head from my 
Pin But how ſhal w* part withthem in ſetting forth? 
Pory. \Why.we wil fer forth betore or 8fter them,and 
appoint them a place of meeting, wherin it is at our plea- 
ſure co faile $214 then will they adventure vppon the ex- 


| ploit rhemfelges, which they (hall haue no ſoogcr atchie- 


ucd, but wee'l fer ypon them, 

Pria. 1, bur cis like that they will know vs by our 
horſes, by our habits, and by cuery other appointment to 
be our lelues. 

For, Tur our horſes they ſhallnot ſee, Ne tye them in 
the wood, our vizards wee will change after wee leaue 
them: and firrah, I haue Cates of Buckram for the nonce, 
to jimmaske our noted outward garments. 

Prin. Buc | doubt they will be too hacd for vs. 

| em \Well,for rwo of them, I know them to bee as 
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true bred Cowards as ever turn'd backe-and for the third) 
if he fight longer then he ſees reaſon, lie forſwear Armes, 

The vertue of this leſt will be, the incomprehenfible lyes 

that this fat Rogue will tell vs, when we meete at Supper: 
how thirty atleaſt he fought with, what Wardes, what 

blowes, whatextremities he endured;and in the reproofe 

of this, lyes the jeſt, 

Prim. Well, Ile goe with thee, provide vs all things 
neceſſary, and meere me to morrow night 1m Eaſtcheape, 
there ile ſup. Farewell. 

Poyn, Farewell,my Lord. Frit Points 

Prin, Tknow you all, and will a-while yphold | 
The vnyoak'd humor of your idlenefle : 

Yetheerein will 1 imitate the Sunne, 

Who doth permit the baſe contagious cloudes 
To (mother yp bis Beauty from the world, 
That when he pleaſe againe to be himſelfe, 
Being wanted, he may be more wondred at,. 
By breaking through the foule and vgly mifts 
Of vapours, that d1d ſceme to firangle him. 

It all the yeare were playing holigaies, 

To ſport, would be as tedious as to worke 
Bur when they ieldome come, they wiſht-for come, 
And nothing pleaſeth but rare accidents. 

So when this looſe behaviour I throw off, 

And pay thedebt [ never prowited 

By how much better then my word I am, 

By ſo much ſhall I falſifie mens hopes, 

And like bright Mertsll on a tullen ground ; 

My reformation gbttcring o're my fault, 

Shall ſhew more goodly, and attraCt more eyes, 
Then that which hath no ſoyle to ſer it off, 

lie ſooffend, to make offence askill, 
Redeeming time, when men thinke leaſt I will. 


Scena T ertia. 


— 
—— 


Exter the King, Northumberland, orceſter Hotſpurre, 
Sr Walter Blunt, and others, 


Kmg. My blood hath beene too cold and temperate, 
Vnapt to ftirre ar theie indigniries, 
And you haue found me ; for accordingly, 
You tread ypon my patience : But be ſure, 
I] wilt from hencetorth rather be my Selte, 
Mighty, and to be fear'd, then my condition 
Which hath beene ſmooth as Oyle, ſoft as yong Downe, 
And therefore loft that Title of reſpe&t, 
Which the proud ſoule ne're payes,but to the proud, 
Wor. Our houſe (my Soveraigne Liege)little deſerucs 
The ſcourge of greatneſſe to be yſed on it, 
And that ſame greatneſſe too, which our owne hands 
Haue holpe to make fo portly. 
Nor. My Lord. 
Kmg. Worceſter get thee gone: for I do fee 
Danger and diſobedience in thine eye. 
O fir, your preſence is roo bold and peremptory, 
And Maiettie might neuer yet endure | 
The moody Fromier of a ſeruant brow, 
You have good leaveto leave vs, When we need 
Your vic and counſell,we ſhall ſead for you, 
You were about co ſpeake. 


North, Yea, my good Lord, 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe Priſoners in your Highnefle demanded, - 
Which Harry Percy heere at Holmedon tooke, 
Were (as he {ayes) not with 4vch firength denied 
As was deliuered to your MateRty : 
Who cither through enuy,or aniprifion, | 
Was guilty of chis tault; and not my Sonne. 

Hot, My Liege, 1 did deny ne Priſoners, 
Bur, | remember when che fight was done, 
When I was dry with Rage, and extreame Toyle, 
Breathlefle,and Faift, leaning vpon my Sword, 
Came there a certaine Lord, neat and trimly drefi; 
Freſh as a Bride-groome, and his Chin new reape, 
Sliew'd like a Rubble Land 2: Haructi home. 
He was perfumed like a Milliner,” 
And 'twixt his Fibger and his Thumbe,he held 
APouncet-box : which everand anon 
He gaue his Nole, and took't away againe : 
Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 
Tooke it in Sauffe . And (ti]] he fmil'd aud talk'd : 
And as the Squldiers bare dead bodies by, 
He call'd them votauvght Knaues, Vomannerly, 
T obriong a ſlouenly vahancſome Coarle 
Berwixt the Winde,and his Nobility. 
Wirth many Holiday and Lady tearme 
He queſtion'd me ; Among the reſt, demanded 
My Priſoners, in your Majeſties behalfe, 
I then, all-{marting, with my wounds being cold, 
(To be fo peftered with a Popingay) 
Our of my Grecte, and my Imparience, 
Anſwer'd (neglectipgly) I know aort what, 
He ſhould, or ſhould not ; For he made me mad, 
{ Toſce him ſhine (0 briske, and (mell ſo ſweer; 
And talke ſo like a Waiting-Gentlewoman, 
Of Guns, & Drums,and Wounds; God ſaue the marke ; 
And telling me, the Soueraign'ſ thing on carth 
Was Parmacity, for an inward bruiſe ; 
And that it was great pity, [oit was, | 
That villanows Salt-perer ſhould be digg'd 
Out of the Bowels of the hatmleſle Earth, 2- 
Which many a good Tall Fellow had deftroy'd 
So Coward!y. And but for theſe vile Gunnes, 
He would himfelfe haue beene a Souldier, 
This bald, vnioynted Chat of his (my Lord) 
Made me to anſwer indirectly(as I {aid.) TIX: 
And I beſeech you, ler not this report 
Come currant for an Accuſation, 
Berwixt my Loug,and your bigh Maieſty: 

Blunt, The circumRance conſidered, good wy Lord, 
W hat euer Harry Peroie thenhad laid, -  'i- 
To ſuch a perſon, and in ſuch a place, 
At ſuch a tive, with all the reR retold, 
May reaſonably dyc,and neugg.rile 
To do him wrong orany way jwpeach 
What then he ſaid, ſo he vnſay ir now, , + ,/ 
King. Why yet doth deny; his Priſoners, 

But with Prouiſo and Excepyon, 18 
That we at-our,oyne cbarge,thali ranſome firajghe 
His Brother-in-Law, the foolj{h Afertimer, 
Who (in my ſaule)bath wilfully berraid. --.,7, | 
The lines of thoſe, that he didJeade to Eighn,.. . 
Againſt che great Magitian, damn 6 Glendowoy : 
Whoſe daughter (as we heare)tbe Earle of March 
Hath lately married. Shall our Coffers then, 
Be empried, to redeeme a iraitor bome? ., 
Shall we buy Freaſon 7 and indent, with Feares, 
When they have loſt and forteyred themſelues. 


The Faſt Pareof King 
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No : on the barren Mountaine let him Rerue: 
For I ſhall never hold that man my Friend, 
Whoſe tongue ſball aske me for one peny coſt 
Towanſome home renolted Mortemer. 
Hot, Revolted CMertimer ? 
He neuer did fall off, my Soucraigne Liege, | 
Bur by the chance of Warte : to proue that true, 
Needs no more bur oue tongue, For all thoſe Wounds, 
Thoſe mouthed Wounds,which valiantly he tooke, 
When on the gentle Seuernes fiedgie banke, 
In fingle Oppehrtion hand to hang, | 
He did confound the beſt part of an houre 
In changing hardiment with great Glerdower : 
Three cimes they breath'd, and three times did they drink 
Vpon agreement, of twift Severnes flood ; 
Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes, | 
Ran fearefully among the trembling Reeds, | 
And hid his criſpe-head in the hollow banke, | 
Blood-ftained with theſe Valiant Combarants. 
Never d1d baſe 8nd rotten Policy ol 
Colour her working with ſuch deadly wounds ; 
Nor never could the Noble Hortimer 
Receiue ſo many, and all willingly : 
Thenlert him not be {land'red with Renolr, { 
King. Thou do'ſt bely him Percy, thou doſt bely him; } 
He neuer did encounter with Glendower : 
I tell thee, he durſt as well have met the Ciuell alone, _. 
As Owen Glendower for av enemy. 4 
Art thou not aſham'd? But Sirrah, henceforth 
Let menot heare you ſpeake of Mortimer, 
Send me your Priloners with the ſpeedicft meanesy, _, 
Or you ſhall heare in ſuch a kinde trom me _,_ | 
As will diſpleaſe ye, My Lord Northumberlard, 1 
We Licenſe your departure with your ſonne, For | 
Send ys your Priſoners,or you'l heare of it, Exit Kiig, ; 
Hot, Andifthe divell come and roare for them | 
I will not ſend them. 1 will atcer ftraight * 
Andtell him fo : for I will eaſe my heart, 
Although it be with hazard of my head. TOES 
Nor. What? drunke wich choller?ſtay & pauſe awhile, | 
Heere comes your Vnckle. . Emer Worceſtet. | 
Hot. Speake of Mortimer 2 
Yes, 1 will ſpeake ofhim, and let my ſoule 
Wanc mercy, if I donor ioyne with him, -$ 
In his behalfe, Ile empty all theſe Veines, _ 
And ſhed my deere blood drop by drop i'th duſt, 
Bur I will life che downfall CMeriimer 
As high i'th Ayre,as this Vothankfull King, ne 
As this Ingrate and Cankred Zullingbrooke. Ws 5 
Ner. Brother,the King bath made your Nephew mad 
- Wor. Who flrooke this heate vp after I was gone ? | 
Het. He will (forſooth)haue all my Priſoners ; wy 
And when I vrg'd the ranſom once againe 
Of my Wives Brother,rhen his cheeke look'd pale, 
And on my face he turn'd angye of death, 
Trembling even at the name of Jſortimer. 
Wor. 1] cannot blame him: was he not proclaim'd 
By Richard that dead is, the next of blood ? 
Nor. He was; I heard the Proclamation, 
And then it was, when the ynhappy Kirg _ 
( Whoſe wrongs in vs God pardon) did fer forth 
Vpon his Iriſh Expedition: | 
From whence he intgreepted, did returne 
To be depoy'd, and ſhortly murthered. 
Wor. And for whoſe death, we inthe worlds wide moutb 
Live (candaliz;d,ood fouly ſpoken of, 
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Hor, Bu ſoft Ipray you ; did King Richardthen 
Procl.ume my brother Maori imer, 
Heyre to the Crowne ? 
Nor. He die, my felfe did heare it. 

| Het. Nay then 1cannot blame his Coufin King, 
| That wiſh'd him on tie bacren Mountaines faru'd. 
Bur ſhall it be, thar you thar ſer the Crowne 

Vpon the head of this forgertull man, 

And for his lake, wore the deteſted blor 

Of murtherous ſubornation? Shall it be, 
That you a world of curſes vndergoc, 

Being the Agents, or bale ſocond meanes, 

The Cords, the Ladcer, or the Hangman rather ? 
O pardon, if that I deſcend to low, 

To ſhew the Line, and the Predicament 

Wherein you range vnder this ſubtill King, 

Shall it for ſhame, be ſpoken in thele dayes, 

Or fill vp Chronicles in time to come, 

That men of your Nob'lity and Power, 

Did gage them both in an vniuit behalfe 

(As Both of you, God pardon it, have done) 
Toput downe Richard, that ſweet louely Roſe, 

' And plant this Thorne, this Canker Pulling brooke ? 
And ſhall it in more ſhame be further ſpoken, 
That you are fool'd, diſcarded, and ſhooke oft 
'By him, for whom theſe ſhames ye vnderwent ? 
No : yet time ſerues, whercin you may redeeme 
Your baniſh'd Honors, and reftore your {clues 
Intothe good Thoughts of the world againe. 
[Revenge the geering and diſdain'd Contempt * 
Of this proud King, who ſtudies day and night 
To anſwer all the Debt he owes vnto you, 
Even with the bloody Payment of your deaths : 
| Therefore I fay ———— 
' Wor. Peace Couſin, ſay no more. 
And now I will vnclaspe a Secret booke, 

And to your quicke conceyuing Dilcontents, 
Ile reade you Matter, deepe and dangerous, 
| As full of perill and aduenturous Spirit, 
| A3to O're-walke a Current, roaring loud 
' On the vaſtedfaſt fooring of a Speare. 
| Hor. Ifhefall in, good night, or finke or {wimme: 
Send danger trom the Ealt ynto the Welt, 
So Honor croſle it from the North to South, 

And let them grapple : The blood more ftirres 
Torowzea Lyon,then to ſtart a Hare. 
| Nos. Imagination of ſome great exploit, 
Dciues him beyond the bounds of Patience. 

Het. By beauen, me thinkes it were an eaficleap, 
Toplucke bright Honor from the pale-fac'd Maone, 
Or diue into the bottome of the deepe, 
| Where Fadome-line could never touch the ground, 
And plucke vp drowned Honor by the Lockes: 

So he that doth redeeme her thence, might weare 
Without Co-rmall, all her Dignities;: 
But out ypoN this halfe-fac'd Fellowſhip, 
Wor, He apprehends a World of Figures here, 
Bnt not the forme of what he ſhould attend :; 
| God Couſin give me audience for a-while, 
Andlitro me. 
i Flor. lcry you mercy, 
} . er. Tholc tame Noble Scottes 
| Tar are your Pritoners. 
| [Tet. ile keepe them all, 
| By heaven, he ſhall not haae a Scot of them: 
No, ii a Scot would ſaue his Soule,he ſhall not. 


| 
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Ile keepe ther, by this Hand. +» 
Wor. Y ou ftart away, 
And lend no eare vnto my purpoſes, 
Thoſe Priloners you ſhall keepe, 
Hot. Nay, | will; that'sflat : 
He ſaid, he would not ranſome Mortimer » 
Forbad my tongue to ſpeake of Mortimer, 
But I will finde him when he lyes aſleepe, 
And in his eare, Ile holla Aortimer, 
Nay, Ile haue a Starling ſhall be raughtro ſpeake 
Nothing but Mortamer, and giue it him, 
To keepe his anger ſtill in motion, 
Wor, Heare you Couſin : a word, 
Hot, All tudies heere I ſolemnly defie, 


Sauce how to gall and pinch this Buſlingbrooke, 


And that ſame Sword and Buckler Prince of Wales. 
But that I thinke his Father loues him nor, 

And would be glad he met with ſome miſchance, 

I would have poyſon'd him with a pot of Ale, 

Wor. Farewell Kinſinan : Te talketo you 
When you are better temper'd to attend. 

Nor. Why what a Waſpe-tongu'd & impatient foole 
Art thou, to breake into this Womans mood, 
Tying thine eare tono tongue but thine owne ? 

Hot, Why look you, I am whipt & ſcourg'd with rods, 

Netled, and (tung with Piſmires, when I heare 
Of this vile Politician Bullengbrooke. 
In Richard; time : What de'ye call the place? 
A plague vpon't, it is in Gloufterthite ; 
'T was, where the madeap Duke his Vacle kepr, 
His Yacle Yorke, where Ifirſt bow'd my knee 

'nto this King of Smiles, this Bullmgbrooke ; 
When you 2nd he came backe from Ranenſpurgh. * 

Nor, AtBarkley Caſtle, 

Hot. You lay rue: 

Why what a caucte deale of curtefie, 
This fawning Grey- hound then did proffer me, 
Looke when bis infant Fortune came to agcy 
And gentle Harry Percy, and kinde Coufin + 
O, the Dwell cake ſuch Couzeners, God forgiuge me, 
Good Vncle tell your tale, forI hauedone, 
Wor. Nay, it you hauenot, too't againe, 
Wee ſtay your leyſure, 

Hos...] have done inſooth. 

IWor.\ Then once more to your Scottiſh Priſoners, 
Deliver thera vp without their ranſome ſtraight, 
And make the Dowglar ſonne your onely meane 
For powres in Scotland : which for divers reaſons 
| Which I hall ſend you wrirten, be aſſur'd 
Will eafily be granted you, my Lord, 

Your Sonne in Scotland being thus impl y'd, 
Shall ſecretly into the boſome cr 


| Of that ſame noble Prelare, well belou'd, 


The Archbiſhop, 
Hot. Of Yorke, is'tnot ? 
Wor. True, who beares hard 
His Brothers death at Briffow, the Lord Seroope. 
] ſpeakenot this in eftimation, 
As what I thinke might be, but what1 know 
Is mmiccesi lobe abd ſer downe, 
And onely ſtayes but co behold the face 
Of that occaſion that ſhall bring it on, 
Hot. 1 \mell it; 
Vpon my life, it will do wondrous well, 
Nor, Before the game's a-foot, thou till ler'f lip, 


Het. Why,it cannot chooſe but be aNoble plor, 


— 
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| 
| Andthen the power of Scotland,and of Yorke 
| To ioyne with Mortimer, Ha. 
Wor, And ſo they ſhall. 
Hor. Jnfaith it is exceedingly well aym'd. 
For, And 'tisno little reaſon bids vs ſpeed, 
To ſaue our heads, by raiſingof a Head * 
For, beare our ſelues as even as wecan, 
The King will zIwayes thinke him in our debr, 
And thinke, we thinke our (clues vnlatished, 
Till he hath found a time to pay ys home, 
And ſee already, how he doth beginne 
To make vs ſtrengers to his lookes of loue, 
Hot. He does, he does; wee'l be reveng'd on him. 
wor, Coufin,fatewell. No further go in this, 
Then | by Letters ſhall dire& your courſe 
When time is rip-, which will be ſodainly: 
le teale to Glendower, and loe, Mortimer, 
Where you,and Dowg/45,and our povvres at once, 
As [ will faſhion it, ſhall happily meete, 
To beare our fortunes in our owne ſtrong armes, 
Which now we hold at much vncertainty. 
Nor. Fuewell good Brother, we ſhall rhrive, I crult. 
Hot. Vncle,adicu : Olet the houres be ſhort, 
Till fields,and blowes,and grones,applaud our (port ext 


dyed. 


away. 
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2.Car. 1 ha 


an. 
Enter a Carrier with a Lantetne in hit hand. 
; 1.C#r, Heigh-ho, an't befids tance by che day, Ile be 
hang'd. Charles waine is ouer the new Chimney, and yet 
our horſenat packet. What Oltler? | 

Off. Anon,anon, 

1,Cer, I prethee Tom, beate Cuts Saddle, pur a few 
Flockes in the point : the poore Llade is wruog in the wi. 
thers,ourt of all cefſe. - 
Enter another Carrier, 

2.Car. Peaſe and Beanes are as danke here as aDog, 
and this is the next way to giue poore lades the Bottes:; 
This houſe is turned vplide downe fince Rebin the Oftler 


ſtendome;could be 


firft Cocke, \+' 
2.Car, Why, you will allo 
then weleake'in your Chimney : and your Chamber-lye | 
breeds Fleas like 8 Loach./, - . 
1.Car. What Oftler,come away,and b@havgd:come 


- 


ue a Gammon of Baconj13 
Gingerge bg delivered as facre as Charing-eroffe, 
1.Car. The Turkies in my Pannier are quite ſtarved. 
What Oftler? Aplague orrthee, haſt chomrrieuer an eyeim 
thy head? Can'ft nat heare(® And t'were notas good a 
deed as drinke, to bre#Kthepare ofthee,l am a very Vil- 
laine, Come and be hang'd, haft no faith in hee ? 
Enter Gads-hill. , 
Gad. Gond-thorrow Caniers, What's aclacke? 
Car. Icbiokeicberwy 2 clorke, | 
Gad. I prethee lend me thy Lanthorne to-ſee my Gels 


Attus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


h:s. 


1.Car. Poore fellow never ioy'd ſince the price of oats 
role, it was the death of im. | | 

2, Car. I thinke this is the mo villanous houſe in al 
London rode for Fleas: I am ſtung like a Tench; | 

1,Car. Likea Tench? There isne're-a King in Chri- 
better bir,then I hauebeene face the 


wyvsne'rea, [ourden, gnd 


i 
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| they tide vp& downe on her, and make hic their Boos, 


' 


- 


ding in the ſtable. 

1,Car. Nay ſoft I pray ye, I know a trick worth two 
of that. | 

Gad. | prethcelend me thine. 

2.Car. 1, when, canſt tell? Lend meethy Lanthorne 
(quoth.a) marry lle (ce thee hang'd firſt, 

Gad. Sirra Carrier : What time do you mean to come 
to London? at | 

2.Car, Time enough to goeto bed witha Candle, 1 
warrant thee. Come neighbour CAwugges, wee ll call vp 
the Gentlemen, they willalopg wich company, for they 
avec great charge. Exeunt 


— 


Exter Chamberlaine . | 


Gad. What ho, Chamberlaine ? 

Cham. At hand quoth Pick-purie, 

ad. That's even as fairc,as at hand quoth the Cham- 
berlaige; For thou varieft no more from picking of Pur- 
(es, then giuing direQion, doth from labouring . Thou 
lay ft theplor, how, 

(bam, Good morrow Maſter Gads- Hill, it holds cur- 
tant that I cold you yeRernight, There's a Franklin iv the 
wilde of Kent, hath brought three hundred Markes with 
him in Gold: I heard nim cell ir co one of his company laſt 
night at Supper ; a kinde of Auditor, one that hath abuas | 
dance of charge too (God knowes what) they are vp al- 
ready, and call tor }:gges and Butrer, They will away 
preſently. 

Gad. Sirra, if they tneete noe with S. Nicholas Clarks, 
lle giue thee this necke., 

(ham, No, le none of it : I'prythee keep that faxthe 
Hangman, for I know thou worſhipſtS.Nicholas ay txv- 
ly as a man of falſhood may, ' 

Gad. What talkeſt thou to me of the Hangman? If I 
hang, Ile make a fat payre of Gallowes. For, it l hang, 
old Sir /obn hangs with mee, and thou know'lt hee's no 
Scarucling, Tut, there are other Troians that F dream tt 
not of, the which (for ſport ſake) are content to doe the | 
Profeſſhon ſome grace ; that would (if matters ſhould bee 
look'd ingo) for their owne Credit lake, make all Whole. 
I am ioyned with no Foot-land-Rakers, no Long-(taffe 
hx-penny ſtrikers, none of theſe mad Muſtacliio-purple* 
hu'd-Maltwormes, but with Nobilicy, and Tranquil; 
Bourgomaſters, and great Oneyers, ſuch as can holde in, 
{uch as will ftrike ſooner then Geike - and ſpeake ſooner 
then drinke, and drinke ſooner then pray: and yec Llye, 
tor they pray continually vaco their Saint che Common-| 
wealch.z or rather, not to pray ro her, but prey on hersfor 


Cham. What,the Commonwealch thei Bootes? Will 
ſhe hold our water in foule way? 


Gad. She will,ſhe will; Iuſtice hath liquor'd her.” We | 
Rexle as in a Caſtle;cockſure: we haue the receit of Fern- | 


ſeede,we walke inviſible, 


(bam. Nay, I thinke rather, you are more beholding}| 
| to the Night, then to the Fernſced, for your walking in- 


uifible, 
Gad. Giue me thy hand, 


Thou ſhalt have a ſhare in our purpoſe, | 
| As Lam a true man. 


. Cham, Nay, tacher let mee have it, as you are afalſe 
Theefe. 
Gad, Goetoo :: Home is 3 common aame to all men. 
Bid the Oftler bring the Gelding out of the ſtabte. Fare- 


well ye muddy Knaue, Exeurnt, 


e 3 Scena | 
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Scana Secunda, 
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| Enter Prince, P oyues and Peto. 

Poines. Come ſhelter, ſhelter, I have remoued Falftafs 
Horſe,and he frets ike a gum d Veluer, 

Prim. Stand cloſe. 

Enter Falſtafſe, 
Fal. Poiner,Poines, and be hang, d Poines. 

Prin, Peace ye fat-kidney'd Raſcall,'what a brawling 
doſt thou keepe. 

Fal. W hat Pomes, Hal? 

Prin, Heis walk'd vp to the top of the hill, Ile goſeck 
him. 

Fal, T am accurttto rob in that Theefe company: that 
Raſcall hath rewoued my Hor(e,and tied him Iknow not 
where. If I cravell but foure foot by rhe ſquire further a 
foote, I ſhall breake my winde, Well, I doubr not bur 
codye a faire death for all this, if I ſcape hangiog for kil- 
ling that Rogue, Ihave torſworne his company hourely 
any time this two and twenty yeare,& yet | am bewitcht 
with the Rogues company. If the Raſcall have not given 
me medicines to make me loue him,1le behang'd;it could 
not be elſe : 1 haue drunke Medicines, Poines, Hal, a 
Plague ypon you both. Bardelph, Pets : Ile Raruc ere ] 
rob a foote further, And 'twere not as good a deede as to 
drinke, to turne True-man, and to leaue theſe Rogues, 1 
am the verieſt Varlet that ever chewed with a Tooth. 
Eight yards of yneuen ground, is threeſcore & ren miles 
afoot with me : and the ſtony-hearted Villaines knowe it 
well enough, A plague vpon't, when Theeues cannot be 
true one to another, T hey Whiſtle. 

Whew :a plague light vpon you all, Givemy Horſe you 
Rogues : giue me my Horſe,and be hang'd. 

Prin, Peace ye fat guttes, lye downe, lay thine care 
cloſe tothe ground, and liſt if thou can heare the tread of 
Trauellers, 

Fal. Have you any Leauers to lift me yp again being 


for all the coine in thy Fathers Exchequer. What a plague 
meane yeto colt me thus ? 

Prin, Thou ly'ſt,thou art not colted, thou art vncolted, 

Fal, 1 prethee good Prince Hal,belp me to my horſe, 
good Kings fonne. 

Prin, Out you Rogue, ſhall I be your Oſtler? 

Fal. Go hang thy ſelte in thine owne heire-apparant- 
Garters: If | be tane, Ile peach for this: and] have not 
| Ballads made on all, «nd lung to filchy tunes, ler a Cup of 
Sacke be my poylon: when 2 ieft is fo forward, & a foote 
too, I hate it. v 


s 


Enter Gads-hill. 


Gad. Stand. 

Fal. So | do againſt my will, 

| Pojv, O'tis our Setter, I know his yoyce * 

| Bardolfe, whatnewes ? 

Bar. Caſe ye,cale ye ; on with your Virards, there's 
| mony of the Kings comming downe the hill, *cis' going 
; tothe Kings Exchequer, 

|  Fa/.Youlic you rogue, tis going tothe Kings Twern. 


a— 


Gad, There's enoughto make ys all. 
Fa!. To he hang'd, 


—_—_— — 


Prin, You fotre ſhall front them in the narrow Lane: 
Ned and 1, will walke lower; if they ſcape from your en« 
counter,then they light on vs, 

Pero, But how many be of them ? 

Gad, Some cight or ten, 

Fal. Will they not rob ys? 

Prm, What,a Coward Sir /obn Paunch ? 

Fal. Indeed I am not [John of Gawnt your Grandfather; 
but yetno Coward, Hal. 

Prin, Wee'l leaue that to the proofe. 

Pore. Sirralacke, thy horſe ſtands behinde the bedg, 
when thon negd'ſt him, there thou ſhalt finde him. Fare- 
well,and ſtand faſt. | 

Fal, Now cannot I ſtrike him,if I ſhould be hang'd, 

Prin. Ned, where are our diſguiſes ? 

Poin, Heere hare by : Stand cloſe. 

Fal. Now my Maſters, bappy man be his dole, fay1 : 
euery man to his bufineſſe. 


Enter Traxellers, 

Tra. Come Neighbor: the boy ſhall leade our Horſes 
downe the hill : Wee'l walke a-foot a while,and caſe our 
Legges. 

Theenes, Stay. 

Tra, ]Tclubleſle vs, 


downe? lle not beare mine ownefleſh (o far atoot again, | 


'} Pom, HowtheRogueroar'd, 


Fal. Strike: down with thern, cut the villains throats; 
a whorſon Caterpillars : Bacoy-ted Kaaves, they hate vs 
youth ; d6wne with them, fleece them, 
Tra, O,we are vndonegboth we and ours for euer. 
Fal. —__ gorbcllied knaues,are you vndone? No 
ye Fat Chuffes, I would your ſtore iwwere heere, On Bz- 
c0::5 on; what ye kawuesF Yong men mult hue, you are 
Grand lutery,areye © Wee'l jure ye ifaith, 
Heere they rob thrw aud binds them. Enter the 
Prince and Poines. | 
Prin, The Thecues haue bound the True-men : Now 
could thou an& Frob the Theeues,and gomerily to Lon- 
don, it would be argument for z Weeke, Laughter for 8 
Moneth, and « good ieli for cuer. 
Pojnes. Stand cloſe, I heare them comming, 


Emer Theenes againe, 

Fal. Come my Maſters, let ys ſhare,and then tbhorſſe 
before day : and the Prince and Poynes bee nor two ar- 
rand Cowards, there's no equity ſtirring. There's no moc 
valour in that Poynes,than 1n a wilde Ducke. 

Prin, Your money. 401 5) 

Poin, Villines." 

e As they are ſharing the Prince and Poynes ſat ivpon them, 

They allrun ——_ the booty behind thems.. 

Prince, Got with much caſe. Now merrily to Horſe: 
The Theeves afe (cattred,and poſſeft with fear fo ftrong- 
| ly, that they dare not meet each othet : each takes his fel. 
| low foran Officer. Away good Ned, Falftaffe i(weates to 
| death,and Lards the leane earth as he walkes along:wer't 
| not for laughing] ſhould pitty him, | 

Execunt, 


Scena I ertia. 


I m—_—_— 


Enter Hotfpurre ſolus greading a Letter. 
But for moe owne part my Lord, 1 could bee welt contented to 


be there, in refpebt of the lowe 1 beare your houſe. 


— — 


| 


—_—  —_— 
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| He could be contented : Why is he not then?in reſpect of 
' the loue he beares our haute, He ſhewes in this, he loues 
nis owne Barae better theu he loues our houſe, Let me 
ſee ſome more. The purpoſe you wndertake is dangerous. 
| Why that's certaine :'Tis dangerous to rake a Colde, to 
| {leepe, to drinke : bur ] tell you (my Lord foole) out of 

this Nettle, Danger; we plucke this Flower, Safety, The 
purpoſe you undertake is dangerous, the Friends you hane na- 
| med vncertaine, the Trme it ſelfe vaſorted, and your whole 
Plot too light, for the connterpoize of ſo great an Oppoſition. 
Say you lo, ſay you ſo : | lay vato you againe, you are a 
ſhallow cowardly Hinde, and you Lye, What a lacke» 
braine is this? T proteft, our plot isas good a plot as euer 
was laid ; our Friend true and conſtant : A gool Plone, 
good Friends,znd full of expeQation: An excellent plot, 
very good Friends, W hat a Froſty-ſpirited rogue is this? 
Why, my Lord of Yorke commends the plot, and the 
generall covrle of the action. By this hand,it | were now 
by this Raſcall, I could braine him with his Ladies Fan. 
[s there not my Father, niy Vnckle, and my Selfe, Lord 
Eadmand Mortimer, my Lord of Torke, 1nd Owen Glendour? 
Is there not be(1des, the Dowplas ? Haue I not all their let- 
{| rers, ro meete me in Armes by the ninth of the next Mo- 
neth? and are they not (ome of them ſer forward already? 
What a Pagan Raſcall is this? AnInfidell. Ha, you ſhall 
ſee now in very lincerity of Feare and Coid heart, will he 
ro the King, and lay open all our proceedings. O,1 could 
divide my ſelfe, and goto buffers, for moving ſuch a diſh 
ofskim'd Milk with ſo honourable an Attion. Hang him, 
let him tell the King we are prepared, I will ſet torwards 
co night. 


Enter bu Lady. 


How now Kate,]I muſtleaue you within theſe two hours. 
i La, O my good Lord, why are you thus alone ? 
For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A baniſh'd woman from my Harries bed ? 
Tell me ({weer Lord) what is't that takes from thee 
Thy Rtomacke,pleaſure,and thy golden ſleepe 2 
Why doſt thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth ? 
And ſtart ſo often when thou firt't alone ? 
Why baſt chou loſt the freſh blood in thy cheekes ? 
And giuen my Treaſures and my rights of thee, 
To thicke-ey 'd mufing, and curſt melancholly ? 
In my faint-{lambers, I by thee have watcht, 
And heard thee murmore tales of Iron Warres ; 
Speake tcarmes ofmanagetothy bounding Steed, 
Cry courage to the field. And thou haſt talk'd 
Of Sallies, and Retires; Trenches, Tents, 
Of Palizadoes, Frontiers, Parapets, 
OfBabiliskes, of Canon, Culuerin, 
Of Priſoners ranſome, and of Souldiers {laine, 
And all the current of a headdy fight, 
Thy ſpirit within thee hath beene ſo at Warre, 
And « vas hath ſo beſtirr'd thee in thy ſleepe, 
That beds of {weate hath Rood vpon thy Brow, 
Like bubbles in a late-diſturbed Streame ; 
And in thy face ſtrange motions haue appear'd, 
Such as we ſee when men reſtraine their breath 
On ſome great ſodaine haſt, O what portents are theſe? 
Some heauie buſineſſe hath my Lord in hand, 
And I muſt know it: e!ſc he loues me nor, 
Hot. What ho ; Is Gilliams with the Packer gone ? 
Ser. Heis my Lord,an haure agone. 
Hot, Hath Butler brought thoſe hotles fr6 the Sheriffe? 


Pans 


—_— 
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Ser. One horſe, my Lord,he brought cuen now, 
Hot, What Horſe? A Roane,acrop care, is itnor, 
Ser. Itis my Lord. 

Hot. That Roane ſhall be my Throne. Well, 1 will 


| backe him ftraight. Eſperance, bid Butler lead him forth 


iuto the Parke. 

La. Burt heare you,my Lord. 

Hot, What ſay'ft thou my Lady ? 

La. What is it carries you away ? 

Hot, Why,my horſe(my Leuc)my horſe, 

La. Out you mad-headed Ape, a Weazell hathnot 
ſuch a deale of Spleene, as you arc roſt with, Jn ſooth lle 
know your bulinefle Harry, that [ will. I feare my Bro- 
ther Aſortimer doth (tirre about his Ticle, and hath {eat 
for you to line his enterprize. Bur if you go— 

Hot, So farre a foot, I (hall be weary, Love. 

Ls. Come,come, you P3raquito, anſwer me directly 
vnto this queſtion, that | ſhall aske. Indecde lle breake 
thy little finger Harry,if thou wilc not tel me true, 

Hot. Away ,away you trifler: Loue, I louc thee nor, 

I care not for thee Kate : this 1s no world 

To play with Mammets,andto tilt with lips. 

We muſt have bloodie Noles,and crack'd Crownes, 
And paſſe them currant too, Gods me,my horſe. 

What ſay'(t thou Kate?whart v & dt thou have with me ? 

La. Do ye not loue me? Do ye not indeed? 
Well, donot then, For fince you loue me nor, 
I will not loue my (elfe. Da you not loue me 2 
Nay,tcll me if thou ſpeak'ft inteſt, or no, 

Hot, Come, wilt thou (ce me ride? 
And when I am-a horſebacke, I will ſweare 
I loue thee infinitely. But hearke you Kate, 
I muſt not have you henceforth, queſtioa me, 
Whether I go : nor reaton whereabour. 
Whether I muſt, I mutt: and co conclude, 
This Evening muſt [ leaue thee,gentle Kate, 
I know you wiſe, bur yer no further wiſe 
Then Harry Percies wife, Conftant you are, 
Bur yet a woman ; and for ſecrecie,1 
No Lady cloter. For I will belecue 
Thou wilt nor vtter what thou do'ſt not know, 
And ſo farre wilt I truſt thee, gentle Kare. 

La. How fofarre ? 

Hot.Not an inch further. Butharke you Kate, 
Whither I go, thither ſhall you go roo : 

To &ay will ſer forth, ro morrow you, 
Will this content you Kate? 
La. It muſt of force. 


Scena Quarta. 

Enter Prince and Poines, | 

Prm. Ned,prethee come our of that fat roome,& lend 
me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Pomes, Where hait bene Hall? 

Prin, With three or foure Logger-heads, amongſt 3. 
or foureſcore Hogſheads. I haue lounded the veric baſe 
ſtring of humility. Sirra,l am ſworn brother to a leaſh of 
Drawers,and can call them by their names, as Tom, Dicke, 
and Francis. They take it already vpon their confidence, 
thact though I be but Prince of Wales, yer I am the King 
of Curteſie:reMling me flatly I am no proud lack hke Fal- 
ſtaffe,burt a Corinthian,a lad of mettle, a good boy, and 
when 1 am King of England, I ſhall command al the good 
Laddes in Eaſt-cheape, They call drinking deepe, dy- 


£Exeunt 
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| ing Scarlet ; and when you breath in your watering, then 
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try cry hemand bid you play it off, To conclude, Tam 
{o 2000 a proficient in one quarter of an houre,thatI can 
drinke with any Tinkxer'n his owne Language duringmy 
lite. Trell chee Nedgthicu haft loft much honor, that thou 
wer't not wich me in this action : but ſweet Ned,to {wee- 
ten which name of Ned, ] piue thee this peniworth of $u- 
ar, clapt eucn now 1nto- my hand by an vnder Skinker, 
one that never ſpake other Engliſh jn his life, then Fight 
ſpillngs and /1xc pence, and, Tou are welcome : with this (bril 
addition, «Anon, «Anon fir, Store a Pint of Baſtard in the 
Halfe Moome,or lo, But Ved, to drive away time till Fal. 


| ftaffe come, | prythee doe thou Aland in ſome by-roome, 


while 1 queſtion my puny Drawer, to what end hee gaue 
me the Sugar, and doneuer leaue calling France, that his 
Tale rome may be nothing but, Anon : {tep aſide, and Ile 
ſhew thee a Preſident, 
| Poines, Francs. 
Prin, Thou art perfect, 
Pom, Francs. 
| Enter Drawer. | 
Fray, Anon,anon fir ; looke downe into the Pomgar- 
net, Kalfe, | 
Prince, Come hither Frances. 
Fran, My Lord. 
Prin. How long haſt thoa to ſerve, Francis? 
Fran, Forſooth hue yeares,and as MUCH a3 tOo— 
Pom, Francis. 
Fran, Anon,anon fir. 
Prin. Fiuc yeares : Berlady along Leale for the clin- 


| king of Pewter, But Francis, dareſt thou be (o valiant, as 


to play the coward with thy Indenture, & ſhew it a faire 
paire of heeles,and run from it? 

Fran, OLord fir, He be ſworne vport all the Books in 
England,I could finde in my heart. : 

Pain, Francis, 

Fran, Anon,anon hr, 

Prin, How old art thou, Frances ? 

Fran, Let me ſee, about Michaelmas next I ſhalb com. 

Pom, Fiancis. 

Fran. Anon fic, pray youſtay alittle,my Lord, 

Prin. Nay but harke you Francis, for the Sugar thou 
gaueſt me,'twas 8 peny worth, was't not ? 

Fray, O Lord hr, I would it had bene two. 
| "Prim. 1 will giue thee for it athouſand pound : Aske 
me when thou wilt,and thou (halc haye u, 

Poin. Francis, 

Fran. Anonganon. 

Prin, Anon Francis? No Francis, but to morrow Fran. 
cis : or Francis,on thurſday:or indeed Francis when thou 
wilt. Bur Francis, 

Fran. My Lord. 

Pris, Wilt thou rob this Leatherne Terkin, Chriſtall 
button, Not-pated, Apat ring, Puke ſtocking, Caddice 
garter, Smooth tongue, Spanith pouch, 

Fran. O Lord tir, who do you meane? 

Prm. Why then your browne Baſtard is your onely 
drinke : for looke you Francis, your white Canuas doub- 
let will ſulley. In Barbary fir,it cannot come toſo much. 

Fran, What fr ? 

Poin, Francis. ' 

Prin. Away you Rogue,Goſt thou heare them call ? 

Herve they both call hi, the Drawer ſtands amazed, 
not knowing which way to go. 


Foter Vintner. 


| 


\- 


What cunning match haue you made with this ieft of the 


| call in Fa/ftaffe, Ile play Percy, andthar damn'd Brawne 


'ftab thee. 


ling ? Looketo the Gueſts withiy; My Lord, olde Sir 
Tobn wit!) halte a dozen more,are at the Coore : ſhall 11ct 
them in? 

Prix. Let then alone awhile, and then open the doore, 
Pomes, 

Enter Poines, 

Pom. Anon,anon fir. 

Prin. Sirra, Faſſtaffe and the reſt of the Theeues,are at 
the doore,ſhall we be merry? - 

Poin, As merrie as Crickets,my Lad, Put harke yee, 


Drawer ? Come,what's the iſſue ? 

Prin,] am now of all humors,that haue ſhewed them. 
ielues humors, fince the old dayes of goodman Adam, to 
the pupill age of this preſent twelue a clock ar midnight, 
Whar's a clocke Francis? 

Fran, Anon,anon fir. 

Prin, That ever this Fellow ſhould have fewer words 
then a Parrer, and yet the ſonne of a Woman, His indu- 
firy is vp-ftaires and down-ſtaires, his eloquence the par- 
cell of a reckoning. I am not yet of / ercies mind,the Hot- 
you of the North, he that killes me ſome fixe or ſeaucn 

0z.en of Scots at a Breakfaſt, waſhes his hands,and faies 
to his wite ; Fie ypon this quier life, ] want worke. O my 
ſweet Hay (ayes ſhe, how many haft thou kill'd to day? 
Gi1e my Roane horſe a drench (layes hee) and anſweres, 
ſome ftourteenegan houre afcer : a trifle,a trifle. I prethee 


ſhall play Dame Mortimer his wife, Rixo, ſayes the Erun- 
kard. Callin Ribs,call in Tallow, 


Enter Falftafe. 


Pow. Welcome Tacke, where haſt chou beene? 

Fal. A plague of all CowardsI fay,and a Vengeance} 
too, marry and Amen, Giue me a cup of Sacke Boy. Ere» 
[ leade this life long, Ile ſowe nether Rockes, and trend 
them too. A plague of all cowards. Giue me aCup of 
Sacke, Rogue, ls thereno Vertue extant? 

Prin. Diditthou never fee Titan kifſe a diſh of Butrer, 
pittifull hearted Titan that melted ar the ſweere Tale of 
the Sunne ? If chou didft, then behold that compound, 

Fal. You Regue, heere's Lime in this Sacke too:rhere 
1s nothing but Roguery to be found in Villanous man;yer 
a Cownrd is worſe then a Cup of Sack with lime, A vil- 
lanous Coward, go thy wayes old Iacke, dic when thou 
wilt,if manhood, good manhood be nor forgot vpon the 
face of the earth,then am a ſhotten Herring : there lines 
not three good men vnhang'd in England, & one of them 
is fat, and growes old,God helpe the while,s bad world 1 
lay. I would ] were a Weauer, I could (ing all manner of 
ſongs. A plague of all Coyards,I ſay Ri!l. 

Prin. How now Woolſacke, what mntter you? 

| Fal. AKings Sonne? If I donot beate thee ont of thy 
Kingdome with a dagger of Lath, and drive all thy Sub- 
ies aſore thee like a flocke of Wilde-geeſe, leneuer 
weare haire on my face more, You Prince of Wales ? 

Prin, Why you horſon round man?what's the matter ? |. 

Fal. Are you not a Coward? Anſwer me to that, and 
Poines there ? 

Prin. Yefatch paunch, and yee call mee Coward, Ile 


Fad. I call thee Coward? lle ſee thee damn'd ere I call 
the Coward: but I would giue a thouſand pound I could 
run as faſt azthoucanft, You are ſtraight enoughinthe 


| Fi, What, ſtand & thou ſtill, and hear'ft fucha cal- | ſhoulders, you care nor who ſees your backe : Call you 
thar 
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that backing of your friends? a plague vpon ſuch bac- 
king : give me them that will face me,  Giue me a Cup 
of Sack, I ama Rogue if I drunke to day. 

Prince, Q Villaine, thy Lippes are icarce wip'd, fince 
thou drunk'R laſt, 

Falft. All's one for that, 

A plague of all Cowards {t.!l,fay I. 
Prince, What's the martrer ? | 
Fal/t. W bar's tie matter? here be foure of vs, hane 
tane a thouſand pound this Morning, 

Prince, Where is it, [ack ? where is it ? 

Falft. \\ here is ic ? taken from vs, it is: a hundred 
ypon poore foure of vs. 

Prince, What, a hundred, man ? 

Falit. I am a Roguc,if I were nor at halfe Sword with 
a dozen of them rwo houres together, | have {caped by 
miracle, | am eight times thruſt through the Doubler, 
foure through the Houſe, my Buckler cut through aud 
tnrough, my Sword hackt hike a Hand-ſaw, ecce ſonwm, 
I never dealt better (ince 1 was a man: all would not doe, 
A plague of all Cowards: let them ſpeake; if they ſpeake 
more or lefſe then truth,they are villaines, and the ſonnes | 
of darkneſle. 

Prince, Speake firs,how was it ? 

Gaa. We foure let vpon (one dozen. 

Falſt, Sixtcene,at lcaft,my Lord. 

Gad. And bound them, 

Pets. No,no, they were not bound, 

Falff. You Rogue, they were bound, euery man of 
them, or I am a lew elie,an Ebrew Icw, 

Gad. As we were (hating, ſome fixe or ſeuen freſh men 
ſer vpon vs. 

Falſt. And vnbound the reſt, and then come in the 
other, 

Prince. What, fought yee with them all ? 

Falſt. All? I know not what yee call all : bur if I 
fought not with fiftic of them, I am a bunch of Radiſh: 
if there were not two or three and fiftie ypon poore olde 
lack, thenam I notwo-legg'd Creature, 

Pom, Pray Heauen, you hauc not murthered ſome of 
them, 

Falſt, Nay, that's paſt praying for, I haue pepper'd 
two of them: Twol am ſure I have payed, two Rogves 
in Buckrom Sutes. I tell thee what, Hal, jf I cell thee a 
Lye,ſpit in my face,ca!l me Horſe: thou knoweſt my olde 
word: here I lay,and thus I bore my point; foure Rogues 
in Buckrom let driue at me. 

Prince. W hat,foure? thou fayd'ſt but two,cuen now, 

Falſt, Foure Hal,] told thee foure, ' 

Pom, 1.1,he ſaid toure. 

Falſt. Theſe foure came all a-froar,and mainely thruſt 
at me; I made no more adoe, but tooke all their ſeuen 
points in wy Targuer, thus, 

Prince. Seven ? why there were but foure,cuen now. 

Falſt, Jn Buckrom, 

Poin, 1,foure,in Buckrom Sures. 

Falft, Seuen,by theſe Hilts,or I am a Villaine elſe, 

Prin, Prethee let him alone,we ſhall have more anon. 

Falft, Docft thou heare me, Hal ? 

Prin, 1,and marke thee too, /ach, 

Falſt, Doe ſo, for it 1s worth the lifining roo : theſe 
nine in Buckrom,thatI cold thee of, 

Prin. So,rwo more alreadie, 

Falſt. Their Points being broken, 

Pom. Downe fell his Hole, 

Falſt. Began to gine me ground : bur followed me | 


He drinkes. 
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cloſe,came in foot and handzang witha thought, feucn of 
theeleuen I pay d, 

Prin. O monſt:ous! eleven Buckrom men growne 
out of two? | 

Falft, But as the Deuill would have it, three miſ-be- 
gotten Knaues, in Kendall Greene, came at my Back, and 
let drive at me; tor it was ſo darke, Hel,that thou could'fi 
not (ce thy Hand. 

Prws. heſe Lyes are hkethe Father that begets them, 
groſſe as a Mountaine, open, palpable. Why thou Clay - 
brayn'd Guts,thou Knotty-paced Foole,thou Horilonob- 
{cene greatic Tallow Catch. 

Faijſt, What,att thou mad? artthoumad ? is not the 
truth, the truth ? 

Prin, Why, how could'ft thou know theſe men in 
Kendall Greene, when it was to darke, thou could'tt not 
lee thy Hand 2 Coine,cell vs your realon:what ſay'ft thou 
to this ? 

Poin, Come, your reaſon /ach, your reaſon, 

Falſt, \What,vpon compulhon ? No: were I at the 
Strappado, orall the Racks in the World, 1 would not 
tell you on compulſion, Gue you a reaſon on compulti- 
on? It Realons were asplentic as Black-berries,l would } 


| givenamana Reaſon ypon compultiong!, 


* Prin. Ile beno longer guiltie of this kane, This ſan- 


guine Coward,this Bed-prefier,this Horl-back-breaker, 
this huge Hill of Fleſh, 

Faift. Away youScarueling,you Elfe-skin,you dried 
Neats tongue, Bulles-pi{{cll, youſtocke-fith:O for brerh 
roviter, What is ike thee? You Tailors yard, you ſheath 
you Bow-caſe,you vile ftanding tucke. 

Prin. Well, breath a-while,and then to't againe* and 
when thoy haſt ryr dthy ſelfe in baſe comparitons, heare 
me ſpeake bur thus. 

Poin, Marke lacke, 

Prin, We rwo,ſaw you foure fet on foure and bound 
them,and were Maſters of their Wealth ; mark now bow 
a plaine Tale ſhall put you downe. Then did we two, ſer 
on you foure,znd with a word, ourfac'd you from your 
prize,and haue it : yea,and can ſhew it you 1n the Houle . 
And Falſtaffe,you caried your Guts away as nimbly,with 
as quicke dexteritic,and roared for mercy, and (ti!] ranne 
and roar'd, as cuer I heard Bull-.Calfe, What a Slaueart 
thou, to hacke thy {word as thou haſt done, and then fay 
it was in fight, What trick? what deuicel? what ſtarting 
hole canſt thou now find our,to hide thee trom this open 
and apparant ſhame? 

Poines, Come, let's heare Iacke : What tricke haſt 
thou now ? | 

Fal. knew ye as well as he that made ye. Why heare 
yemy Maſters, was it for me to kill the Heice apparant ? 
Should [ turne ypon the true Prince? Why,thou knoweſt 
] am as valiant as Herewles : but beware InftinR, the Lion 
will not touch the true Prince : Inſtinct is a great macter. 
I was a Coward 6n Inftin&: | ſhall chinke the better of 
my ſelfe, and thee, during my lite: I, fora valiant Lion, 
and thou for a true Prince, But Lads, I am glad you haue 
th: Mony. Hoſtelle,clap to the doores: watch to night, 
pray tomorrow, Gallants, Lads,Boyes, Harts of Gold, 
#l the good Titles of Fellowſhip cometo you , Whar, 
(hall we be merry? ſhall we haue a Play extempory. 

Prin, Content,and the argument ſhall be, thy runing 
away. 

Fal. A,no more of that Hal,and thou loueſt me, 

Enter Hoſteſſe. 

Hoſt, My Lord, the Prince? 

; Prin. 
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Prin. tlow now my Lady the Hottcfle , 
thour» Te? 

tel/eſſe. Matry,my Lord, there is a Noble man of the 
Court at dooare would {peake with you; hee 1ayes,hee 
comes trom your Father, 

rm, Giue lim as much as will make Fim a Royall 
man.21d ſend him backe againe ro my Mother, 

Falff. What manner of man 1s hee ? 

Hoſleſſe. An old man. 

F als, What doth Gravitie out of bis Bed at Midnight? 
Shall j giue him his antwere ? 

Prin. Prethee dove lacke. 

Falſt. 'Faith,and lle {er:d him packing. Exit. 

Prince, Now Sits : you fouglt faire; fo did you 
Peto, {o did you Bards! : you are Lyons too, you ranne 
away vpon inſtint: you will not crouch the true Prince; 
no, he. 

Bard. 'Faith,I ranne when I ſaw others runne. 

Prin. Tell mec now in carnett, how came Falſtafſes 
$word fo hackt ? 

Peto. Why,he hackt it with his Dagger, and ſaid, het 
would {weare truth out of England, buc hee would make 
you belceue it was done in fight,and perfwaded vs to doe 
the like, ' : 

Bard, Yea,andto tickle otir Noſes with Spear-graſle, 
to make them bleed, and then to beſlubber our garments 
with it, and {weare it was the blood of true men, I did 
that I did not this ſcuen yeeres betore, I bluſht to heare 
his monſtrous devices, | 

Prin. 'O Villtine, thou toleſt a Cup of Sxcke eigh- 
teene yeeres agoc, and wert taken with the manner, and 
euer ſince thou haft bluſht egtempere : thou ladlt fire 


| and ſword on thy fide,and yet thou ranſt away ; what 


inſtin& had chou for it ? 
Bard. My Lord, doe you lee theſe Meteors ? doe you 
behold theſe Exbalations ? 
Prin, I doe. 
Bard, Whar thinke you they portend ? 
Prin. Hot Liuers,and cold Putſes, 
Bard, Cholcr,my Lord,it rightly taken, 
Prin. No,if rightly taken Halter, 


Enter Falſtaffc. 


|| Heere comes leane lacks, heere comes bare-bone. How 


now my {ſweet Creature of Bombaſt, how long 1s'r agoe, 
[acke,hnce thou ſaw'li thine owne Kiee ? 

Falft, My owne Knee ? When I was about thy yeeres 
(Hal) 1 was not an Eagles Talent in the Wafte, ] could 
haue crept into any Aldermans Thumbe-Ring: a plague 
of lighing and griefe, it blowes a man vp like a Bladder, 
There's villanous Newes abroad : heere was Sir /oby 
Braby from your Father ; you muſt goe to the Court in 
the Morning, The ſame mad fellow of the North, Percy; 
and hee of Wales, that gaue eAmamon the Baitinado, 
and made Lucifer Cuckold, and (wore the Deuill his true 
Liege-man vpon the Crofle of a Welch-hooke ; what a 
plaguecall you him? 

Pain. O, G /endower, 

Falſt. Owen, Owen ; the ſame, and his Sonne in Law 
Mortimer, and old Nerthwmberland, and the ſprightly 
Scot of Scots, Dowelas, that runnes a Horie-backe vp a 
Hill perpendicular. 

Prin. Hee that rides at high ſpeede,and with a Piftoll 
Kills x Spartow tiving. | 

4 alf$. You lauc hut it. 


what ſay'ſt | 
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Prin, So did he never the Sparrow, 

Falſt, Well, that Raſcall hath good mettall in him, 
hee will not runne. 

Prin, W hy,what a Raſcall art thouthen,to prayſe him 
ſo for running? 

Faiff. A Horſe-backe (ye Cuckoe) but a foot hee will 
not budge a foot, 

Prin. Yes Jacke,vpon inſtin&. 

Falſt. 1 ggant ye,vpon inſtin&t: Well,hee is there too, 
and one CMordake, and, a thouſand blew-Cappes more, 
Iworceſter is Rolne away by Night : thy Fathers Beard is 
turr”d white with the Newes ; you may buy Land now 
as cheape as ſtinking Mackrell, 

Prm. Then'*tis lfe;if there come a hot Sunne,and this 
ciuill bufferting hold, wee ſhall buy Maiden-hcads as 
they buy Hob-nayles,by the Hundreds, 

Falſt. 3y the Maſſe 9x06 lay'ſtrrue,it is ke wee 
ſhall have good trading that way, Bur tell me Hal, art 
not thou horrible afear'd? thou being Heire apparanr, 
could the Worid picke thee out three ſuch Enemyes a- 
paine, as that Fiend Dowglas, that Spirit Percy, and that 
Deuill Glezdower? Art not thou horrible afraid? Doth 
not thy bleod thr. Jl at ite? 

Prin. Not a whit: 1 lacke ſome of chy inſtin&, 

Falft. \Well,thou wilt be horrible chidde co morrow, 
when thou commelt to thy Father: it thou doe loue me, 
practiſe an anſweie, 

Prin, Doethou ſtand for my Father,and examine mee 
ypon the particulars of iy Lite, 

Falſt. Shall 1? coment : This Chayre ſhall bee my 
State, this Dagger wy Scepter, and this Cuſhion my 
Crowne. 

Prm. Thy State is taken for 8 [oyn'd-Stoole,thy Gol- 
den Sceptet tora Leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich 
Crowne, tor a pittitull dald Crowne, 

Fa(st, \Vell,and the fire of Grace be not quite our off 
thee. now ſhalt thon be moued, Giue me a Cup of Sacke 
to make mine eyes looke redde, that it may be thought ] 
have wepr, for } muſt ſpeake 1n patſion, and 1 will doe ir 
in King Camby ſes vaine, 

Prim, Well,heere 1s my Legge. 

Falit. And heere 1s my ſpeech: ſtand alide Nobilicie, 

Fofl:ſſe. This is excellent {port, yfaith, 

Falſt. Weepe not, {weet Queene,, for trickling teares 
are vaine, 

Hoſteſſe. O the Father, how hee holdes his counte- 
nance? 

Falſt.For Gods ſake Lords,conuey my truſtfull Queen, 
For teares doe ſtop the floud-gates of her eyes, 

Hoſteſſe. O rare,he doth it as like one of theſe harlotry 
Players,as cuer ] ice, 

Fal/t, Perce good Pint-por,peace good Tickle: braine. 
Harry, 1 doe not onely maruell where thou ſpendeſt thy 
time; but allo, how thou art accompanied : For though 
the Camomile,the more it is troden,the fafter it growes; 
yer Youth, the more it is waſted, the ſooner it weares, 
Thou art my Sonne : I haue parily thy Mothers Word, 
partly my Opinjon ; but chiefely, a villanous zricke of 
thine Eye,and a fooliſh hanging of thy necher Lippe,that 


. 
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; doth warrant me, If then thou be Sonne to mee, hecre 


lyeth the point : why, being Sonne to me, art thou (o 
poynted at ? Shall the bleſſed Sonne of Heaven prove a 
Micher, and cate Black-berryes ? a queſtion not to bee 
askt. Shall the Sonne of England proue a Theefe, and 
take Purſes ? aqueftion co be askt, There is a thing, 
Harry;which thou haſt often heard of, and 1t is knowne to 

| many | 


et. Ai. 
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' many in our Land, by the Name of Pitch: this Pitch (as 
' ancient Writers doe report )doth defile;ſo doth the com- 
' panie thou keepeft : for Harry, now I doe not ſpeake to 
; thee in Drinke,but in Teares; not in Pleaſure,but in Paſ- 

hon ; not in Words onely, but in Woes alſo: and yer 
| ! 

there 1s a vertuous man, whom 1 have often noted in thy 
companie,but I know not his Name. 

Prin. What manner of man, and it like your Ma- 
ieſtie ? 

Falſt. A goodly portly man yfaith, and a corpulent, 
of a chearefull Looke, a pleahing Eye, and a molt noble 
Carriage, and as I chinke,his age ſome fiftie, or(byrlady) 
inclining to threeſcore ; and now | remember mee, his 
Name is Falſtaffe : if that man ſhould be lewdly giuen, 
hee deceiues mce ; for Harry, I fee Vertve in his Lookes. 
If then the Tree may be knowne by the Fruit, as the Fruit 
by the Tree,then peremptorily | ſpeake it, there is Vertue 
in that Fa!ſtaffe : him keepe with, the rett baniſh. And 
tell mec now, thou naughne Varie:, tell mee, where haſt 
thou beene this moneth 2 

Prin. Do'tthou ſpeake like a King ? doe thou ftand 
for mee, and lle play my Father. 

Falft. Depoſe me 2 if thou do'Rt it halfe ſo gravely, ſo 
maieftically,boch in word and martter,hang me vp by the 
heeles for a Rabber-ſucker,or a Poulters Hare. 

Prin. Well,hecre I am ſer. 

Falſt. And heere [ fand: judge my Maſters. 

Prim. Now Harry,whence come you ? 

. Falſſ. My Noble Lord, from Eaſt-cheape, 

Prim. The complaints I heare of thee,are grieuous, 

Falfh, Yfaith, my Lord, they are falſe ; Nay, lle tickle 
ye fora young Prince, 

Prim. Sweareft thou, vngracious Boy ? henceforth 
ne're looke or: me: thou art violently carryed away from 
Grace : there is a Devill haunts thee,in the l:1kenefle of a 
tarold Man; a Tuone of Man is thy Companion: Why 
do'ſt thou converſe with thac Trunke of Humors, that 
Boulting-Hutch of Beaftlineſſe, that ſwolne Parcell of 
Drophes, that huge Bombard of Sacke,that tuft Cloake- 
bagge of Guts, that rofted Manning Tree Oxe with the 
Pudding in his Belly, that reverend Vice, that grey Ini- 
quitie, that Father Ruffan, that Vanitic in yeeres? where+ 
in is he good, burttoraſte Sacke, and drinke it ? wherein 
neat and cleanly,but to carue a Capon,and eat it? where- 
in Cunning, but in Cratt ? wherein Craftie, bur in Vill:» 
nie? wherein Villanous, but jn all chings ? wherein wor» 
chy,but in nothing 2 

Falft, I would your Grace would take me with you: 
whom meanes your Grace 2 

Prince. That villanous- abhominable mis-leader of 
Youth, Falfteffe, that old white-bearded Sathan.. 

Falft, My Lord,the man ] know, 

Prince. | know thou do'fts 

Faljt. Bur to ſay, | know more harme in him then in 
my ſelfe,were to ſay more then] know, That hee is olde 
(the more the pittie) his white bayres doe witneſle it; 
but that hee is (ſaving. your reverence) a Whore-ma- 


| 
E 


| ter, that 1 vrterly deny. If Sacke and Sugar bee a faule, 


| Heauen helpe the Wicked: if to be olde and merry,be a 
finne,then mmy an olde Hofte that I know, is dama'd: 
if ro be far; be to be hated, then Pharaohs leane Kine are 
to be loued, No, my gond-Lord, baniſh Pers, baniſt 
Bardelph, baniſh Poines : but for ſweete [ache Falitaffe, 
kinde [ache Falttaſſe,rruc Tacky Falitaffe, valiant Jacke Fal- 
ftaffe,and therefore more valiant,being as hee is olde Jack, 
Falitaffs, bariſhinot him thy Harrjzs companie, baniſh 
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not him thy Harrye: companic; baniſh plum lacke,aud 
baniſh all the World. A 
Prince, I doe, I will. 


Enter Bardslph running. | 
Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sherife, with a moſt | 


moſt monſtrous Watch, is at the doore. 
Falſt. Out you Rogue,play out the Play:I have much 
to ſay inthe behalfe of chat Falſftafe. 


Enter the Hoſteſſe. 


Hoiteſſe. O, my Lord, my Lord. 
Faſt. Heigh, heigh, the Deuill rides ypon a Fiddle- 
ſicke : what's the matter 2 

Heſteſſe. The Sherife and all the Watch are at thef 
doore: they are come to ſearch the Houſe, ſhall I ler 
them in? 

Faiſt. Do'ſt thou heare Hal, neuer call atrue peece of 
Gold a Counterfeit : thou art efſentially made, withour } 
ſeeming lo. 

Prince, And thou a naturall Coward, without in- 
ſin, | 

Falſt. 1 deny your eater : if you will deny the 
Sherife,ſo : if not, let himenter. If 1 become not a Cart 
as well as another man, a plague on my bringing vp : 1 
hope I ſhall as ſoone be ſtrangled with a Halter, as ano» 
ther, as 

Prince. Goe hide thee behinde the Arras, the re 
walke vp aboue. Now my Maſters, for a true Face and 
good Confcience. | 

Falſt. Both which Ihaue had : but their date is out; 


and therefore Ile hide me, Exit, | 
Prince, Call in the Sherife. | 
Enter Sherife and tbe Carrier, 


Prince. Now Mafter Sherife, what is your will with | 
mee ? ' 
She. Firſt pardon me,my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath | 
tollowed certaine men vato this houſe. of | 
Prince, WV hat men? ©, | 
She. One of them is well knowne,my gracious Lord, 
a g:oſſe fat man, ; | 
Car. As facas Butter. + | 
Prince. The man,I doe aſſure you,is not heerey- 
For I my lelfe at this time have imploy'd him: - 
And Sherife,[ will engage my word to thee, 
That I wilt by ro morrow Dinner time, | 
Send himto anſ{were thee, or any man, 
For any thing he (hall be charg'd withall :/ +, ; 2: 3+ 
And ſo let me entreat you, leaue the houſe, | 1, | 
She. I will;my Lord: thereare ewo Gentlemen." , 
Haue in this Robberie loſt three hundredMarkes.' - ; 
Prince, It may be ſo : if he have robb\drheſgmen 
He ſhall be an{werable: and ſo farewell. : 
She. Good Night,my Noble Lord. 
Prince. 1 thinke it is good Morrow,isienot?  -- | 
She. Indeede,my Lord, I thinke - berwoa Clocke, | 
| xt. | 
Prince, This oyly Rafcall is knowne as well as Poules? 
goe call him forth, IS. 
Pets. Falſtaffe ? faſt aſleepe behinde the Arras, and 
ſnorting hike zHorſe. Tak | 
Prince, tarke, how hard he fetches breath ſearch his 
Pockers. He 
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He ſearcheth his Pockets , and findeth 
certame Papers. 
Prince. What haſt thou found r 
Peto. Nothing but Papers, my Lord. 
Prince, Let's ire, what be they ? reade them, 


Pero, Item,a Capon, 11.$,11.d. 
Irem, Sawce. Itii.d. 
Item,Sacke,two Gallons, V.S. Yiii.d, 
Item,Anchouts and Sacke after Supper. 11.8, vi.d, 
Item Bread. ob. 


Prince. O monſtrons, but one halfe penny-worth of 
Bread to this intollerable deale of Sacke 2 Whar there is 
elſe,keepe cloſe, wee'le reade it at more aduantag 2: there 
let him ſleepe till day. Neto the Court in the Morning : 
Wee muſt all to the Warres,and thy place ſhall be hono- 
rable. Ile procute this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, 
and ] know his death will be a Match of Tweluc-ſcore, 
The Money ſhall be pay'd backe againe with aduantage, 
Be with me berimes in the Morning : and fo good mor- 
row Peto. 

Peto, Good morrow,good my Lord, 


Exennt, 


—_——— 
_— —— 
— —— 


Afus Tertius. Scena Prima, 


Enter Hotſpurre, Worceſter, Lord Mortimer, 
Owen Glendower, 


Mort. Theſe promiſes are faire, the parties ſure, 

And our induQion fuil of proſperous hope. 
Earp. Lord Mortimer, and Coulin Glendower, 
Will you fit downe ? 
And Vnckle Worceſter ; a plague vpon it, 
] baue forgot the Mappe, 
Glend. Noghereitis: 
Sit Coufin Percy,fit good Couſin Horſpurve : 
For by that Naine,as oft as Laxcafter doth ſpeake of you, 
His Cheekes looke pale,and with a ring figh, 
He wiſheth you in Heauen. 

Hotſp. And you in Hell,as oft as he heares Owen Glen- 
dewer (poke of. 

Glend. 1 cannot blame him : Ar my Nartiuitie, 

The front of Heauen was full of ferie ſhapes, 
Of burning Creſſers : and at my Birth, 

The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak'd like a Coward, 

Hotſþ. \Why ſoit would hauedone atthe ſame ſeaſon, 
if your Mothers Cart had but kitten'd, though your (elfe 
had never beene borne. 

Glend, 1 tay the Earth did ſhake when I was borne. 
Hotſh; And 1 ſay the Earth was not of my minde, 
If you ſuppoſe, as fearing you,it ſhooke, 

Glewd; The Heauens were all on fire, the Earth did 
tremble, 

He:þ. Oh, then the Earth ſhooke 

To (ce the Heaver3 orvfire,,. 

Andnor infrareef your Natiuitie, 

Diſeaſed Nature oftentimes breakes forth 

In irange eruptions ; and the teeming Earth 

Ts with a kinde of Colhck pinche and vexr, 

By the wprifoning of varuly Winde 

Within her Woembe: which for enlargement firiving, 
[Shakes the o1d Beldame Earth,and tombles downe 


| 


| 


— 
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Steeples,and ms 2058 Towers. Ar your Sirth, 
Our Grandam Earth, hauing this diſtemperature, 
In paſſion ſhooke, 
Glend, Couſin : of many men 
1 doe not beare theſe Croffings : Giue me leave 
To cell you once againe, that at my Birth 
The front of Heauen was full of fierie ſhapes, 
The Goates ranne from the Mountaines,and the Heards 
Were ſtrangely clamorous to the frighted fields; 
Theſe fignes have markt me extraordinarie, 
And all the courſes of my Life doe ſhew, 
I amnot in the Roll of common men, 
Where is the Living,chpt in with the Sea, | 
That chides the Bankes of England, Scotland,and Wales, 
Which calls me Pupill,or hath read to me ? 
And bring him out, that is but Womans Sonne, 
Can trace me in the tedious wayes of Art, 
And hold me pace in deepe experiments. 
Horfp, I thinke there's no man ſpeakes berter Welſh :- 
Ile to Dinner, 6 
Mort. Peace Couſin Percy, you will make him mad. 
Giend, 1 can call Spirits from the vaſtie Deepe. 
Hotſþp. Why to can I,orſo can any man: 
But will they come, when you doe call for them ? 
- _— Why,1I can wack thee,Couſin,to command the 
eul!, 
Hotſþ.And T can teach thee, Couſin,to ſhame the Deuil, 
By telling truth, Tell rrath, and ſhame the Denill. 
It thou haue power to rayte him bring him hither, 
And Ile be {worne, I haue power to ſhame him hegce, 
Oh, white you liue, tell truth, and ſhame the Deuill. 
—_ Come, come, no more of this vnprofitable 
at. 
G:end. Three times hath Hewry Bullingbrooke made head 
Againſt my Power: thrice from the Banks of Wye, 
And {andy-bottom'd Severne, haue I hent him 
Bootlefſe home,znd Weather-bearen backe. 
Hoifp. Home without Bootes 
And in toule Weather roo, 
How ſcapes he Agues in the Deuils name? 
Glend. Come, heere's the Mappe: 
Shall wee diuide our Right, 
According to our three-fold orderra'ne ? 
Mort. The Arch-Deacon hath divided it 
Into three Limits,very equally : 
England, from Trent, and Seu-rne.bicherro, 
By South and Eaſt is to my part afſign'd: 
All Weſtward, Wales, beyond the Seuerne ſhore, 
And all the fertile Land within that bound, 
To Owen Glendower - And deare Couze,to you 
The remnant Northward, lying off from Treo, 
And our Indentures Tripartice are drawne : 
Which being ſealed enterchangeably, 
(A Bufinefſe that this Night may execute} 
To morrow, Couſin Percy,you and I, 
And my good Lord of Worceftez,will ſet forth, 
To meete your Father,and the Scottiſh Power, 
As is appointed vs at Shrewsbury. 
My Father Glendower is not readic yet, 
Nor ſhall wee neede his helpe theſe fourereene dayes : 
Within that ſpace, you may haue drawne together 
Your Tenants, Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen, 
Glend, A ſhorter time ſhall ſend me to you, Lords : 
And in my ConduR ſhall vour Ladies come, 
From whom you now mafttesle,and rake no leave, 


For there will be « World of W ter ſhed, 


Vpen 
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. | Ile haue the Currant in this place damin'd yp, 


| 


| Thetinf Part of K ing Henry the: Fourth.” 


Vpon ithe parting of your Wiues and you, 
Hotſþh, Methinks my Moity, North from Burton here, 

Tn quantitie equals aot one of yours : 

Sec,how this Riuer comes me cranking in, 

And cuts me fromthe beſt of all my Land, 

A huge halfe Moone, a monfirous Cantle our, 


And here the [mug and Silver Trent ſhall ruane, 
In anew Channel, faire and evenly : . 
It ſhall not winde with ſuchadeepe indent, 
To rob me of fo rich a Bortrome here, 

Glend, Not winde? it ſhall, it muſt, you ſee it doth. 

Aort, Yea, but marke how he bcares his courſe, 
And runnes me vp, with like aduantage on theorther lide, 
Gelding the oppoſed Continent as much, 
As on the other fide 1t takes from you, 

Wore. Yez,but a little Charge will crench him here, 
And on this North ie winnethis Cape of Land, 
And then he runes ſtraight and even, 

Hotſþ. lie hue it fo,a little Charge will doe it, 

Glend, Ile not haue i talker d, 

Hotff, Will not you? 

Glend, No, nor you ſhall nor, 

Hotſh, W ho ſhall ſay me nay ? 

Glend, Why,that will I, 


A I Roo a 


Hot}. Lect menot vnderſtand you then, ſpeake it in 
Wellh. 
Glend, Ican ſpeake Englh, Lord,as well as you: 
For I was trayn'd vp inthe Engliſh Court; 
Where, being but young, I framed to the Harpe 
Many an Epgliſh PR Oay well, 
And gaue the Tongue a helpetull Ornament ; 


1 
A Vertuethat was never ſcene in you, 


Hot, Marry,and I am glad of it with all my heart, 
T had rather be a Kitten, and cry mew, 
Then one of theſe lame Meeter Ballad-mongers : 
I had rather heare a Brazen Candleſtick turn'd, 
Or a dry Wheele grate onthe Axle-tree, 
And that world ſet my teeth nothing an edge, 
Nothing ſo much, as mincing Poerrie; 
Tis ike the forc't gate of a ſhuffling Nagge. 

Glend, Come,you ſhall have Trent curn'd, 

Hotſþ. 1 doe not care: Ile giue thrice ſo much Land 
To any well-deſerving friend ; 
But in the way of Bargaine,marke ye me, 
[le cauill on the ninti part of a hayre, 
Ate the Indentures drawne? ſhall we be gone? 

3lend. The Moone ſhines faire, 

You may away by Night : 
Ile haſte the Writer; and withall, 
Breake with your Wiues,of your departure hence: 
I am afraid my Daughter will runne madde, 
So much ſhe doteth on her Afortimer, Exit. 


q 


| 


; 


Mort. Fie, Couſin Percy, how you crofſe my Fa- 
ther. | 

FUR I cannot chuſe,:. ſometime he angers me, 
With tei:ing me of the Moldwarpe and.the Ant, 
Of the Dreamer CHerhn, and his Prophecies; 


And of a Dragon, and a fiuneJdeſle Filth, 


Aclip-wing'd Grifha,and a moulten Rauen A 
A couching Lyon,and a ramping Cat, .. 
And ſuch 8 deale of skimble-skamble Szuff;, 
As puts me from my Faith, Lrell you what, A 
He held me laſt Night,at leaft,nine howres,,,, _ þ 
In reckning vp che ſeverall Devils _— i: 

Thar were his LRCQUIPGA : 


- 
wes w—* 


| One that no perſwaſion can doe good vpen, 


—— A ———  — | 


I cry'd hum, and well, goe too, 
But mark'd himnot a word, O,he is as tedious 
As a tyred Horſe, a rayling Wite, 


Worte then a (moakie Houle, I had rather live {. 


With Cheeſe and Garlick ina Windmill farce, | 
Then feede on Cares,and have him talke co me, 
In any Summer-Houle in Chriftendome, 

Mort. In faith he was a worthy Gentletman, 
Exceeding well read,and profited, 
In ftrange Concealcinents : 
Valiant as a Lyon,and wondrous affable, 
And as bountifull, as Mynes ot lodia, 
Shall I tell you, Coulin, 
He holds your temper ina highreſpeQ, 
And curbes himlelfe,cuen of his naturall ſcope, 
When you doe croſſe his humor:  taith he docs, 
I warrant you,that man is nor aline, 
Might {o have tempted him, 2s you have done, 
Wirhour the rafte of danger,and reproofe: 
Bur doe not vſe it oft, let me entreat you, 

Were, Infaicth,my Lord,you are too wilfull blame, | 
And fince your comming hither,haue done enough, 
To pur him quite beſides his patience. 
You mult needes learne, Lord,to amend this fault: 
Though ſometimes it ſhew Greatnefſe ;Courage;Blood, 
And that's the deareit grace it renders you; 
Yet oftentimes it doth preſent harſh Rage, 
Defect of Manners, want of Government, 
Pride, Haughtinefſe,Opinion,and DiſCaine : 
The leaſt of which,haunting a Nobleman, 
Loſeth mens hearts,and leaves behince a ftayne 
Vpon the beautie of all parts befides, 
Beguiling them of commendation, 

Hotſþp. Well, l am (chool'd : 
Good-manners be your ſperde ; 
Heere come your Wiuez,and let ys take ourleaucs 


Enter Glendower, with the Ladits. | 


More. This is the deadly ſpight,that angers me, 
My Wife can ſpeake no Engliſh, I no Welſh, 
Glend.My Daughter weepes, hee'le not part with you, 
Shce'le be a Souldier too, ſhe&tle tothe Wartes, 
Mort. Good Father tell her; that ſhe and my. Aunt Percy 
Shall follow un your Condu& ſpeedily, 


Glendower ſpeakes to her in Welſh, and Be an an 


ſweres him in the ſame, 


Glerd, Shee i is deſperate heere : 
A pecuiſh ſelfe-will'd Harlotry, 


The Lady ſpeaker in wellh. 


Mort. Ivnderſtand thy Lookes: chat pretty Welh | 
Which thoupowr't down from theſe ſwelling —_ 
I amtoo perfeR in: and but for ſhame, - -- 

In ſuch a parley ſhould I anſwere thee, 


The Lady againe in Welſh 


Afort. I vnderftand thy Kiſſes,and a+ 40h 
And thar's a feeling diſputation : | 
Bucl will neverbe a T ruant; Loue, - 
Till I hauelearn'd thy Language: for thy tongue 


Makes 


E- _— —_ DS > Sa 


'N,4 21 Wee 9m EPOY _ —_ 
J'} (| 62 The Firſt Tart of K ing Henry the Fourth. = | 
4 | i! Makes Wellb as ſweet as Ditties highly penn'd, within theſe two howres: and fo come in, when yee 
j | 4. M | Sung, by a faire Queene in a Summers Bowre, will, Ext. 
Y | | With rauiſhing Diuthon to her Lute, Glend. Come,come, Lor d Afortimer,you are as flow, 
MA Glend. Nay it chou melt,then will ſhe runne madde. As hot Lord Percy is on fire to goe. 
| 4} if | By this our Booke is drawne : wee'le bur ſeale, 
{ It | The Lady fpeakes avaine in Welſh. And then to Horſe immediately, 
Wh # Mort, With all my heart, Exemnt . 
wy i eAtort. O,1 am Ignorance it ſelfe in this, - | 
| {4 Glend. She bids you, bs 1-5 lee bir s'= 
111 On the wanton Ruſhes lay you downe, | 
i ws And reſt your gentle Head vpon her Lappe, ; SLANG Secunda, 
þ. | l = * And ſhe will Gng the Song that pleaſerh you, 
1 | , | And on your Eyc-lids Crowne the God of Sleepe, FE FOR DIED 
* Þ Charming your blood with pleaſing heavineſle ; Enter the King , Prince of Wales and others. 
h A. Making ſuch difference betwixt Wake and Slcepe, 
1 As is the difference betwixt Day and Night, King. Lords, giue ys leaue: 
| L. The houre before the wr” 699 <e"Y Teeme The Prince of Wales,and I, 
"0. Begins his Golden Progreſſe whe Eaſt. Muſt baue ſome priuate conference : 
7% F. eAort, With all my heart Le fit,and heare her ſing: Bur be neere at hand, 
 » $%S By that time will our Booke,] chinke,be drawne, For wee ſhall preſently have neede of you, 
"> Glend, Doe io: Exennt Lords. 
' And thoſe Muſitians that ſhail play to you, I know not whether Heaven will haue it ſo, 
|. '& Hang in the Ayre a thouſand Leagues from thence; For ſome diſpleaſing ſeruice I have done; 
HI q; ' And ſtraight they ſhall be here : tir, and atrend. | Thar in tus ſecret Doome, out of my Blood, 
*: bl ... Hotfp. Come Kare,thou art perte&t in lying downe : Hee'le breede Revengement,and a Scourge for me: 
: 110 Come, quicke, quicke, that 1 may lay my Head in thy | But thou do'ſt in thy paſſages of Life, 
JH [i - Lappe. Make me beleecue,that thou art onely mark'd 
War if | Lady, Goe,ye giddy-Goole. For the hot vengeance, and the Rod ofheauen 
4 To puniſh my Miftreadings, Tell meellc, 
| | | The (Mnaſiche player. Could ſuch inordinate andlow deſires, 
| 8 | # Such poore,ſuch bare, ſuch lewd,ſuch meane attempts, 
j Fe Þ, Hotſþ. Now I perceiue the Deuill vnderſtands Welſh, | Such barren pleaſures, rude ſocietie, | 
| it f And *tis no maruell he is ſo humorous: . As thou art matche withall,and grafted roo, 
27,1 } Byrlady hee's a good MUfitian, Accompaniethe greatneſle of thy blood, 
'. 1 Lady. Then would you be nothing but Muſicall, And hold their leuell with thy Princely heart ? | 
| _ For you are altogether gouerned by humors : | Prince. Sopleale your Maieſty, I would 1 could 
7. T3 Lye till ye ſheefe,and heare the Lady fing in Welſh, Quit all offences with as cleare excuſe, 
d Is LH Hotfp. 1 had rather heare {Lady) my Brach howle in | As well a8 I am doubtlefle I can purge 
| j i j Iriſh. My ſelfe of many I am charg'd withall : 
; Lady. Would'ſt have thy Head broken? Yer ſuch extenuationlet me bepge, 
| bo | Hoiſþp. No. As in reproofe of many Tales deuis'd, 
#Þ Lady. Then be ill. Which oft the Eare of Greatpeſle needes muſt heare, 
i We Hotfp. Neyther,'tis 3 Womans tault, By ſmiling Pick-chankes, and baſe Newes-mongers; 
iP | Laaz. Now Godhelpe thee, I may for ſome things true, wherein my yourh 
| | 88 Hotrfp. Tothe Welſh Ladies Bed, Hath faultie wandred,and irregular, 
| ' Lady. What's that ? | Finde pardon on my true ſubmiſſion, 
\ | 4 Hetfh. Peace,(bce fings. King. Heauen pardon thee : 
we. | Yet let me wonder, Harry, 
j # . Heere the Lady ſings a Welſh Soug. Ac thy affeftions, which doe hold a Wing 
| ; ; Quite from the flight of all thy anceſtors, 
| |. Hot, Come, Ile haue your Song too, Thy place in Councell thou haft rudely loſt, 
kt. Lady. Not mine,in good footh, Which by thy younger Brother is ſupply'de ; 
INTE" © Hotþ. Not yours, in good ſooth ? And art almoſt an alien to the hearts 
L; wal You {weare like a Comhic-makers Wife ; Of all the Court and Princes of my blood. 
W518 Not you,in good {ooth ; and,as true as I live g The hope and expeRation of thy time 
I 10's _ Afid,as God ſhall mend me ; and,as ſfureas days Is ruin'd,and the Soule of every man 
M's And ogivelt fuchSarcener furerie tor thy Oathes, Propherically doe fore-thinke thy fall, 
W050. As if thou never walk't further then Finsbury, Had 1 {fo lauiſhof my preſence beene, 
ES - Sweare me, Kate,l1ke a Lady,as thou art, So common hackney'd in the eyes of men, 
"4M nn A good mouth-filling Oath: and leave in ſooth, So ſtale and cheape to yulgar G any ; 
\ [ * And (uch proceft of Pepper Ginger-bread, Opinion,that did helpe me to the Crowne, 
L168 To Veluet-Guard:,and Sunday-Citizens, Had ftill kept loyall ro poſſeſſion, 
| bi i Come, ing. o vl And left me in reputeleſſe bantſhment, 
#3) TR Lady. 1 will nor ſing. ©: : A fellow of nomarke,nor likelyhood, 
| MATS Horſp. 'Tis the next way to turne Taylor, or be Red- By being ſeldome ſeene, | could not tire, 
| Fr | | | breit ceacher > and the Indentures be drawne, Ile away | Bur like a Comet, | was wondred ar, 
WY That 
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Others would ſay; Where, W hich is Bullmgbrooks. 
And then | (tole all Courteſlic from Heauen, 
And dreſt my ſelfe iv ſuch Humilirie, 
That 1 did plucke Allegeance trom mens hexrs, 
Lowd Shows and Salutaiions from their mouthes, 
Even inthe preſence of the Crowned King, 
Thus I did keepe my Perion freſh and new, 
My Preſence like a Robe Pontifical!, 
Ne're ſcene,but wondred at : and fo my State, 
Seldome but ſumptuous, ſhewed like a Featt, 
| And wonne by rareneile {uch Solemnitie, 
[The skipping King hee ambled vp and downe, 
With ſhallow leſters,and raſh Bauin Wits, 
Soone kindled,and ſoone burne,carded his State, 
Mingled his Royalcie with Carping Fooles, 
Had his great Name prophaned with their Scornes, 
And gauc his Countenance,againſt his Name, 
'Tolaughat gybing Boyes,and Rand the puſh 
Of every Beardlefle vaine Comparative; 
Grew a Compan:on to the comman Streetes, 
Enfeoff'd himſelfe ro Popularitie : 
That being dayly (wallowed by mens Eyes, 
They ſurfered with Honey,and beganto loathe 
The taſte of Sweetnefle, whercot a little 
More then alittle, is by much roo much. 
So when he had occaſion to be leene, 

He was but as the Cuckow is in June, 
Heard,not regarded: ſeene but with ſuch Eyes, 
As ſicke and blunted with Communitie, 
Aﬀoord no extraordinarie Gaze, 
Such as 1s bent on Sunne-hke Maicſtie, 
| When it ſhines ſeldome in admiring Eyes : 

But rather drowz. d,and hung their eye-lids downe, 
Slept in his Face, and rendred ſuch aſpect 
As Cloudie men vſc to doe to their adue:ſaries, 
Being with his preſence glutred, gorg'd,and full. 
| And in chat very Line, Harry, ſftandeſt thou ; 
For thou haſ(t loſt thy Princely Priviledge, 
With vile participation. Nat an Eye 
Bur is awearic of thy common "bt, 
Saue mine, which hath deſir'd to lee thee more : 
Which now doth thar I would not have it doe, - 
Make blinde it ſelfe with fooliſh tendernefle, 
Prince. | (hall hergatcer,my thrice gracious Lord, 
Be more my ſelte, | 

King. For all the Warld, 

As thou art to this houre, was Richard then, 
When I from France tet foot at Rayenfſpurgh 3 
And even a4 I was theais Percy nows 
Now by my Scepter,and my Souje ro. boot, 
He hath more worthyfintereſt to che Srate 
Themtbou,the adaw of Succeſſion ;---. 
Forof no Right,nor colour like tb Right, 
He doth fill telds witiaHarneis in the Realme, 
Turngs head againitthe Lyons armed Jawes ; 
And being no more/in debt to yeeres,then rhou, 
Leades ancient Lords,and reverent Biſhops on 
To bloody Battailes,and to brubog Armes. 
W hat geuer-dying, Honor bathe got, * 
Againſt renowned Dowg/as? whole high Deedes, 
Whole hot Jacurhans,aaud great Name in Armes, 
Holds from ali Souldiers chiefe Maiaxitie, - | 
And Mitlitanie Title Capital; + +, 4. 
Through all rhe King domes that acknowledge Chriſt, 
Thrice hath the Hotſpur CMHars, in lyathing Clothes, 


-| To engroſſle vp glorious Deedes on my behalfe ; * 


| 
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Diſcomfited great Dowglas,ta'ne him once, 
Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, | 
To fill the mouth of deepe Defiance vp, 
And ſhake the peace and tatetie of our Throne. | 
And what ſay you tothis ? Percy, Northumberland, 

The Arch-biſhops Grace of Yorke, Dowglas, Mortimer, 
Capitulate againtt vs,and are yp. 

But wherefore doe 1 teil theſe Newes to thee ? 

Why, Harry,doe I tell thee of ty Foes, 

Which art my neer'(t and deareſt Enemie ? 

Thougthat art like enough,through vaſlall Feare, 

Baſe Inclination,and the ſtart of Spleene, 

To fight againtt me vnder Percies pay, 

Todogge his heeles,and curthie at his frownes, 

To ſhew how much thou art degenerate. 

Prince. Doenot thinke fo, you ſhall noc finde ir ſo: 
And Heauen forgiue them, that ſo much have ſway'd 
Your Maieſties good thovghrs away from me; 

I will redeeme all this on Percres head, | 
And inthe clohng of ſome glorious day, 

Be bold to teil you,that | am your Sonne, 

When I will weare a Garment all of Blood, 

And Raine my fauours in a bloody Maske: 

Which waſht away,ſhall ſcowre my ſhame with it, 
And that ſhall bethe day, when ereit lights, 

That this ſame Child of Honor and Renowne, 

This gallant Horppur,this all-prayſed Knight, 

And your vrthought-of Harry chance to meet : 
For euery Honor fitting on his Helme, 

Would they were multitudes,and on my head 

My ſhames redoubled. For the time will come, . | | 
That I thall make this Northerne Youth exchange . . | 
His glorious Deedes for my Indignities: 

Perey is but my Factor,good my Lord, | | 


And 1 will call him to fo ftrift account, 
That he ſhall render every Glory vp, 

Yea,cven the (leighte(t worthip of his time, | 
Or 1 will ceare the Reckoning trom his Heart. | 
This, inchc Name of Heauen,lI promite here: 
The which,if I performe,and doe ſuruiue, | 
| doe beſcech your Maicltie,may ſalue | | 


The long-growne Wounds of my intemperatnre : 
If not, the end of Lite cancells all Bands, _ 


4 

And I will dye a bundred thouſand Deaths, | 

Ere breake the {malleſt parcell of this Vow. | 
King. A handred thouſand Rebels dye in this : 

Thou ſhatt haus Charge,and (oucraigne truſt herein. | 

| 


Enter Blunt, [ 


How now good Blunt? thy Lookes are full of ſpeed, 
Blunt, So hath the Bufineſſe that I come to ſpeake of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scocland hath ſent word, If 
That Dowgla and the Engliſh Rebels wer 
The eleventh of this moneth, at Shrewsbury : | 
A mightie and a fearctull Head they are, | 
(If Promiles be kept, on every hand) | 
As euer offered foule play in a State. 
Kmg. The Earle of Weſtmerland ſet forth to day : 
Wuh him my {onae, Lord [on of Lancaſter, 
For this aduer;iſement is fhue dayes old. 
On Wedneſday next, Harry thou ſhalt ſet forward : 
On Thurſday, wee our {elues will march. 
Our meeting is Bridgenorth:; -=_ Harry,you ſhall march 
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| I hrovy \ Glocetterure ; by which account, 

| Our Butinefte valued ſome twelve dayes hence, 

! Our generall Forces a: Bridgenorth ſhall meere, 
Our Hands are tull of Bulinefle : let's aways 


| Aduantage feedes him fat, winle men delay. Exemnt, 


= — _—_—__ 


Scena T ertia. 


— _ n _— 


Enter F alftaffe and} ardolph 5 


Falit. Bardolph, am 1 not falne away vilely, ſince this 
laſt ation? doE&l not bate? doe I not dwindle ? Why 
| my skinne hangs about me Ike an olde Ladies loole 
| Gowns ; I am withered like an olde Apple /ohn. Well, 
Ile repent,and that ſuddenly, while I am 10 ſoive lil. ing ; 
I ſhall be out of heart ſhortly, and then I ſhall have no 
ſtrength to repent, And | havenot forgotten what the 
ia-hde of a Church 15 made of 1 am a Pepper.Corne, a 
Brewers Horſe,the m-fide ot a Charch, Company, villa. 
nous Company hatin beene the {(poyle of me, 

{ © Bard. Sir /ohn, you are lo frectull, you cannot live 
lonp. 

Faift. Why there is it: Come, ſing me a bawdy Song, 
make inc inerry : 1 was as vertuouſly given, as a Gentle. 
man need to be ; vertuos enough, (wore lictic, dic'd not 
aboue ſeuen times a weeke, went to a Bawdy-houte not 
aboue once in a quarter of an houre, payd Money that I 
borrowed, three or foure times ; lined well, and in good 
compaſſe: and now [ live our of all order, out of coin- 
paſle, 

a” Why, you are ſo fat, Sir /ohn, thit you moſt 


eles bee Qur of all co:npalle; out of all reaforable 

moaſle Sir /ohn, 

Falf, D.e thou arrend thy Face, and Jle amend thy 
Life : Thou art our Admirall, thou bearelt the Lanterne 
in the Poope, bur tis inthe Noſe of thee ; thou art the 
Knight of the burning Lampe. 

Bard. Why, Sir /obu,\ny Face does you no harme. - 

Falſt, No,Ilz be {worne; I make as good vie of it, as 
many a man doth of 2 Deaths-Head,or a Aements Mor. 
I never (ce thy Face, but | thinke ypon Hel! fire, and Drues 
that lived in Parple; for there le is in his Robes _— 
burning. If thou wert any way giuen to vertne,] would 
ſweare by thy Face ; my Oath ſhoeld bee, By this Free : 
| But chou art altogether given over; and wert dceds, 
bur for the Light 1n ty Face, the Synne of vite! Darke- 
neſſe. Wien thou ran'{t vp Gads-H.ll in the Night, to 
catch my Horte,it I did not thinke that thou hadtt beene 
an [onis fatwes,on a Ball of Wild-hre, there's no Purchaſe 
in Money, O, thou 2rt a pe:petuall Triumph, aneuer- 
laſting Bone-fire-Lighe : thou haſt ſaved me a thouſand 
Markes in Linkes 2nd Torches, walking with thee in che 


| Night berwixt Tavterne and Tauerne : But the Sack that 


thou haſt drunkeme, world have bought me Lights as 
good cheape,as the deareſt Chandlers in Europe. I have 
maintain'd that $2)amander of yours with fire, any time 
this ewo and thirtie yeeres, Heauen reward me tor it, 


| Bad. 1 would my Face were in your Belly, 


Filit., So hould | be ſure to be heart-burn'd, 
Enter Hoſteſſe, 
How now;Dame Partler the Hen, have you enquir'd yet 
Wi10 pick'd my Pocket? 


| inme elle. 


| 
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| you a dozen of Shirts to your Backe. 


OO — 


| Ring of my Grand- fathers, worth tortie Marke. 


| Bawdy-houſe, they picke Pockers, 


| 


Hoeſteſſe, Why Sir lehn,what doe you binke,Sir [ohy ? 
doe you thinke I keepe Theeues in my Houle ? I haue 
ſearch'd, I haue enquired, ſo haz my Husband, Man by | 
Man, Boy by Boy, Seruant by Servant: the tight of a 
hayre was never loſt :n my houſe before, 

Falſt. Yelyec Hoſtefle : Bardo/ph was ſhau'd, and loſt | 
many a hayre; and lle be ſworne my Pocket was pick'd : | 
goeto,youarea Woman,goe, 

Heiteſſe. Whol? 1 defie thee :, Twas never call'd ſo 
in mine owne houſe before. 

Falſt, Goeto,] know you well enough. 

H:iteſe. No,Sir lobn,you doe not know me, Sir [obs : 
I know you,Sir Jebn : you owe me Money, Sir /obn, and 
now you picke a quarrell, to beguile me of it : I bought 


Faiſt, Doulas, filthy Doulas : I have giuen them 
_ to Bakers Wiues,and they have made Boulters of 
tncn, 

Hloiteſſe Now 25 Tam atrue Woman, Holland of eight 
ſhillings an Ell; Yon owe Money here beſides, Sir lob», 
tor your Dyer, and by.Drinkings, and Money lent you, 
fou;e and twentie pounds, 

Falff, Hee had his part of it, let him pay, 

Hofteſſe, Hee ? alas hee is poore, hee hath no- 
thing. 

Faſt. How? Ponce? Looke vpon his Face : What call 
you Rich ? Let them coyne his Noſe,let them coyne his 
Cheekes, Ile not pay a Denier, What, will you make a 
Yo!!! ker of me? Shall I not take vine eaſe in mine Inne, 
but I ſhall have my Pocker-pick'd ? I have loſt a Scale- 


Hefteſſe. I haue heard the Prince tell him, I know not 
how ofc,that that Ring was Copper. 

Fal/t, How? the Prince is a Tacke,a Sneake-Cuppe: 
and if hee were heere, | would cudgell him like a Dogge, 


if hee would faylo, 


Enter the Prince marching,and Falſtaffe meets 
bim, playing on his Trunchion 


like 4 Fifs. 


Fal/#. How now Lad 7 is the Winde in that Doore 2 
Muſt we all march? 

Bard. Yer.two and two,Newpate faſhion. 

Hofteſſe. My Lotd,I pray you beare me, 

Prince. What fay'ſt thou, Miſtrefſe Quickly ? How 
does thy Husband ? 1 loue him well, hee is an honeſt 
man, 

Hoſteſſe. Good, my Lord, heare mee. 

Falft. Prethee ler her alone, and lift ro mee. 

Prince, What ſay'ft chou, lacks ? 

Falſt. The other Ni gt | fell afleepe heere behind the 
Arras, and had my Pocket picket : this Houſe is turn'd 


Prince, What didft thou loſe, Jacke? 

Fa/ſt. Wilt thou beleeue me, Hal? Three or foure Bonds 
of fortie pound apeece, and a Seale-Ring of my Grand- 
fathers, 

Prince. A Trifle, ſome eight-penny matter, 

Hoſt. So 1 told him,my Lord ; and I ſaid, I heard your 
Grace tay ſo : and (my Lord) hee ſpeakes moſt vilely of 
you, like a foule-mouth'd man as hee is, and ſaid, hee 
would cudgell you. 

Prince, What hee did not ? | 

Hoff. There's neyther Faich, Truth, nor Woman-hood 


Falſt. There's | 
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'nor no more truth in thee, then in a drawne Fox : and for 
' Wooman-hood, Maid-marian may be the Deputies wife 
| ofthe Ward cothee. Go you nothing: go. 

| Heſt. Say, what thing? what thing ? 


' 


— 
<— 


T he Firſt Part of- K ing Henry the Fourth. 


Faſt. There's no more faith in thee then a tu'de Prune 


« Falft, What thing? why a —_ to thanke heauen on. 
Hoſt. Iam no thing to thanke heaven on,l wold chou 
(houldRt know it : 1 am an hon-t mans wite : and ſerting 
thy Knighthood afide, thou act a Knaue to call me {o, 
Falſ#, Serting thy woman-hood afide,thou art a beaſt 
to lay otherwiſe, 

Hoſt. Say,what beaſt,thou knaue thou? 

Fal. \W hat beaſt? Why an Grrer. | 

Prin. An Otter,fir John? Why an Orter ? 

Fal. W by? She's neither fiſh nor fleſh; a man knowes 


not where to haue her. 


Hoſt. Thou art vniuſt man in ſaying ſo; thou, or anie 
man knowes where to haue me,thou knaue thou, 

Prince, Thou ſay 'f& true Hoſteſſe and he flanders thee 
mot groflely. 

Hoſt. So he doth you,my Lord, and ſayde this other 
day, You ought him a thouſand pound. 

Prince, Sirrah,do 1 owe youa thouſand pound ? 

Falſt, Arhouſand pound Hal? A Million. Thy loue 1s 
worth a Million : thon ow'ſt me thy loue, 

Heſt. Nay my Lord, lie call'd you lacke, and ſaid hee 
would cudgei] you. 

Fal. Did [, Bardolph? . 

Bar. Indeed Sir /obn, you ſaid (o, 

Fai, Yea,if be ſaid my Ring was Copper. 

Prince, 1 ſay 'tis Copper, Dar'ſt thou bee'as good as 
thy word now ? 

Fal. Why Hal? thou know'ſt,as thou art but a man, 
dare : burt,as thou art a Prince, I feare thee, as I feare the 
rearing of the Lyons Whelpe, 

Prince. And why nor as the Lyon ? 

Fal. The King himſelfe is to bee feared as the Lyon; 
Do't thouthinke Ile feare cthee,as I feare-chy Father?nay 
if ] do, let my Girele breake. 

Prix, O,if nx ſhould, how would thy gutres fall about 
thy knees. Bur fra: There's no roome tor Faith, Truth, 
nor Honeſty, in this boſome of thine: it is all ld vppe® 
with Gurttes and Midriffe., Charge an honeſt Woman 
with picking thy pocker> Why thou horſon impudenr 
imboſt Raſcall, if there were any thing in thy Pocket bur 
Tauerne Recknings, Memmrandums of Bawdic-houſes, 
and one poore peny-worth of Sugar-candie to make thee 
long-winded: if thy pocket were enrich'd with anie 0- 


Jrher injuries burtheſe, lama Villaine: Aad yer you will 


ſtand co it, you will not Pocket yp wrong, Art thoy not 
aſham'd? 

Fal..Do'ſt thou heare Hal? Thou knowſt in the Rate 
of Innocency, Adam fell: and.what ſhould (poore lake 
Falſtaffe do,in the dayes of Villany ? Thou ſeeft, 1 baue 


| more fleſh then#anocher man,and therefore more frailty, 
{| You confeſſe then you pickt my Pocket ? 


Prin. 1 appeares ſo by the Story. 

Fal. Hoſteſſe, I forgiue thee ; 

Go make ready Breakfaft, loue thy Husband, 
Looke to thy Seruants, and cheriſh thy Gueſts:: 
Thou (halt find me tractable to any honeſt reaſon; 
Thou ſeeſt, ] am pactfied ſtill, 


Nay, I prethee be gone, 

<1f Exit Hoſteſſe. 
Now Hel, to the newes at Court for the Robbery, Lad? 
How is thatanfwered? 


| God be thanked for theſe Rebels, they offend none bur 
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Prin, O my (weet Beefe : 
I muſt ſtill be good Angell co thee, 
The Monie is paid backe againe, | 

Fal. O, 1 do not like that paying backe, 'tis a double 
Labour, 

Prin, lam good Friends with ray Father,and may do 
any thing. 

Fal. Rob me the Exchequer thefir thing thou do'Rt, 
and doit with vawaſh'd hands too. 

Bard, Do my Lord, 
Prin, 1 haue procured thee /ache,a Charge of Foor. 

Fal. | would it had beene of Horſe. Where ſhal I inde 
one that can ſteale well? O, for a fine theete, of two and 
| twentie,or thereabout : I am heynouſly vnprouided, Wel 


the Vertyous. I laud them,I praiſe them. | 
Prin, Bardolph. | 
Zar, My Lore. | 
Erin. Gobeare this Letter to Lord /chn of Lancaſter 
To my Brother Job». This to my Lord of Weſtmerland, 
Go Pets, to horſe : for thou, and [, 
Have thirtic miles coride yer ere dinner time, | 
lacke,meet me to morrow in the Temple Hall 
Atrwoaclocke in the atternoone, 
There ſhalt thou know thy Charge,and there receiue 
Money and Order for their Furniture. 
The Land is burning, Percie ftands on hye, 
And either they, or wemuft lower lye., 
Fal. Rare words! braue world, 
| Hofleſſe,my breakfaſt, come : 
Oh,I could wiſh this Tauerne were my drumme. 
| Excunt onmmes, 


1 


Atlus Quartus, Scena Prima. 


- — —_— —— 


— 


Enter Harrie Hot ſpurre, Worceſter, | 
and Dowglas. 


Het. Well ſaid, my Noble Scot, if ſpeaking truth 
In this fine Age, were not thought flattetie, 
Such attribution ſhould the Dowglas have, 
As not a Souldiour of this ſeaſons Rampe, 
Should go ſo generall currant throughthe world, 
By heaven I cannot flatter : I defie 
The Tongues of Soothers, But a Braver place 
In my hearts loue, hath no man then your Selfe, 
Nay,taske me to my word; spprove me Lord, 

Dow. Thou art the King of Honor : 

No man ſo porent breathes yponthe ground, 
Bur I will Beard bim, | | 


Enter 4 Meſſenger. 
Het. Do fo, and'tis well, What Letters haſt there ? 


I can bur thanke you, | 
Meſſ. Theſe Letters come from your Father, 
Hot, Letters from him? 

Why comes he not himlelfe? 

Meſ, He cannot come, my Lord, 
He is greeuous ficke,s 
Het, How? haz hethe leyſure ro be icke now, 
In ſuch a iuſtling time? Who leades his power ? 
| Vader whoſe Gonernment come they along? 


Meſ 
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Meſſ. His Letters beares his minde,nor 1 his minde, 
or. | pretheete!l me,doth he keepe his Bed ? 
Alc]. He <1d, my Lord, foure dayes ere I ſet forth: 
And at the time of my departure thence, 
Hewas much fear'd by his Phyſician. 
Wer. 1 would the ſtate of time had firſt beene whole, 


| Ere he by fickneſſe had beene viſited : 


Hig health was never berter worth then now. 


Hotſþ.Sicke now? droope now? this ficknes doth infeR | 


The very Litc-blood of our Enterpriſe, 
'Fis catching hither,euen to our Campe. 
He writes me here, that inward f(ickneſle, 
And thar his friends by deputation 
Could not ſo loone be drawue: nor did he thinke it meer, 
Tolay ſo dangerovs and deare a truſt 
Oa any Soule remou'd, but on his owne, 
Yec doth he giue vs bold aduertiſement, 
That with our {mall conjunction we llould on, 
To ſec how Fortnne is d1{pos'd to vs : 
For,as he writes,there is no quailing now, 
Bec1ſe the King 18 certainely poſleſt - 
Of all our purpoſcs. What tay youto it? 
Wor, Y our Fathers ſicknefic 15 a mayme to vs. 
He:ſp. Aperillous Gaſh,a very Limmelopr off: 
And yert,in faith,it is not his preſent want 
Seemes more then we (hall finde it. 
Were it good,ro ſ{erthe exat wealth of all our ſtates * 
All at one Caſt ? To fer ſo rich a mayne 
On the nice hazard of one doubtfull houre, 
It were not good: fortherein ſhould we reade 
The very Bottome,and the Soule of Hope, 


% 


' The very Lift,the very vemoſt Bound 


Of all our fortunes. | 

Dowg. Faith,and ſo wee ſhould, 
Where now remaines a {weet reverſion, 
We may boldly {pend, vpon the hope 
Of what is to come in : 

A comfort of retyrement lives in this, 

Hotſþ. A Randeuous,a Home to filye vnto, 
It that the Deuill and Miſchance looke bigge 
Vpon the Maydenhead of our Aﬀaires, 

Yor. But yet I would your Father had beenc here: 
The Qualicie and Heire of ovr Attempc 
Brookes no diuifion : It will be thought 
By ſome,that know not why he is away, 

That wiſedome,loyaltie,and meere diſlike 

Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence. 
And thinke, how ſuch an apprehenſion 

May carne the tyde of fearefull FaQtion, 

And breede a kinde of queſtion'in our cauſe : 
For well you know,wee of the offring fide, - 
Muſt keepe aloofe from firiQt arbitrement, 

Aad ftop all tight-loles,cucry loope, from whence 
Theeye of realon may prie invponvs : 

This abſence ot your Facher drawes a Curtaine, 
Th:t ſhewes the ignorant a kinde of feare; 
Beforenot dreamt of, 

Hotſþ. You ſtrayne too farre, 

| rather of his abſence make chis vſe: 

It lends a Luſtre,and more great Opinion, 

A larger Dare to your greaf Enterprize, 

Then it the Earle were here : for men muſt thinke, 
If we without his heipe,can makea Head 

To ph 1gainft the Kingdome :; with his helpe, 
\Ve ſhall o're-turne it tophe-turuy downe : 


| Yet all goes well, yet all our joynes are whole, 


| 


: 


| 


| 


Dowg. As heart caa thinke : Es 
There is not ſuch a word ſpoke of in Scotland, 


At this Dreame of Feare, 
Enter Sir Richard Vernos. 


Hotſþp. My Coufin Vernon, welcome by my Soule. 
Vern. Pray God my newes be worth a welcome, Lord, 
The Earle of Weſtmerland, ſeven thouſand ftrong, 
Is marching hither-wards, with Prince /ohy, 
Hotſþ. No harme: what more? 
Vers. And further, I haue learn'd, 
The King him{elfe in perſon hath ſer forth, 
Or hither-wards intended ſpeedily, 
With ſtrong and mightie preparation. 
Haſþ. He ſhall be welcome too. 
Whete is his Sonne, 
The ni\mble-footed Mad-Cap, Prince of. Wales, 
And his Cumrades,that daft the Work ahde, 
And bid it pafle? 
Vern. All farriſhr, all in Armes, 
All plum'd like Eltridges, that with the*Winde 
Bayced like Eagles, hauing lately barh'd, 
Glittering in Golden Coares,like | mages, 
As full of {pirit as the Moneth of May, 
And gorgeous as the Sunne at Mid-fummer, 
Wantor as youthtull Goates, wilde as young Bulls, 
| faw young Harry with his Beuer on, 


His Cuſhes on his thighes, gallantly arm'd, 


Rite from the ground like teathered eIMercury, 

And ywlred with {ſuch eaſe into his Sear, 

As 't #"1 Angell drop aps ws the Clonds, 

To turns ani winde a herie Pegaſus, 

And witch che World with Noble Horſemanſhip, 
Hotſþ. No more,no more, 

Worte rnen the Sunne in March: 


This prayſe doch nouriſh Agues: let them come, | 


They come like Sacrifices in their erimme, 
And tothe tire-ey'd Maid of ſmoakie Warrce, 
Al! hot,and bleeding, will wee offer then : 
The mayled CAfors ſhall on his Altar fic 
Vp tothe eares i» blood, Tamon hire, 
To heare this rich reprizall 1s ſo nigh, 
And yer not ours, Come,let me take my Horſe, 
Why 15s to beare me like a Thunder-bolt, : » 
Againft the boſome of the Prince of Wales. 
Harry to Harry,ſhall not Horſe ro Horſe 
Meete,and ne're part,till one drop downe a Coarſe 2 
Oh, that Glendowery were come, _ Tring 
Ver. There is more newes: 
I learned in Worceſter,as I rode along, 
He cannot draw his Power this foureteene dayes. 
Dowg, That's the worſt Tidings that 1 heare of 


; yer. | 


Wor. 1 by my faith, that beares a frofty ſound. 
Hotſþ. \Vhat may the Kings whale Battaile reach, 
ynto ? | | 
Ver. To thirty thouſand, 
Hor. Forty let it be, : 
My Father and Glendower being both away, 
The powres of vs, may ſcrue fo great a day, 
Come, let vs take a muſter ſpeedily : 
Doomelday :s neere; dye all, dye merrily. 
Dow. Talke nor of dying.I am out of feare 
Of death,or deaths hand, for this one halfe yeare. 
Exenni Ones, 
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piamon Fug 99+; xo datinnels | Faſt. Tur,neuer feare me;1 am as vigilant ps aCatto 
ſteale Creame. { | 
Sana Secunda, | Price. 1 thinke to fteale Creame indeed, for thy theft | 
a hath alreadie made thee Butter :- but tell me,/ach, whotc 
ol fellowes are theſe that come after? 
Enter Falſtaffe ard Bardolph, Falſt. Mine, Hal,mine. | 
Pronce. | did never (ce {uch pirtifull Raſcals, 
Falft, Bardolph,gert thee before to Coventry, fill me a Falſt. Tur,tut, good enough to tofle: foode: for Pow- 
Bottle of Sack, our Soulciers ſhall marchthrovgh: wee'le | der, foode for Powder: they'lefill a Pix,as well asberter: 


to Sutton-cop-hill co Night, ruſh man,mortall men,morcall men, 
Bard. Will you giue me Money, Captaine? Weſim, 1, bat Sir {obn, me chuakes they are exceeding | 
Falft. Lay out,lay our. poore and bare,too beggatly. | 
Bard. This Bottle makes an Angell, Falſt, Faith, for their pouertie, | know not where they 
Fal/t, And it it doe, take it for thy labour: and if it | hadthatz and for their bateneſle, I am ere they neuer 
make twentic, take them all, Ile an{were tae Coynage, | learn'd that of me. X wy 
Bid my Lieutenant Pero meete me at the Townes end, Prince.No,lle be ſworne, vnlefle you call three fingers 
Bard, I] will Capraine: farewell, Exit. on the Ribbes bare, Bur firra,make haſte, Percy 15 already | 


Falft, 1f 1 be not aſham'd of my Souldiers, Ll am a in the field, 
ſowc't-Gurnet : I have mil-vs'd the Kings Prefle dam- Falſt, What,is the King encamp'd? 
nably, 1 have got, in exchange of a hundred aad: fiftie Veſlm. Hee is, Sir {ohn, I teare wee ſhall Ray too | 
Souldiers, three hundred and odde Pounds, | prefle me | long. | 
none but good Houſe.holders, Yeomens Sonnes:enquire Falſt, Well,tohe latter end of a Fray, and the begin- 


me out contracted Batchelers, ſuch as had beene ask'd | ning of a Feaft, fits a dull fighter, and a keene Gueſt, 
twice on the Banes: ſuch a Commoditie of warme (laucs, 


E.remnt. 
a3 had 3s lieuc heare the Deuill, as a Drumme ; fuch as Af 
feare the report of a Caliuer, worte then a ſtruck-Foole, | © py 
or a hurt wilde-Ducke. 1prelt menone but ſuch Toſtes . 
and Butter, with Hearts os ns Bellyes no bio ger then Sciena T ern. 
Pinnes heads, and they haue bought out their leruices: | © ant 1278 f 
And now, my whole Charge conſiſts of Ancients, Cor- 
porals, Licutenants,Gentlemen of Companies, Slaves as Enter Hotfpzr Worceſter, Dewolas and | 


ragged as Lazarw in the painted Cloth,where the Glut- 
tons Dogges licked his Sorcs; and ſuch, as indeed were 
never Souldiers, but dif-carded yniuſt Seruingmen, youn- 
ger Sopnes to younger Zrothers, reuoited Tapfters and 
Oftlers,Trade-falne, the Cankers of a calme \W orld,and 
long Peace, tenne times more dis-honorable ragged, 
then an old-fac'd Ancient; and ſuch haue I to fill vp the 
rooines of them that haue bought our their {eruices; that 
you would thinke, that I had a hundred and hiftie totter'd 
Prodigalis,lately come trom Swine-keeping,from eating 
Draffe and Huskes, A mad feilow met me on the way, Uern, Doenot,my Lord, 

and cold me,I had vnloaded all the Gibbers,and preſt the Dows. You doe not counlaile well ; 
dead bodyes. Noeye hath feene ſuch skar-Crowes: le | You ſpeake it out of feare;and cold heart, | 
not march through Coventry with themgthat's flat. Nay, Uern, Doe me no ſlander, Dowglas: by my Life, 
and the Villaines march wide berwixt the Legges, as if | And] dare well maintaine it with my Lite, 
they had Gyues on ; for indeede, I had the moit of them | If well-relpeRed Honor bid m2 on, 

out of Prion, There's not a Shirt and a balfe in-all my | I hold as jittle counſaile with weake feare, 
Company : and the halfe Shirt is ewo Napkins tackt to- | As you,my Lord,or any Scor that this day lives, 
gether, and throwne ouer the ſhoulders like a Heralds | Let it be teene romorrow inthe Battell, 

Coat, without (leeues : and the Shirt, to ſay the truch, { Which of vs teares, 

olne from my Hoſt of S. Albones, or the Red-Nole | + Dowg. Yea,orto night, 

lnne-keeper of Davintry, But that's all one,theyl: finde Uern, Content, 

Linnen enough on cuery Hedge. Hotfp, To night,layI. 

Uern. Comegcome,it may not be, 


Verne 


Hotfþ. Wee'le fight with him to Night, 

Worc. It may not be, 

Dowg. You giue himthen aduantage. 

Vern, Not a whit, 

Eo}. Why lay you (0? lookes he not for ſupply? 
Uern, So doe wee. 

Hotſp. His is certaine,ours is doubifull, 

Worc. Good Couſin be aduis'd fticre not tonight. 


Oe a EC Oe "IS IE EI — 
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Enter the Prince,and the Lord of Weſt merland, [ wonder much, being me of ſuch great leading as youare 
That you fore-lce not what impediments 
Prince. How now blowne [ack ? how now Quilt ? Drag backe our expedition ; certaine Horſe 


— 


Falſt. What Hal? How now mad VV ag,what a Deuill | Gf my Coulin Verxons are not yet come vp, 
do*ft thou in Warwickſhire? My good Lord of \Velt- | Your Vnckle #orceſters Horſe came but to day, 
metland,I cry you mercy, I thought your Honour had al- | And now their pride and metrall is a{leepe, 


ready beene at Shrewsbury. Their courage with hard labour tzme and dull, 
Weſt. 'Faith,Sir John,'tis more then time that-l were | Thatnot 2 Horſe is balfe the halfe of himſelfe. 
there, and you too : bur my Powers are there alreadie. Hoſp. Soarethe Horſes of the Enemie », 
The King, 1 can cell you, lookes for vs all: we muſt away | In generall __ bated, and brought low : 
all co Night. | The becter part of ours are full of reſt, 
oe. f 3 Wer. Thel 
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| For Gods ſake,Coulin ſtay till all come in, 


| The King hath ſent ro know 


| This ſeeming Brow of luftice,6id he wione 


| 


| You ſhall have your defires,with intereſt ; 
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tore, The number of the King exceedeth ours: | 


The Trumpet ſounds a Parley, Enter Sir 
Walter "Blunt, 


Blunt. 1 come with gracious offers from the King, 
If you youchſate me hearing,and reſpeR, 

Hotſjþ. Welcome, Sir Walter 'B [unt : 

And would toGod you were of our determination. 
Some of vs loue you well ; and euen thoſe ſome 
Enuie your great deſeruings,and good name, 
Becauſe you are not of our qualitic, 

Burt ſtand againſt vs like an Enemie. 

Blunt, And Heauen defend, bur till I ſhould ftand fo, , 
So long as out of Limit, and true Rule, 
You ſtand againſt anoynted Maieſtic, 
But to my Charge, 


The nature of your Griefes,and whereupon 

You coniure from the Breſt of Ciuill Peace, 

Such bold Hoftilitie, teaching his dutious Land 
Audacious Crueltie, If chat the King 

Haue any way your good Deſerts forgot, 
Which he confefſeth co be manifold, 

He bids you name your Griefes,and with all ſpeed 


Aad Pardon ablolute for your {elfe, and theſe, 
Herezn mis-led,by your ſuggeſtion, 

Hotſp. The King is kinde : 
And well wee know, the Kin 
Knowes at what time to promile, when to pay, 
My Father,my Vackle,and my felfe, 
D1d give him that ſame Royalfie he weares : 
And when he was not (ixe and twentie ſtrong, 
Sicke in the Worlds regard, wretched,and low, 
A poore vnminded Ourt-law, ſneaking home, 
My Father gaue him welcome tothe ſhore: 
And when he heard him ſweare,and vow to God, 
He came but to be Duke of Lancaſter, 
To ſue his Livcrie, and begge hisPeace, 


With teares of Innocencie,and tearmes of Zeale; 
My Father, in kinde heart and pitty mou'd, 
Sworehim afſittance,and perform'd it too. 
Now,when the Lords and Barons of the Realme 
Perceiu'd Northwmberland did leane ro him, 

The more and lefſe came in with Cap and Knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 

Attended him on Bridges, ftood in Lanes, 

Layd Gifts before him,profter'd him their Oathes, 
Gaue him theit Heires,as Pages followed him, + 
Euen at the heeles,1n golden multitudes, 

He preſently,as Greatneſſe knowes it ſelfe, 

Steps me a little higher then his Vow 

Made to my Father, while his blood was poore, 
Vpon the naked ſhore at Rauenſpurgh : 

And now (forſooth) takes on him toreforme 
So:ne certaine Edicts,and fome ſtrait Decrees, 
That lay too heavie on the Common-wealth; 
Cryes out ypon abufes,ſeemes to weepe 

Ouer his Countries Wrongs: and by this Face, 


The hearts of all that hee did angle for, 
Proceeded further, cut me off the Heads 
Ot all the Fauornes,that the abſent King 


| 


In deputation letc behinde him heere, 


Waen hee was perſonall inthe Iriſh Warre. 
Blunt. Tut, 1 came notto heare this, 
Hotſþ. Then tothe point, 
In ſhorc time after, hee depos'd the King, 
Soone after thar,depriu'd him of his Lite : 
And in the neck of that,task't the whole State, 
To make that worſe, ſuffer'd his Kinſman CMareb, 
Who is,if every Owner were plac'd, 
Indeede his King,to be engag d in Wales, 
There,withont Ranſome,tolye forfeited : 
Diſgrac'd me in my happie ViRories, 
Sought to intrap me by intelligence, 
Rated my Vnckle from the Councell-Boord, 
In rage diſmiſs'd my Father from the Court, 
Broke Oath on Oath, committed Wrong on Wrong, 
And in concluſion,droue vs to ſeeke our | 
This Head of fſafetic; and withall,to prie 
Into his Title : the which wee finde 
Too indire, for long continuance, 
Blunt, Shall I returne this anſwer to the King ? 
Hotſp. Not ſo, Sir Walter, 
Wee'le with-draw a while : 
Goe tothe King,and let there be impawn'd 
Some ſuretie for'a ſafe returne againe, 
And in the Morning early ſhall my Vackle 
Bring him our purpoſe : and ſo farewell, 
Blunt, I would you would accept of Grace and Loue, 
Hotſþ. And't may be,to wee ſhall, 


Blunt. Pray Heauen you doe, Exennt. 


— 
—_———_——_ 
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Scena Quarta. 
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Enter the Arch- Biſhop of Torke and Sir Michel. 


Arch. Hie, good Sir Michel, beare this ſealed Briefe 
With winged haſte ro the Lord Marſhall, 
This to my Couſin Screope, and all the reſt 
To whom they are directed, 
If you knew how much they doe Import, 
You would make hafte, 
Sir Mich. My good Lord, I gueſſe their tenor, 
Arch. Like cnough you doe. 
To morrow,good Sir Michell,is a day, 
Wherein the fortune of ten thouſand men 
Muſt bide the couch, For Sir,at Shrewsbury, 
As I am truly given to vnderſtand, 
The King, with mightie and quick-rayſed Power, 
Mectes with Lord Harry : and I feare, Sir Michel, 
What with the Gicknefſe of Northumberland, 
Whoſe Power was in the firſt proportion ; 
And what with Owen Glewdowers abſence thence, 
Who with thera was rated firmely roo, 
And comes nor in,euer-rul'd by Prophecies, 
| feare the Power of Percy is too weake, 
To wage an inftant eryall with the King. 
Sir Mich. Why,my _ Lord,you need not feare, 


| There is Dowglas,and Lord CMortimer. 


Arch. No, Mortimer is not there, 

Sir Mic. But there is Mordake ernen, Lord Harry Percy, 
And there is my Lord of Worceſter, 
And a Head of gallant Warriors, 


| Noble Gentlemen, 


Arch. And 


» 


— 
— 


Las. 


| 
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eArch, And ſo thereis, but yet the King hath drawne | 
The ſpeciall head of all the Land rogether : 
The Prince of Wales, Lord /obn of Lancafter, 
The Noble Weſtmerland, and warlike Blunt ; 
And many moe Corriuals,and deare men 
Of eſtimation, and command in Armes. 
Sir A, Doubt not my Lord, he ſhall be well oppos'd 
eArch. lhope no lefle? Yer needfull 'ris to feare, 
And to preuent the worſt, Sir Michel ſpeed ; 
For if Lord Percy thriue not, ere the King 
Diſmiſſe his power, he meanes to viſit ys : 
For he hath heard of our Confederacie, 
And, 'tis but Wiſedome to make ſtrong againſt him : 
Therefore make haſt, I muſt go write againe 
To other Friends : and ſo farewell,Sir Aichell, Exennt, 


—_—_——C_____— —_ 


Aus Quintus. Scena Prima. 
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Enter the King, Prince of Þ ales, Lord Iohn of Lancaſter, 
Eavle of Weſt merland, Sir Walter Blunt, 
and Falſtaffe. 


King, How bloodily the Sunne beginstopeere 
Aboue yon busky hill: the day lookes pale 
Art his diſtemperature, 

Prin, The Southerne winde 
Doth play the Trumpet to his purpoſes, 
And by his hollow whiſtling in the Leaves, 
Fortels a TempeRt,aad a blaſt ring day. \ 

Kinge Then with the loſers let it ſympathize, 
For nothing can ſeeme foule tothoſe that win. 

T be Trumpet ſonnd;, 


Enter Worceſter. 


Xing. How now my Lord of Worſter? 'Tis not well 
That youand I ſhould meet vypon ſuch tearmes, 
As now we meet. You have deceiu'dour truſt, 
And made vs doffe our eafie Robes of Peace, 
To cruſh our old limbes in vngentle Steele; 
This is not well, my Lord,chis is not well, 
What ſay you to 1t? Will you againe vnknir 
This churliſh knot of all-abhorred Warre? 
And moue in that obedient Orbe againe, 
Where you did give a faire and naturall light, 
And be no more an exhall'd Meteor, 
A prodigie of Feare, and a Portenc 
Ofbroached Miſcheete, tothe vnborne Times? 
Wor. Heare me,my Liege: 
For mine owne part, I could be well content 
To entertaine the Lagge-end of my life 
With quiet houres : For | do proteſt, 
I haue not ſought the day of this diſhke,' 
King. You haue not ſought it : how comes it then? 
Fal. Rebellion lay in his way,and he found it. 
Prin, Peace,Chewer, peace. 
Wor. It pleas'd your Maieſty, to turne your lookes 
Of Fauour, from my Selte, and all our Houſe ; 
And yet I muſt remember youmy Lord, 
We were the firſt, and deareſt of your Friends : 
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For you, my ftaffe of Office did I breake 
In Richards time, and poaſted day and night 
To meete you on the way,and kifſe your hand, 
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When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing fo ſtrong and fortunate, as I ;** 
It was my Selfe, my Brother, and his Sonne, 

That brought you home,and boldly did out-dare © 
The danger of the time. Youſwore to vs, 

And you did ſweare chat Oath at Doncaſter, 

Thar you did nothing ot purpoſe *gainſt the Srate, 
Nor claime no further, then your new-falne right, 
The ſeate of Gawnt, Dokedome of Lancaſter, 

To chis, we {ware our aide : Bur inſhort ſpace, 

[t rain'd downe Fortune ſhowring on your head, 
And ſuch a floud of Grearnefle fell on you, 

What with our helpe, what with che abſent King, 
What with the injuries of wanton time, 

The ſeeming lufterances that you had borne, 

And the contrarious Windes that held the King | 

So _= ir the vnlucky Iriſh Warres, 

Thar all in England did repute him dead : | | 

And from this ſwarme of faire advantages, 

You tooke occahon to be quickly woo'd, 

To gripe the generall (way into your hand, 

_—_— your Oath to vs at Doncaſter, 

And being fed by ys, you vv'd vs ſo, 

As that vngentle gull the Cuckowes Bird, 

Vieth the Sparrow, did oppreſfſe our Neſt, 

Grew by our Feeding, too great a bulke, 

That cuen our Loue durſt not come neere your ſight 

For feare of ſwallowing : Bur with nimble wing 
We were inforc'd for ſafety ſake, to flye 

Our of your hight, and raiſe this preſent Head, 
Whereby we itand oppoſed by tuch meanes 
As you your lelfe, haue forg'd againſt your ſelfe, 

By vnkinde vſage, dangerous countenance, 

And violation of all faith and troth 

Sworne to vs in yonger enterprize., | 

Kin, Theſe things indeede you haue articulated, 

Proclaim'd at Market Crofles.read in Churches, 

To face the Garment of Rebellion | 

With ſome fine colour, that may pleaſe the eye | 

Of fickle Changelings, and poore Diſcontents, 

Which gape, and rub the Elbow at the newes | 

Of hucly burly Innouation : 

And never yet did InſurreQtion want 
Such water-colours, to impaint his cauſe: 

Nor moody Beggars, ſtaruing for a time 
Of pell-mell hauocke,and confuſion. 

Prin. In both our Armies, there is many a ſoule 

Shall pay full dearely for this encounter, 

If once they ioyne intriall, Tell your Nephew, 

The Prince of Wales doth ioyne with all the world 
In praiſe of Henry Percie : By my Hopes, 

This preſent enterprize let off his head, 

I do not thinke a braver Gentleman, 
More aQtiue, valiant,or more valiant yong, 
More daring,or more bold,is now alive, 
To grace this latter Age with Noble deeds, 
For my part, I may ſpeake it to my ſhame, 
I have a Truant beene to Chiualry, 
And ſo [ heare, he doth account me too 2 
Yer this before my Fathers Maiefty, 
I am content thar he ſhall rake the oddes 
Of his great name andeſtimation, 
And will,to ſaue the blood on either fide, 
Try fortune with him, in a Single Fight. 
King. And Prince of Wales,ſo dare we yenter thee, 
Albeit, confideracions infinite r 
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The Firſt Part of Kyng Henry the Fourth. 
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Do make _” 1; No good Weriter,no, 


\We louc our people well z cuen tlivie welove: :: 

That arc milled vpon.your Coukins part: - 1.24 17; 

| And will chey.take theefter ot our Grace : -*/ 

Both he, and they,and you ; Vea,cucry man 

Shall be my Friend againe, and le be his. 

$1 tell your Coulin, and bring me word, 

What he will,do. But 1t he wall not yeeld, 

Rebuke and dread correchon waite on vs, 

| And hey ſhall 6o their Ofthice, So bee gone, . 

We will 664now be woubled with reply, 

| We ofter faire, rake it adurſealy, 
Exit Worceſter, 


| Prin. Te will not be accepred,on my life, 


The Dowglas and the //otjpurre both together, 

Are contident againlt the world in Acmes, 

King. Hence therefore, euery Leader to his charge, 
{For on their anſwer wiil we ſet on them; 

! And God befriend v3, a5 our caule 1s juſt, 

| Manet Prince and Falſt aſfe. 

Fal. Hal, ifthou lce me downe in the battell, 
} And beſtride me, lo ;'tis apointoof friendſhip. 
 Prm,Nothing but a Coloſſus can do thee that frendſhip 
Say thy prayers,and farewel], 

| Fal, [ wouldit were bed time 11al,and all well, 

| Prin. Why,thou ow ft heauen a death, 


F xctiunt, 


: 
þ 
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Faift, 'Tis not due yer: | would bee loath to pay him 


that call's not on me? Well, 'tis no matter, Honor prickes 
me on, But how if Honour pricke me oft when 1 come 
on? How then? Can Honour (ettoo alegge? No : oran 
arme ? No: Ortake away the greefe of a wound ? No. 
| Honour hath noskill in Surgerie, then ? No. What 18 Ho- 
nour ? A word, What 15 that word Honour ? Ayre: A 
trim reckoning, Who hath it? He that dy'de a Wednel- 
day, Doth he feele 1? No. Dorh hee heare 11? No. Is it 
inſenfible then? yea, ro the dead. Bur wil itnot live with 
the living? No. Why ? DetraQtion wil not (uffer ir, ther- 
fore Ile nane of it. Honour 13 a meere Scutcheon, and [o 
cnds my Carechitine, Exim, 


— — —— - " _— 


| Scena Secunda. 
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E ner Worceſter, and Sir Ricbard Vernon, 


|  1or. Ono,my Nephew mu}not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberaltkinde offer of the King. 
Fer. 'T were vett he Cid; 
Wor, Then we are all vndone, 
| {Jr is nor r othble, uc cannot be, 
'The King would keepe his word inJouing vs, 
[He will {utpect vs ft:ll, and hade a time 
| To puniſh; this offence jn others taults : 
{ Svppofition, all our hoes, hall be ftucke full ofeyes ; 
; For Treaſon 15 bvr crufted ike the Foxe, 
{ \\ honecels tame, to cheriſht,andlock'd vp, 
| \Will have awilde tricke of his Anceſtors : 
| Looke how he can, or ſad or mernily, 
| Interpretation will miſquote our lookes, 
| An we ſhell trede like Oxenar altall, 
The beter cheriſhr, (till the nearer death. 
My Nephewes treſpaſſe may be well forgot, 
It hath the excule of youth, and heate of blood, 


tt, 


before his day. What neede 1 bee fo forward with him, 


— 


—_ 
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Andan adopted name of Priuiledpe, 
A haire-brain'd-Horſpzrre, gouern'd by a Spleene: 
All his offences hiuc ypon my head, 
And on his Fathers, We didrraine him on, 
And his corruption being tane from ys, 
We as the Spring of all, thall pay for all : 
Theretore good Couſin, ler not Harry know 
In any caſe, the offer of the King, 

Ver. Deliuer whar you will, lle ſay 'tis ſo. 
Heere comes your Colin, 


Enter H otfpurre, 


Hot, My Vnkle is retunn'd, 
Deliuer vp my Lord of Weſtmerland, 
Vnkle, what newe- 2 
Wor, The King will bid you battell preſently, 
Dow. Detic him by the Lord of Weltaterlaud. 
Hot, Lord Dowglas : Go you and tell him ſos 
Dow. Marry and ſhall,and verie willingly, 
Exit Dowglar. 
IVor. There is no ſeeming mercy in the King, 
Hot, Did you begge any? God forbid. 
Wor. | told him gently of our greevances, 
Of his Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 
By now forſwearing that he is forſworne, 
He cals vs Rebels, Traitors, and will ſcourge 
With haughty armes, this hatefull name in vs, 
. Enter Dowolas. 
Dew. Arme Gentlemen, to Armes, for I haue thrown 
A brave defiance in King Henries teeth ; 
And \Weſftmerlauo that was ingag'd did beare it, ; 
Which cannot choole bur bring him quickly on, 
Wor. The Prince of Wales (tept forth before the king, 
And Nephew, cballeng'd you to fingle light, | 
Hot. O, would the quarrel] lay vpon our heads, 
And that no man might draw ſhort breath ro day, 
Put I and Harry Monmouh, Tell me,cell mee, 
How ſhew'd his Talking ? Seed it in contermpr ? 
er. No, by my Soule : ] never in my life 
Dd here a Challenge vrg'd more modenlly, 
Vnlefte a Brother fhould a Brother dare 
To gentle exercite, and proote of Armes, 
He gaue you all che Duties of a Man, 
Trimm'd yp your prailes with a Princely tongue, 
Spoke your deſeruings hike a Chronicle, 
Making you cuer better then his praile, 
By (till diſpraiſing praiſe, yalew'd with you : 
And which became bim like a Prince indeed, 
He made a bluthing citall of himſelfe, 
And chid his Trewant youth with ſuch a Grace, 
As ifhe maſtred there a double ſpirit 
Ot reaching, and ot learning inſtantly :; 
There did he pauſe, Bur ler me tell the World, 
[f he out-live the enuie of this day, 
England did never owe ſo ſweet a hope, * 
So much milconſtrued in his Wantonneſle, 
Hot. Coulin, I thinke thou art enamored 
On his Follies ; neuer did I heare 
Of any Prince io wilde at Liberty. 
But be he as he will, yet onceere night, 
] will imbrace him witha Souldiers arme, 
That he ſhall ſhrinke vnder my curceſfle. ps 
Arme,arme with ſpeed. And Fellow's,Soldiers,Friends, 
Better conſider what you haue to do, 
Thar I that haue nor well the gift of Tongue, 
Can 


* — hd ———7 PT” ang yrs. Amen — 
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| Can lift your blood vp with perſwaſion, 

| Enter a (Meſſenger, 
Meſ. My Lord,beere are Lercers for you. 
Hot, 1 cannot reade thermnow., 

OGentlemen, the time of life is ſhort ; 

To ſpend that ſhortneſle baſely,were too long, 

If life did ride vpon a Dials point, 

Scill ending at the arrivall of an houre, 

Andif we live, weliuc to treade on Kings: 

Ifdye; braue death, when Princes dye with ys. 

Now for our Conſciences, the Armes is faire, 

When the intent for bearing them 35 juſt, 

| Enter another HMeſſenger, 
Meſ. My Lord prepare, the King comes on apace, 
Hot, I thanke him, that he cuts me trom my tale: 

For | profeſſe not talking: One)y this, | 

Let each man do his beſt, And heere I draw a Sword, 

Whole worthy temper 1 intend to (taine 

With the beſt blood that I can meere withall, 

In the advencure of this perillous day, 

Now Eſperance Percy, and ſet on : 

Sound all the lofty Inftruments of Warre, 

And by that Muhicke, let vs all imbrace : 

For heauen to earth, ſome of vzneuer ſhall, 

A ſecond time do ſuch a curtehe, 


—_—_— 
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T he Firſt Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


T bey embrace,the Trumpets ſound, the King entereth | 
with his power, alarum vnto thebattell, Then enter | 
Dowg las, aud Sir Walter Blunt, 
Blu,Whar is thy name,that in battel thus Y crofſeſt me? 
What honor doſt thou ſeeke vpon my head ? 
Dow. Know then my name is Dowglas, 
And I do haunt thee in the batctell thus, | 
Becauſe ſome tell me, that thou art a King, 
Blunt, Tacy tell thee crue. 
Dow. The Lord of Stafford deereto day hath bought 
Thy likeneſle : for infled of chee King Harry, 
This Sword hath ended him, ſo (Mall it thee, 
Vnleſle thou yeeld thee as a Priſoner. 
Bls. 1 was not borne to yeeld,thou haughty Scor, 
And thou ſhalt fiade a King that will reuenge 
Lords Staffords death. 
Fight, Blunt ts [[aine,then enters Fotſpur, 
Hot, O Dowslas,hadft thou tought at Holmedon thus 
{1 neuer had criumphed o'ce a Scor, 
Dew. All s done,all's wonghere breathles lies the king 
«#{ot. Where? 
Dow. Heere. > 
'} Hot, This 45? Noi know this face full well : 
A gallant Knight he was, his name was Zlunt, 
(Semblably furniſb'd like the King hirmalelte, 
Dow, Ah foolez.,go with thy foule wherher it gocs, 
A bortowed Title haſt thou bought too deere. 
Why didft choutell me, char chou wer'ta-King 2 


— * 


© * es 


Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coats. 

Dow, Now by my Sword, 1 will kill all his Coates, 
Ile murder 8ll his Wardrcobe'peece by peece, * 
VoullI meettbeKing. V3 U7ST 1 
1/\ Het. Vp,and away, , | {+ ;f 
Our Souldiers and full fairely far the Cay. 
|- Alarum, and enter Falſtafſe folm :- 1 ey 

/ Fal. Though | could ſcape ſhet-free'at London, ] fear: 

|.the ſhat heere:; here's no ſcoring, but vponthe pate. Soft | 
who ate you ? Sir # alter Blunt, there's Honour for you: | 
here's no vanity, I am as hot as molten Lead,andas hea- 


uy t00 z heauen keepe Lead out of ec, I nectie no more | 


E xeant . 
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weight then mite owne Bayclles, 4 baue let! my rag of | 


And Rebels Armes ttiumpb in maſſacres, 
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Muffins where they are pepper'd : there's not three of my 
150. left aliue, and they for the Townes end, to beg du- 
ring life. But who comes heere ? 

Enter the Prince, 

Prs.W hat,ſtand'{t thou idle here? Lend me thy ſword, 
Many a Nobleman likes Rtarke and (life 
Vnder the hooves of vaunting enemies, 

Whote deaths are vnreveng d. Prethy tend me thy ſword 

Fal. O Hal,l prethee giue me leaue to breath awhile: 
Turke Gregory never did ſuch deeds in Armes, as I have 
done this day, I haue paid Percy,l haue made him lure, 

Prin, He is indeed,and !iuing to kill thee : 

I prethee lend me thy (word, 

F.l/t. Nay Hal, if Percy bee alive, thou getſt not wy 
Sword ; but take my Piſtoll if thou wilt, 

Prin, Giueit me; What, is it in the Caſe © 

Fal, 1 1al,'tis lot : There's that will Sacke « City, 

T be Prince drawes ont a Bottle of Sacke. 

Prin, What, is it a time to1eſt and dally now, Exit, 

1 browes it at hin. 

Fal. If Percy be aliue, Ile pierce him: if he do come in 
my way,ſo: it he do not, if I come in his (willingly) ler 
him make a Carbonado of me; Ilike nor ſuch grinning 
honour as S:r Walter hath : Giue mee life, whichif I can 
{2ue, fo: it not, honour comes vnlook'd for, andther's an 
end. Exit 


1 


w— 


— —_ 


Scena T ertia. 


_— — 


| eAlarum excurſions enter the King ,the Prince, 
Lord lohn of Laxcaſter, and Earle 
of WH e/tnoer land 4 


King. lprethee Harry withdraw thy (elfe, thou blee-/ 
deft roo much: Lord /obn of Lancaſter go you with him. 
P.Toh. Noti,my Lord, voleſle 1 did bleedto0, 
Pris. 1 beſecch your Maieſty make vp, + 
Leaſt you retirement do amaze your friends, '/ 
King, 1 willdo1o: : 

My Lordof Weſtmerland leade him to his Teac. 
Weſt. 'Come my Lord, Ile leade youto your Tent. 
Prin, Lead memy Lord? do not need your helpe; 

And heauen forbid a ſhallow ſcratch ſhould driue 

The Prince of Wales fromiuch a field as this, 

Where ſtain'd Nobility lyes croden on, | 


L 


lob. We breath too long: Come coli Weltmerland, 
Our duty this way lics, for heaueas ſake come. | 
Prin, By heanen thou nal. deceiu'd me Lancafter, 
I did:not thinketbee Lord of fech a ſpiric ; | 
Before, I lou'd thee as « Brother, i{ob» ; 
But now, + do xefpect thee a3 my Soule. 
. King: i4wwy him b61d Lord Percy at the point, 
Withluſtier finance then] &d looke for. 
Of ſuch an vngzowne Warciour, - 14 
Prin. Othi»Boylends mettall ro vs all. Exit. 
229] Erter Dowylas. 161119 
Dow. Another King?They grow like Hydra's heads: 
I am the Dowg las, fatall to all thole..... ot he 8, 
'Lbac weare c6lours on thersy, Whas art thou 
That catmcerfeir'fi the perlonota King? / + * 
King.The King tumiclic « who Dowg/as grieues at bn 
30 


| 


” 


Ge —_———_—— "I IRS | 


—-_ edi. oc. Aid 


! 


wy 
_ - bn 
5 £. A :- 


ng TS 4 


Fs 


" 


= 


oO regs, n+ A GO 


—— os 


\ 3 
> 
1 
” 
; q 
f : 
þ 
4 
47 
132 
: 
% 


T- 


The Firſt Part of K ing Henry the Fourth. 


So many of his ſhadowes thou haſt met, 
And nor the very King, 1 haue two Boyes 
Secke Percy and thy (eite about the Field : 
But (ecing thou fall'fi on me to luckily, 
I will aſſay thee : ſo detend thy elfe. 
Dow. | feare thou art another counterfeit : 
And yet infaith thou bearit thee like a King : 
But mine | am (ure thou art, whoere thou be, 
And thus I winthee, They fight, the K.being in danger, 
Enter Prince, 
Prin. Hold vp they head vile Scor,or thou att like 
Neuer to hold it vp againe : the Spitits 
Of valiant Sherly,Stafford,B lunt,are in my Armes; 
It is the Prince of Wales that chreatens thee, 
Who neuer promileth, but he meanes to pay. 
They F12ht,Dowglas flyeth. 
Cheerely My Lord: how fare's your Grace ? 
Sir Nicholas Garſey hath for ſuccour (ent, 
And fo bath (7ifton : Ile to Clifton firaight, 
King. Stay,and breath awhile, 
Thou haft redeern'd thy loſt opinion, 
And ſhew'd thou mak*ft ſome tender of my lite 
In this faire reſcue thou haſt brought co mee, 
Prin, O heauen, they did me too much injury, 
Thar cuer ſaid | hearkned to your death. 
Ifit were ſo, I might haue let alone 
The inſulting hand of Dowg/as ouer you, 
Which would haue bene as ſpeedy in your end, 
A3 all the poylonousPotions in the world, 
And {au'd the Treacherous labour of your Sonne. 
K, Make vp to {ifton, Ile to Sir Nicholas Gaſes. Exit 
Enter Hotſpur. 
Het, 1fT miſtake not, thou art Harry Monmonth, 
Prin, Thou ſpeak' as if | would deny my name, 
Hot. My name is Harrie Percie, 
Prin, \Why then I ſeea very valiant rebel of that name, 
I am the Princeaf \Walcs,and thinke nor Percy, 
To-ſhare with me ia glory any more : 
4 Two Starres keepe not their motion in one Sphere, 
| Nor can one England brooke a double reigne, 
Of Harry Percy,and the Prince of Wales. 
Hot, Nor ſhall it Hay, tor the houre is come 
To end the one of vs; and would co heaven, 
| Thy namein Armes, were cow 28 great as mine. 
Prix. Tle make it greater,cre I part from thee, 
And all the budding Honors on thy Crett, 
Ie crop;tomake a Garland for my head. 
11ec. I canno longer brooke thy Vanities. 
'Enter Falſt affe. 
Fal. Well ſaid Hal,co it Hal. Nay you ſhall finde no 
Boyes play heere, I cantell you. 
Enter Dowglar he fights with Falftaffe who fals down 
5 if he were dead, The Prince killeth Pere. 
Ho. Oh Warry,thou haft rob'd me of my youth : 
I better brooke the lofleof bricle lite, 
Then thoſe proud Titles thov haſt wonne of me, 
They woun4 my choghts worſe, then the {word my fleſh: 
But choughr's the ſlaue of Lite,and Life, Times foole ; 
And Time, that takes ſuruey of all the world, 
Muſt hauc a top. Q, I could Prophefie, ; 
1 Bur that the Earth, and che cold hand of death, 
Lees on my Tongue : No Percy,thou art Guft 
| And ſnodfor \ vn" el 
| Pris, For Wormer;braue-Percy.Farewell great heart; 


Fight, 


hen that this bodie did containe a ſpair, © 


| 


along houre by Shrewsburie clocke. If1 may bee belte. 


the finne vpon their owne heads, le rake't on my death 


| | 


__ — 


A Kingdome for it was too ſmall a bound : 

But now two paces of the vileſt Earthy 

Is roome enough. This Earththat beares the dead,' 

Beares not aliue ſo ſtout a Gentleman, 

If chou wer't ſenſible of curtefie, 

I ſhould not make ſo great a ſhew of Zeale, 

Bur let my fauours hide thy mangled face, 

And euen in thy behalfe, Ile thanke my ſelfe 

For doing thele fayre Rites of Tendernefle. 

Adieu,and take thy praiſe with thee to heauen, 

Thy ignomy ſleepe with thee in the grave, 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph. 

What? Old Acquaintance? Could not all this fleſh 

Keepe in alittle lifef Poore Iacke,farewel! : 

I could haue better ſpar'd a better man, 

O, I ſhould haue a heauy miſle of thee, 

If I were much in loue with Vanity, 

Death hath nor ſtrucke ſo fat a Deere today, 

Though many dearer in this bloody Fray ; 

imbowell'd will I ſee thee by and by, 

Tiil cthen,in blood, by Noble Pereve lye. Ex, 
Falftaffe riſeth wp, 

Falſt, Imbowell'd? If thou imbowell mee to day, Ile 
giue you leaue to powder me,and cat me too to morow, 
'Twas time to counterfet, or that hotte Termagant Scor, 
had paid ine {cot and lot too, Counterfeit? 1 am no coun» 
rerfcit; to dye, is to be a counterfeit, for tec is bur the 
counterfeit of a man,who hath not the life of a man ; Bur 
to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liuerh,is to be 
no counterfeit, but the true and perfe image of life in- 
deede, The better part of Valour, is Diſcretion ; in the 
which better part, I have ſaued my life, I am affraide of 
this Gun-powder Percy though he be dead, How if hee 
ſhould counterfeitroo, and riſe? Iam afraid hee would 
proue the better counterfeit:therefore Ile make him ſure: 
yea,and Ile ſweare I kill'd him. Why may not hee riſe as 
well as I : Nothing confutes me but eyes, and no-bodie 
ſees me. Therefore firra, with a new wound in your thigh 
come you along me. T akes Hotſhmrre on bu backs. 

Enter Prince and lobn of Lancaſter, 
Prin, Come Brother John, full branely haft thou fleſhr 
thy Maiden ſword. 
lsbn. But ſoft, who haue we heere? 
Did you not tell me this Fat man was dead? 
Prin. 1 did, 1 ſaw him dead, 
Breathleſſe,and bleeding on the ground:/Art thou alive ? 
Or is it fantaſie that playes vpon our eye-fight ? 
I prethee ſpeake, we will not truſt our eyes 
Without our eares, Thou art not what thouſeem'ft, 
Fal. No, that's certaine : | am not a double man : bue 
if I be not /ache Falſtaffe,then am 1 a Jacke: There is Per- 
cy,if your Father will do me any Honor, ſo: ifnotylet him! | 


kill the next Perciehimſelfe. Ilooketo beeither Earle or 
Duke,l can aſſure you, TH 
Prin, Why,Percy 1kill'd my ſelfe, and ſaw thee dead, 
Fal. Did'{t thou? Lord, Lord, howthe world is giuen 
ro Lying? I graunt you I was downe,/ and out of Breath, 
and ſo was he, but we roſe both at animſtant,and fought 


ued,ſo :1f nor, ler them that ſhould reward 'Valour,beare 


I gave him this wound in the Thigh + if the man vvere a= 
lwe,and would deny it, I would make him eate a peece 
of my {\word, | 
John. This is the ftrangeft Tale that &re 1 heard, 
Prin, This is the ftrangeft Fellow, Brother /oby. 


| Come 


| I!|l-weau'd Ambirion, how much artthou ſhrunke? 
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Come bring your luggage Nobly on your backe : | AndI embrace this fortune patiently, 
For my parc,it a lye may do thee grace, Since not to be auoyded, it tals on mee, 
Lle gil'd it with the happieſt tearmes [ have, King, Beare Worceſter co death,and Vernon too : 
eA Retreat ts ſounded, Other Offenders we will pauſe vpon, 
The Trumpers ſound Retreat,the day is ours: | Exit Worceſter and Vernor, 
Come Brother, ler's to the higheſt of the field, How goes theField? 
To ſce what Friends are liuing,whoare dead. Exewunt Prin. The Noble Scot Lord Dewglas, when hee ſaw 

Fal. Ile follow as they lay, for Reward, Hee thatre= } The fortune of the day quite rurn'd tromhim, 

wards me, eauen reward him. If I do grow great again, The Noble Percy flaine,and all his men, 
Ile growlefle ? For Ile purge, and leauc Sacke, and hue Vponthe foot of feare,fled with the reſt; —j 
cleanly,as a Nobleman ſhould do. Exit | And falling from a hill, he was ſo bruiz'd 
__. | That the purſuers rooke him, At my Tere 
Eb, _ The Dowglas is, and I beſeech your Grace, 
I may difpole of him, 
Sena (uarta. Ke. Wikh all my hcart, 
Prim. Then Brother [abn of Lancaſter, 
Ea tg G OR WOE Toyouthis honourable bounty ſhall belong : 
The Trempets ſound. Goto the Dowg/as,and deliuer him 
Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord lobn of Lancafter, | Vp to his plealure, ranſomleſle and free : 
Earle of weſt merland, with Worceſter & His Valour ſhewne vpon our Creſts to day, 
Vernon Priſoners, Hathtaught vs how to cheriſh ſuch high deeds, 
Euen in the bot ome of our Adverſaries. 

King. Thus ever did Rebellion finde Rebuke, King. Then this remaines : that we divide our Power. 
Ill-ſpirited Worceſter, ajd we not ſend Grace, You Sonne /obn,and my Couſin Weſtmerland 
Pardon,and tearmes of Loyero all of you ? . Towards Yorke ſhall bend you, with your deereft ſpeed 
And wouldft thou turne our offers contrary ? To meet Northumberland,and the Prelate Scyoope, 
Mituſe the tenor of thy Kinſmans truft ? Who(as we heare)are buſily in Armes. 

Three Knights vpon our party ſlaine to day, My Selte, and you Sonne —y will towards Wales, 
A Noble Earle, znd many a creature elſe, To fight with Glendower,and the Earle of March, 
Had beene alive this houre, Rebellion in this Land ſhall loſe his way, 
If iike a Chriftian thou had'ſt truly borne Meeting the Checke of ſuch another day : | 
Betwixt out Armies, true Intelligence. And (ince this Bufineſle ſo faire is done, 
Wor, What I haue done, wy ſafety yrg'd me to,' Let vs not leaue ill all our owne be wonne, Exeunt. 
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The Second Part of Henry the Fourth, 


| Containinghis Death : andthe Coronation 
_of King Henry the Fitt, 
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| . Enter Rimmer. 


MM Pearyorr Earcs : For which of you will top 
FX) 2 | he vent of Hearing, w!.en loud Rumor ſpeakes? 
IK {, from ths Orient, tothe drooping Welt 

a (Making the winde my Poſt-horle) till vnfold 
The Acts commence! on this Ball of Earth, 

| :Vpon my Tongue, conctinuall Slanders ride, 
[The which, in eu*ry Language, Ipronounce, 
Stuffing the Eares of them with falſe Reports : 
I ſpeake of Peace, while couert Eamitie 
(Vader the ſmile of Safety) wounds the World : 
And who but Rewonr, who bur oac!y [ 

Make feacfuil M (ters, and prepar'd Defence, 

' Whkil'k the bigge yeare, {wolne with lome other griefes, 
Is choughc with childe, by the Rerne Tyrant, Warre, 
And no ſuch matter? Rumonr, is a Pipe 

'Blowne by Surmiles, ielouſies, Contectures; 

'And of to eafic, and {> plaine a top, 

[That the blunt Monſter, with yncounted heads, 

The fill diſcordant, wauencg Mu'tituce, 

Can play vponit, But whatncede [ thus 

My weli-knowne Body to Anathomize 

Among my houſhold ? Why 15 Rumonr heere ? 

I run before King Farris victory, 

Who in a bloodir field by Shrewsburie 

Hath beaten downe yorg Hotſpurre aud his Troopes, 
'Queaching the flame of bold Rebellion, 
Even with the Rebels blood, But what meane I 

[To (peake ſo irve ar firſt ? My Office is 

To hoyic abroad, that Harry (1onmonth fell 


Vnder the Wrath of Noble Hoiſparres Sword ; 


: And that the King, betore the Dowgla Rage 
'Stoop'd his Annointed head, as low as death. 

This have Þrumon:*'d through the peaſant-Townes, - 
| Berweene the Royall Field of Skrewsburie, 
' Anduliis Worme-eaten-Hole of ragged Stone, 
Where Horfparres Father, 16 Northumberland, 
Lyes cratty ticke, The Potics come tyring on, 
And not 2 manot chem brings other newes 
Then they houe learn'd of Me, From Rumenrs Tongues, 
They bring {mooth-Comtorts-falſe, worle then True- 
| WLonys, Exit. 


\ — 


| eAtlus Primus. Scena Prima. 
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Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Lord Bardolfe, and the Portey, 


L.Bar. Who keepes the Gate heere has ? 
Whereis the Earle? 
Por. What ſhall I ſay you are? 
Bar. Tell thou the Earle 
That the Lord Zarde{fe doth attend him heere, 
Por. His Lordſhip is walk'd forth into the Orchard, 
Pleaſe it your Honor, knocke butat the Gate, 
And he himſelfe will anſwer, 
| Enter Northumberland, 
L.Bar. Heere comes the Farle. 
Nor. What newes Lord Bardolfe? Eu'ry minutenow | 
Should bethe Father of ſome Stratagem; 
The Times are wilde : Contention (like a Horſe 
Full of high Feeding) madly hath broke looſe, 
And beares downe ali before hun, 
L.Bar. Noble Earle, | 
I bring you certaine newes from Shrewsbury. 
Nor. Good,and heaven will, 
L.Bar, As good as heart can wiſh : 
The King is almoſt wounded to the death : 
And in the Fortune of my Lord your Sonne, 
Prince 77ar7i- (laine our-right : 2nd þoth the Blunts, 
Kill'd by the hand of Dowglar, Yong Prince lobn, 
And Welſtmerland, and Stafford, fled the Field, 
And Harrie Monmouth's Brawne (the Hulke Sir Jobs) , | 
Is priſoner to your Sonne, O, ſuch a Day, 
i fought, ſo follow'd, and ſo fairely wonne) 
ame not, till now, to dignifie the Times 
Since Ceſars Fortuncs. 
Nor. How is this dertu'd? 
Saw you the Field? Came you from Shrewsbury ? 
L.Zar.lipake with one (my L. )that came fr6 thence, 
A Gentleman well bred,and of good name, 
That freely render'd me theſe newes for true, 
Nor. Heere comes my Seruant Traxers,whom I ſent 
On Tueſday lal?, to liſten afrer Newes. 
- Emter Tramers, 
L.Bayr. My Lord,I over-rod him on the way, 
And he 1s furniſh'd withno certainties, 
More then he (haply )may retaile from me. 
Nor,Now Trawers, what good tidings comes fr6,you? 


Tra. 


— I EO —_— 


Tra. My Lord, Sir [obs Umfrexillcurn'd me backe 
With joyfull rydings; and (being better hors'e) 
Ourt-rod me. After him, came {purring head 
A Gentleman (almoſt fore-ſpent with tpeed) 

That Ropp'd by me, to breath his bloodied horſe. 
He ask'd the way to Cheſter : And of him 
1 did demand what Newes from Shrewsbury : 
He told me, that Rebellion had ill lucke, 
And that yong Harry Percies Spurre was cold. 
With that he gaue his able Horſe the head, 
And bending torwards ſtrooke his able heeles 
Againſt the panting fides of his poore Iade 
Vp to the Rowell head, and _— {o, 
He ſeem'd in running, to deuoure the way, 
Staying no longer queſtion, 
North. Ha? Againe: 
Said he yong Harri Percyes Spurre was cold? 
(Of Hot-Spwrre,cold-Spurre?) that Rebellion, 
Had met ill lucke ? 
L.Bar. My Lord : Ile tell you what, 
If my yong Lord your Sonne, hauenor the day, 
Vpon mine Honor, for a filken point 
Ile giue my Barony, Neuer talke of it, 

Nor. Why ſhould the Gentleman that rode by Travers 
Giue then fach inſtances of Loſſe ? 

L.Bar. Who, he? 

He was ſome hielding Fellow, that had ſtolne 
The Horſe he rode-on : and vpon my life 
Speake at aduenture, Looke,here comes more Newes, 


Enter Morton. 


Nor, Yea, this mans brow, like to a Title-leafe, 
Fore-rels the Nature of a Tragicke Volume: 
Solookes the Strond, when the Imperious Flood 
Hath left a witne(t Vſurpation, 
Say Morton, d1d'ſt thou come from Shrewsbury ?, 
Ator, | ran from Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord) 
Where hatefuil death pur on his vglick Maske 
Tofright our party, 
North. How doth my Sonne,and Brother? 
Thoutrembl'it; and the whitenefle in thy Cheeke 
[s apter then thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand, 
Euen ſuch a man, ſo faint,ſo ſpiritleſſe, 
So dull, ſo dead in looke, ſo woe-be-gone, 
Drew Priams Curtaine,in the dead of night, 
And would haue told him, Halte his Troy was burn'd, 
But Priams tound the Fire,ere he his Tongue : 
And I, my Percies death, ere thou report'|t ir, 
This, thou would  fay : Your Sonne did thus, and thus : 
Your Brother, thus . So fought the Noble Dowglas, 
' {Stopping my greedy eare,with taeir bold deeds. 
But in the end (to ſtop mine Eare indeed) 
Thou laſt a Sigh, to blow away this Praiſe, 
Ending with Brother, Sonne,and all are dead, 
Mor. Dewglasis living,and your Brother, yet: 
But for my Lord, your Sonne, 
North. Why.he is dead, 
See what a ready tongue Sulpition hath : 
He that buc fearcs the thing, he would not know, 
Hath by Inftin&, knowledge from others Eyes, 
That what he feard, is chanc'd, Yet ſpeake(Merton) 
Tell thou thy Earle,his Divivation Lies, 
And 1 will rake it, as a \weet Difgrace, 
And make thee rich, tor doing me ſuch wrong, 
Meor, You are too great, to be{by me) gainſaid : 
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Your Spirar is too true, your Feares too certaine, 
North, Yetfor all this, ſay not that Percies dead, 
I ſee a ſtrange Conteſhon in thine Eye : | 
Thou ak thy head, and hold'ſt it Feare, or Sinne, 
To ſpeake a truth. If he be (laine,fay fo: 
The Torgue offends nor, that reports his death : 
And he doth (inne that doth belye the dead : 
Not he, which fayes the dead is not aljue : 
Yer the firſt bringer of ynwelcome Newes 
Hath but aloofing Office: and his Tongue, 
Sounds euer after as a ſullen Bell 
Remembred, knolling a departing Friend. 
L.Bar, 1cannot thinke(my Lord)your ſon is dead, 
Mor, I am ſorry, 1 ſhould force you to beleeue 
That, which I would to heauen, I had not ſeene; 
But theſe mine eyes,ſaw him in bloody tate, 
Rend'ring faint quittance (wearied,and out-breath'd) 
To Henrie Monmonth, whole ſwitt wrath beate downe 
The neuer-daunted Percietothe earth, 
From whence(with life)he never more ſprung vp, 
In few; his death (whoſe ſpirit lent a fire, 
Euen to the dulleſt Peazant in his Cam 
Being bruired once, tooke fire and heate away 
From the belt remper'd Courage in his Troopes, 
For from his Mertle, was his Party Reel'd ; 
Which once,in him abatcd, all the reſt 
Turn'd on themſelues, like dull and heauy Lead : 
And as the Thing, that's heauy in it ſelfe, 
Vponenforcement,flyes with greateſt ſpeede, 
So did our Men, heauy in Hotſparres loſle, 
Lendto this weight, {uch lightneſſe with their Peare, 
T hat Arrowes fled nor ſwifter toward their ayme, 
Then did our Soldiers (ayming at their ſafety) 
Fly fromthe field. Then was that Noble Worceſter 
Too ſoone ta'ne priſoner : and that furious Scot, 
(The bloody Dowy/ar) whoſe well-labouring ſword 
Had three times ſlaine th'appearance of the King, 
Gan vaile his (tomacke, and did grace the ſhame 
Of thoſe that tutn'd their backes : and in his flight, 
Sturabling in Feare, was tooke. The ſumme of all 
Is, that the King hath wonne : and hath ſent out , 
A ſpeedy power, to encounter you my Lord, 
Vnder the Condudt of yong Lancaſter 
And Welimerland, This is the Newes at full, 
North. For this,I ſhall haue time enough to mourne, 
In Poyſon,thereis Phyſicke : and this newes 
(Hauing beene well)that would haue made me ficke, 
Being ficke, have in ſome meaſure,made me well. 
And as the Wretch, whoſe Feauer-weakned joynts, 
Like ftrengthlefle Hindges, buckle vnder life, 
Imparient of his Fir, breakes like a tire 
Out of his keepers armes : Euenſo, my Limbes 
( Weak'nee with greefe) being now inrag'd with greefe, 
Are thrice themſelues. Hence therefore thou nice crutch, 
A ſcalic Gauntlet now, with joynts of Steele 
Muſt gloue this hand, And hence thou fickly Quoife, 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, 
Which Princes,fleſh'd with Conqueſt, aywe to hi, 
Now binde my Browes with Iron,and approach 
The ragged'ſt houre,that Time and Spight dare biing 
To frowne vpon th'enrag'd Northumberland, 
Let Heauen kiffe Earth : now let not Natures hand 
Keepe the wilde Flood confin'd : Let Order dye, 
Andlerthe world no longer be a flage 
To feede Contention in a ling'ring Ac : 
But ler one ſpirit of the Firſt-borne Caine 
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The ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth, 


Reigne in all bolomes, that each heart being {er 

On bloody Cowles, the rude Scene may end, 

And darkneſſe be rhe burier ct the dead. (Honor, 
L.har. Sweet Earle,diuorce not wiſedom from your 
Mor, The liues of all your louing Complices 
Leane-on your health, the which if you giue.o're 

To ſtormy Paſhor,, mutt perforce decay, 

Y ou caſt th'event of Warre(my Noble Lord) 

And ſumm'd the accompr of Chance, before you ſaid 

Let vs make head : It was your preſurmize, 

That inthe dole of blowes, your Son might drop, 

You knew he walk'd o're perils, on an edge 

Morelikely to fallin, then to geto're:; 

You were aduis'd his fleſh was capeable 

Of Wounds, and Scarres ; and that his forward Spirit 
Would lift him, where moft crade of danger rang'd, 

Yet did you ſay go forth : and none of this 

(Though Rrongly apprehended) could reſtraine 

The fiiffe-borne Action : W hat hath then befalne ? 

Or what hath this bold enterprize bring forth, 


| More then that Being, which was like to be? 


L.Bar. Weall that are engaged to this lofle, 
Knew that we ventur'd on ſuch dangerous Seas, 
That if we wrought out lite, was ten to one : 
And yet we ventur'd for the gainepropos'd, 
Choak'd the reſpe of likely perill fear d, 
And fince we are o're-ler,venture againe. 
Come, we will all put forth; Body,and Goods, 
Mor.'Tis more then time : And (my moſt Noble Lord) 
1 heare for certaine, and do ſpeake the truth : 


| The gentie Arch-biſhop of Yorke is yp 


With well appointed Powres : he is a man 

Who witha double Surety bindes his Followers, 
My Lord (your Sonne)had onely but the Corpes, 
But ſhadowes, and the (hewes of men to fight, 

For that ſame word(Rebellion) d1d divide 

The action of their bodies, from their ſoules, 

And they did fight with queaſineſſe, conſtrain'd 

As men drinke Potions; that their Weapons only 
Seem'd on our fide : but for their Spirits and Soules, 
This word (Rebellion)it had troze them vp, 

As Fiſhare ina Pond, Bur now the Biſhop 

Turnes Inſurrection to Religion, 

Suppos'd (incere,and holy in his Thoughts : 

He's follow'd both with Body,and with Minde : 
And doth enlarge his Ring, with the blood 

Of faire King Richard, (crap'd from Pomtfret ſtones, 
Deriues from heauen, his Quarrell,and his Cauſe : 
Tels themhe doth beſtride a bleeding Land, 
Gaſping for life, vnder great Ballmgbrooke, 

And moregand lefſe,do flocke to follow him, 

North. I knew of this before. But to ſpeake truth, 

This preſent greefe had wip'd it from my minde. 
Go in with me,and councell euery man 
The apteſt way for ſafety, and revenge : 
Ger Poſts, and Letters,and make Friends with ſpeed, 
Neuer ſo few,nor never yet more need. Excunt, 
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Scena T ertia. 
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Enter Falſt a+ and Page, 

Fal.Sirra,you giant, what taies the DoR.to my water? 

Pas. He ſaid fir,the water it ſelfe was a good healthy 
water:but for the party that ow'd it, he might haue more 
diſcales then he knew tor. 

Fal. Men of all ſorts take a pride to gird at mee: the 
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braine of this fooliſh compounded Clay-man, is not able 
to invent any thing that cends to lavghter, more thenI 
invent,or is inuented on me, Iamnot onely witty in my 
ſelfe, but the cauſe that wit is in other men, ] doe heere 
wa!ke before thee, like a Sow, that hath o'rewhelm'd all 
her Litter, bur one. It rhe Prince put thee into my Ser- 
uice for any other reaſon, then to ſer mee of, why then I 
haue no iudgement. Thou horſon Mandrake, thou art 
fitter to be worne in my cap, then to wait at my heeles, 1 
was neuer mann'd with an Agot till now : buc 1 will ſerte 
you neyther in Gold, norSiluer, but in vilde apparell,and 
ſend you backe againe to your Maſter, for a Iewel}. The 
Tunenalt (the Prince your Maſter) whoſe Chin is not yet 
fledg'd, I will tooner haue a beard grow in the Palme of 
my hand, ther. he ſhall ger one on his cheeke: yer he will 


not ſticke to lay, his Face is a Face-Royall. Heauen may | 


finiſh it when he will, it is not a haire amiſfe yet : he may 
keepe it ſtill ata Face-Royall, for a Barber ſhall nzuer 
earne (ix pence out of it; and yet he will be crowing, as if 
he had writ man cuer fince his Father was a Batchellour. 
He may keepe his owne Grace, burtheis almoſt out of 
mine, 1 can aſſure him. What ſaid M. Dombledow, about 
the Satten for my ſhort Cloake,and Slops? 

Pag. He ſaid fir, you ſhould procure him better Aſſu- 
rance,then Bardelfe : ne wold not take his Bond & yours, 
he lik'd not the Security, 

Fal. Let him bee damn'd like the Glutton, may his 
Tongue be hotter, a horſon Achitophel ; a Raſcally-yea- 
forſooth-knaue,to beare a Gentleman in hand, and then 
ſtand ypon Security ? The horſon ſmooth-pates doe now 


weare nothing but high ſhoes, and bunches of Keyes at | 


their girdles: and if a man is through with them in ho- 
neſt Taking-vp, then they muft ſtand vpon Securitie ; I 
had as liefe they would put Rats-bane in my mouth, as 
offer to ſtoppe it with Security. Ilook'd hee ſhould have 
ſent me two and twenty yards of Satten (as I am true 
Knight) and he ſends me Security. Well,he may ſleep in 
Security, for he hath the horne of Abundance : and the 
lightneſle of his Wife ſhines through it, and yet cannot 
he ſce,though he haue his owne Lanthorne to light him, 
Where's ÞBardolfe? 
Pag. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your worſhip 

a horſe, 

Fal, 1bought him in Paules,and bee'l buy mee a horſe 
in Smithfield, If I could get mee a wife inthe Stewes, I 
were Mann'd, Hors'd,and Wiu'd. 

Enter Chiefe Inſt ice, and Seruant, 


Pap. Sir, heere comes the Nobleman that committed | 


the Prince for ftriking him, about Bardelfe. 

Fal, Wait cloſe, I will not ſee him. 

Ch.Tuſt. W hat's he that goes there ? 

Ser, Falftaffs,and't pleaſe your Lordſhip. 

Tuft. He that was in queſtion for the Robbery ? 

Ser. He my Lord, but he hath ſince done good ſeruice 
at Shrewsbury: and(as I heare tis now going with ſome 


Charge,to the Lord lobn of Lancaſter. 


uit. What to Yorke? Call him backe againe. 

Ser, Sir /ohn Falffaffe, 

Fal. Boy,tell him,I am deafe, 

Paz. Youmuſt ſpeake lowder,my Maſter is deafe. 

[uſ?, 1 am ure he is,tothe hearing of any thing good, 
Go plucke him by the Elbow,I muſt ſpeake with him, 

Ser. Sir [obn, 

Fal.What?a yong knaue avd beg?Is there not wars?Is 
there not imployment?Doth not the K.lack ſubie&s? Do 
not the Rebels want Soldiers? Though ir be a ſhame co be 
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on any fide bur one, it is worſe ſhame to begge, then to | vnquiet time, for your quiet o're-poſting that Action. j 
be on the worſt ſide, were it worle then the name of Re- Fal. My Lord? (Wolte. | 
bellion can tell how to make it. Tuft.But ſince all is wel,keep it ſo: wake not a fleeping | 
; Ser. You miſtake me Sir, Fal. To wake a Wolte,is as bad as to ſmell a Fox. 
| Fal, Why fir? Did I fay you were an honeſt man?Set- In .What?you are as a candle,the better part burnt out #; 
| ting my Knight-hood, and my Souldiecſhip aſide, I had Fal, A Waſſell-Candle, my Lord; all Tallow :if I did \ 
lyed in my throat, if I had (aid ſo. ſay of wax,my growth would approue the truth. i 
| Ser, 1 pray you (Sir) then ſet your Kaighthood and Tuſft, There is not a white haire on your face, but ſhold 
your Souldicr-ſhip aſide, -and giue mee leaue to tell you, | haue his effe& of gravity. 
| youlye in your throat, if youſay I amany other then an Fal. His effect of gravy, grauy, grauy. 
| honeſt man, Inuff Youtfollow the yong Prince vp and downe, like 
Fal. I give thee leaveto tell me {o? Llay a-fide that | his euill Angell, 
which growes to we? If thou ger'tt any leave of me,hang Fal. Not ſo (my Lord) your ill Angell is light : butl 
: "me : ifthou tak't leauegthou'wer't better be hang'd :you | hope, he that lookes ypon mee, will take mee withour, 
Hunr-counter,hence : Auant. weighing: and yer.;n ſome reſpetsI grant,l cannot go ; 
Ser, Sir,my Lord would {peake with you, | I cannot tell. Vercue is of 10 little regard in theſe Coſtor. 
luſt. Sir Tobn Falftaffe,a word with you, mongers,that true valor is turn'd Beare-heard; Pregnan- 
; Fal,My good Lord: giueyour Lordſhip good time of | cic is made a Tzpiter, and hath his quicke wic waſted in 
| the day.] am glad to ſee your Lordſhip abroad: I heard | giving Recknings : all the other gites appertinenc to man | 
| | ſay your Lordſhip was ficke, I hope your Loreſhip goes | (as the malice ot this Age ſhapes them) are not woorth a x7 
abroad by adviſe, Your Loreſhip(thoughnot clean paſt | Gooſeberry, You that are old, conſider notthe capaci- i 
our youth)hath yet ſome ſmack ot age in you: ſome rel- | ties of vs that are yorg : you meaſcre the heat of our L.i- 
liſh of the (alineſſe of Time, and I moſt humbly beſeech { uers,with the bitternes of your gals: & wethat are inthe p 
our Lordſhip,to haue a reverend care of your health. vaward of our youth, | muſtonteſſe,are wagges too. 
| JInft, Sir John, I ſent you betore your Expedition, to Inſt. Do you ſet downe your name inthe ſcrowle of 
Shrewyburie. youth,thar are written downe old, with all the Charrac« | 
| Fal. Ifitplcaſe your Lordſhip, T heare bis Maieſtie is | rers of age? Have you not a moiſt eye? a dry hand?a yel» by: 2 
return'd with ſome diſcomfort from Wales. low cheeke?a white bezrd? a decreaſing leg? an increfing ' | | 
Inft. 1 talke not of his Maicfty : you would not come | belly? Is not your voice broken? your winde ſhort?your ; 
when I ſent for you? wit lingle? and every part about you blaſted with Anti- [1 
Fal. And I heare moreouer his Highneſſe is falne into | quity?and wil you cal your (elfe yong?Fy,ty,fy, fir /obn. | 
| this ſame whorſon Apoplexie. (you, Fal, My Lord, was borne with a white head, & fom- 
Inft.Well,heauen mend him. I pray ler me ſpeak with thing a round belly.For my voice,l haue loſt it with hal- : 
Fal. This Apoplexie is(as I take it)a kind of Lechar- | lowing and (inging of Anthemes. To approue my youth . 
| gie, aſleeping of the blood,a horſon Tinglog, : farther, I will not; the truth is, 1am onely olde in 1udge- 
I«f. What tell you me of ir? beitas it is, ment and vnderſtanding: and he that will caper with mee | 
Fal, It hath it originall from much greefe; from ſtudy for a thouſand Markes,Jet him lend methe mony, & habe a 
and perturbation of the braine. 1 haue read the cauſe of \ at him. For the boxe of th'eare that the Prince gaue you, | 
| his effe&ts in Galen, It is a kinde of deafeneſle. | he gue ithke a rude Prince,and you tooke it like a lenſ1» j 
Tuft. Irhicke you are falne intothe diſeaſe ; For you ble Lord. I have checkt him for 1t,and the yong Lion re- 
heare not what | ſay to you. pents : Marry not in aſhes and ſacke-cloath, but innew 
Fal. Very well(my Lord)very well : rather an't pleaſe | Silke,and old Sacke, 
you) itisthe diſcaſe ofnot Liſtning, the malady of nor In/t.\Vel,heauen (end the Prince a better companion. | 
Marking, that Iam troubled wirhall, Fal, Heauen ſend the Companion a better Prince ; 1 | 
Isft, To puniſh you by che heeles, would amend the | cannot rid my hands of him. 
attention of your cares,& I care not if I be your Phyſician uſt. Well,the King bath ſeucr'd you and Prince Har- 
Fal, lam as poore as /o6,my Lord;bur not ſo Patient: | ry, I heare you are going with Lord /obs of Lancaſter, a- "5 
your Lordſhip may miniſter the Potion of impriſonment | gainſt the Archbiſhap.and the Earle of Northumberland 
to me,in reſpect of Povercie : but how 1 ſhould beeyour \ Fal. Yes,l thanke your pretty ſweet wit for it : but 
Patient,to follow your preſcriptions, the wiſe may make | looke you pray, (all you that kiſſe wy Ladie Peace, at 
ſome cram of a ſcruple,or indeede,a (cruple ir lelte, home)thF our Armies joyn not in a hot day: for if I take 
[aft. ] ſent for you(whenthere were matters againſt | but rwo ſhirts out with me,and I meane notto ſwear exe 
| you for your life) ro come {peake with me, traordinari!y : if it bee a hot day, if I brandiſh any thing 
| Fal. As I was then aduiſed by my learned Councel,in | but my Bottle, would I might never ſpit white againe :| 
thelawes of this Land-ſeruice, 1 did not come, There is not a daungerous Action can peepe out his head, 
Iuſt.Wel,the truth is(fic /obn)you live in great infamy | but Iamthruſtypon ic. Well,I cannot la?t ever. 
Fal.He that buckles bim in my belc,cinor live in lefle. Iut.Well,be honeft, be honeſt, and heauen blefſe your | 
[uſt.Y our Meanes is very {lender,and your waft great. | Expedition. | | | 
Fal. I would it were otherwiſe : I would my Meanes Fal. Will your Lordſhip lend mee a thouſand pound, | þ 
were greater, animy waſte ſlenerer. | to furniſh me forth ? 18 
Inſt, Y ou hauc miſled the youthfull Prince, luft, Not apeny, not apeny : you are too impatient *k 
Fal. The yong Prince hath miſled mee. 1 am the Fel- | to beare croſſes. Fare you well, Commend mee co my 4 | 
low with the great belly,and he my Dogge, Colin Wefimerland. x 
[uſt.Well,1 am loth to gall anew-heal d wound: your Fal. 1f I do,fillop me with a three-man-Beetle, A man 4 
daies ſervice at Shrewsbury, hath alictle gilded ouer | can no more ſeparate Age and Covetouſneſſe,then he can | | 2 
our Nights exploit on Gads-hill. You may thanke the | part yong limbes and letchery : burthe Gow: galles the 7 lo 
7 D P y a by | 
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grees preuent my curſes, Boy? 

Page. Sir, 

Fai. What money is in my purſe : - 

Pape, Seven groats.and two pence, 

Fal, | can get no remedy againſt this Conſumption of 
the purle. Borrowing onely lingers yand lingers it out, 
but the di{caſe is incureable, Go beare this letter tomy 
Lord of Lancaſter, this to the Prince, this to the Earle of 


| Weſtmerland, andthis ro old Miſtris Urſula, whome [ 


haue weekly ſworne tomarry, fince | perceiu'd the firſt 
white haire on my chin. About it : you kaow where to 
finde me. A pox ot this Gowr, or a Gowt of this Poxe : 
for the one or th other playes the rogue with my great 
toe : It 15 nu matter, if I do halt, I have the warres for my 
| colour,and my Pcnlion ſhall ſeeme the more reaſonable. 
| A good wit will make vic of any thing : I will turne dif- 
| ealesto commodity. Exennt 


Scena Quanta, 


Ce erin Rn — I =o ein nn cnn ent ED nm 


Enter «1 rchbiſhop, H aſt mg M owbray ,and 
Lord Þardelfe, 7 
Ar Thus haue you heard our caufes, & kno our Means : 
And my moſt noble Friends, I pray you all 
Speake plainly your opinions of our hopes, 
Avd firft{ Lord Marſhall ) what ſay yourtoir? 
Mow. I well allow the occafion of our Armes, 
Burt gladly would be better (atisfied, 
How (in our Meanes) we ſhould aduance our {elues 
To looke with forhead bold ard big enough 
Vpon the Power and puiſance of the King, 
Haſt. Our preſent Muſters grow vpon the File 
To fiue and twenty thouſand men of choice ; 
And our Supplies, live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whoſe bolome burnes 
Wirth an inceniced Fire of Injuries, . 
L.Bar.The queſtion then(Lord Faftmgs)ttandeth thus 
Whether our preſent hue and twenty thouſand 
May hold-vp-ticad, without Northumberland; 
Haſt, With him,we way. 
L. Bar. | marry,there's the point: 
But if without him we be thought to feeble, 
My iudgement is, we (ſhould nor ſtep coo farre 
Till we had his Aſviſtance by the hand. 
For ina Theame ſo bloody tfac'd,as this, 
ConieQure, Expectation,and Surmile 
Of Aydes incertaine,ſhoutd not be admitted, 
Arch. 'Tis very true Lord Zardolfe,for indeed 
[t was yong, Het/purres ca(e, at Ry 
L.Bar, I: was(my Lord)who lin'd himſelf with hope, 
Exting the ayre, on promiſe of Supply, 
Flatt'ring himſelfe with Project of a power, 
Much ſmaller, then the ſmalleſt ot his Thoughts, 
And fo with great imagination 
(Proper to mad men} led his Powers to death, 
And (winking) Ileap'd jnto deſtruqion. 
Ha/*, But (by your leave)it never yet did hurt, 
To lay downe likely-hoods,and formes'of hope. 
L. Bar. Yes, if this preſent quality of warre, 
Indeed the irftant ation: a cauſe on foot, 
Lines ſo in hope: As in an early Spring, 
We ſecth'appearing buds, which to prove fruite, 
Hope give: not ſo much warrant, as Diſpaire 
That Fro(ts will bite them, When we meaneto build, 
| We firſt ſuruey the Plor,then draw the Modell, 


one, and the pox pinches the other ; and ſo both the De= { And when we ſee the figure of the houſe, us 5. 
Then muſt we rate the coft of the EreQtion, | 


——m— 


Which if we finde out-weighes Ability, 
What do we then, but draw a-new the Modell 
In fewer offices 7 Or art leaſt, defiſt 
To builde at all? Much more, in this great worke, 
(Which is (almoſt) toplucke a Kingdome downe, 
And fer another yp)ſhould we ſuruey 
The plot of Situation, and the Modell ; 
Conlent ypon a ſure Foundation : 
Queſtion Surveyors, know our owne eſtate, 
How able ſuch a Worke to vndergo, 
To weigh againft his Oppoſite? Or elſe, 
We fortihe in Paper,and in Figures, 
Vhng the Names of men, inſtead ot men : 
Like one,that drawes the Modell of a houſe 
Beyond his power tobuilde ir; who(halfe through) 
Giues o re, and leaues his part-created Coſt 
A naked ſubie&trtothe Weeping Clouds, 
And waſte, for churliſh Winters tyranny. 
Haft. Grant that our hopes yer likely of faire byrth) 
Should be fill-bozne,, and that we now poſſeſt 
The vtmoſt man of expectation ; 
Ithinke we are a Body ſtrong enough 
(Euen as we are) to equall with the King, 
L.Bar What is the King but fiue & twenty thouſand? 
Haſt. Tovs ro more: nay not ſo much Lord Bardelf, 
For his dinifions (2s the Times do brau]) 
* Areinthree Heads : one Power againſt the French, 
And one againſt Glendower: Perforce a third 
Muſt take vp vs : So is the vnfirmie King 
In three diuided : and his Coffers ſound 
With hollow Pouerty,and nya 
eAr. That he ſhould draw his feuerall ftrengths togither | 
And come againſt vs 1n full puifſance 
Need not be dreaded. | , 
Faſt. Tthe ſhould do ſo, 
He leaues his backe vnarm'd, the French,and Welch 
Baying him at the heeles ; neuer feare that. 
L.Bar. Who is it iike ſhould lead his Forces hither ? 
Haſt. The Duke of Lancafter,and Weſtmetland ; 
Againſt the Welſh himſelfe, and Farrie Monmonth, 
Bur who is ſubthcuced 'gainſt the French, 
I have no certaine notice, 
Arch. Letvs on: 
And publiſh the occaſion of our Armes, 
The Common-wealth is ficke of their owne Choice, 
Their ouer-greedy louc hath ſurferred : 
An habitation giddy, and vnſure 
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart, 
O thou fond Many, with what loud applauſe 
Did'ft chou beate heauen with bleſſing Buling brooks, 
Before he was, what thou would ſt haue him'be? 
And being now trimm'd in thine owne deſires, 
Thou (beaſtly Feeder)art ſo full of him, 
Thar thou prouok'|t thy ſelfe to caſt him vp. 
So,ſo,(thou common Dogge) did'ft thou diſgorge 
Thy glutton-boſome of the Royall Richard, 
Andnow thou would'ſt eate thy dead vomit vp, 
And how] ſt to findeit, What truſt isin theſe Times ? 
They,thac when Richard liu'd, would haue himdye, 
Are now become enamour'd on his graue. 
Thou that threw'ſt duſt ypon his goodly head 
When through proud London he came fighing on, 
After th'admired heeles of Bufingbrooke, 
Cri't now, O Earth, yeeld vs that King agine, 
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| Aad take thou this (O thoughts of men accurs'd): Heft. Ohmy moſt worſhipfull Lord,and' pleaſe your 
© Paſt and to Come, ſeemes beſt; things Preſent worſt. Grace, | am a poore widdow of Eaſtcheap, and he is arre-| 
| Afow. Shall wego draw ournumbers,and ſer on ? ſed ar my tuir. Ch. Iuſt,For what ſurnme ? 
Haft.\W e are Times ſubic&s,and Time bids, be gon. Iwft. it is more then for ſome(my Lord)ir is tor all: all 
I haue,he hath caten me out of houſe and home; hee hath | 
put all my ſubſtance into that fat belly of his : bur 1 will 
have ſome of it out againe, or I willride thee o'Nights, 
- | like che Mare. 
Fa(#, 1 thinke I am as like to ride the Mare, if ] haue 
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Aitus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Exter Hoſtsſſe with two Officers, F ang, and Snare, 


|  Hoflteſe, Mr.Farg,haucyou centred the Action? | any vantage of ground, to get vp. 
| Fang. Itisenter'd, | Ch:Iu/t. How comes this, Sir /ohn? Fy, what a man of 


Hoiteſſe. Wher's your Yeoman? Is it a luſty yecoman? | good remper would endurethis tempelt of exclamation ? 


Will be ſtand to it ? ; Are younot alham'd to inforce a poore Widdowe to lo, - 
' Fang. Sirtah, where's Snare ? | gougha courſe,to come by her owne 2 
Hoiteſſe. 1,1, g00d M.Snare., Fal/t, What is the grofſe ſumme that I owe tiiee? 
Snare, Heere,heere. | Hoſt. Marry (ifthou wer't an honeſt man)thy lelfe,& 
Fang. Suare,we mult Arreſt Sir /obn Falft aſe. the mony too, Thou did(t ſweare to mee vpon a parcell 
Hoſt, I good M.Suare,l haue enter'd himygand all, gil: Gobler,fitting in my Dolphin-chamber at the round 


Sn.It may chance coſt ſome of vs our lives:he wil tab | table,by a ſea-cole fire,on Wedneſday in Whitton week, 
Heſteſſe. Alas the day: take heed of him : be tab4 me | when the Prince broke thy head for liK'ning himto a ſn 
in mine owne houſe, and that moſt beaftly : he cares not | ging man of Windſor; Thou did(t ſweare to me then(as 1 } 
what miſcheefe he doth, if his weapon be out. Hee will | was waſhing thy wound to marry me,and make mee my 
foyne like any diue!l, he will ſpare neither man, woman, | Lady thy wite.Canſt y deny ic? Did nor! good wife Keech 
nor childe, the Butchers wife come in then, and cal me goſſip Ouick- 

Fang, 1f I can cloſe with him, ! care not for his thruſt, | ? comming in to borrow a melſe of Vinegar: telling vs, 

Hoiteſſe. No,norl neither : Jie be at your elbow. ſhe had a good diſh of Prawnes: whereby y 4idft defire to 

Fang. If I bur fit him once:if he come bur within my | eat foie: whereby I told rhee they were ill for a greene 

Vice, wound? And didft not thou (when ſhe was gone downe 
Heft, 1 am vndone with his going:I warrant he is an | ſtaires)defire me to beno more familiar with ſuch poore 

infinitive thing vpon my ſcore. Good M. Fang hold him | people, {aying,that erc long they ſhould call me Madam? | 

ſure:good M, Snare let him not ſcape, he comes continu- | And did'(tY not kifſe me,and bid mee fetch thee 30.5? 1 

antly to Py-Corner{ſauing your manhoods)to buy a ſad- | pur thee now to thy Book-oath,deny it if thou canfi? 

dle, and hee is indiced to dinner tothe Lubbars head in Fal. My Lord,thisis a poore mad ſoule:and ſhe ſayes 

Lombardfireet,to M.Smoethes the $ilkman.I pra'ye,fince | vp & downethe town, that her eldeſt ſoa is like you.She 

my Exion is enter'd, and my Cale ſo openly known tothe | hath binin good caſe,& the truth is, poverty hath diftra- 

world,let him be brought into his anſwer: A t00:Marke | ed her : bur for theſe fooliſh Officers, 1 beſeech you, 1 

is along one,for a poore lone woman to beare: & I have | may haue redreſſe againſtthem, 

borne,and borne,and borne, and hauc bio fub'deff, and Iuft. Sir Iobn,fc Ichn, 1 am well acquainted with your 

fub'd-off, from this day to that day, that it is a ſhame ro | maner of wrenching the true cauſe, the falſe way.lt is nor 

| be thoughton. There is no honeRty in ſuch dealing, vales | 2 confident brow, nor the throng of wordes, that come 
a woman ſhould be made an Aﬀe and a Beaſt, to beare e- | with ſuch (morethen impudent)fawcines from you, can 
uery Knaues wrong. Enter Falſtaffe and B ardolfe, thruft me from a leuell conſideration, I know you ha'pra- 

Yonder he comes, and thatarrant Malmeſey-Noſe Bar- | Qis'd vpon the eahe-yeelding ſpirit of this woman. 

dolfe with hin, Do your Ofhces,do your offices: M. Fang, Hoſt. Yes introth my Lord, | 

& M.Snare,do me,do me,do me your Offices. Tuſt.Precthee peace: pay her the debr you owe her, and 
Fal. How now?whoſe Mare's dead? what's the matter ? | vnpay the villany you haue done her:the one you maydo 
Fang. Sir Tobn,[ arreſt you,at the ſuit of Mit. Qzick/y. | with ſterling mony,& the other with currant repentance. 
Flt Away Varlets, draw Bardolfe : Cut me oft the Fal. My Lord, 1 will not yndergo this ſneape without 

Villaines head: chrow the Queane in the Channel, reply. You ca!l honorable Boldnes,impudent Sawcineſle: 

| Hoff. Throw me inthe channell? Ile throw thee there. \ 1fa man wil curr'fie, and ſay nothing,he is vertuous ; Nog 

Wile thou? wile thouzrhou baftardly rogue. Murder,mur- | my Lord(your bumble duty remebred)l will not be your | 

der,O thou Hony-ſuckle villaine,wil: thou kill Gods of= | ſuror.l ſay ro you,l defire deliu'ranc* from theſe Officers 

ficers,and the Kings? O thou hony-ſeed Rogue,thou art | being vpon haſty employment in the Kings Aﬀeaires. 

a honyſeed,a Man-quellcr,and a woman-queller, luff, You ſpeake,as having power ro do wrong : But 
Falft. Keep them off, Bardolfe. Fang Areſcu,areſcu, | anſwer in the effeR of your Reputation, ard ſatisfie the 
Hoſt, Good people bring a reſcu, Thou wilt not?thow | poore woman, 

wilt not? Do,do thou Rogue :Do thou Hempſeed. Falſt, Come hither Hoſteſſe, Enter M1, C ower 

Page. Away you Scullion, you Rampallian, you Fuſtil- Ch,luft, Now Maſter Gower; What newes? | 

lirian:Ile tucke your Cataſtrophe. Emter, Ch.Tuftice. Gow,The King(my Lord) and Henrie Prince of Wales 
Inft. What's the matter? Keepe the Peace here, hoa, | Are neere at hand; Thereſt the Paper telles, ; 

Hoſt, Good wy Lord be good to mee, I belcech you Falt. As 1 am a Gentleman. 

ftand to me. Hoſt, Nay,you ſaid ſo before, 

(Inſt How now fir [obn? \V hat are you bravling here? Fal. As1 am aGentleman,Come,no more words of it 

Doth this become your place,your time,and buſinefle ? Hoſt. By this Heauenly ground I tread on, I mult be 

You ſhould haue bene well on your way to Yorke, faine to pawne both my Plate,and the Tapiſtry of my dy- 

Star:d from him Fellow ;wheretorc hang'tt vpon hum ? | ning Chainders, 
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| Fal. Glaſſes,glaſſes, is the onely drinking : 
' thy walles a pretty {light Drotlery, or tne Storie of the 
{Prodigall, or the Ge:mane hunting 1 Waterworke, is 
| worth a thouſand of theſe Bed-hangings, and theſe Fly- 
| birten Tapiltries. Lett be tenne pound (if chou canlt.) 
| Come, if it were not for thy humory, there is not a better 
Wench in England. Go, waſh thy face, and draw thy 
| Actiov : Come, thou muſt not bee in this humour with 
me, come, I know thou was't tet on tothis, 

Ilojt. Pietbee (Sir lohn)lerit be but twenty Nobles, 
{ loath ro pawne my Plate,in good earnef{ la, 

Fal. Letit alone, Ile wake other ſhift :you'l bea fool 
ill. 

Hoſt. Well, you ſhall haue ir although I pawnemy 
Gowne, Ihope you | come to Supper; Youl pay me al- 
ropether ? 

Fal. Will 1 lives Go with ber,with her : hooke-on, 
 hooke-on. 

Foſt, Wiilyou haue Doll Teare-ſbeet meer you at ſup- 
per ? 

Fail, No more words, Let's have her. 

Ch. [ait, | have heard bitter newes, 

Fal What's the newes {my g00d Lord?) 

(b.1s. Wherelay tbe King laſt night ? 

Meſ. Ar Bahngſtoke my Lord, 

Fal. | hopef my Lord )all's well, What is the newes 
my Lord? | 

Ch Tuſt. Come all his Forces backe? 

M:(. No: Fifteene hundred Foot, hue hundred Horſe 

Are marcl'd vp co wy Lord of Lancaſter, 
Againſt Norchumberland,and the Archbiſhep, 
| Fal. Comes the King backe from Wales,my noble L? 

Ch.Tuſt. You ſhall haue Lerte.s of me piclently. 
Come,go along with me, good M. Comre, 

Fal. My Loid. 

Chb.Iuft, What's the matter? 

Fal. Matter Gowre, (hall I entreate you with mee to 
dinner ? 

Gow. I muſt waite vpon my good Lord heere. 

I thanke you, good Sir /ebn, 

Ch.luft, Sir lohn,you loyter heere too long being you 
are to take Sonldiers vp, in Countries as you gO. 

Fal. Wil! you ſup with me, Maſter Gowre? 

Ch.Ist. What fooliſh Maſter taught you thele man- 
nets, Sir [ohn? 

Fal, Maſter Gower, if they become mee nor, hee w3s a 
This is the right Fencing 
grace (my Lord) rap for tap,and ſo part faire, 

Ch.Inft. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou art a great 
Foole. Exeunt 


—_— — ww p— — 


—— —— 


—O— -——— IO 


——C__cc ot ————c OR CW — Soo —— —— WW 


Enter Prince [envy, Poimtz, TD ardolfe, 
and Pags. 
Priz, Truſtme, I am exceeding weary. 
Pom, 1s it come to that? | had thought wearines durſt 
not haue attach'd one of fo hjgh blood, 
Prin. 1: dorh me: though it ditcolours the complexion 


| ofmy Greatneſſe to acknowledge it . Doth it not ſhew 


vildely in me, co dehre {mall Beere? 
Pon, Wiy,x Prince ſhoulll not be ſo looſely Rtudied, 


Scena Secunda. = 


and for | asto remember lo weake a Compoſition, 
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Privce, Belkethen, my Appetite was not Princely 


' got, for (in trek) 1 donownemem ber the poore Crea- * 
| rure, Small Beere, But indeede theie humble corfidera- 


tions make me out of loue with wy Greatnefle, What a 
diſgrace is it to me, to remember thy name? Or to kno w 
thy face to morrow ? Or to take note how many paire of 
Silk ſtockings y haſt? (Viz.thele, and thoſe that were thy 
pezch-colour d ones: ) Or to beare the Inuentorie of thy 
ſhirts, as one for ſuperfluity, and one other,for vſe. Burt 
that the Tennis-Court-keeper knowes better thenT, for 
itisalow ebbe of Linnen with thee, when thou kept ſt 
not Racket there, as thou haſt not done a great while,be- 
cauſethe reſt of thy Low Countries, hauc made a ſhift to 
cate vp thy Holland, 


Poin, How il! it followes, after you haue labour'd fo | 


hard,you ſhould ralke ſo idlely? Tell me how many good 

yong Princes would doo, their Fathers lyinglo ficke, as 

yours 1s? 

Prim. Shall I tell thee one thing, Points, ? 

Pom. Yes: andlet it be an excclient good thing, 

Prm, It hall ferue among wittes of no higher breed- 
ing then thine, 

Foin, Goto: I ftzndthe puſh of your one thing, that 
yovu'l tell, 

Prin, Why, T tell thee, it is not meer, that I ſhould be 
ſad now my Father is 6cke : albeit 1 conld rell to thee (as 
to one it pleaſes me, fer fault of aberter,to call my friend) 
Il cooid be {1d and fad indeed roc, 

Pein Very hardly vpon {ch a ſubie&. 

Prin. Treu think (i we as farre in the Divels Booke, as 
t104u,9n% Falſtaffe, for obduracie and perliftencie, Let the 
ent ty tie man, Bulellthee, my hart bleeds inward. 
ly, that my Father is ſo ficke: and keeping ſuch vild com- 
pany »» atou art, hath in reaſon taken from me, all oſten= 
tation ef forrow, 

Pew, The r:iaton? 

trin What would (tihou think of me, if 1 ſhold weep ? 

Porn, ] would thinke thee a molt Princely bypocrite, 

Priv, It would be every mans thought : 2nd thou art 
2 blefled Fellow,tothinke as every man thinkes : never 2 
mans thought inthe world, keepes the Rode-way better 
then thine 2 every wan would thinke me an Hypocrite in- 
deece. And what accites your molt worſhipful thought 
to thinke (0? ; 

Pom, Why, becauſe you haue beene ſo lewde, and ſo 
much ingr:ffed to Fall affe, 

Prm. And tothee, 

' Pointz,. Nay, | am well ſpoken of, I can heare it with 
mine owne eares:the worſt that they can fay ofme is,that 
] am aſecond Brother, and that ] am a proper Fellowe of 
my hands : and thoſe two things I corteſle I canot helpe. 
Looke,looke,here comes Bardolfe. 

Prince. And the Boy that I gave Fa/ſtaffe, he had him 

from me Chriſtian,and fee if the fat villain haue not trans 
form'd him Ape, 


Enter B ardolfe. 

Bar, Saue your Grace, 

Prin. And yours, moſt Noble Þ ardolfe. 

Poin. Come you pernitious Aﬀe,you baſhfull Foole, 
muſt you be bluſhing ? Wherefore blufh you now ? what 
a Maidenly man at Armes are you become ? Isitſucha 
matter to get a Pottle-pors Maiden-head ? 

Page. He call'd me even now (my Lord)through ared 
Lattice, andT could diſcerveno part of his face from the 


window: 
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window : at laſt I ſpy'd his eyes, and me thought he lad 


ped through, 

Prin. Hath not the boy profited ? 

Bar. Away,you borſon ypright Rabbet,away, 

Page. Away,you raſcally Alcheas dreame,awy. 

Prin, Infiruct vs Boy : what dreame, Boy ?. 

Page. Marry (my Lord) Althea dream'd, ſhe was de- 
liuver'd of a Firebrand,and therefore I call him hir dream, 

Prince. A Crownes-worth of good Interpretation : 
There it is, Boy. 

Poin, Othat this good Bloſſome could bee kept trom 
*Cankers : Well,there is fix pence to preſeruc thee, 

Bard, It you donot make him be hang'd among you, 
the gallowes ſhall be wrong'd, 

Prince. And how doth thy Maſter, Bardo/ph ? 

Bar, Well,my good Lord: he heard of your Gr: ces 
comming to Towne. There's a Letter for you, 

Poin, Deliuer'd with goodreſpett: And how doth the 
Martlemas, your Maſter ? 

Bard. In bodily health Sir. 

Pein, Marry, the immortall part needes a Phyſitian : 
but that moues nothim : though that bee ficke, ir dyes 
not, 

Prince. 1 do allow this Wen to bee as familiar with 
me,as my dogge : and he holds his place, for looke you 
he writes, 

Poin. Letter, Tobn Falſtaffe Knight © (Every man muſt 
know that,as oft as hee hath occalion toname himlclte:) 
Euen like thoſe that are kinne to the King, for they never 
pricke their finger , bur they fay,there is tom of the kings 
blood (pile, How comes thac ( ſayes he) that takes vpon 
him not to conceine? che anfwer is as ready as a borrow- 
cd cap: I ai the Kings poore Coin, Sir. 

Prince, Nay, they will be kin to vs,but they wil terch 
it from Japhet. Butto the Letter: === Sir [obn Falſtaffe, 
Knight, to the Soune of the King, neereſt his Father, Harrie 
Prince of Wales, greetmg. | 

Poin. Why this is a Certificate, 

Prin. Peace, 

[ will imrtate the honourable Romaines m brenitie. 

Pom, Sure he meanes brevity in breath:ſhort-winded. 
[ commend me to the*, I commend thee and I leaue thee, Bee 
not too familiar with Pointz, for hee miſnſes thy Fancnrs ſo 
much, that he ſweares thou art to marrie his Sifter Nell. Re 
pent at idle trmes as thou mayſt and ſo farewell. 

T hine,by yza and no : which ts as much as to ſay, as thow 
vſeſt bims. Tacke Falſtafte wah my Famrliars: 
John with my Brothers and $ iſter: 5 Sir 
lohn, with all Exrope. 
My Lord, I will Reepe this Letter in Sack, and make him 
eare it, 

Frm, That's to make him eate twenty of his Words, 
Bur do you vie methus Ned? Mutt I marry your Siſter? 

Pon, May the Wench haue no worſe Fortune. But I 
never laid (0, | 

Prim, We], thus we play the Fooles with the time & 
che ſpirits of the wiſe, fic inthe clouds, and mocke vs : 1s 
your Maſter heere in London ? 

Bard, Yes my Lord. 
Prix, Where ſuppes he? Doth the old Bore, feede in 


| the old Franke? 


Bard, At the old place my Lord, io Eaft-cheape, 
Prin. What Company ? 
Page. Ephefians my Lord,of the old Church, 


Prin, Sup any women with him ? 
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Page. None my Lord, bur old Miſtris Qu:cl/y,and M. 


made two holes in the Ale-wiues new Petticoat, & pee= | Doll Teare-ſheet. 


Prin, \\ hat Pagan may that be? 

Page” Aproper Gentlewoman,Sir, and a Kinſwoman 
of my Matters, 

Prin. Even ſuch Kin, as the Pariſh Heyfors are to the | 
Towne-Bull ? 
Shall we ſteale ypon them (Ned) at Supper ? 

Pon, Iam your ſhadow,my Lord, lie follow you. 

Prin. Sirrah,you boy, and Sardo/ph, no word to your 
Maſter that I am yet in Towne, 


| There's for your filence, 


Ber. I haue no tongue, fr. 

Page, And for mine Sir, | will gouerne it, 

Prir. Fare ye well: go. 
This Pol{Teare-ſheet ſhovid be Come Rode. 

Pon. I warrant you,as common as the way betweene 
S.Albans,and London, 

Pris, How might we ſee Fa//taſfe beſtow bimſclfe to 
night, in his true colours, and not our felues be [eene? 

Poin Put ontwo Leather lerkins, and Aprons, and} 


 waite ypon him at his Table, hke Drawers. | 


Prm. Froma God, toa Bull? A heamie Ceclenfion ; Tr 
was Ioues caſe. From a Prince,to a Prentice,alow tra: (- 
formation, that (hal! be mine: for in every thing, the pur- 
pole mult weigh with he folly, Follow me Ned. E xewnt 


_—— 
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Enter Northumberland.hu Ladie and Harrie 
Percies Ladie, 


North, 1 prethec loving Wite,and gentle Daughter, 
Giue an even way vnto my rough Aﬀeares; 

Pur not you on the vifage of the Tumes, 
And be like them to Percie, troublelonie, 

Wife. | haue giuen ouer, I will ſpeak no more, 

Do what you will : your Wiſedome, be your guide, 

Nth, Alas(iweet Wite)my Honor 1s at pawne, 
And but my going, nothing canredeeme it, 

La. O\ yer,for heauers fake, gonort to theſe Warrs ; 
The T ime was(PFather) when you broke your word, 
When you were more endeer'd to it, then now, 

When your ewne Percy, when my heart-deere. Harry, 
Threw many a Northward looke,to lee his Father 
Bring vp his Powres : but he did long in vaine, 

\Who then perfwaded you to (tay at home? | 
There were two Honors loſt; Y ours, and your Sonnes. 
Fox Yours, may heauenly glory brighten it : 

ror His, it tucke ypon hin, as the Sunne 

In the gray vault of Heauen : and by his Light 

Did all the Cheyfalrie of England moue 

To do bzave ARts. He was (indeed)the Glaſſe 
Wherein the Noble. Youth did drefſe themiclues, 

He had no Legges, that practic'd not his Gate : 

And ſpeaking thicke (which Nature made his blemiſh) 
Became thc Accents of the Valiant, 

For tho{e that could ſpeake low,and tardily, 

Would turne their owne Perfe&tion,to Abuſe, 
Toſeeme like him. So that in Speech,in Gate, 

In Diet, in Aﬀections of delight, | 
In Militarie Rules, Humors of Blood, 
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| He was the Marke,and Glaſle, Coppy,and Booke, 


That faſhion'd others. And him, O wondrous! him, 


O Miracle of Men! Him did you lcaue 

' (Second to none) vn-{econded by you, 

|Tolooke ypon the hideous God at Watre, 

in diſ.aduancage,to abide a tield, 

W here nothing but the ſound of Hot/þurs Name 
Did ſeeine detenlible: ſo youletr him. 

Neuer,O neuer doe his Ghoſt the wrong, 

To hold your Honor more precite and nice 

With others,then with him. Let them alone : 

The Marſhall and the Arch-biſhop are ſtrong. 
Had my ſweet [Tarry h2d but halfe their Numbers, 
Today might I (hanging oo Horfurs Necke) 
Haue talk'd of e 1onmouth i Grave, 

| North, Beſhrew your hearr, 

(Faire Daughter) you oe draw my Spirits from me, 
With new lamenting ancient Over-f1ghts., 

Burt I muft goe,and meet with Danger there, 

Oc it will ſeeke me in another place, 

And finde me worſe prouided, 

Wife. O flye to Scotland, 

Till that the Nobles, and the armed Cormnons, 
Haue of their Puiſſance made a little taſte, 

Lady. If they gee grommd, and vantage of the King, 
Then ioyne you with them, like a Ribde of Steele, 
To make Strength itronger, Pur, for all our loues, 
Firft let them trye themlelues. So did your Sonne, 
He was ſo ſuffcr'd; ſo came I a Widow : 

And never ſhall hauc length of Life enough, 

To raine vpon Remembrance with mince Eyes, 
That icmay grow.and ſprowt,as high as Heauen, 
For Recordation to my Noble Husband, 

North,.Come, come,g0 in with me:'tis with my Minde 
As with the Tyde,ſwelPd vp vato his height, 

That makes a [till-ſtand, running neyther ways 
Faine would | goe to meet the Arch-biſhop, 
Burt many thouland Reaſons hold me backe, 

I will refolue for Scotland: theream1, 


Till Time and Vantage craue my company, Fxewnr, 


- _ Lt 


—— — — Io 


__—_——— 


S$c.ena (Quarta. 


wo — OT — ————- — w-— FI woe Ee > os ae DOE "Wa, 


— —— — a — 


Enter two Drawer... 


1. Drawer, What haft thou brought there? Apple. 
Iohns ? Thou know |t Sir /ohw cannot endure an Apple- 
loha . 

2. Draw, Thou ſay'f true: the Prince once fer a Diſh 
of Apple-lohns before him, and told him there were fue 
more Sir /ohn7 : and, putting off his Hat,faid,l will now 
take my leave of thele fixe drie, round, old-wither'd 
Knights, It anger*d him to the heart ; but hee hath for- 

ot that.” 

1. Draw. Why then couer, and ſer them downe : and 
ſee it thou canſt finde out Sweakes Noyle ; Mi 
ſheet would faine have ſome Mulique. 

2. Draw, Sirrha, heere w:ll be the Prince, and Maſter 
Points, anon : and they will put on two of our Jerkins, 
and Aprons, and Sic ſob» muft not know of it: Bardolph | 
hath brought word, ; 

1. Dro. Then here will be old Vizs : it will be an ex» 


ccllent firatagem. 


——_— py, 


\ 2. Drav. lleſecif I canfinde out Sneake, 
Enter Hoſteſſe, and Dol, 


Hoſt. Sweert-heart, me thinkes now you are in an ex- 
cellent good temperalitue : your Pulſidge beates as ex- 
traordinarily, as heart would defire ; and your Colour 
(I warrant you) is as red as any Roſe : But you have 
dranke too much Canaries, and that's a maruellous ſecar- 
ching Wine and it perfumes the blood, ere wee can ſay 
what's this. How doe you now ? 

Dol. Berter then I was : Hem, 

Hoſt. Why that was well faid : A good heart's worth 
Gold. Looke, here comes Sir /cby. 


Enter Falſtaffe. 


Falſt. When Arthur firf in Court--(emprtie the Iordan) 
and was a worthy King : How now Miftris Dol? 

Hof#t, Sick of a Calme : yea, good-ſooth, 

Falit, So isall her SeQt : if they be once in a Calme, 
they are ſick, 

Dol. You muddic Raſcall,is that all the comfort you 
giue me ? 

Falſt, You make fat Raſcalls, Miſtris Dol. 

Dal, I make them ? Glutconie and Diſeaſes make 
them, I make them nor. 

Faljt. \f the Cooke make the Gluttenie, you helps to 
make the Diſeaſes (Dol) we catch of you (Dol) we catch 
of you: Grant that, my poore Vertue, grant that, 

Dot. ] marry,our Chaynes, and our Jewels, 

Falſt. Your Brooches, Peacrles, and Owches : For to 
| ſerve brauely,is to come halting off: you know,to come 
off the Breach, with his Pike bent brauely, andto Surge- 
rie bravely ; to venture ypon the charg'd.Chambers 
brauely, | 

Hoſt. Why this is the olde fathion : you two never 
meete, but you fall to fume diſcord: you are both (in 
good croth) as Rheumartike as two dric Toftes, you can. 
not one beare with anvthers Confirmities. What the 
good-yere? One muſt beare, and that muſt bee you: 
you are the weaker Vellell ; as they fay, the emprier 
Veſell. | 

Dol. Cana weake emprtic Veſſel] beare ſuch a huge 
full Hogs-head ? There's a whole Marchants Venture 
of Burdeux-Scuffe in him; you haue not ſcene a Hulke 
berrer ituffc mthe Hold, Come, lle be friends with thee 
[acke : Thou art going to the Warres, and whether 1 
ſhall euer ſee thee againe, or no, there is no body 
Cares, 


Enter Drawer. 


Drawer, Sir, Ancient P:foll is below, and would 
ſpeake with you, | 

Del, Hang nim, ſwaggering Raſcall, let him not 
come hither: it is the foule-mourh'dſt Rogue in Eng. 
land. ) 

Hoſt, 1t hee ſwagger, let him not come here : I muſt 
live amongſt my Neighbors, Ile no Swaggerers: I am 
in good name, and fame, with the very beſt : ſhur the 
doore, there comes no Swaggerers heere : I haue not 
liv'd all this while, to haue {weggering now : ſhut the 
doore, I pray you, 

Falft. Do'ft thou heare, Hoſteſle ? 

— Heft.'Pray you pacific your ſelfe(Sir /ob»)there comes 
no Swaggerers heere, 


| — —— —_——— 
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Falſt.Do'ft | 


| 


Falit., Do'ft thou heare? it is mine Ancient. 
Hoft. Tilly-fally(Sir /obn)neuer tcll me, your ancient 
Swaggerer comes not in my doores, I was before Maſter 
Tiſick, che Deputre, the otherday : and as hee ſaid come, 
it was no longeragoethen Wedneſday laſt ; Neighbour 
Duickly (fayes hee;) Maſter Dombe,our Miniſter, was by 
then : Neighbonr 2nick/y (fayes hee ) receiane thoſe that 
are Ciuill ; for (fayth hee) you ore in an ill Name : now 
hee ſaid ſo, can tell whereupon : for(ſayes hee) you are 
an honeſt Woman, and weltthought on ; theretore take 
heede what Gueſts you receive : Receiue (ſayes hee) no 
ſwaggering Companions. There comes none heere, You 
would bletſe you to heare what hee ſaid. No, le no 
Swaggerers, | ; 
Falſt. Hee's no Swaggerer(Hoſteſſe:)z tame Cheater, 
hee: you may ſtroake hun as gently, as a Puppie Grey- 
hound : hee will not {wagger with a Barbarie Henne, if 
her feathers turne backe in any ſhew of refiftance. Call 
him vp (Drawer.) 
Hoſt. Cheater, call you him ? I will barre no honeſt 
man my houſe, nor no Cheater : bur I doe not loue {way- 
gering ; I am the worſe when one tayes, ſwagger : Feele 
Mafters,how I ſhake: looke you,l warrant you. 
Dol. So you doe, Holteſle. 
Hoſt. Doe |? yea,in very truth doe 1,if ic werean A(- 
pen Leafec ; I cannot abide Swaggerers. 


Enter Piſtol and Bardolph and his Boy. 


Pift. 'Saue you, Sir [obn, 
Falſt. Welcome Ancient Piſtol. Here(Pifol)I charge 
you witha Cup of Sackez doe you diſcharge vpon mine 
Hoſteſle, 
Piſt. 1 will diſcharge vpon her (Sir [obn) with two 
Bullers. | 
Falft. She is Piſtoll-proofe (Sir) you ſhall hardly of- 
fend her. 
Hoft. Come, Ile drinke no Proofes,nor no Bullets : I 
will drinke no more then will doe me good, for no mans 
leaſure, I, 

Piſt, Then to you (Miſtris Dorothie) I will charge 
ou. 

Dol. Charge me ? I ſcorne you (ſ{curuie Companion) 
what ? you poore, baſe, raſcally, cheating, lacke-Linnen- 
Mate : away you mouldie Rogue,away; 1am meat for 
your Maſter, 

Piſt. 1 know you,Miftris Dorethie. 

Dol. Away you Cur-purle Raſcall, you filrhy Bung, 
away : By this Wine, lle thruft my Knife in your mouldie 
Chappes,it you play the ſawcie Curtle with me. Away 
you Bottle-Ale Raſcall, you Basket-hilt tale Iugler,you. 
Since when, I pray you, Sir ? whar, with two Points on 
your ſhoulder ? much, 

Pit. 1 will murther your Ruffe, for this, 

Hoſt. No,good Captaine Piffol : not heere, ſweete 
Capraine. 

Dol. Caprtaine? thou abhominable damn'd Cheater, 
art thou nor aſham'd to be call'd Capraine ? It Capraines 
were of my minde, they would trunchion you our, for ta- 


Youa Captaine? you ſlaue,tor what ? for tearing a poore 
Whores Ruffe in a Bawdy-houte? Hee a Captaine? havg 
him Rogue, hee l1wes vpon mouldte ttew'd-Prutnes, and 
dry'de Cakes, A Caprainc ? Theſe Villaines will make 
the! word Captaine odious : Therefore Captaines had 
neede looketo it, 


— 
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| ther I warrant now, Alas, alas, putvp your naked Wea- 


| 


| 


king their Names vpon you, betore you haue earn'd them. | 


| 


| 
[ 
| 
| 
' 


| how thou ſwear'ft ? Come, let me wipe thy Face: Come}. 


} 
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Bard. 'Pray thee goe downe, good Ancient, 

Falft. Hearke thee hither, Miſtris Dol, +. 7 

Pit. Not I: 1 tell chee what, Corporal! Zardelph, I 
could teare her: Ile be reueng'd oa her, | 

Page. *Pray thee goe downe. 

Pie. le fee herdamn'd firſt: to Plato's damn'd Lake, 
rothe Infernall Deepe, where Erebxs and Tortures vilde 
alſo. Hold Hooke and Line, fayI : Downe : downe 
Dogges, downe Fates: haue wee not FHiren here ? 

Hoff. Good Capraine Peeſel be quiet, it is very late: 
I beſceke you now,aggrauate your Choler. | 

Piff, Theie be good Humors indeede. Shall Pack- 
Horles, and hollow-pamper'd Iades of Aſia, which can- 
not goe but thirtie miles a day, compare with Ceſar, and 
with Caniballs,and Trojan Greekes? nay, rather dainne 
them with King Cerberur,and let the Welkin roare; thall 
wee fall foule for Toyes ? | 

Hoff. By my troth» Captaine, theſe are very bitrer 
words, 

Bard. Be gone, good Ancient : this will grow to a} 
Brawle anon, | 
Pift. Die men,l;ke Dogges; give Crownes like Pirines: 
Have we not Hen here ? | 

Hoſt. On my word( Captaine)there's none ſuch here, } 
What the good-yere,doe youthinke I would denye her ? | 
I pray be quiet, 

Piit, Then feed,and be tat (my faire (alipolis.) Come, 
giue me ſome Sack, $7 fortune me tormente, [þerato me con- 
tente. Feare wee broad-(1des ? No,letthe Fiend giue fire: 
Giue me ſome Sack : and Sweet-heart lye thou there: 
Come wee co tu!ll Poinces here, and are ef cetera's no- 
thing ? 

Fal. Pi#tol,| would be quier, | 

Pit, Sweet Knight, I kifſe thy Neaffe: what? wee haue 
ſcene the ſeuen Starres., 

Del. Thruſt his downe Rtayres, I cannot endure ſuch 
a Fuflian Raſcall. 

Piſt. Thrutt him downe Rayres? know we not Gallo- 
way Nagges ? 

Fal. Quoit him downe (Bardslph) like a ſhoue-groat 
ſhilling : nay,it hee doenothing bur ſpeake nothing, hee 
{hall be nothing here, 

Bard. Come, get you downe tayres. 

Piſt. What? ſhall wee have Jncifion? (hall wee em- 
brew? then Death rocke me afleepe,abridge my dolefull 
dayes : why then lee grievous, gaſtly, gaping W ounds, 
vatwin'd the Siſters three: Come Atrepos,1 ſay, 

Hott. Here's good ſtufte toward, | 

Fal. Giue me my Rapier,Boy, 

Dol. I prethee /ach, | prethee doe not draw, 

Fal. Ger you downe (tayres, . 

Hoſt. Here's a goodly tumult : Ile forſweare keeping 
houſe,before lle bein theſe tirrics,and frights. So: Mur- 


pons, put vp your naked Weapons, 

Dol. 1 prethee [ach be quiet, the Raſcall is gone : ab, 
you whorſon little valiant V:Ilaine,you, 

Hoſt. Ate you not hurt. i'tt? Groyne ? me thought hee 
made a threwd Thruſt at your Belly. 

Fal. Have you turn'd him out of doores ? 

Bard. Yes Sir: the Raſcall's drunke: you have hurt 
him (Sir) in the ſhoulder, 

Fal. A Ratcall to braue me. 

Del. Ah,you ſweet little Rogue, you : alas,poore Ape, 


on,you whorſon Chops : Ah Rogue,l loue thee : Thou 


art 
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| act as valorous as Hettor ot Troy,worrh five of Agamen: ; wee will to Bed, Thou wilt forget me, when I om 


| #0, and tenne times better then the nine Worthies : ah 
 Villaine, 

Fa!, Aralcally Slaue, F will coſſe the Rogue ina Blan= 
| ker, 

Del. Doe,if thou dar for thy heart : if thou doo, 
Ile canuas thee berweene a paire of Sheetes, 


Enter CMu/-que. 


Page. The Muſique is come, Sir. 

Fal. Let them play : play Sirs, Sit on my Knee, Do!. 
A Raſcall,bragging Slaue: the Rogue fled from me like 
Quick-{iluer, 

Dol. And thou followd'ſt bim like a Church: thou 
whorſon little tydic Bartholmew Bore-pigge,when wilt 
thou leaue hghting on dayes,and foyning on nights, and 
begin to patch-yp thine old Body for Heauen ? 


Enter the Prince and Poines disgnir'd. 


Fal. Peace ( good Dol) doenot ſpeake like a Deaths- 
head : doe not bid me remember mine end, 

Dol. Sirrha, what humor 1s the Prince of? 

Fal. A good 6 ng 5 fellow : hee would haue 
made a good Pantler , hte would hauc chipp'd Bread 
well. 

Dol. They ſay F oines hath a good Wir. 

Fa. Hoe a good Wir? hang him Baboone, his Wit is 
as thicke as I'cwksburice Mnſtard : there is 10 more con- 
ceitin him, hen 1» ina Mallet, 

Dol. Woy doth the Prince love him ſothen ? 

Fal. Becauſe their Legges are both of a bigneſle: and 
hee playes at Quoirs well,2nd eates Conger and Fennell, 
and drinkes off Candles ends for Flap-dr2gons,and rides 
the wilde-Mare with the Boy. s,and wumpes vpon Toyn'd- 
ltooles, and {weares With a good grace, an] weares his 
Boot very ſmooth, like vnto the S:gne of the Legge: and 
breedes no bate with telling of ditcreete (tories; and ſuch 
other Gambo!! Facuicies hee hath, that ſhew a weake 
Minde,and an able Body,tor the which the Prince admits 
him ; for the Prince himlelfe is ſuch another : the 
weight of an hayre will curne the Scales berweene their 
Haber-de-pors. 

Prince. Would not this Naue of a Wheele haue his 
Eares cut oft ? 

Pen, Let vs beat him before his Whore. 

Prince, Looke, if the wither'd Elder hath not his Poll 
claw'd like a Parrot. 

Pom. Is 1t not firange, that Defire ſhould ſo many 
yceres out-liue performance ? 

Fal. Kille me Dol. 

Prmce. Saturne and Venus this yeere in ConiunQion? 
W hat {ayes the Almauack to that ? 

Pois, And looke whether the fierie Trigon, his Man, 
benot li!ping to his Matters old Tables,his NotgBooke, 
his Councell-keeper ? 


| Fal, Thoudo'lt giae meflatt'ring Buſles, 


Dol. Nay truely, I kifſe thee with a moſt conftant 
heart. 
Fal. I am oldc, I am 01ge, 
- Dl, love thee berter,chen 1 loue ere a ſcuruie young 
Boy of them all, 
Fal. \W hat Stuffe wilt thou haue a Kirtle of ? I (hall 
baqgean Money on Thurſday : thou ſhalt haue a Cappe 


to morrow.., A merrie Song, come : it growes late, 


| —_ 


Es. _—_— 
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gone. 

Dol. Thou wilt ſet me a weeping, if thou fay'ft fo: 
proue that euer I drefſc my ſelfe handſome, xill thy re» 
turne : well, bearken the end, 

Fal. Some Sack, Francs. 

Prn,Poin. Anon,anon,Sir. 

Fal. Ha? a Baſtard Sonne of the Kings? And att not 
thou Pojnes,his Brother ? 

Prince, Why thou Globe of (infull Continents, what 
a Life do'ſt thou lead ? 

Fal. Abetterthenthou: Iam a Gentlemanxthou art 
a Drawer, 

Prince. Very true, Sir : and I come to draw you out 
by the Eares. 

Hoſt. Oh, the Lord preſerue thy good GracesWel- 
come to London. Now Heauen blefle that ſweete Face 
of thine: what,are you come from W ales? 

Fal, Thon whorſon mad Compound of Maieſtie : by 
this light Fleſh,and corrupt Blood, thou art welcome. 

Dol. How? you fat Foole, 1] {corne you. 

Pon, My Lord, hee will drive you ont of your re- 
_—_ and turne all to a merryment, if you take not the 

eat, : 

Prince, You whotſon Candle-myne you, how vildly 
did you ſpeake of me even now, before this honeſt, ver- 
tuous,civill Gentlewoman ? 

Hoſt. "Bleſſing on your good heart, and ſo ſhee is by 
my troth, ; 

Fal. Didſt thou heare me? 

Prince, Yes: and you knew me,as you did when you 
ranne away by Gads-hill : you knew I was at your back, 
and ſpoke it on purpoſe, to tric my patience. 

Fal. Nognogno: not fo: 1 did not thinke, thou waſt 
within nearing. 

Prince. 1 ſhall drive you then to confeſſe the wilfull 
abuſc, and then I know how to handle you, 

Fal. No abuſe (Hall) on mine Honor,no abuſe, 

Prince. Not to diſprayſe me? and call me Pantler, and 
Bread-chopper, and I know not what? 

Fal. No abule({Hal.) 

Porn. No abuſe? 

Fal, Noabule(Ned)in the World : honeſt Nednone. 
I diſprays'd him before the Wicked, that the Wicked 
might not fall in loue with him: In which doing, I have 
done the part of a caretull Frierd,and a true SubieR, and 
thy Father is to giue me thankes for it, No abuſe (Hal:) 
none (Ned) none; no Boyes,none, 

Prmce, Seenow whether pure Feare,and entire Cow- 
ardife, doth not make thee wrong this vertuous Gentle- 
woman,to cloſe with ys? Is ſhee of the Wicked? Is thine 
Hoſteſſe heere, of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of the 
Wicked ? Or honeſt Bardo/ph (whoſe Zeale burnes in his 
Noſe) of the Wicked ? 

Poin, Anſwere thou dead Elme,anſwere, | 

Fa!. The Fiend hath prickt downe Bardoſph irtecouec- 
rable, and his Face is Lucifers Priuy-Kitchin, where hee 
doth nothing but roſt Mault-Wormes : for the Boy, 
there is a good Angell abont himy but the Deuill our 
bids him too, | 

Prince. Forthe Women ? 

Fal, For one of them, ſhee is in Hell alreadie, and 
burnes poore Soules : for the other, I owe her M@- 
ney ; and. whether ſhee bee damn'd for that, I know 
not. 


Hoſt. No,I warrant you. 


Fal. No, 


4 


i... 


— —__ tit. _ _ TO TIS OO” OO” OT 


| 
F 


tal. No\l thinke chou art not; I thinke thou art quir 
; for that, Marry, there is anothetAndictment vpon thee, 


; for {uffering fleſh to bee caren in thy houle, contraryto 


the Law, for the which | thinke thou wilt howle. 


Prmce. You,Gentlewoman. 

Dol. What ſayes your Grace ? 

Falſt. His Grace ſayes that , which his fleſh rebells 
againſt, 

Hoſt. Who knocks ſo lowd at doore? Looke tothe 
doore there, Francis ? 


Exter Peto. 
Prmce. Peto, how now ? what newes ? 
) Pete. The King, your Fatheris at Weſtminſter, 
And there ate twentie weake and wearied Poſtes, 
Come from the North: and as I came along, 
I met,and ouer-tooke a dozen Caprtaines, 
Bare-headed,{weating, knocking at the Tauernes, 
And asking euery one for Sir lohn Falſtaff. 
Prince. By Heauen (Poines)]I feele me much to blame, 
So idly ro prophane the precious rime, 
When Tempett of Commotion, like the South, 
Borne with black Vapour, doch begin to melt, 
And drop vpon our bare yvnarmed heads, 
| Giue me my Sword,and Cloake : 
Falſtaffe, good night, Exit, 
FalfF. Now comes in the ſweeteſt Morſell of the 
night, and wee muſt hence, and leaue it vopicke, More 
knocking at the doore? How now ? what's the mat- 
rer ? 
Bard, You muft away to Court, Sir,preſently, 
A dozen Captaines tay at doore for you. 

Falſt. Pay the Muſitians, Sirrha : farewell Hofteſle, 
farewell Dol. You ſee (my good Wenches) how men of 
Merit are ſought after : the vndeſcruer may ſleepe, when 
the man of Action 1s call'd on, Farewell good Wenches; 
if I be not ſeac away polte, I will ſce you againe, ere I 

oe, 
, Dol. 1 cannot ſpeake : if my heart bee not readie 
to burſt-.- Well (ſweere /ache) haue a care of thy 
ſelfe. 

Falſt, Farewell, farewell, Exit. 

Hoft. Well, fare tnee well : I have knowne thee 
theſe ewentie nine yceres, come Peſcod-time : but an 
honeſter, and truer-hearted inan---- Well, fare thee 
well. 

Bard. Miſtiis Teare-ſheet, 

Hoſt. What's the matter? 

Bard, Bid Miftris Teare-ſheet come to my Maſter. 

Hoſt. Oh runne Dol, runne : runne, good Dol, 


E xewnt, 
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| Enter the King, with a Page, 


King.Goe call the Earles of Surrey ,and of Warwick : 
Bur ere they come, bid them ore-reade theſe Letters, 
And well conſider of them : make good (peed, Exit, 


Hoft, All ViAtuallers doe fo ; What is a Iloynt of 
| Mucton,or two,in a whole Lent? 
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How many thouſand of my pooreft SubieRs 
Are at this howre aſleepe? OSleepe,O gentle Sleepe, 
Natures lott Nurſe, how have 1] trighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids downe, 
And ſteepe my Sences in Forgetfulneſle? 
\V by rather (Sleepe) lyeſt thou in ſmoakie Cribs, 
Vpon vnealie Pallads ftrerching thee, 
And huiſht with buffing Night, flyes to thy lumber, 
Then in the perfum'd Chambers of the Great ? 
Vnder the Canopies of coſtly State, 
And lull'd with ſounds of ſweeteſt Melodie ? 
O thou dull God, why lycſt thou with the vilde, 
In loathſome Beds,2nd leau ſt the Kingly Couch, 
A Watch-caſe,or a common Larum-Bell ? 
Wilt thou, vpon the high and giddie Maſt, 
Seale yp the Ship-boyes Eyes,and rock his Braines, 
In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 
And in the viſieation of the Windes, 
Who take the Rufhan Billowes by the top, 
Curling their monſtrous heads, and hanging them 
With deaff'ning Clamors in the {lipp'ry Clouds, 
That with the hurley, Death it ſelfe awakes ? 
Canſt chou (O part1all Sleepe) giue thy Repoſe 
To che wet Sea-Boy,in an houre ſo rude: 
And in the calmeſt,and moſt itilleft Night, 
With all appliances, and meanes to boore, 
Deny it to a King? Then happy Lowe, lye downe, 
Vneafie lyes the Head, that weares a Crowne, 


Enter Warwicke and Surrey. 


War, Many good-morrowes to your Maicftic, 
King, Is it good-morrow, Lords ? 
War, 'Tis One a Clock, and paſt, 
King, Why then good-morrow to you all{my Lords:) 
Haue you reado're the Letters that I (ent you? 
War, We haue (my Liege.) 
Kmg. Then you perceiue the Body of our Kingdome, 
How toule it is : what ranke Diſea(es grow, 
And with what danger, neere the Heart of it? 
War. Itis but as a Body,yer diftemper'd, 
Which to his former trength may be reftor'd, 
With good aduice,and little Medicine : 
My Lord Northumberland will ſoone be cooPd, 
Kimg.Oh Heauen,that one might read the Book of Fate, 
And ice the reuolution of the Times 
Make Mountaines leuell, and the Continent 
(Wearie of ſolide firmeneſſe)melr it ſelfe 
Into the Sea : and other Times, to ſee 
The beachie Girdle of the Ocean 
Too wide for Neprunes hippes ; how Chances mocks 
And Changes fill the Cuppe of Alteration 
With diuers Liquors, Tis not tenne yeeres gone, 
Since Richard, and Northumberland, great friends, 
Did feaſt together ; and in two yeeres after, 
Were they at Warres, It is but eight yeeres fince, 
This Percie was the man, neereft my Soule, | 
Who, like a Brother, toyl'd in my Afaires, 
And layd his Loue and Life vnder my foot : 
Yea,for my ſake,euen to the eyes of Richard 
Gaue him defiance, But which of you was by 
(You Couhin Newil,as I may remember) 


| When Richard,with his Eye,brim-full of Teares, 


(Then check'd, and rated by Northumberland) 
Did ſpeake theſe words (now prou'd a Prophecie:) 


| Northwmberland,thou Ladder,by the which _ 
y 
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My Coulin G#llmgbrooke alcends my Throne: 
(Theugh then, Heauen knowes,T had no ſuch intent, 
But that necefſitie 1o bow'd tlie State, 
That I and Greatnefle were compel!'d ro kiſſe:) 
The Time ſhall come (thous did hce follow 1t) 
The Time w1ll come,:!1at foule Sinne gathering head, 
Shall breake into Corruption : {o went on, 
Fore-telling this lame Times Condition, 
And the diuifon of our Amitie, 

IVir. There is a Hiſtorie in all mers Liues, 
Figuring the pature of the Times deceas'd: 
The which obſeru'd, a man may prophecic 
With a neere ayme,of the maine chance of things, 
As yet not come to Life,which in their Seedes 
And weake beginnings lye entrealured; 
Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time; 
And by the neceſ[arie forme of this, 
King Kichard might create a perfect gueſſe, 
That great Northumberland, then falſe ro him, 
Would of that Seed, grow to a greater falſcneſſe, 
W hich ſhould not finde a ground to roote ypon, 
Vnleſle on you. 

Kmg. Are theſe things then Neceffities ? 

| Then let vs meecte them like Neceſſities; 
And that ſame word,cuen now cryes out on VS: 
They (ay,the Biſhop and Northumberland 
Are fiftie thouſand ſtrong. 

War. It cannot be (my Lord: ) | 
Rumor doth double,like the Voice,and Eccho, 
The numbers of the feared. Pleaſe it your Grace 
To goc to bed, ypon my Life(my Lord) 
The Pow'rs that you alreadie haue ſent forth, 
Shall bring this Prize in very cafily, 
To comfort you the more, I haue receiu'd 
A certaine inſtance,that Glendoxr is dead, 
Your Mieftic hath beene this fort-night ill, 
And theſe vnſcaſon'd howres perforce muſt adde 
Vato your Sickneſle, 

King. I will cake your counſalle : 
And were theie inward Warres once out of hand, 
\V ce would (deare Lords) vnto the Holy-Land, 


E xenunt. 
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Enter Shallow and Silence : with Mowldie,s hadow, 
| Wart, Feeble, 'Bull-calfe. 


Shal. Come-on,come-on,come-on : giue mee your 
Hand,Sir ; giue mee your Hand, Sir : anearly ſtirrer,by 
the Rood, And how doth my good Coulin Silence ? 

Sil, Good-morrow,good Coulin Shallow, 

Shal. And how doth my Couſin, your Bed-fellow ? 
and your faire(t Daughter, and mine, my God-Davghter 
Ellen ? : 

$i. Alas,a blacke Ouzell (Couſin Shallow.) 

Shal. By yea and nay,Sir, | dare lay my Couhin Y/illiam 
is become a good Scholler ? hee is at Oxford ſill, is hee 
nor ? 

Sil. Indeede Sir,to my coſt. 

Shal. Hee muſt then co the Innes of Court ſhortly : 1 


talke of mad Shallow yet, 


| 
| 


ee 


| 
| 


| Souldier-like Word, and a Word of excceding good 


was once of Clements Inne 3 where (I thiake) they will | 
(as they (ay) accommodated : or, when a man is, deing 
| 36h 


—  —— 


Sil. You were call'd luftie Shallow then(Coufin.) 
Shal. I was call'd any thing : and | would haue done 
any thing inccede t00,and roundly too, There was 1,and 
little /obz Doit of Staftordſhire, and blacke George Bare, 
and [rants Pick-bone,and Will Squele a Cot-ſal-man, you 
had not foure ſuch Swindge-bucklers in all the Tnnes of 
Court againe: And 1 may fay to you, wee knew where 
the Bona-Roba's were, and had the beſt of them all at 
commandement. Then was Jacke Falſtaffe(now Sir lohn) 
_ , and Page to Thomas (Mowbray, Duke of Nor.. 
olke. 

Sil. This Sir John (Couſin) that comes hither anon a- 
bour Souldiers ? 

Shal. The ſame Sir Joby, the very ſame : 1 ſaw him 
breake Scoggan's Head at the Court-Gate, when hee was 
a Crack,not thus high : and the very ſame day did 1 fight 
with one Sampſon Stock-fiſh, a Fruiterer, behinde Greyes..' 
Inne, Oh the mad dayes that I haue ſpent ! and to ſee 
how many of mine olde Acquaintance are dead ? 

Si. Wee ſhall all follow (Coufin.) 

Shal, Certaine: 'tis certaine: very ſure, very ſure: 
Death is certaine to all, all ſhall dye, How a good Yoke 
of Zullocks at Stamford Fayre ? 

Si. Truly Coufin,I was not there, 

Shel. Death is certaine; Is old Dowble of your Towne 
living yer? 

$i. Dead,Sir, 

Shal. Dead? See, fee: hee drew a good Bow : and 
dead ? hee ſhot a fine ſhoote, /ebn of Gaunt loued 
him well, and betted much Money on his head. Dead ? 
hee would haue clapt in the Clowt at Twelue-ſcore,and 
carryed you a fore-hand Shaft at foureteene, and foure- 
ccene and a halfe, that it would haue done a mans heart 
good to ſee. How a ſcore of Ewes now ? 

Sl, Thereafter as they be : a ſcore of good — 
may be worth tenne pounds, 

Shal. And is olde Double dead? 


Enter Bardolph and bu Boy, 


Sil, Heere come two of Sir John Fa/faffes Men (as I 
thinke.) 

Shal. Good-morrow, honeſt Gentlemen, 

Bard, | beſeech you, which is Iuſtice Shallow ? 

Shal, I am Robert Shallow(Sir)a poore Eſquire of this 
Countie, and one of the Kings Iuſtices of the Peace ; 
Whar is your good pleaſure with we ? 

Bard, My Captaine (Sir) commends him to you: 
my Captaine,Sir /chn Falſtaffe : a tall Gentleman, and a 
moſt gallane Leader, 

Shal. Hee greetes me well: (Sir) I knew him a 
good Back-Sword-man. How doth the good Knight ? 
may I aske,how my Lady his Wife doth ? 

Bard. Sir,pardon : a Souldier is better accommoda- 
ted,then with a Wife, 

Shal. Ir is well ſaid,Sir; and it is well ſaid, indeede, 
too: Better accommodated? it 1s good, yea indeede is 
it : good phraſes are ſurely,and euery where very com- 
mendable. Accommodated , it comes of Accommeds : 
very good, a good Phraſe, 

Bard. Pardon, Sir, I haue heard the word. Phraſe 
call you it? by this Day, | know not the Phraſe : but 
I will maintains the Word with my Sword, to bee a 


Command. Accommodated : that is, when a man is 


—_— 


whereby 
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whereby he thou ohe to be accommodated , Which is an; Sbal. Shall Ipricke him downe, 
| 


| excellent hing, | Sir John? 

be | Falſt, It were ſuperfluous: for his appartel is buile vp» 
| Enter F alt atte. ,  onthis backe, and the wholc {rame [tands vpon pins:prick | 
| 
| 


| himno more. 
Shal. It is very iuR : Looke, heere comes good Sir Shal. Hahaha, vou can do it fir: you candoeie 2: I 
John, Giue me your hand, giue me your \Worſhips good | commend you well, 

hand : Truſt me, you looke well : and beare your yeares | Francs Feeble, | 
very well. Welcome, good Sis /ohn, | | Feebe, Heerefir, 
Fai. law gladtoſee you well, good M. Robert Shal- Shal, What Trade art thou Feeble? 
law; Maſter Swre-card as | thinke ? Feeble, A Womans Taylor (ic. | | 

Shal. No fir [obs it is my Colin Silence : in Commilli- Shal. Shall I pricke bim,fir? | 

on with mee. |  Fal. Youmay: | | | 
Fal. Good M. Silence, it well befics you ſhould be of | | But if he had beene a mans Taylor,he would haveprick'd 
rn Los | \ 7 | you, Wiltthou make as many boles in an enemies Bac» 
.. Si. Your Worſhip is welcome, | | taile,as thou haſt done in a \V omans petticote? 
| Fal. Fye,.this1s hot weather (Gentlemen) haueyon |  Feeble. ] will doe my goodwill fir, you can haue no 
prouided me here halfe a dozen of ſufficient men? more. | 


| 


Ht 4 li... Ah 


Shal. Marry haue we fic : Will you fir ? EO alt. Well ſaid, good \Vomans Tailour ; Well ſayde 
. Fals Letmeſee them, I beſeech you. | Couragious Feeb/e: thou wilt bee 23 yaliant as the wrath- 
Shal, Where'sthe Roll: Where's the Roll? Where's | full Doue,or moſt magnanimous Mouſe, Pricke the wo+ 
| sheRoll? Ler me ſee, let me ſee, let me ſee; lo,fo,fo,fo: | mans Taylour well Maſter Shalow, drepe Maiſter Shals | 
yc3/marry Sir. -Repbe Mowldie:lertthem appeare as I call: | bm, 
lerithem do ſo, letthemdo ſo: Let mee ſee, Where is | Feeble, I would z/art might haue gone br. | | 
 AMonldie? Fal. 1 would thou wert a mans Tailor,that y might'ſt 
þ [Adords Heere,ifirtpleaſe you, ; mend him, and make him fit to goe. I cannot puc him td 
- ':$hal. Wharthinke you (Sir /ob»n) a good limb'd fel- | - a private ſouldier, that is the-Leader of fo many thous 
low; yong,ftrong, and of good friends, + { | ſands. Let that ſuffice,moſt Forcible Feeble, 
|: Fab. Is thy name Aſoulaie ? Feeble, Ir(ball ſuffice. _ 
-:4Menl.. Yea,if it pleaſe you, TY Falft, 1 am bound co thee, reuerend Feeb/e, Who is 
| - | Fal, 'T1s the more time thou wert v8'd; -: : the nexc ? | 
| 


-— 
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Shal, Ha,ha,ha, moſt excellene. Things thataremaul- Sba!. Peter Balcalfe of theesreene. 
die, lacke vie : very fingular good, Wellfaide Sir oby, Falſt, Y ea marry, let vs (ee Bulcalfe, | 
-yery well ſaid. | | Bal. Heere fir. 3% 
| Fl. Pricke him. . Fal, Truſt ine,a likely Fellow. Come, pricke me Buls 

HMonl., 1 was prickt well enough before, iyou could | calfe till he roare againe. | 
{have lee mealone: my old Dame will be vadone now,for Bul. Oh,good my Lord Captaine. | 
| one to dac her Husbandry, and her Dradgety ; you need Fal. What? do'ſt thou roare before ch'art prickr, 


a 


,hnotto have prickt me, there are other mer: fitter to goe Bul, Oh (ir, am a diſeaſed man, 1 

4our,then I. | Fal, Whar diſcaſe haſt chbou? |, | | 
Fal. Go too: peace Mowldie, you ſhall goe. CAonldie, } Bul. A whorſon cold fir, a cough fir, which I caught 

Jit-is rime you were ſpec, with Ringing in the Kings aftayres, ypon his Coronation 
Monul: Spent? - day,fir. 


- Shallow, Peace, fellow,peace; ſtand alide : Know you | Fal. Come thou ſhalt go tothe Warres in aGowne 
where you arc? For the other fir [obs : Let ine ice: Simon | we will have away thy Cold, and I will take (uch order, 


Shadow, that thy friends ſhall ring for thee. Is beere all ? 
| - Fal. T marry, letrme have bim co fit vnder: he's liket Shal. There is two more called then your number 3 
be a cold fouldier, ' | vou muft haue but foure heerefir,and ſo | pray you go i 
 Shal. Where's Shadow ? with metro dinner, | 
| Shad, Hecte fir, | Fal. Come, I will goedrinke withyou, but I cannot | 
Fal. Shadaw, whoſc ſonne art thou $::» tarry dinner, 1 am glad to ſee you in gaodtroth, Maſter 
Shad. My Mothers (onne, Sir. | Shallow, 


Falft, Thy Mothers ſonne: like enough, and thy Fa. |-  Shal. O br Tobn, doe youremember fince wee lay all 

thers ſhadow: (o che tonne of the Female, is rhe ſhadow | night inthe Winde-will,in $ Georges Field, an | 

of the Male: x'is otten ſo indeede; bot not of the Fathers | Faiſteffe. No more 01 thit good Maſttr Shallow 2 No 

ſubſtance. x | | moreof that. | weobau dh, | 
Shal. Do youlike him, fic John ? Shal. Ha? it was a merry night. And is /ave Night» 
Falfſt. Shadow will \erue for Summer : pricke him : For | worke alive ? 

wee haueanumberot ſhadowes to hill vppethe Muſter. | Fal. She lives, M. Shallow. 


| Booke. | Shal, . She never could away with me. v1 
Shal. Thomas Wart ? Fa/. Neuer,never : ſhe would alwayes ſay (hee could 
Falſt. Where's he? | notabide M.Shallow, 
Wart. Heere (ir. | \  Shab, I could anger her tothe heart ; ſhee was then # 
Falft, 1s thy name ar: ? * | Bona-Reba, Doth ſhe hold her owne well. ov | 
Wart, Wea fits | | Fal. Old,old, M. Shaw. | 

| Fal. Thouarta very ragged Warr, | Shal, Nay,ſhe mutt be: old, ſe cannot chooſe gy 

| -- —_— 
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o1d: certaine ſhee's old : and had Robin Night-worke , by 
|| old N1ght-worke, before I came to Clements Inne. 

$41, That's fiftie fue yeeres agoe, 

Shal. Hah, Couſin Srlence, that thou hadſ ſeene that, 
that this Knight and 1 haue ſeenc ; hah, Sir /ehn, ſaid I 
well? 

Falſt, Wee haue heard the Chymes at mid-night,Ma- 
ter Shallow, 

Shal, That wee haue, that wee haue; in faith, Sir [o/n, 
| | wee haue : our watcheword was, Hem-Boyes, Come, 
let's to Dinner; come, let's to Dinner : Oh the dayes that 
'| wee have ſcene, Come,come, 
| Bul, Good Maſter Corporate Bardolph , ſtand my 

| friend, and heere is foure Harry tenne ſhillings in French 

Crownes for you : in very truth,fir,] had as lief be hang'd 
: | Gir,as goe': and yer, for mine owne part,hr,1 do not care; 
but rather, becauſe I amvnwilling, and for mine owne 
part,haue a deſire ro ftay with my friends : elſe, fir, 1 did 
: { not care,for inine owne part,ſo much, 

Bard. Go-too: ſtand aſide. 

Mould. And good Maſter Corporal! Captaine,for my 
| old Danes ſake, ſtand my friend » thee hath no body to 
doe any thing about her, when I am gone : and ſhe is old, 
' | and cznnot helpe her ſelfe : you ſhall have fortie, fir, 
Bard. Go-too: ſtand aſide, 

| Feeble, 1 care not, a man can die but once : wee owe 2 
| death, 1 will never bgare a baſe minde: if it be my deſti- 
'nie,ſo: if irbenot,ſo: no man is too good to lerue his 
Prince : and ct jt goce which way it will, be that dies this 
yeerc,is quir forthe next, 

Bard, Well ſaid,the, art a good fellow. 

Feeble, Nay,l will beare no baſe minde, 

Fiſt. Come fir, which men ſhall I haue ? 

Shal. Fourc of which you plcale. 

Bard. Sir, a word with you; I haue three pound, to 
free Movuldic and Buil-calfe, * 

Falſt, Go-too: well, 

Shal. Come,ſir obn,wliich foure will you haue ? 

ta'ſt. Doc you chule forme. 

Shal, Marry then , eAMouldie, Bull-calfe, Feeble, and 
Shadow. | 

Falf#. Mouldie,and Bull-calfe : for you Mouldie,ftay 
at home, till you are paſt feruice: and for your part, BuJ-. 
calfe,vrow t:11 you come vnto it : I will none of you, 

Sha!. Sir lobn,$ir lobn,doe not your (elfe wrong,they 
are your likelveft men,and I would haue you ſeru'd with 
the beft, 
© Falft. Will you tell me (Maſter Shafow) how to chuſe 

aman? Care I forthe Limbe, the Thewes, the (ſtature, 
| | bulke, and bigge afſemblance of a man? giue mee the 
ſpirit (Maſter Shaflow,) Where's Wart? you ſee whar 
' a ragged appearance it is : hee ſhall charge you, and 
<iſcharge you, with the morion of a Pewrerers Hame 
mer : come off, and on, ſwifter then hee that gibbers on 
"the Brewers Bucket, And this fame halfe-fac'd fellow, 

Shadow, give me this man : hee preſents no marke to the 
Enemie, che foe.man may with as great ayme leve!l at 
the edge of a Pen-knife : and tor a Retrair, how ſwiftly 
will this Feeble, che Womans Taylor, runne off, O, give 
me the ſpare men, and ſpare me che great ones. Put me a 
' Calyuer into Warts hand, Bardo(ph. 

Kard. Hold Wart, Trauctle : thus,thus, thus. 

\ Falſt. Come,manage mc your Calyuer: fo. very well, 
g0-r00,very exceeding good. O,piue mealwayes 
alittle, leane,old,chopc,bald Shot, Well ſaid W@t,thou 
"att « good Scab:; hold,chere is a Teſter for thee. 
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Shal. Hee is not his Crafts-maſter, hee doth not doe 

it right. I remcu.ber at Mile-end-Greene,when 1 lay | 
at Clements Jane, ] was then Sir Dagonet in eArthurs/ 
Show : there was a little quiver fellow, and hee would | 
manage you his Peece thus : and hee would about, 
and about, and come you in, and come you in : Rah, 
tah, tah, would hee ſay, Bownce would hee ſay, and' 
away againe would hee goe,and apaine would he come : 
I ſhall never ſee ſuch a fellow. 

Falſt. Theſe fellowes will doc well, Maſter Shallow. 
Farewell Maſter S:{ence, I will not vſe many wordes with 
you: fare you well, Gentlemen both: I thanke ou; | 
I muſt a dozen mile to night, Zardolph,giuethe Souldiers 
Coates. Own - 

Shal. Sir Jobw, Heauen blefſe you, and proſper your 
Afﬀeaires, and ſend vs Peace, As you :returne, viſit 
my houſe. Let our old acquaintance be reriewed? per- 
aduencure I will with you to the Court,” 

Falſt, 1 would you would, Maſter Shallow. | 

Shal. Go-to0; I have ſpoke at a word, Fare you 
well, Exit, RE 
| Falft, Fare you well , gentle Gentlemen, On Bar-. 

| dolph, leade the men away. As I returne, 1 will fetch off 
| theſe Iuftices : I doe ſee the bortome of luftice Sbal 
| low, How ſubie& wee old men are to this vice of Ly- 
ing? This ſame Raru'd Juſtice hath done nothipg bur 
prate to me of the wildeneſle of his Youth, -_ the 
Feates hee hath done about Turnball.fireer, and eq 
third word a Lye, duer payd to the hearer,-thenthe 
Turkes Tribute, I doe remember him at Clements Inne, 
like a man made after Supper,of a Cheeſt-paring, When 
hee was naked, hee was, br all the world, like a forked 
Radiſh, with'a Head fantaſtically caru'd vpon it with a 
Knife, Hee was ſo forlorne, that his Dimenſions (ro 
avy thicke hght) were inuincible, Hee was the yery 
Genins of Famine : hee came ever in the rere-ward of 
the Faſhion : And now is this Vices Dagger become a 
Squire, and talkes as familiarly of /ohw of Gaunrt,as if 
hee had beene ſworne Brother ro him: and 1le be ſworne 
hee neuer ſaw hitn bur once in the Tilt-yard,and then he 
burſt his Head, for crowding among the Marſhals men, 
I {aw it, and told /obn of Cr hinton his owne| 
Name, for you might have truſs'd him and all his Ap-f 
arrell into an Eele-skinne: the Caſe of a Treble Hoe- 
was a Manhon for him : a Court : and now hath 
hee Land,and Beeues, Well, I will be acquainted with | 
him,if I returne: and it ſhall goe hard, but I will make 
him a Philoſophers rwo Stones to me. If the young 
Dace be a Bayt forthe old Pike, I ſee no reaſon,in the 
Law of Nature, but ] may ſnap at him, Let time ſhape, 
and there an end, E 
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Enter the Arch-bifbop, Mowbray, Haitings, 
Weitmerland, Colemile. 


Bih, Whar is this Forreſt call'd? 

Haſt. "Tis Gualtree Forreft, and's ſhall pleaſe your 
Grace, : 

Byb. Here Rand(my Lords)and ſend diſcovcrers forth, 
To know the numbers of our Enemies. /- ' 


Halt. Wee 


—— 
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Hait, Wee have lent torth alreadie, 

Biſh. Tis well done, 
My Friends,and Brethren (in theſe great Aﬀaires) 
I muſt acquaint you, that I haue receiu'd 
New-dated Letters from Northumberland: 
Their cold intent, tenure,and ſubſtance thus, 
Here doth hee wiſh his Perſon, with ſuch Powers 
As might hold ſortance with his Qualitie, 
The which hee could not leuie : whereupon 
Hee is retyr'd,to ripe his growing Fortunes, 
To Scotland ; and concludes in heartie prayers, 
That your Attempts may ouer-liue the hazard, 
And fearefull mecting of their Oppoſite, 

Mow. Thus do the hopes we have in him,touch ground, 

And daſh themſclucs ro pieces, 


Enter 4 Meſſenger, 


Haſft. Now? what newes ? : 

Meſſ. Weſt of this Forreſt, ſcarcely off a mile, 
In goodly forme, comes on the Enemie : 
And by the ground they hide, I iudge their number 
Vpon,or neere,the rate of thirtic thouſand. 

Mow. The iult proportion that we gaue them our, 
Lerys ſway-on,and face them in the field, 


Fd 


Enter Weftmerland, 


Biſh.What well-appointed Leader fronts vs here ? 
Mow, I thinkeit is my Lord of Weſtmerland, 
weſt. Health,and faire greeting from our Generall, 
The Prince, Lord /oh»,and Duke of Lancaſter, 
Biſh. Say on (my Lord of Weftmerland) in peace: 
Whar doth concerne your comming ? 
Weft, Then (iny Lord) 
Vato your Grace doe I in chiefe addreſſe 
The ſubſtance of my Speech. If that Rebellion 
Came like it ſelfe,in baſe and abiect Rours, 
Led on by bloodie Youth, guarded with Rage, 


And countenanc'd by Boyes,and Bepperie : 


I ſay,if damn'd Commotion lo appeate, 

[n his true, natiue,and moſt proper ſhape, 

You (Reuerend Father,and thele Noble Lords) 

Had not beene here,to dreſſe the ougly forme 

Of baſe,and bloodie InſurreRion, 

With your faire Honors, You,Lord Arch-biſhop, 
Whole Sea is by a Ciuill Peace maintain'd, 

Whoſe Beard, the Siluer Hand of Peace hath touch'd, 
Whoſe Learning,and good Letters,Peace hath tutor'd, 
{Whoſewhite Inveſtments figure Innocence, 

The Doue,and very blefſed Spirit of Peace, 


| Wherefore doe you fo ill tranilate your ſelfe, 


Our of the Speech of Peace,that beares ſuch grace, 
Into the harſh and boyſtrous T ongue of Warre? 
Turning your Bookes co Graues, your Inke to Blood, 
Your Pennes to Launces,and your Tongne diuine 
To a lowd Trumpet,and a Point of Woarre. 

Biſh. Wherefore doe I this? fo the Qieſtion Rands, 
Iriefely tothis end: Wee are all diſcas'd, 
And with our ſurfetting,and wanton howres, 
Haue brought our ſelues into a burning Feuer, 
And wee muſt bleede for it : of which Diſcaſe, 
Our late King Richard (being infefted) dy'd, 
But (my moſt Noble Lord of Weſtmerland) 
I take not on me here as a Phyſician, 
Nor doe I,as an Enemie to Peace, 


| 


— 
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Troope in the Throngs of Militarie men ; 
But rather ſhew a while like fearefull Warre, 
To dyet ranke Mindes, licke of happineſſe, 
And purge th'ob(truftions, which begin to top 
Our very Veines of Life: heare me more plainely. 
[ haue in equall ballance iuſtly weigh'd, 
What wrongs our Arms may do,what wrotgs we ſuffer, 
And finde our Grietes heauier then our Offences. 
Wee ſee which way the ftreame of Time doth runne, 
And are enforc'd from our molt quier there, 
By the rough Torrent of Occaſion, 
And haue the ſummarie of all our Griefes 
(When time ſhall ſerve) to ſhew in Articles; 
Which long ere this, wee offer'd tothe King, 
And might, by no Suir,gayne our Audience ; 
When wee are wrong'd,and would ynfold our Griefes, 
Wee are deny'd acceſſe vnto his Perſon, 
Euen by thoſe men, that moſt haue done vs wrong, 
The dangers of the dayes but newly gone, 
Whoſe memorie is written onthe Earth 
With yet appearing blood; and the examples 
Of every Minutes inſtance (preſent now) | 
Hath pur vs in theſe ill-beſeeming Armes: | 
Not to breake Peace,or any Branch of it, 
Bur to eſtabliſh here a Peace indeede, 
Concurring both in Name and Qualitie. 
Weſt, When euer yet was your Appeale deny'd? 
Wherein have you beene galled by the King ? 
What Peere hath beene ſuborn'd,to grate on you, 
That you ſhould ſeale this lawleſſe bloody Booke 
Of forg'd Rebellion,with a Seale diuine? 
Biſh, My Prother generall,the Common-wealth, 
I make my Quarrell,ir: particular, 
Weſt. There is no neede of any ſuch redreſſe : 
Or if there were, it not belongs to you, 
Mow. Why not to him in party and to vs all, 
Thar teele the bru1zes of the dayes before, 
Aad ſuffer the Condition of theſe Times 
To lay a heauie and vnequall Hand ypon ous Honors ? 
Weſt, O my good Lord © Mowbray, 
Conſtrue the Times to their Neceffities, 
An4 you ſhall ſay (indeede) it is the Time, 
And not the King,that doth you injuries. 
Yer for your part, it not appeares tome, 
Either from the King,or in the preſent Time, 
That you ſhould haue an ynch of any ground 
To build a Griefe on : were you nor reſtor'd 
To all the Duke of Norfolkes Seignories, 
Your Noble,and right well-remembred Fathers? 
Mow. What thing,in Honor,had my Father loſt, 
That need to be reviu'd,and breath'd inme? 
The King that lou'd him,as the State ſtood then, 
Woas torc'd, perforce compelV'd to baniſh him ; 
And then,that Ferry Bullingbrooke and hee 
Being mounted, and both rowlſled in their Seates, 
Their neighing Courſers daring of the Spurre, 
Their armed Staves in charge,their Beavers downe, 
Their eyes of fre, ſparkling through fights of Steele, 
Ard the lowd Trumpet blowing them together : 
Then,then, when there was nothing could haue ſtay'd | 
My Father from the Breaſt of Bullmgbrooke ; 
O, when the King did throw his Warder downe, 
(His owne Life hung vpon the Staffe hee threw) 
Then threw hee downe himſelfe,and all their Lives, 
That by Indi&tment,and by dint of Sword, 
Haue fince miſ-carryed vnder Zullimghrooke, 
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Weſt. ou lpeak(Lord Mowbray now you know not what, 
{he Earle of Hereford was reputed then 
In England the molt valiant Gentleman, 
\V ho knowes,on whom Fortune would then haue {mil a? 
But it your Father had beene Victor thece, 
Hee ne're had borne 1x our of Coventry, 
For all the Countrey,in a generall voyce, 
Cry'd hate vpon him: and all their prayers, and loue, 
\Vere {et on Herford, whom they doted on, 
And blets'd,and grac'd,and did more then the King, 
Bur this is meere digreſſion from my purpole. 
Here come | from our Princely Generall, 
To know your Grietes;to tel! you, from his Grace, 
That hee will give you Audience : and wherein 
It ſhall 2ppeare,that your demands are iſt, 
You ſhall emoy them, every thing ſet off, 
That might ſo much as thinke youu Enemies, 
Mow. But hee hath forc'd vs to compell this Offer, 
And nt proceedes from Pollicy not Loue. 
Weſt. Mowbray,you ouer-vieene to take it ſo: 
This Offer comes from Mercy,not from Feare. 
For loe, within a Keri our Army lyes, 
Vpon mine Honor,all roo confident 
To giue admittance to athought of feare. 
Our Bartaile is more full of Names then yours, 
Our Men more perfe& in the vir of Armes, 
Our Armor all as ſtrong, our Cauſe the beſt ; 
Then Reaſon will, our hearts ſhould be as good, 
Say you not then, our Offer is compell'd, 
Mow.\V ell,by my will, wee ſhall admit no Patley. 
We'#t. That argues but the ſhame of your offence: 
A rotten Caſe abides no handling. 
Hat. Hath tne Prince /obn a full Commiſſion, 
In very ample vertue of his Father, 
To heare, and abſolutely to determine 
Ot what Conditions wee ſhall Rand ypon? 
Weſt, That is intended in the Generals Name : 
[| mule you make ſo light a Queſtion, 
B:/b Thentake(my Lord of Weftmerland)this Schedule, 
For this containes our generall Grievances: 
Exch feuerall Article herein redreſs'd, 
All members of our Caule, both here,and hence, 
That are infinewed to this Action, 
Acquitted by a true ſubſtantiall forme, 
And preſent execution of our wills, 
To vs,and to our purpoſes confin'd, 
Wee come within our awtull Banks againe, 
And knit our Powers tothe Arme of Peace. 
Weſt, This will I ſhew the Generall. Pleaſe you Lords, 
In Gght of both our Battailes, wee may mecte 
Ar eitherend in peace: which Heauen ſo frame, 
Octothe place of difference call the Swords, 
Which muſt decide it, 
Buſh. My Lord, wee will doe fo, 
Mow.There is athing within my Boſome tells me, 
That no Conditions of our Peace can ſtand. 
Haft. Feare you not,that if wee can make our Peace 
Vpon ſuch large cermes,and fo abſolute, 
As our.Conditions (hall con(:ſt vpon, 
Our Peace ſhall ftand as hirme as Rockie Mountaines, 
Mow. 1,but our valuation thall be ſuch, 
That cuery (11 ght,and falſe-derrued Caule, 
Yea,every id!e,nice,and wanton Reaſon, 
Shall,cothe King,raſte of this Action : 
That were our Royall faiths, Martyrs in Love, 
| W ce ſhall be winnowed wich ſo rough a winde, 
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| Indeedes diſ-honorable? You haue taken vp, 
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That even our Corne ſhall ſceme as l:ght as Chaffe, 
And good from bad finde no partition. 
Bib. No,no (my Lord ) note this: the King is wearie 
Of daintie and 1uch picking Grieuancts : 
For hee hath found,to end one doubt by Death, 
Reviues two greater inthe Heires of Life, 
And therefore will hee wipe his Tables cleane, 
And kcepeno Tell-tale to his Memorie, 
That may repeat,and Hiftoric his lofſe, 
To new remembrance. Forfull well hee knowes, 
Hee cannor ſo preciſely weede this Land, 
As his miſ-doubts preſent occaſion ; 
His foes are ſo en-rooted with his friends, 
Thar plucking to vofixe an Enemie, 
Hee doth vnfaſten ſo,and ſhake a friend, 
So that this Land, like an offenſive wife, 
That hath enrag'd him on, to offer ſtrokes, 
Asheis ſtriking, holds his Infant vp, 
And hzgogs reſo!n'd CorreQtion in the Arme, 


Haſt, Befides,the K:ng hath waſted all his Rods, 
On late Offenders,that he now doth lacke 
The very laſtruments of Chaſticement : 
So that his power, like to a Fangleſſe Lion 
May offer,but nor hold, 

Biſh. "Tis very true : 
And therefore be afſur'd (my good Lord Marſhal) 
If we donow make our attonement well, . 
Our Peace, will (like a broken Limbe ynited) 
Grow ſtronger,for the breaking, 

Mow, Beiclo : 
Heere is return'd my Lord of Weſtmerland. 

Emer Weſftmerland. 


Feff.The Prince is here at hand:pleaſerh your Lordſhip | 


Tomeet his Grace, juſt diftance 'tweene our Armies? 
Mow. YourGraceof Yorke, in heauea's name thea| 
forward. 
By. Before,and greet his Grace(my Lord)we come, 


Enter Prince Tohs. 

Tohn, ou are wel encountred here(my cofin Mowbray) 
Good day to you,gentle Lord Archbiſhop, 
And ſoto you Lord Haſtings,andeo all. 
My Lord ot Yorke, it better ſhew'd with you, 
When that your Flocke (aſſembled by the Bell) 
Encircled you, to heare with reuerence 
Your expoſition on the holy Text, 
Then now to ſee you heere an Iron man 
Chearing a rowt of Rebels with your Drumme, 
Turning the Word, to Sword; and Life to death : 
That man that fits within a Monarches heart, 
And ripens in the Sunne-.ſhine of his fauor, 
Would hee abuſe the Countenance of the King, 
Alack,what Miſchiefes might hee ſer abroach, 
In ſhadow of ſuch Greatneſſe? With you, Lord Biſhop, 
Itisevenſo. Who hathnot heard it ſpoken, 
How deepe you were within the Bookes of Heauen ? 
To vs,the Speaker in his Parliament 
To vs,th'imagine Voyce of Heauen ir felfe ; 
Tae very Opener,and Intell:gencer, 
Betweenethe Grace,the Santtities of Heaven, 
And our dull workings. O,who ſhall beleeue, 
But you m1{-yſe the reverence of your Place, 
Employ the Countenance,and Grace of Heauen, 
As 2 falle Fauorite doth his Princes Name, 


| 


Vnder | 
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Vnder the counterfented Zeale of Heauen, 
The SubieQts of Heauens Subſtitute, my Father, 
And both againſt the Peace of Heauen,and him, 
Have here vp-ſwarmed them. 
Bis. Good my Lord of Lancaſter, 
[ am not here againſt your Fathers Peace : 
Bur (as I told my Lord of Weſtmerland) 
The Time (miſ-order'd) doth in common ſence 
Crowd vs,and cruſh ys,tothis monſtrous Forme, 
To hold our ſafetie vp, 1 ſent your Grace 
The parcels, and particulars of our Griefe, 
The which hath been with ſcorne ſhou'd from the Court: 
Whereon this Hydra-Sonne of Warre is borne, 
Whoſe dangerous eyes may well be charm'd afleepe, 
With graunt of our moſt juſt and right defires ; 
And true Obedience,of this Madneſſe cur'd, 
Stoope tamely to the foot of Maieſtic, 
Mow. It not,wee readie are to trye our fortunes, 
To the laſt man. 
Haſt. And though wee here fall downe, 
Wee haue Supplyes, to ſecond our Attempt : 
If they miſ-carry,theirs ſhall ſecond them. 
And ſo,ſucceſſe of Miſchiefe ſhall be borne, 
And Heire from Heire ſhall hold this Quarrell vp, 
Whiles England ſhall have generation. 
Tohn, You are too ſhallow ( Haſtings) 
Much too ſhallow, : , 
To ſound the botrome of the afrer-Times. 
Weft.Pleaſerth your Grace,to anſwere them direRly, 
How farre-forth you doe like their Articles, 
Tohn. like them a!l,and doe allow them well : 
And ſweare here,by the honor of my blood, 
My Fathers purpoſes haue beene miſtooke, 
And ſome,about him, haue too lauiſhly 
Wreſted his meaning,and Authoritie, 
My Lord,theſe Griefey ſhall be with ſpeed redreſt : 
V pon my Life,they (hall, 1f this may pleaſe you, 
Diſcharge your Powers ynto their {euerall Counties, 
As wee will ours : and here,betweene the Armies, 
Let's drinke cogether friendly,and embrace, 
That all their eyes may beare thoſe Tokens home, 
Of our reſtored Loue,and Amitie. 
Biſh, Itake your Princely word,for theſe redreſſes, 
Toh. I give it you,and will maintaine my word: 
And thereupon I drinke vnto your Grace. 
Haſft, Goe Captoine,and deliuer to the Armie 
This newes of Peace: let them haue pay,and part : 
I know,it will well pleaſe them. 
{High thee Capraine. Exit, 
Biſh. To you,my Noble Lord of Weftmetland, 
Weft, I pledge your Grace : 
And if you knew what paines I have beſtow'd, 
To breede this preſent Peace, 
You would drinke freely : but my loue to ye, 
Shall ſhew it ſelfe more openly hereafter. 
Biſh. 1 doe nor doubt you, 
weſt. T am glad of it. 
Health to my Lord,and gentle Couſin Mowbray. 
Aow. You wiſh me health in yery happy ſeaton, 
For 1 am,on the {odaine, ſomething ill, 
Bifh. Againſt ill Chances,men are euer merry, 
But heavineſſe fore-runnes the good cuent. 
Weſt,Therefore be merry(Cooze)iince ſodaine ſorrow 
Serues to {ay thus: ſome good thing comes to morrow, 
Biſh, Belecue me,I am paſſing light in ſpirit, 
Mow. So much the worſe,if your owne Rale be true, 


| 


—— 


lobn, The word of Peace is tender'd ; hearke how 
they ſhowt, 
Afow. This h2d been chearefull, after ViRorie, 
Byh. A Peace is of the nature of a Conqueſt : 
For then both parties nobly are ſubdu'd, 
And neither partic looſer, 
lobn. Goe(my Lord) 
And let our Army be diſcharged too : 
And good my Lord(ſopleafe yon)lec our Traines 


March by vs,that wee may peruſe the men Ext, 
Wee ſhould haue coap'd withall, 

Bib, Goe,good Lord Haſtings : 
And ere they be diſmiſs'd,let them march by, Exit, 


lohn, 1 trufi(Lords) wee (hall lyeto night rogether, 
Enter Weſt merland. 
Now Couſin, wherefore ſtands our Army ftill ? 
Weft.The Leaders hauing charge from you to land, 
Will not goe off,vntill they heare you ſpeake. 
lohn, They know their duties, Enter Haſtings. 
. Haſt. Our Army is diſpers'd : 
Like youthtull Sceeres, vnyoak'd, they tooke their courſe 
Eaſt, Weſt, North, South: or like a Schoole, broke vp, 
Each hurryes towards his home,and ſporting place, 
weſt. Good tidings(my Lord Haſtmmg:s )for the which, 
I doe arreſt thee (Fnpong ot high Treaſon: 
And you Lord Arch-biſhop, and you Lord Afowbray, 
Of Capirall Treaſon, [ attach you both, 
Mow. 1s this proceeding iuſt, and honorable ? 
Weſt. Is your Aſſembly lo ? 
Biſh. Will you thus breake your faith ? 
Tohn., I pawn'd thee none : 
I promis'd you redrefle of theſe ſame Grieuances 
Whereof you did complaine; which, by mine Honor, 
I will performe, with-a moſt Chriſtian care. 
But for you (Rebels ) looke to tafte the due 
Meet for Rebellion, and ſuch ACts as yours, 
Moſt ſhallowly did you theſe Armes commence, 
Fondly brought here, and fooliſhly ſent hence, 
Strike vp our Drummes,purſue the ſcatter'd ſtray, 
Heauen,and not wee, haue ſafely fought to day, 
Some guard theſe Traitors to the Block of Death, 
Treaſons true Bed,and yeelder yp of breath, Exemnt. 
Enter Falſtaſfe and Collemle, 
Falſt. What's your Name, Sir? of what Condition are 
you? and of what place,] pray? 
Col, I ama Knight, Sir ; 
And my Name is Collewile of the Dale. 
Falit, Well then, Collenile is your Name, a Knight is 


your Degree, and your Place, the Dale. Collewile (hall | 


fill be your Name, Traytor your Degree,and the Dun- 
geon your Place,a place deepe enough : ſo ſhall you be 
{till Collewile of rhe Dale. 

Col. Are not you Sir [obn Falſtaffe ? 

Falft. As goodaman as he fir, whoere I am: doeyee 
yeelde (ir,or Goal I ſweate for you? if I doe ſweate, 
arethe drops of thy Louers,and they weep for thy death, 
therefore rowze yp Feare and Trembling, and do obler- 
uance to My mercy. 

Col. 1 thinke you are Sir ſobn Falſtafe,& in that thought 
yeeld me, 

Fal. I haue a whole Schoole of tongues inthis belly of 
mine, and not a Tongue of them all, ipeakes anie other 
word but my name: and | had but a belly of any indiffe- 
rencie, 1 were fimply the moſt aQtiue fellow in Europe : 
my wombe, my wombe,my wombe vndoes mee. Heere | 
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Enter Prince Ic) «and Weſtmerland, 

| {ohn. The heat is paſt, follow no farther now :; 

Callin the Powers, good Coutun Westmerland. 

Now Fal:tae, xticre have you beene all this while ? 

\V hen eucry thing 1s ended,then you come, 

Theſe tardic Tricks of yours will (on my life) 

Qne 11me.or other, breake ſome Gallowes back. 

Falſ?. 1 would bee lorry (my Lord) but it ſhould bee 
thus : 1 neuer knew yer, but rebuke and checke was the 
reward of Valour, Doe youthinke me a Swallow,an Ar- 
row,or a Bullet? Hauc 1, in my poore and olde Motion, 
the expedition of Thought? I haue ſpeeded hither with 
the very extremelt ynch of poſhbilutic, ] have fowndred 
nine {core and odde Poſtes : and heere ( rravell-tainted 
as lam) have,in my pure and immaculate Valour, taken 
Sir /obn Collemle of the Dale, a moſt furious Knight,and 
valorous Enemic ; But what of that e hee ſaw mee, and 
 yeelded : that I inay iuſtly ſay with the hooke-nos'd 
teilow of Rome, I came,ſaw,and ouer-came, 
lohn. It was more of his Courtchie, then your deſers- 
| uing., | 

' Falft. 1 know not : heere hee is, and heere | yeeld 
him : and 1 beſeech your Grace, let it be book'd, with 
the reft of this dayes deedes ; or] {weare, I will have ir 
in a particular Ballad,with mine owne Picture on the top 
of it (Cellemsle kiſſing my foot: ), To the which courſe, if 
[ be enforc'd, if you donot all ſhew like gilt two-pences 
come; and 1,in the cleare Skie of Fame, o're-ſhine you 
as much as the Full Moone doth the Cynders of the Ele- 
ment (which ſhew like Pnnes-heads to her) belecue not 
the Word of the Noble : therefore let mee have right, 


FT and let delert mount, 


lobs. Thine's too heatie ro mount, , 

Falft. Letirt thinethen, 

lobn, Thine's too thick to ſhine. 

(ft. Let it doe fomething(my good Lord)that may 
doe me good,and call it what you will. 

Þobr, Is thy Name Collewile ? 

Col, Fes (my Lord.) | 

lobn. X famous Revell art thou, Collewele. 

-i/ſt. Anda famous true Subiect tooke him, 

Col, 1 am (my Lord) but as my Betters are, 
That led me hither : had they beene rul'd by me, 
You ſhould have wonne them dearer then you haue, 

Falſt. 1 know not how they (old themſelues, bur thou 
like a kinde fellow, gau'{t thy teltc away; and I thanke 
thee, for thee, | 

4 Enter WWeilmerland, 

Iobu, Haue you letr purſuit ? 

Weſt, Retreat is made,and Execution ſtay'd, 

lobn.- Send (ollewile, with his Contederates, 
To Yorke,to preſent Execution, 
Blwnileade him hence,and ſee you guard him ſure, 

E xi with Collemile, 

And now diſpatch we toward the Court (my Lords ) 
I heare the Ring, my Father,is {ore ſicke. 
Our Newes (hall goe before vs,to his Majeſtic, 
Which(Coulin)you ſhall beare,to comfort him: 
AnA4 wee with lober ſpeede will tollow you. 

Fa/ſt. My Lord, I beleech you,gtue me leaue to goe 
through Glouceſterſhire: and when you come to Court, 


tand mv good Lord,'pray,in your good report, 


| John, Fare you well, Fali?affe : I,in my condition, 


| | Shall better ſpcake of you,then you deterue, 


F 


E xit. 


The ſecond Part of King Henrythe Famth, 


| 


In INI 


— 


”— 


COL Wax CI —  -- -__-- cc wa 


Falſf, I would you had but the wic : 'twere better 
then your Dukedome, Good taith, this tame young ſo- 
ber-blooded Boy doth nor love me, nor a man cannot 
make him laugh : but chat no maruale, hee drinkes no 
\Wine, There's never avy of theie demure Boyes come 
to any proofe; for thinne Drinke doth fo ouer-coole 
theic blood, and making many iiſh-Meales, that they 
fall into a kinde of Male Greene-tcknelle : and then, 
when they marry,they get Wenches. They are generally 
Fooles,and Cowards ; which ſome of vs ſhould bertoo, 
but for inflamation. A good Sherris-Sack hath a gwo= 
fold operation in it: ir aſcends me into the Braine,dryes 
me there all the fooliſh, and dull, and cruddie Vapours, 
which enuiron it. makes it apprebenhiue; quicke, torge- 
tive, full of nimble, fierie,and deleftable ſhapes z which 
deliuer'd o're to the Voyce, the Tongue, which is the 
Birth, becomes excellent'Wit. The ſecond propertie of 
your excellent Sherris, is, the warming of the Blood : 


- which before (cold,and ſetled) left the Liver white,and 


pale; which is the Badge of Putillanimirie, and Cowar- 
dize; but thc Sherris warines it, and makes it courſe 
trom che inwards, to the parts extremes : it illuminaterh 
the Face, which (as a Beacon) giues warning to all the 
reſt of this little Kingdome (Man) to Arrae : and then 
the Vitall Commoners,and in-land pettie Spirits, mufter 
meall co their Capraine, the Heart ; who great, and pufft 
iP with his Rerinue,doth any Deed of Courage: and this 

alour comes of Sherris, $o, that $kill in the Weapon 
is nothing,without Sack (for that fers it a-worke:) and 
Learning, a meere Hoord of Gold, kept by a Devili, till 
Sack commences it, and ſets it in a&, and vſc. Hereof 
comes it, that Prince Harry is valiant: for the cold blood 
hee did naturally inherite of his Father, bee hath, like 
leane, ſtirnll, and bare Land, manured, husbanded, and 
tyll'd, with excellent endeauour of drinking good, and 
good ſtore of fertile Sherris,that hee is become very hot, 
and valiant, It 1 had a thouſand Sonnes,the firſt Principle 
| would teach them, ſhould be to forſweare thinne Pota- 
ti>ns,and to addict rhemſelues ro Sack, Enter Bardolph, 
How now Pardolph ? 

Bard, The Armie is diſcharged all, and gone. 

Falſt, Let them goe: lle through Glouceſterſhire, 


| and there will I viſit Maſter Robert Shallow, Eſquire : 1 


haue him alreadie tempering berweene my finger and my 
thombe,and ſhortly will i ſeale with him, Come away. 
Exeunt, 
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Enter King # arwicke, Clarence, Glouceſter, 
Kmg. Now Lords,it Heauen doth giue ſucceflefull end 
To this Debate that bleedeth at our doores, 
Wee will our Youth lead on to higher Fields, 
And draw no Swords, but whart are ſanRify'd. 
Our Nanie is addrefled,our Power collected, 
Our Subſtitutes,in ablence,well inveſted, 
And cuery thing Iyes levell to our wiſh ; 
Onely wee want a little perſonall Strength : 
And pawlſe vs,till theſe Rebels,now 2-foor, 
Come vaderneath the yoake of Gouernment. 
ar. Both which we doubt not, but your Maieftie 
Shall ſoone enioy, 
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| Kmg. Humpbrey (my Sonne of Gloucefter) where is 
| the Prince, your Brother ? 
| Glo. Ithinke hee's gone to hunt (my Lord)at Wind- 
- for. | 
King. And how accompanied ? 
Glo, I doe not know (my Lord.) 
King, Is not his Brother, Thomas 
| him ? 
Glo, No (my good Lord) hee is in preſence heere. 
| Clar. What would my Lord,and Father ? 
. King, Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence. 
How chance thou art not with the Prince,thy Brother? 
Hee loues thee, and thou do'ſt negle him(Thomas,) 
Thou haft a better place in his Aﬀection, 
Then all thy Brothers : cheriſh it (my Boy) 
And Noble Offices thou may'ſt eftet 
Of Mediation (after Iam dead) | 
Beeweene his Greatneſle,and thy other Brethrer,, 
Therefore omit him not : blunt not his Loue, 
Nor looſe the good aduantage of his Grace, 
By ſeeming cold,or carelefſe of his will. 
| For hee is gracious,if hee be obſeru'd : 
Hee hath a Teare for Pitie,and a Hand 
Open (as Day) formelting Charitie ; 
Yet nocwithſtanding, being incens'd, hee's Fline, 
As humorous as Winter, and as ſudden, 
As Flawes congealed inthe Spring of day. 
His tempertherefore muſt be well obſeru'd: ' 
Chide hiſt for faults, and doe it reuerently, 
When you perceive his blood enclin'd to mirth: 
But being moodie, give him Line,and ſcope, 
Till that Fs pafhons (like a Whale on ground) - 
Confound theruſelnes with working. Learne this Thowas, 
| And thou ſhale proue a ſhelter to thy friends, 
A Hoope of Gold,to binde thy Srothers jn: 
That the vnited Veſlcll of their Blood 
(Mingled with Venome of Suggeſtion, 
As force, perforce,the Age will powre it in) 
Shall neuer leake, though it doe worke as ſtrong 
As Aconitum,or raſh Gun-powder. 
(ar. | (hall obſerve him wichall cate,and loue. 
King. Why att thou not at Windſor with him (The- 
mas t ) 
| Clay. Hee iy not there to 'day : hee. dines in Lon. 
on. 
- King, And how accompanyed > Cuanſt thou tell 
that? | 4 
| -Clar, With Poimtz, and other his continuall fol- 
Jlowers, ; 6 Lo 
j King. Moſt ſubie&isthe fatteſt Soyle to Weedes : 
And hee (the Noble Image of my Yoorh) 
Is quer-ſpread with them: therefore my gricfe 
Stretches ir felfe beyond the howre of death. 
The blood weepes from my heart, when 1 doe ſhape 
(In formes imagimarie) _— Dayes, 
And rotten Tzmesthat you ſhall looke vpon, 
When I amfleeping with my Anceftors. 
For when his head-ftrong Riot hath no Curbe, 
When Rage and hot-Blood are his Counſailors, 
When Meanes and lauiſh Manners meete together ; 
Oh, with whet Wings ſhall his Aﬀe&ions flye 
Towards fronting Perill,and oppgs'd Decay ? 
War. My gracious Loed,you looke beyond him quite: 
The Prince bur ſtudies hi panions, 
Like a ſtrange Tongue : 


cin,to gainethe Language, 
has needfull,thar the moſt immodeft 


of Clarence, with 


word | 
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Be look'd vpon,and learn'd: which ooce attayn'd, 
Your Highneſſe knowes, comes to no farther vſe, 
But to be knowne,and bated. So,like grofſe termes, 
The Prince will,in the perfe&neſle of time, 

Caft off his followers : and their memorie 

Shall as a Patterne,or a Meaſute;liwe, 

By which his Grace muſt mere the lues bf others, 
Turning paſt-euills to aduantages. 

Kmg.' Tis ſeldome, whenthe Bee doth leaue her Combe! 
In the dead Carrion | 

Enter Weftmerland, 
Who's heere ? Weſtmerland & 

Weſt. Healch to my Soueraigne,and new happineſſe 
Added to that, that ] am todeliuer, 
Prince /bx,your Sonne,doth kiſſe your Graces Hand : 
Mowbray,the Bilnop,Scroope, Haſtmgr,and all, 

Are brought to the CorreQtion of your Law, 
There is not now a Rebels Sword vnlheath'd, 

Bur Peace puts forth her Olive every where ; 

The manner how this AQtion hath beene borne, 
Here (at more leyſure) may your Highneſle reade, 
Wirth euery courſe,in his particular. 

King. O Weſtmerlend,thou art a Summer Bird, 
Which euer in the haunch of Winter fings 
The lifting vp of day. 

Enter Harcourt, 
Looke, heere's more newes, : 

Hare, From Enemies, Heaven keepe your Maieſtie: 
And when they ſtand againſt you, may they fall, 
As thoſe that 1 am come totell you of. 

The Earle Northumberland, and the Lord B 
With a great Power of Engliſh;and of Scots, 
Are by the Sherife of Yorkeſhite ouenthrowne ; 
The manner,and true order of the fight, - 
This Packer (pleaſe it you) containes at large. 

King. And wherefore ſhould theſe good newes 
Make me ficke ? ; 

W1ll Fortune never come with both hands full, 
Bur write her faire words hill in fouleſt Letters ? 
Shee eycher giues a Stomack, and noFoode, 
(Such are the poore,in health) or elſe a Feaſt, 1 
And takes away the Stomack (ſuch are theRich, 
That have aboundance,and eniay it not.) 

I ſhould reioyce now,at this happy newesy- |. | - | © 
And now my Sight fayles,and my Braine iSgiddie, 
O me,comeneere me,now Tam muchill -, + . | 

Glo. Comtort your Maieſtie, baits ene j 

Cla. Oh,my Royall Father, TE t] 

Weſt, My Soueraigne Lord,cheare vp yourſelie, looke 
VP, ACOK - | 

f War, Be patient (Princes) you doe knaw,gheſe Fics - 
Are with his Highneſſe very ordinarie, f 
Stand frombim, give himayre-: | 


Clar, No,no,hee cannot long hold out: theſe pangy, 

Trrinceffant rare,and labour of his Minde, | 

Hath wrought the Mure,that ſhould confine itin, 

So thinne,that Lifg lookes through, and-will breake out, * 
Gls, The people feare me: for they doe obſerue | 

Vnfather'd Heires,and loathly Births of Nature : | 

The Scaſonvehange their manners,a8 the Yeere 

Had found ſome Moneths aſleepe, and leap 'd them over, 
Clar. The Riuer harhi thrice low'd,no ebbe berweene: 

And the old folke (Times doring Chronicles) 

Say it did ſo,a little time before ; 

Thar our great Grand-fire Edward lick'd, and dy de. 
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uers. 
Glo. This Apoplexie will (certaine) be his end, 
King. | pray youtake me vp,and beaje me hence 
Into ſome other Chamber : ſoftly 'pray. 
| Let there be no noyſe made (my gentle triends) 
V lefſe ſome dull and fauourable hand 
Will whiſper Muſicke to my wearie Spirit. 
|» ar. Chfor the Muſicke inthe other Roome. 
| Kring. Sexmethe Crowne vpon my Pillow here. 
| Clay, Hiseye is hollow,and hee changes much, 
| Mar. Leſlenoyle, leſſenoyle. 


| Enter Prince Henry. 


P. Hen, Who ſaw the Duke of Clarence? 

Clar. 1 am here (Brother) tull of heauineſle. 
P.UHen, How now? Raine within doores, and none 
abroad? How doththe King ? : 
| —- Gle. Exceeding ill. 
| P.Hen. Head heethe good newes yet ? 

Tell it him, 

| Glo. Heealter'd much,vpon the hearing it, 
P. Hen, |f hee be ficke with loy, 

Hee'le recouer withour Phyficke, 

War, Not (o much noyſe(wy Lords) 
Sweet Prince ſpeake lowe, 

The King,your Father,is diſpos'd to ſleepe. 

Clar, Let vs with-draw into the other Roome. 

War. Wilc pleaſe yonr Grace to goealong with ys? 

P, Hen, No: I will fr,and watch hereby the King. 

Why doth the Crowne lye there, vpon his Pillow, 
Being ſo troubleſome a BeU-fellow 3 

O po!liſh'd Perturbation !! Golden Care!. 

That keep'ft rhe Ports of Slumber open wide, 

To many a watchfull Night : ſleepe with it now, 

Yet not ſo ſoung, and halte ſo deepely (weete, 

As hee whoſe Brow (with homely Biggen bound) 
Snores out the Watch of Night. O Maicſhic ! 

When thou do'{t pinch thy Bearer,thou do'ft fie 

Like a rich Armor,worne jn heart ot day, 

That (cald'( with (afetie :' by his Gares of breath, 
There lyes a dowlney feather, which ſtirres nor : 

Did hee ſuſpirehar light and weightleſle dowine 
Perforce muſt moue, My gracious Lord,my Father, 
This ſleepe is ſound indeede: this is a {leepe, 

That from this Golden Rigoll hath diuorc'd 

So many Engliſh Kings. Thy dve,from me, 

I: Teareg,and heauie Sorrowes of the Blood, 

Which Nature, Loue,and filiall tenderneſſe, 

Shall (O deare Father) pay thee plenteouſly, 

My due,from thee,is this Imper1all Crowne, - 
Which(as immediate from thy Place.and Blood) 
Deriues it ſelfe ro me, Loe, heerec it fits, 

Which Heauen ſhall guard : 

And put the worlds whole ſtrength into one gyant Arme, 
It {hall not force this Lineall Honor from me. 

This from thee,will I ro mine leave, n 
As'tis left'to me. 


Enter Warwicke,Glouceſter,Clarence, 


Ext. 


King. Parwiths Glacefter, Clarence. 
. Clay. Doththe King call ? 

#/ar. What would your Maieſtic ? how fares your 
Grace? 


War. Speake lower ( Princes } tor the King reco- 
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| When,like the Bee,culling from cuery flower ® 


| Were thine, withour offence : and at ray death 


King. Why did you leaue me here alone(my Lords?) 
Cla, Weleft the Prince(my Brother)here(my Liege) 
Who vndertooke to fit and watch by you. 
 Kmg. The Prince of Wales? where is hee? let mee 
lee him, 
War, This doore is opetighee is gone this way, 
l m_ Hee came not through the Chamber where wee | 
2Y0q, 
King, Where is the Crowne ? who tooke it from my | 
Pillow ? . 
- War. hen wee with-drew (my Liege) wee left it 
cere, | . 
King. The Prince bath ta'ne it hence : 
Goe fecke him out, 
Is hee ſo haſtie,that hee doth ſuppoſe vis i 
My ſleepe,my death? Finde him(my Lord of Warwick) 
Chide him hither r this part of his conioynes 
With my diſcaſe,8nd helpes toend me, 
See Sonnes, what things you are : 
How quickly Nature falls into reuolc, 
When Gold becomes her ObieR? 
For this,the fooliſh ouer-carefull Fathers 
Haue broke their {leepes with thoughts, 
Their braines with care,their bones with induſtry, 
For this, they haue ingroſſed and pyl'd vp 
The canker'd heapes of ſtrange-atchieved Gold: 
For this,they have beene thoughtfull,ro inueſt 
Their Sonnes with Arts, and Martiall Exerciſes z 


The vertuous Sweeres,our Thighes packe with Wax, // 
Our Mouthes with Honey, wee bring it tothe Hiue ; 
And like the Bees, are murthered for our peines. 
This bitter taſte yeelds his engrofſemenss, 
Tothe ending Father, 
Emer Warwicke. 
Now, where is hee, that will not ſtay ſo long, 
Till his Friend Sicknefle hatch derermin'd me ? 
War. My Lord, found the Prince inthenext Roome, 
Waſhing with kindly Teares his gentle Cheekes, 
With ſuch a deepe demeanure,in great ſorrow, 
Fhat Tyrabny,which neuer quaftt but blood, 
Wovld(by beholding him)baue waſh'd his Knife 
With gentle eye-drops. Hee is comming hither, 
Kig.But wherefore did hee take away the Crowne ? 
Enter Prince Henry, 
Loe,wherehee comes. Come hither tome(Harry. ) 
Depart the Chamber, leaue vs heere alone. Exit. + 
P.Hen, I never thought co heare you ſpeake againe, 
King, Thy wiſh was Father(Herry)to that thought: 
| ſtay too long by thee, | weetie thee. 
Do'tt thou ſo for my empric Chayre, 
That thou wile needes inveſt thee with mine Honors, 
Before thy howre be ripe? O fooliſh Youth! 
Thou ſeek'ft the Greatneſſe, that will ouer-whelme thee, 
Stay bur a little : for my Cloud of Dignitie 
Is held from falling, with ſo weakea winde, 
That it will quickly drop : my Day is diwtne, 
Thou haſt ſtelne that, which after ſome fewhowres 


Thou baft ſeal'd vp my expeRations | |; 
Thy Life did manifeſt, thou lou'dft menot, 
And thou wilt haue mg dye aſſyg'd of it, 
Thou hid a thoutand Daggers in thy choughts, 
Which chou haſt wherted on thy Ronie hear, 
Fo tab ar balfe an howre of my Life. 
What? canſt thounot forbeare me halfean hawre? 

Then 
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Then ger thee goae, and digge my graue thy ſclfe, | Let heauen, tor ever, keepe it from my head, 
And bid the merry Bels ring to thy care | And make me, as the pooreſt Vaſſaile is, G 
Thar thou art Crowned, nat that [ am dead. | That doth with awe, and terror kneele to it. 
Let all che Teares, that ſhould bedew my Hearſe King, O my Sonne! 
Be drops of Balme, to ſanCtifie thy head; Heauen pur itin thy minde totakeit hence, 
| Onely compound me with __ duſt. That thou might it ioyne the more, tliy Fathers loue, 
Giue that, which gaue thee life, ynto the Wormes : Pleading ſo wilely, in excuſe of it, 
Plucke downe ty Officers, breake my Decrees ; Come hither Harrie, fit thou by my bedde, 
Fornow a time is come, to mocke at Forme, And heare (I thinke, the very lateſt Counſel 
{ Henry thefitt is Crown'd: Vp Vanity,-, Thar ever ] ſhall breath : Heaven knowes,my Sonne) 
Downe Royall State : All you ſage Counſatlors, hence: By what by-paches, and indireQ crook'd.wayes 
And to the Engliſh Court,affemble now " . I.mer rhis Crowne: and I my ſelfe know wel 
From ev'ry Region, Apes of [ulenefle, How troubleſome it ſate ypon my head, 
, Now neighbor-Confines,purge you of your Scum : To thee, it ſhall deſcend with berter Quiet, . 
[Have you a Rufhan that ſwill ſweare? drinke? dance ? Better Opinion, bertet Confirmation ; | 
Reuel! the night? Rob? Murder? and commit For all the ſoyle of the Atehievement goes 
The oldeſt finnes, theneweſt kinde of wayes ? With me, intoche Earth. It ſeem'd in mee, 
| Be happy, he will trouble you no more: But as an Honour ſnatch'd with boyſt'rous hand, 
England, ſhall double gill'd, bis trebble guilr. And 1 tad many living, to vpbraide 
England, ſhall give him Office, Honor, Might : My gaine of ir, by their Aſſiftances, 
For che Fift Harry, from curd'd Licenſe pluckes Which dayly grew to Quarrell, and to Blood-ſhed, 
The muzzle ofReftraint; and the wilde Dogge Wounding luppoſed Peace. 
Shall fleſh his tooth in every Innocent. All theſe bold Feares, + LEP = 
O my poore Kingdome (ficke, with civill blowes) Thou ſeeft (with perill) 1 have anſwered: 7 + 
W hen that my Care could not with-hold thy Ryors, For all my Reigne, hath beene bur as a Scene 


Whar wile thou do, when Ryot is thy Care > ; 4T 
O, thou wile bea Wilderneſſe againe, © Changes the Moode: For what in me,was purchas'd, 
Peopled with Wolues (thy old Inhabitants. Falles ypon thee, ina more Fayrer ſort, 

Prince. Opurdon me (my Liege) $ So thou, the Garland wear'ſt ſucceſſwely. 


AQting that argument. And now my death 


A A AO 


Bor for my Teares, Yer, though thou tand'ſt more ſure,thenl could do, 
The moRt Impediments ynt6 ty Speech, Thou #rt-not firme enough, (ince greefes'aregreene:- 
I had fore-ſtall'drhis deere, and deepe Rebuke, ' | Aridaltthy Friends; whichthou muſt: make thy Friends 
| Ere you (with greefe) had ſpoke, and1 had heard Haue but their ſtings,and teeth,newly tak'nous, ,- 
The courſe of itlo farre, There is your Crowne, By whoſe fell-working;, I was firſt aduanc'd, © | 
| And he tharweares the Crowne immortally, ' © | Atid by whoſepower;1 well might lodge aFeare- 
Long guard it yours. If] affe& it more, To be againe diſplac'd. Whichto auoyd, | 
Then as your Honour, and as your Renowne, I cut them off : and had a purpoſenow 
{Lecmeno more from this Obedience rife, * Toleade out many to the Holy Land; pot: 
Which my moſtrrue, and inward doteous Spitit Leaſt reſt, and lying till, might make them looke- 
Teacherhthis proftrate, and exreriour bending. Too neere viito my State. [li 31 heat 
Heaven witneſſe with me, when I heere camein, Therefore (my Harrie) #11 t. 
And found n@ courſe of breath within your Maieſtie, Be ic thy courſe to bulie giddy Mindes ; 
How cold it firooke my hent, IfT do faine, With Forraigne Quarrels : that Action hetice boxne out, 
O let me, in my preſent wildenefſe, dye, May waſte the memory of the former dayes: - 
And neuer he; ro ſhew thincredulous World, Moregvoutd I, but my Lungs are waſted loy | 
The Noble change that I baue purpoſed. That firength of Speech is veterly deni'de mee: -- 
Comming to looke or you, thinking you Qead, How I came by the Crowne, O heauen forgive z* -- 
(And dead almoſt(my Liege)co thioke you were) Aud grant it may, with thee, in rue peace lives! 
I ſpake vnto the Ctowne {ag having ſenſe) * Prince, My gratious Liege: 1 eG, 
And thus vpbraided it. The Gare on thee depending, You wonne it; wore it; kept it,gaueirme, / |, o 
Hath fed vpon the body of my Father, *| Then pine and right muſt = Lhe nr TINT 
Therefore, thou beſt of Gold, art worſt of Gold, - Which I,with more, then witha Common painey.. '! 
Other, leſſe fine'# Charta&t, is more precious, 'Gainſt all the World, will rightfully maintains, - | 
Preſeruing life, in Med'cine potable : , NI ESILET A | 
| But thou, moſt Fine, moſt Hoaour'd, moſt Renown'd, Enter Lord lob of Lancaſttr, Shun 1 ona 
Haft eare the Bearer vp, Yen | and Warwicke. v6 29104 19195 
Thus (my Royall Liege) _ | Til af Q 
Accuſing it, 1 put it on my Bead, | King. Looke, looke, | 
To ery with it (as wityari Enemfe; "TN Heere comes friy /obu of Lancaſter; 
That had before my face murdred my Path) | lobn. Health, Peace, and Happineſle, 
The Quffrell of atrue Inher:tor, j% | Tomy Royall Father, : . (1 
Bur if it did infe& my blovd with Toy, ©, © | © Kings Fhoubringſt me happinefſe and Peace | 
Or ſwell my Thoughts, t6 any fraine of Pride, - (Sonne Joby : | 2% 4 I 
If my Reb}; or yaine fpitit of mine, | But health(slacke) with youtbfull wings is lawne ; : d 
Did, with the leaſt Aﬀe&tion ofa Welcome, | Promthis bare; wither'd Trunke, _Y fight | 2 
. Giue entertainment tache might of it,” *\ | | My worldly bufinefſe makes a peri Wher | 0 @ 
Jamar aj mw attain 4M 
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96 
\ +» is my Lord of Warwicke? 
'n, My Lord of Warwicke, 
+ -g, Doth any naweparticular,belong 
oe Lodging, where I firſt d1d ſwoon'd ? 
JI ir, Tis call'd Ternſalem, my Noblc Lord. 
*:1g. Laud be to heauen : 
Ei: there my life muſt end. 
jt ach beene propheſi'de ro me many yeares, 
i (honld not d 4, wa n leruſalem : 
Which (v violy)1 ſuppos'd the Holy. Land. 
Buc heare me to that Chamber, there lle lye ; 


in that Jerwſalews, (hall Harry dye. Exceunt. 


— — 


\. Actus Quintus, Scena Prima. 


Enter Shallow, Silence, Falſt afſe, B ardolfe, 
, Page, and Daxuit. 


| Sha! By Cocke and Pye, you ſhall not away to night. 
What Davy, lay. 

Fal. You muſt excuſe me, M. Robert Shallow, 

Shal. I will not excuſe you : you ſhall not be excuſed. 
Fxcules ſhall not be admitted : there isno excule ſhall 
ſerve: you ſhall not be excus'd, 

\/ by Dare. 

Dawie, Heere fir. . he (Dan)! . 

Sbal. , , Dany, \ert me lee (Dawy) let me ice: 
Willcam Cooke, bid bes came hither, Six Job, you ſhal 


1 

Davy. Marry fir, thus : thoſe Precepts cannot bee 
ferv'd 1 and xx fir, ſhall we ſowe the bead-land with 
Whexe? , 

Shat. Withred Wheate Dawy 
arc thereno yong Pigeons? 

Dany, Yes Sir, 

Heere is now the Smithes note, for Shooing, 
And Plou gh-lrons, 

Shal. Let it be caſt, and payde: Sir /obn, you ſhall 
not-beexcus'd., 

Davy. Sir, anew linke tothe Bucket muſtneedes bee 
had : And Sis, doc you meaneto ſtoppe any of Willems 
| Wages,abour the Sacke he loſt the ocher day,at Hinckley 
Fayre P3524. 

Shal. Heſhall anſwer it: 

Some Pigeons Daxy, a couple of ſhorr-legg'd Hennes: a 
joynt of Mutton.and any pretty little tine Kickſhawes, 
tell #il;am Cooke, 

Daxy: /Doth the manof Warre;(tay all night fic ? 

Shal. Yes Dany : 

I will vſc bim well. A Fricad i'th Court, is better then a 
penny in purſe.  Vſc his men well Dazy, for they are ar- 
rant Fey and will backe-bicc. 

Davy. No worſe then they are bitten. fir : For, they 
have marvellous fowle linnen, 

Shallow, Well conceited Dany : about thy Buſineſle, 


- But for IVilliam Cook: 


Daxy. I beſcech you bir, 

To countenance #liem Uiſor of Woncot, againſt Cle- 
ment Perkes of the hill. 

Shal. There are many Complaints Davy, againſt that 
rod that Usſor is an arrant Knaue, on my kgow- 
ledge. 


a 
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Daxy. Irgraunt your Worſhip, that be is a knaue Sir:) 


' But yer heauen forbid Sir,but a Knaue ſhould have ſome 


Countevance, at his Friends requeſt, An honeft man fir, 


| isableto ſpeake for himſclte, when a Knaue is nor. 1 baue 


| ſeru'd your Worſhippe truely fir, theſe eight yeares: and 
if I cannot once or twice iu a Quarter beare out a knave, 
againſt an honeſt man, I haye bur a very lice credite with 
your Worſhippe, The Knaue is mine honeſt Friend Sir, 
therefore 1 beleech your Worſhip, let him bee Counte- 
nanc'd. Pr 

Shal. Gotoo, 
I ſay be ſhall have no wrong: Looke about Daw, 
Where are you Sir /ohn? Come, off with your Boots. 
Giue me your hand M. Zardolfe, 

Bard. lam gladtoſce your Worſhip. 

Shal. 1 ethee, with all my heart, kinde Maſter 
Bardolfe : and welcome my tall Fellow ; 
Come Sir /obn, 

Falſtaffe. lle follow you, good Maſter Robert Shallow, 
Bardolfe, looke to our Horfles. 1fi were ſaw'de into 


— — — 
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Quantities, ] ſhould make foure dozen of ſuch bearded 
Hermices ſtaucs, as Maſter Shallow. Itis a wonderfull 
thing to ſce the ſemblable Coherence of his mens ſpirits, 
| and his : They,by obſeruing of him,do beare themſclues 
like fooliſh Iuſtices: Hee, by conuerling with them, 1s 
turn'd into a Iuſtice-like Seruingman, Their ſpirics are 
ſo married in ConiunRion, with the participation of So 
ciety, that they flocke together in conſent, like ſo ma« 
ny Wilde-Geeſe, If I hada ſuiteto Mayfter Shallow, 1 
would humour his men, with the imputation of becin 
neere their Mayfter. If rohis Men, 1 would curric wit 
Maiſter Shallow, that no man could better command bis 
Seruants. It is certaine, that either wiſe bearing, or ig- 
norant Carriage is caught, as men take diſeaſes, one of 
another: therefore, let mentake heede of their Compa» 
nic. 1 will deuiſe matter enough out of this Sballew, to 
keepe Prince Harry in continuall Laughter, the wearing 
out of ſixe Faſhions (which is foure Tearmes)or two Ac- 
tions, and he (hall laugh with [»terzallams. O it is much 
that a Lye. (with a ſlight Oath) andaieſt (with g ſadde 
brow) will doe, with a Fellow, that never had the Ache 
in his ſhoulders. O you ſhall ſee him laugh, till his Face 
be like a wer Cloake, ill laid vp, 
Shal. Sir Tobs, 
Falſt, 1 come Maſter Shallow, I come Maſter Shallow. 


_— 


CO I 


Exenn 
Scena Secunda. - 
Enter the Earle of Warwicks, and the Lord 
Chiefe laſtice, 


| Warwicks, How now, my Lord Chiefe Iuſtice, whe- 
ther away ? ; 
Ch. [uft. How doth the King ? 
Warw, Exceeding well : his Cares 

| Are now, all ended, 

Ch,Tuſt. I hope,not dead. 

Farw, Hee's walk'y the way of Nature, 
And to our purpeſcs, he lives no more, 

Ch.1»ff. 1 would his Maiefty bad call'd me with hin, 


The ſervice, thar I truly did his life, - 
Hath left me open to all iniurjes, 


—_— 


_ — TT Lt ds 


þ 


Which cannot looke more hideouſly vpon me, 
Then I haue drawne it ip my fantahie, 


Enter lohn of Lancaſter, Gloncefter, 
and Clarence, 


War. Heere come the heauy Iſſue of dead Harrie: 

(), that the liuing Harrie had the temper 

Ot him,the worſt of theſe three Gentlemen : 

How many Nobles then, ſhould hold their places, 

That muſt Rrike faile, to Spirits of vilde ſort? | 
(b.Iuft, Alas, I feare,all will be ouer-turn'd. | 
{ohn. Good morrow Colin Warwick, good morrow, 
Glow, Cla. Good morrow, Coſin, 
lobn, We mcet, like men,that had forgot to ſpeake. 
War, We do remember : but our Argument 

[s all too heauy, to admit much talke, 

[oh.Well: Peace be with him,that hath made vs heauy 
Ch.lTuſt, Peace be with vs, leaſt we be heauier. 
Glon.O, good my Lord, you have loſt a friend indeed: 

And I dare {weare, you borrow not that face 

Of ſeeming” ſorrow, it is ſure your owne. 
lohn, Though no man be afſur'd what grace to finde, 

You ſtand in coldeſt expeQation. . 

I am the (orrier, would twere otherwiſe. 

Cla,Wel,you muſt now ſpeake Sir /ohn Fa/ftaffe faire, 

Which ſwimmes againſt your ſtreame af Quality. 
(b.luft, Sweer Princes: what I did, I did in Honor, 

Led by th'Imperiall ConduR of my Soule, 

And neuer ſhall you ſee, that I will begge 

| A ragged, and fore-ſtall'd Remiflion, 

If Troth, and vpright Innocency fayle me, 

He to the King (my Maſter) that 1s dead, 

'And tell him, who hath ſent me after him. 

War. Heere comes the Prince, 


_ — 


Enter Prince Henrie, 

Ch.1uft.Good morrow: and heauen ſave your Majeſty 

Prince, This new, and gorgeous Garment, Maieſty, 
Sits not ſo cafie on me, as you thinke, 
Brothers, you mixe your Sadneſſe with ſome Ecare : 
This is the Engliſh, not the Turkiſh Court : 
Not Amurah, an Amurah ſucceeds, 
But Harry, Harry : Yet be ſad (good Brothers) 
For (to {peake truth) jt very well becomes you : 
Sorrow, !o Royally in you appeares, 
That I will deeply put the Faſhion on, 
And weare it in my heart, Why then be ſad, 
Bur entertaine no more of it (good Brothers) 
Then a joynt burchen, laid vpon vs all. 
For me, by Heauen (1 bid you be aſſur'd) 
[le be your Father, and your Brother roo : 
| Let me butbeare your Loue, Ne beare your Cares ; 
Bur weepe that Horrie's dead, and fo will I. 
Burt Harry lives, that (ha[Lgonuert thole Teares 
By number, into houres of Happineſſe, 

Iohn,-c. We hope 20 other from your Majeſly, 

Prm. You all looke firangely on me : and you moſt, 
You are (1 thinke) afſur'd,! loue you not, 

Ch.Iuft, Lam affur'd (if I be mealſur'd rightly) 
Your Maieſty hath ro wut cauſe 'to hate mee. 


= 


So great Indignities you laid ypon me? 


Pr.No?How mig t a Prince of my great hopes forget | TY 
] And let vs chooſe ſuch Limbes of Noble Couofaile, 


| 


et es 
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| I gaue bold way to my Authority, 


— -  -_ 
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or Ins. 


| Hathprowdly flow'd in Vaniry, till now. 


May this be wath'd in Letbe, and torgotcen e 
Ch.Is/?. I then did viethe Perſon ot your Father ; 

The lmage of his power, lay then in me, 

And in th'adminiſtration of his Law, 

Whiles I was buke for the Commonwealth; 

Your Highneſſe pleaſed to forger my place, 

The Maieſty, and power of Law,aad Juſtice, 

The Image of the King, whom preſented, 

And ftrooke me in my very Seate of Iudgement ; 

Whereon (as an Offender to your Father) 


And did commit you. If the dee were ill, 

Be you contented, wearing now the Garland, 

To haue a Sonae, ſet your Decrces atnaught ? 

To plucke downe Tultice from your awefull Bench? 
To trip the cone of Law,and blant the Sword 
That guards the peace, and ſafety of your Perſon ? 
Nay more, to ſpurne at your moſt Royall Image, 
And mockeyour workings,ina Second body 5 
Queſtion your Royall Thoughts, make the caſe yours 2 
Be now the Father,and propoſe a Sunne ; 

Heare your owne dignity {ſo much prophan'd, 

Sce your molt dreadtull Lawes,fo looſely lighted; 
Behold your (elfe,to by a Sonne diſdaineds 

And then impgine me, taking you part, 

And in your power, {5tt (i]encing your Sonne ; 
After this cold conhiderance, ſentence me ; 

And,as you are a King, ſpeake 1a your State, 

What 1 have done, that misbecame my place; 

My perſon, or my Lieges Soueraignre. 

Prin, You are right [uſtice,and you weighthis well; 
Theretore (ti!| beare the Ballance, and the Sword : 
And I do with your Honots may enzrea(e, 

Till you do live, to lee a Sonne of mine 

Offend you, and obey you, as | did, 

So ſhall [ live, to fpeake my Fathers words : 
Happy am I, that haue a man (o bold, 

Thar dares do Juſtice, on my proper Sonne z 

And no leſſe happy, having ſuch a Sonoe, 

That would deliver vp his Greacnefle fo, 

Into the hands of Iuſtice, Youdid commit me : 
For which, I do commit into your hand, 
Th'vnſtained Sword that you haue vs'd to beare 7 
Wirth this Remembrance; That you vie the lame 
With the like bold, juſt, and imparciall fpirit 
As you haue done”gainftme, There is my hand, 

Y ou ſhall be as a Father, to my Youth ; | 
My voice ſhall ſound, as you do prompt mine care, 
And [ will toope, and humble my Incents, 

To your well-praQis'd, wite Directions. 

And Princes all, beleeue me, I beſeech you: 

My Father is gone wilde into his Graue, 

(For in his Tombe,lye my AﬀeRtons) 

And with his Spirirs, ſadly I ſuruive, 

To mocke the expectation of the World ; 

To fruft: ate Prophehes, and to race out 

Rotten Opinion, who hath writ me downe 

Atter my ſeeming. The Tide of Blood in me, 


Now doth it turne, and ebbe backe to the Sea, 
Where it (hall wingle with the ſtate of Floods, 
And flow henceforth in formal! Maielty. 

Now call we our High Courr of Parhament, 


That 
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That the great Body of our State may go 

In equall ranke, with the beſt gouern'd Nation, 

That Warre, or Peace,or both at once may be 

As things acquainted and familiarto vs, 

[n which you (Father) ſhall have formoſt hand, 

Our Coronation done, we will accite 

(As 1 before remembred) all our State, 

Aud heauen (configning to my good intents) 

No Prince, nor Peere, ual hauGuſt cauſe to ſay, 

| Heauen ſhorten Harries happy life, one day, Exeunt. 


—_— 


—— 


Scena T ertia. 


_— 
— — 


Enter Falſi aſſe, Shallow, Silence, B ardolfe, 
, Paze,and Piftoll, 


Shal Nay, you ſhall ſee mine Orchard: where, in an 
Arbor we will cate 8 lait yeares Pippin of my owne graf- 
fing, with a diſh of Carrawayes,and fo forth (Come Co- 
{in Sslence,and then to bed. 

Fal. You have heere.a goodly dwelling,and a rich, 

Shal, Barren, barren,barren : Beggers all, beggers all 
Sir /ohn; Marry,good ayre. Spread 'Dazy,ſpread Damie : 
Well {aid Date. 

Falſt, This Daxie ſerues you for good vſes: he is your» 
Seruingman,and your Husband. 

Shal A good Varlet,a good Varlet,a very good Var- 
let, Sir /ohn: | have drunke too awuch Sacke at Supper. A 
good Varlet. Now fit downe, now fit downe : Come 
Coſin, + 
Sl. Ah firra(quoth-a) we ſhall doe nothing but eate, 
and make good cheere, and praiſe heaven for the merrie 
yeere: when fle(his cheape,and Females deere,and luſtic 
Lads rome heere,and there ; ſo merrily, and ever among 
ſo merrily, 

Fal, There's a merry heart, good M.Silence, Ile giue 
you a health for that anon. 

Shal, Good M.B ardolfe: ſome wine, Dane. 

'Da, Sweet fir, (it: Ile be with you anon : moſt ſweete 
fir, fit, Maſter Page, 900d M. Page, fit: Proface. What 
you want in meate,wee'l haue in drinke : but you beare, 
the heart's all. I 

Sbal. Be merry M. Bardoſfe, and my little Souldiour 
there,be merry. 

Sil. Be merry, be merry,my wife ba's all; 

For women are Shrewes, both ſhort, and tall : 

"Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wagge all; 

And welcome merry Shrouetide, Be merry,be merry, 
Fal. 1 did not thinke M.Si/exce had bin a man of this 
Mele. 

Sil, Who 1? 1 have beene merry twice and once, ere 
now, f 

Davy. Thereis a diſh of Lecher-coats for you, 

Shal. Davie. | 

Das. Your Worſhip: ile be with you ftraight, A cup 
of Wine, fr? 

Sil. A Cup of Wine,that's briske and fine, & drinke 
ynto the Leman mine: and a merry heart lives long-a, 
Fal, Well ſaid, M. S:lence. 

Sil. If we ſhall be merry,now comes in the {weete of 
the night, 

| Fal. Health,and long life to you, M. Silence. 
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The ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth. 
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| When Piſtoll lyes, do this, and figge-me, like 


I — 


$1, Fill the Cuppe, and ler it come, 1le pledge you a 
mile tothe bottome. 

Shal. Honeſt Bardolfe, welcome : If thou want any 
thing,and wiltnot call, beſhrew thy heart, Welcome my 
little tyne theefe,and welcome indeed too: lle drinke to 
M.Zardo!fe,and to all the Cauileroes about London, 

Das, ] hope to {ee London,once ere I die, 

Bar. IfI might ſee you there, Dawie, 

Shal. You'l cracke a quart together? Ha, will you not 
M. Bardolfe ? 

Bar. Yes Sir,in a pottle por. 

Shal, Ithanke thee : the knaue will fticke by thee, I 
can aſſure thee that, He will not out,he is true bred, 

= [nw I » ſicke by him, fir. 

al. there ſpoke a King:lack nothing, be merry, 
Locke hey at hong hs : who hadelnp 

Fal Why now you haue done me right, 

Sil. Do meright,and dub me Knight, Saminge, Is'r 
not ſo? 

Fal, Tis ſo. 

Sil.1s'r fo? Why then ſay an old man can do ſomwhar. 

Das. If it pleaſe your Worſhippe,, there's one Piftoll 
come from the Court with newes, 

Fal. From the Court? Let him comein. 


| Enter Piſtoll, 
How now Piftoll ? 

Piſt. Sir Iohn, 'faue you fir. 

Fal, What winde blew you hither, Piſtoll ? 

Piſt. Nor the ill winde which blowes none to good, 
ſweet Knight : Thou art now one of the greateſt men in 
the Realme. - 

Sil. Indeed, I thinke he bee, but: Goodman Puffe of 
Batſon. ; | 

Pit, Puffe? puffe in thy teeth, moſt recreant Coward | 
baſe. Sir /oby, Lam thy Piſtoll, and thy Friend : helter 
Skelter haue I rode to thee, and tydings do I bring, and 
luckie joyes, and golden Times, and happie Newes of 
price. | 

Fal. Iprethee now deliuer them, like a man of this 
World. | 

Piſt, Afootra for the World, and Worldlings baſe, 

I ſpeake of Aﬀeica,and Golden joyes. 
Fal. O baſe Aſſyrian Knight, what is thy newes ? 
Let King Coxitha know thetruth thereof, 

Sil. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and John. 

Pift, Shall dunghill Curres confront the Hellicons ? 
And ſhall good newes be baffel'd? 

Then Piſtoll lay thy head in Furies lappe, 

Shal, Honeft Gentleman, 

I know not your breeding, 

Pift. Why then Lament therefore. 

Sbal, Giue me pardon, Sir, 

If 6r, you come with news from the Court, I take it,there 
is but two wayes, either to vtter them, or to conceale 
them, I amSir, vnderthe King, in ſome Authority. 

Pift. Vnder which King ? 

Beronian, ſpeake,or dye, 

Shal, Vnder King Harry. 

Pift. Harry the Fourth? or Fift ? 

Shal. Harry the Fourth, 

P:ſt . A footra for thine Office, 

Sir [obn, thy tender Lamb-kinne, now js King, 
Harry the Fift's the man, I ſpeake the truth, 


The bragging Spaniard, 


Fal.\ 
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The ſecond Partof King Henry the Forth. = 
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). | Fol, Whart,is the old King dzad? 
| Pift. Asnaile in doore. 
{ The things I ſpeake, are iu, 
Fal. Away Bardelfe, Sadle my Horſe, 
Maſter Robert Shallow, chooſe witat Office thou wile 
In the Land, 'tis thine, Piel, 1 will double chargethee 
With Dignities. 
Bard. O ioytull day : 
I would not take a Knighthood for my Fortune, 

P:iſt, What? I do bring good newes. 

Fal. Carrie Maſter Silence to bed : Mafter Shallow, my 
Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I am Fortunes Steward, 
Get on thy Boots, wee l ride all night. Oh ſweer Piſtoll : 
Away Bardolfe : Come Piſtoll, viter more to mee : and 
withall deuiſe ſomething to do thy ielfe good , Boote, 
boote Maſter Shallow, I know the young King is fick for 
mec, Let vs take any mans Hotſfes : The Lawes of Eng- 
landare at my command'ment. Happie are they, which 
haue beene my Friendes : and woe ynto my Lord Chiefe 
Juſtice. 

Pit, Let Vultures vil'de ſeize on his Lungs alſo: 
Whereis the life that late I led, ſay they? 
Why heere it is, welcome choſe pleaſant dayes, Exeunt 


_—— 
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Scena Quarta. 


— 


Entey Hoſteſſe Dmickly, Dol Teare-ſheete, 
and Beadles, 


Heſteſſe. No, thou arrant knaue: 1 vould Tmight dy, 
that I might have thee hang'd : Thou haſt drawne my 
ſhoulder out of ioynt, ; 
Off. The Conſtables haue deliucr'd her over to mge : 
and ſhee (ball have \Vhipping cheere enough, 1 warrant 
her. There hath beene a man or two( lately )kill'd about 
her, 

Dol. Nut-hooke, nut-hooke, you Lye: Come on,Ile 
tell thee what, thou damn'd Tripe-viſag'd Raſcall, ifthe 
Childe I now go with, do miſcarrie, thou had'ſt berter 
thou had" trooke thy Mother, thou Paper-fac'd Vil- 
laine. 

Hoſt. O that Sir Toh» were come, hee would make 
this a bloody day to ſome body. Bur I would the Fruite 
of her Wombe might miſcarry, 

Officer, 1fit do, you ſhall haue a dozen of Cuſhions 
againe, you haue but cleuen now. Come, | charge you 
both go with me: for the man is dead, that you and Pi- 
toll beate among you. 

Dol. 1le tell thee what, thou thin man ina Cenſor; 1 
will haue you as ſoundly ſwindg'd for this, you blew- 
Bottel'd Rogue: you filthy famiſh'd CorreQioner, if you 
benot ſwing'd, Ile forſweare halfe Kirtles, 

Off. Come, come, you ſhee-Knight-arrante, come. 

Hoſt. O, that right ſhould chus o'recome might. Wel 
of ſufferance, comes caſe, 

Dol. Core you Rogue, come : 

Bring meto a Juſtice, 

Hoſt. Yes, come you ſtaru'd Blood-hound, 
Dol. Goodman death, goodman Bones, 
Hoſt. Thou Anatomy, thou. 

Doi, Come you thinve Thing : 

Come you Raſcall, 

Off. Very well. 


Erennt, 


Ex 
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Quin ta, 
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Scena 


Enter two Groomes, 
1.Groo, More Ruſhes,more Ruſhes., 
2.Greo, The I rumpets have ſounded twice, 
z.Groo. It will be two of the Clocke, ere they come 
from the Coronation, Exit Gros, 


Enter Falftaſfe Shallow, Piftoll, Bardolfe,and Page. 


Faiſt affe. Stand heere by me, M. Robert Shallow,1 will 
make the King do you Grace. I will leere ypon lum, as 
he comes by : and do but marke the countenance that hee 
will giue me. 

Piſto/. Bleſle thy Lungs, good Knight, |. A 

' Falſt, Come hcere Piſtol, ftand behind me. Of Thad þ 
had time to haue made new Liveries, I would have be- | 
towed the thouſand pound I borrowed of you. Bur it is 
no matter, this poore ſhew doth better: this doth inferre 
the zeale Thad to ſee him, 

Shal. 1tdoth fo. 

Falſt, It ſhewes my earneftneſſe in affeRion, 

?;. Ir doithſo. 

Fal. My deuotion, 

Pit. Ir doth,ir doth,it doth, 

Fal. As it were, to ride day and nigh, 

And not to deliberate, not toremember, 
Not to haue patience to ſhift me, 

Shal, It is moſt certaine, 

Fal, But to ſtand Rained with Trauaile, and (weating 
with defire to ſee him, thinking of nothing elie, putting 
all affayres in obliuion,as ifthere were nothing els to bee 
done, but to ſee him. 

Piſt. Tis ſemper idem : for obſque hec nibil eft, Tis all 
in cuery part. 

Shal. Tis ſo indeed, | 

Pift. My Knight, 1 will enflame thy Noble Liver, and 
make thee rage, Thy Dot,and Helen of thy noble choghts 
is in baſe Durance, and contagivus priſon :4 Hall'd thi- 
ther by moſt Mechanicall and durty hand. Rowze vyppe 
Reuenge from Ebon den, with fell AleRo's Snake, tor 
Dol 1s in. Piſtol, ſpeakes nought but troth, 

Fa/. 1 will deliuer her, 

Piſtol. There roar'd the Sea: and Trumpet Clangour 
ſounds, 


The Trumpets ſound. Enter King Henrie the 
Fift, Brothers, Lord Chiefe 
[nſtice, | 


Falſt, Save thy Grace,King Hal, my Royall Hal. 

Pift. The heauens thee guard, and keepe, moſt royall 
Impe of Fame, 

Fal. *Saue thee my {weet Boy. 

King. My Lord Chiefe luftice, [peake to that vaine 
man, 

Ch.Iuft. Hane you your wits ? 
Know you whar 'tis you ſpeake ? 

Falft. My King, my loue ; I ſpeake ro thee, my heart, 

King. 1 know thee not,old man: Fall ro thy Prayers: 
How ill white haires become a Foole, and Jeſter ' . 

ue 
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I haue jong dream'd of fuch a kinde of man, 
$5 {urfeit-{well'd, fo old, and fo propbane ; 
But being awake, I do deſpite my dreame. 
Make leſſe thy body (hence) and more thy Grace, 
'Leaue gourmandizing ; Know the Graue doth gape 
{ For thee, thrice wider then tor other men. 
Reply not to me, with a Foole-borneleſt, 
Preltume not, that I am the thing I was, 
| For heauen doth know (ſo ſhall the world perceiue) 
| That | haue turn'd away my former Selfe, 
So will | thoſe that kept me Companie, 
W hen thou dofſt heare I aim, as I have bin, 
Approach me, and thou ſhalt be as thou wav'e 
| The Turor and the Feeder of my Riots : 
Till chen, I baniſh thee, on paine of death, 
| As I haue done therel(t of my Miſleaders, ' 
Not to come neere our Perlon, by ten mile. 
| Fot competence of life, I will allow you, 
Thar lacke of meanes enforce you not to euill : 
And as we heare you doreforme your ſelues, 
We will according to your ſtrength;and qualities, 
Give you aduantement, Beit your charge (my Lord) 
To ſec perform'd the tenure of our word, Set on. 
Exit King, 

Fal. Maſter Shallow, 1 owe you a thouſand pound. 

Shal. | marry Sir Jobs, which I beſeech you ro let me 
haue home with me. 

Fal.That can hardly be,M. Shallow, do not you grieve 
at this : | ſhall be ſent for in priuateto him ; Looke you, 
he mult ſceme thus to the world: feare not your aduance- 
| ment : I will be the man yet,that ſhall make you great. 


| & 
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The ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


| Shal. Icannot well perceive how, vnleſſe you ſhould 
give me your Doubler, and ſtuffe me out viith Straw, 1 
beſee-h you, good Sir /ehy, let mee have fiue hundred of 
my thouſand, 
Fal. Sir, will be as gaod as my word. This that you 
heard, was bur a colour, 
Shall. A colour I feare,that you will dye, in Sir lohn, 
Fal. Feare no colours, go with me to dinner : 
Come Lieutenant Pi#to/, come Bardolfe, 
I ſhall be ſent for ſoove at night. 
Ch.Iuſt. Go carry Sir John Falſftaffe to the Flecte, 
| Take all his Company along with hic, 
Fal, My Lord.my Lord. 
Ch.Inft. 1cannot now ſpeake, I will heare you ſoone:; 
| Take them away, 
|= Poſt. Si fortuname torments, fpera me contents, 
Exit. Manet Lancaſter and Chiefe Inſtice . 
Tobn, Tlike this faire proceeding ofthe Kings : 
| He hath intent his wonted Followers 
Shall all be very well provided for : 
Bur all are baniſhe, till their conuerſations 
Appeare more wiſe,and modeſt ts the world, 
Cb.luft. And ſo they are, 
John, The King hath call'd his Parliament, 
My Lord. 
Ch. luſt. He hath. 
Toba, 1 will lay oddes,that ere this yeere expire, 
We beare our Ciuill Swords, and Natiue fire 
As farre as France, I hearea Bird ſo fing, 
Whoſe Muſicke (to my thinking)pleas'd the King, 
| Come, will you hence? q E. 
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IRST, my Faurg? then, my Cuigfe e: laſt, my Speech. 

$9 || My Feare, us your - Ditpleaſure : My Curtfe, my Dutte : 
S 2 || And my Fpeech, to Beg ge your Pardons. Tf you looke for. 4” 
W1 900d Fþeech now, you ondoe me: For what Thane to fay; i 
ih mine owne makms * and what( indeed) Tſhoutd ſa ay, will 
Fi I doubt ) praoue mine owne marring. But to the Purpoſe, 
2 op ſo tothe Venture. Beit knowne to yow:(6 it 5 very: 
well) I was lately heere in the end of a difpleaſing Play, topray, your Patience , 
for it, and to promiſe you a Better : 1did meane (indeede) topay yau with this, - 
which if (like an ill Venture ) it come onluckily home, Tbreake, and. You my, gens / 
tle Creditors loſe. - Heere Tpromiſt you I would be, and heere I commit my Boadie 


' to your Mercies : Bate me ſome, and Iwilbpay you ſome, and(as moſt-Debtors as) 


promiſe you infinitely, 
If my Tongue cannot entreate you to acquit me : Will you command me to aſe 


my Legges ? And yet that were but light payment, to Dance out of your debt: But 
a good ( onſcience,will make any poſribl ſatisfattion, and ſo will I, All the Gen- 
tlewomen heere, bane forgiuen me, if the Gentlemen will net,then the Gentlemen 
do not agree with'the Gentlewowen, which was never ſeene before, in ſuch an ſe 


ſembly.. 


One word more, I beſeech yoga : þ you be not too muc 
our bumble Author will continue the Story (with Sir Io 


cloid with Far Meate, 


»— 


in it) and make you - 


merry, with faire Katherine of France : where (for any 


[taffe ſhall dye of ſweat, onleſſe already he be kill d with your hard Opinions: 


For Old-Caſtle dye4 a Martyr, and this is not the man. My Tongur 


when my Legs are too, 1 will bid you good night; and ſo kneele downe 16-9% you: 
But (indeed) to pray for the Queene. 


thing know) Fal- / 


? 15 Þearie, - 


1 is ] 
| x. | 
| 33, | 
T# 3% 
\}. | 
\1t\ 8 | 
Nt 
! Lp | 
{ 
V |} ; 
. 2M MOVR the Preſentor. 
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Enter Prologue. 
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For a (Muſe of Fire, that would aſcend 

The brighteſt Heaucs of Innention : 

A Kingdome for a Stage, Princes to Act, 

And Monarchs to behold the ſwelling Scene. 
Then ſhould the Warlike Harry, like bimſcife, 
Aſſnme the Port of Mars, and at his heeles 
(Leaſht in, likg Hounds) ſhould Famine, S word,and Fire 
Crouch for employment. But pardon,Gentles all: 
The flat unrayſed Spirits, that hath dar d, 

On this unworthy Scaffold, ts bring forth 

So preat an Obiett. Can thu Cock: Pit bold 

The vaſt ie fields of France £ Or may we cramme 
Within this Weodden O, the very Cakes 

That did affright the Ayre at Agincourt ? 

O pardon : ſince a crocked Figure may 

Atteſt in little place a Million, 

| And let vs,Cyphers to thu great Accompt, 
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On your imaginarie Forces works. 

Suppoſe within the Girdle of theſe Walls 

Are now confin d two wightie Monarchies, 

Whoſe high,vp-reared,and abutting Fronts, 

The perillous narrow Oceas parts aſunder. 

Peece ont onr tmperfettions with Jour thouyhts : 
Inte a thouſand parts dinide one Man, 

And make tmagivarie Puiſſance. 

Thinke when we talke of Horſes,that you ſee them.” 
Printmg their prowd Hooſes ith” recemmg E mth : 
For 'tis your thoughts that now muſt deck aur Kings, 
Carry them here and there : Inmping o're Times ; 
T wrnmg th accompliſhment of mavy yeeres 

Inte an Howre-glaſſe: for the which ſupplie, 
Admit me Chorus to this Hiftorie ; 

Who Prologue-lihe, your humble patience pray, 
Gently to heare, kindly to mage our Play. 


Exit. . 


eA tus Primns. 


—— 


Scana Prima. 
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Enter the two Biſbops of Canterbury and Fly. 


Biſh. Cant, 
SY Lord,llc tell you,thar ſelfe Bill is vrg'd, 
F=R#SFW bich in th'eleueth yere of F laſt Kings reign 
| Oy \V as like,and had indeed againſt vs paſt, 
Serb Bur that the ſcambling and vnquier time 
| Did puſh ir our of farther queſtion, 
Bi/h.Ely.But how my Lord ſhall we refift it now? 
Biſh.Cant, It muſt be thought on: if it paſſe againſt vs, 
We looſe the better halfe of our Poſſeſſion : 
For all the Temporall Lands, which men deuout 
By Teſtament haue giuen to the Church, 
Would they ſtrip from vs ; being valu'd thus, 
As much as would maintaine,to the Kings honor, 
Full fiftcene Earles,and fifceene hundred Knights, 
Six thouſand and two hundred good Eſquires : 
And to reliefe of Lazars, and weake age 
Of indigent faint Soules, paſt corporall toyle, 
A hundred Almes-houles,right well ſupply'd : 
And to the Coffers of the King beſide, 
A thouſand pounds by th'ycere, Thus runs the Bill, 
Biſh.Ely. This would drinke deepe. 
Byſh.Cant.T would drinke the Cup and all. 
Blb.Ely, But what prevention? 


Bifb. Cant. The King is full of grace, and faire re- 
ard. | 
Biſh.Ely. And a true louer of the holy Church, 
Biſh.Cant:The courſes of his youth promis'd itnot, 
The breath no ſooner left his Fathers body, 
But that his wildnefſe,mortify'd in him, 
Seem'd to dye too : yea,at that very moment, 
Contideration like an Angell came, 
And whipt th'offending Adam out of him 
Leauing his body as a Paradife, 
T'inuelop and conraine Celeſtiall Spirits. 
Neuer was ſucha {odaine Scholler made: 
Neuer came Reformation 1n a Flood, 
With ſucha heady currance ſcowring faults? 
Nor never Hidra-headed Wilfulneſſe 
So ſoone did looſe his Seat; and all at once ; 
As in this King. 
Biſh.Ely:; We are bleſſed inthe Change. 
Biſh.C ant. Heare him but reaſon in Diuinitie; 
And all-admiring,with an inward with 
You would deſire the King were made a Prelate : 
Heare him debate of Common-wealth Aftaires;z 
You would ſay;it hath been all in all his ttudy : 
Liſt his diſcourſe of Warre; and you ſhall heare 
A fearefull Battaile rendred you in Mulique, 
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70. 
| Tarne him to any Cauſe of Pollicy, 
| The Gordian Knor of it ne will vnlooſe, 
| Familiar as his Garter: that when he ſpeakes, 

The Ayre,a Charter'd Libertine,is (t11], 
' And the mute Wonder I1rketh mmienseares, 
| To ſteale his frvert and honyed Sentences: 

$2 that the Art 211d Practique part of Life, 

Muſt be the Mitirelie ro tns Tiiforique, 

Which is 1 wonder how his Grace ſhould oleane it, 
Since his ad:ction was to Cou;tes viine 
His Companics valetter'd,rude,and ſhallow, 
His Houres fil'd vp with .Lyors,] 
Andneuer noted in him any itucic, 
Any retyrement, any lequiciirarion, 
From open Haunts and Populaniie. 


— 
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{| And holelome Berryes thrive and ripen beſt, 


'| Neighbour d by Fruit of bater qualitie : 


And to the Prince ob{cur d his Conemplation 

Vader the Veyle of Wildneffe, wich {no doubt) 
Grew like the Summer Grafle, fattelt by Night, 
Vnſeene, yet crefſive in his f2cvltie. 

'P.Cant, It mult be fo; for Miracles are cealt : 
And thereFe we molt necedes admit the meanes, 
How things are perfected. 

B, Elz, :Þut my good Lord: 

How now for mittivation of this Bill, 
Vrg'd by the Commons ? doth his Maieſlie 
Incline toit,orno? © 

B.{ ant, He ſcemes indiflercnt : 
Or rather {waying more vpon our part, 
Then cheriſhing tHexhibicers agaioſt vs; 
For I hanc made an offer to his Matelticy 
Vpon our Spirituall Conuocation, 
And 1n regard of Caules now in hand, 
Which I haue open'd to his Grace at large, 
As touching France, to giue a greater Summe, 
Then euer at one time the Clergie yet 
Did 7o his Predecefiors part withall, | 

B. Ely. How did this offer ſeemerecei'd,my Lord? 

B.Cant..\Vith good acceptance of his Mavettie : 
Sane that there was not tine enough to heare, 

As I perceiu'd his Grace would laine haue core, 
The teueralls and vnhidden paſſages 
Of his true Titles ro ſome certaine Dukedomes, 
And generally,to the Crowns and Seat of France, 
| Deriu'd from Edward his great Grandfather. 

B.Ely. What was th'nmpediment that broke this off ? 

B.Caxt. The French Embaſſador vpon that inftanc 
Craird audience; 2fid the howre I thinke is come, 
To giue him hearing : 1» ir toure a Clock? 

Bb. Ely, It ts, , 

Cunt, Then goe we ingto know his Embaſhe: 


\ Inch I could with a ready quefle declare, 


Betire the Frenchman fpeake a word of it, 
B.E';. le wait vpon you, and ] long to heare it, 
Exennt. 
Exter the Kinn, Humfrey, Beafora, Clarence, 
1.arwich cit merland, ana Exeter, 
Kmn, Where is my,oc2c100s Lord of Canterbury ? 


X . 
E x#rer. Not here 1h piclences 
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Kmro, Send for him. cood Vanckle, 
ict. Shall we call in th Ambaflador,my Liege? 
Kr 7, Not yet,ny Coutin: we would be refolu'd, 


} 


Betore we heare him, of {ome things of weight, 
That task©c our thoughts, concerning vs 2nd France, 
. o 
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B.E'y. The Strawberry growes vngerneath the Nettle, 
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Enter two Biſhops. 


B.Cant.God and his Angels guard your ſacred Throne, 
| And make you long become it, 
' King. Sure we thanke you: 
| My learned Lord,wepray you to proceed, ” 
And iuſtly and religiouſly vnfold, 
Why the Law Salike,that they haue in France, 
Or ſhould or ſhould not barre vs in our Clayme : 
And God forbid,my deare and faithfull Lord, 
That you ſhould faſhion, wreſt,or bow your reading, 
Or nicely charge your vnderſtanding Soule, 
With gpening Titles miſcreate, whoſe right 
Sutes not innatiue colours with the truth : 
For God doth know, how many now in health, 
Shall drop their blood,in approbation 
Ot what your reuerence ſhall incite vs to, 
Therefore take heed how you impawne our Perſon, 
How you awake our ſleeping Sword of Warre; 
We charge you in the Name of God take heed : 
For never two ſuch Kingdomes did contend, 
Without much fall of blood, whoſe guiltlefſe drops 
Are euery one,a Woe,a ſore Complaint, 
'Gainſt him, whoſe wrongs gives edge vntothe Swords, 
That makes (ſuch waſte in briefe mortalitie, 
Vnder this Coniuration,ſpeake my Lord ; 
For we will heare,note, and beleeue in hearr, 
That what you ſpeake,is in your Conſcience waſht, 
As pure as {inne with Baprtiſme, 

B.(an.Then heare me gracious Souera1gn,& youPecers, 

That owe your ſelues,your liues,and ſeruices, 
To this Imperiall Throne, There isno barre 
To make agaivft your Pighnefſe Clayme te France, 
But this which they praefluce from Pharamond, 
ln rerram $1licam Mulieres ne ſuccedanl, 

No \W 37 ihall tucceed in Saltke Land : 
Vinch o4{-ks Land,the French vniuſtly gloze 
To ve the Realme of France, and Pharamond 
The t1mnder of this Law, and Female Barre, 
Yet t! ex owne Authors faithfully afhicme, 
That the Land Sa/the rs 10 Germanie, 
-twweer® the | louds of Sala and of Elue : 

Vere Charles the Great having fubdu'd the Saxons, 
Thee left Lekhind and fettled certaine French; 
Who holding in difdaine the German Women, 
For {ome di{[honelt manners of cheir life, 
PE(tabliſht hen this Law; to wit, No Female 
Should be Inheritrix in Saltke Land : 

Which Saltke (25 I faid)'twixt Elue and Sala, 

Is at this day in Germanie,call'd Aeiſen. 
[Then doth it well appeare, the Sa/thke Law 

\W as not deviſed for the Realme of France: 

Nor did the French poſſeſſe the Salitke Land, 
Vnrill toure hundred one and twentie yeeres 

After defunttion of King Pharamond, 

Idly ſuppos'd the founder of this Law, 

Who died within the yeere of our Redemption, 
Foure hundred twentie fix: and Charles the Great 
Subdu'd the Saxons,and did ſeat the French 
Beyond the Riuer Sala, inthe yeere 

Eight hundred five, Beſides,their Writers ſay, 
King Pepm, which depoſed Childerike, 

Did as Heire Generall, being deſcended 

Of B/ithild, which was Daughter to King Clethair, 
Make Clayme and Title to the Crowne of France, 
| Hugh Capet alſo,who yſurpt the Crowne 
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Of Charles the Duke of Loraine, ſole Heiremale 
Of the crue Line and Stock of Charles the Great : 
To find his Title with ſome ſhewes of truth, 
Though in pure truth it was corrupt and naught, 
Conuey'd himlelfe as th'Heire to th' Lady Lingare, 
Daughter to Charlemaine,who was the Sonne 

To Lewes the Emperour,and Lewes the Sonne 

Of Charles the Great: alſo King Lewes the Tenth, 
Who was ſole Heire tothe Vſurper Caper, 

Could not keepe quiet in his conſcience, 

Wearing the Crowne of France,'till ſatisfied, 

Thar faire Queene /ſabe/,his Grandmother, 

Was Lineall of the Lady Ermengare, 

Daughter to Charles the toreſaid Duke of I oraine: 
By the which Marriage,the Lyne of Char.es the Great 
Was re-vnited 10 the Crowne of France. 

So, thart as cleare as is the Summers Sunne, 

King Pepins Ticle,and Hugh Capers Clayme, 

King Lewes his ſatisfa&tion, all appearc 

To hold in Right and Title of the Female : 

So doe the Kings of France vnto this day, 
Howbeir,they would hold vp this Salique Law, 

To barre your Highnefle clayming from the Female, 
And rather chuſe to hide them in a Net, 

Then amply to imbarre their crooked Titles, 

Vſurpt from you and your Progenitors. 

Kmg. May I with right and conſcience make this claim? 

Biſh.Cant. The finne vpon my head,dread Soueraigne: 
For in the Booke of Numbers is it writ, 

When the man dyes, let the Inheritance 
Deſcend vnto the Daughter, Gracious Lord, 
Stand for your owne, vnwind your bloody Flagge, 
Looke back into your mightic Anceftors : 
Goe my dread Lord, to your great Grandtires Tombe, 
From whom you clayme; inuoke his Warlike Spirit, 
And your Great Vnckles, Edward the Black Prince, | 
\W ho on the French ground play'd a Tragedie, 
Making defeat on the full Power of France; 
Whiles his moſt mightie Father on a Hill 
Stood ſmiling,to behold his Lyons Whelpe 
Forrage in blood of Freoch Nobilitie, 
O Noble Engliſh, that could entertaine 
With halfe their Forces, the full pride of France, 
And let another halte ſtand laughing by, 
All our of worke,and cold for ation, 
Biſh, Awake remembrance of theſe valiant dead, 
And with your puiflant Arme renew their Feats; 
You are their Heire, you fit ypon their Throne : 
The Blood and Courage that renowned them, 
Runs in your Veines: and my thrice-puiſſant Liege 
Is in the very May-Morne of his Youth, 
Ripe for Exploits and mightic Enterpriſes. 
| Exe. Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of the Earth 
Doe all expeR,thar you ſhould rowle your ſelfe, 
As did the former Lyons of your Blood. (might; 

Weſt. They know your Grace hath cauſe,and means,and 
So hath your Highneſle : never King of England 
Had Nobles richer, and more loyall Subiects, 

Whoſe hearts have left their bodyes here in England, 
And lye pauillion'd inthe ftelds of France, 

Biſh.Can. O lertheir bodyes follow my deare Liege 
With Bloods, and Sword and Fire,to win your Right: 
In aydewhereot, we of the Spiritualtic 
Will rayſe your Highneſſe ſuch a mightie Summe, 

As neuer did the Clergie at one time 
Bring in to any of your Anceſtors, 
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Kmg.\We muſt not onely arme tinuade the French, 
3ut lay downe our proportions, to defend | 

Againtt the Scot, who will make roade ypon vs, 
With all aduantages. 
Bibs. Cav. They of thoſe Marches,gracious Soueraign, 
Shall be a Wall ſufficient to defend 
Our in-land fromthe pilfering Borderers, 
King, We do not meanethe courſing ſnatchers onely, 
But feare the maine intendment of the Scor, 
Who hath been till a giddy neighbour to vs: 
For you ſhall reade,chart my great Grandfather 
Neuer went with liis forces into France, 
Bue that the Scor,on his vnfurniſht Kingdome, 
Came pouring like the Tyde into a breach, 
With ample and brim fulneſſe of his force, 
Galling the gleaned Land with hot Aﬀayes, 
Girding with griteuous ſiege, Caſtles and Townes : 
That England being emprie of defence, 
Ha:hſhooke and trembled atth'ill neighbourhood, 
F.can.She hath bin the more fear'd the hara'd,myLiege: 
For heare her b'it exampl'd by her ſelfe, 
When all her Cheualcie hath been in France, 
Ad ſhee a mourning Widdow of her Nobles, 
Shee hath her ſelfe not onely well defended, 
Bur t+ken and impounded as a Stray, 
The King of Scots: whom ſhee Cid ſend ro France, 
To fill King Edwards fame wich priſoner Kings, 
And make their Chronicle as rich with prayle, 
As is the Owle and bottome of the Sea 
With (upken Wrack,and ſum-lefſe Treaſuries, 
Bib. Ely. But chere's a laying very old and crue, 
If that you will France wm, then with Scotland firft begias 
For once the Eagle (England) being in prey, 
To her vnguarded Neit,the Weazell (Scot) 
Comes ſneaking,and fo fucks her Pcincely Fgges, {| 
Playing the Mouſe in abſence of rhe Car, 
Totame and hauocke morethen ſhe can eate«. 
Exet, It followes theu, the Cat muſt ſlay at home, 
Yer that is but a cruſh'd neceſsity, 
Since we haue lockes to {afegard neceſſaries, 
And pretty traps to catch the petty theeves. 
\W hile that the Armed hand doth fight abroad, 
Th aduiſed head defends it ſelfe at home: 
For Gouernment, though high, and low, and lower, 
Pur into parts,doth kcepe in one conſent, 
Congreeing in a full and natural cloſe, 
Like Muficke. | 
Cant, Therefore doth heauen divide 
The ſtate of man in diuers funRions, 
Serting endevour in continual motion: 
To which is fix-d az an ayme or burr, 
Obedience; for ſo worke the Hony Bees, 
Creatures that by a rule in Nature teach 
The AR of Order to a peopled Kingdome, 
They haue a King,and Officers of ſorts, 
Where ſome like Magiſtrates correct athome: 
Others,like Merchants ventet Trade abroad; 
Others, like Squldiers armedin their ſtings, 
Make boote vpon the Summers Veluet buddes: 
Which pillage,they with merry march bring home 1 
Tothe Teat.royal of their Emperor : 
Who buheed in his Maieſties ſurueyes 
The ſinging Maſons building roofes of Gold, 
The ciuil Citizens kneading vp the hony 3 
The poore Mechanicke Porters,crowding iN 
Their heauy burthens at his narrow gate ; 
h 2 
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The ſad-cy'd Juſtice with his ſwrly humme, 
Dcliuering ore to Executdrs pale 

The lazic yawning Drone : I this ioferre, 
That many things hauing full reference 

Fo one conſent, may worke contrariouſly, 
As many Arroweslooſed ſeucrall wayes 
Come to one miarke : 25 many wayes meet in one towne, 
As maiy freſh Rixeam es meet in one ſalt ſea ; 

As many Lynes cloſe in tbe Dials center : 

| So may a thouſand ations once a toote, 

And in one purpoſe, and be a!l well borne 

Without defeat. Theretore ro France, my Liege, 

| Divide your happy England iato foure, 

| Whereof, take you one quarter into France, 

And you withall ſhall make all Gallia ſake, 

Tf we with thrice ſuch powers left at home, 

Cannot defend our owne doores fromthe dogge, 


| Letys be worried, and ovr Nation loſe | 


The name of hardineſſe and policie. 

King. Call inthe Meſſengers ſent from he Dolphin. 
Now are we well reſolu'd, and by Gods helpe 
And yours, the noble ſinewes of our power, 
France being ours, wee'l bend it to our Awe, 
Oc breake it all ro peeces, Or there wee'l (it, 
(Ruling in large and ample Emperic, 
Ore France, and all her (almoſt) Kingly Dukedomes) 
Or lay theſe bones in an vaworthy Vrne, 
Tombleſle, with no remembrance ouer them : 
Either our Hiſtory ſhall with full mourh 
Speake freely of our Acts, or elſe our graue 
Like Turkiſh mute, ſhall have a tongueleſſe mouth, 
Not worſhipt with a waxen Epicaph, 

Enter Ambaſſadors of France. 

Now ate we well prepar'd to know the pleaſure 
Of our faire Coſin Dolphin : tor we heare, 
Your greeting is from him, not from the King, 

Amb, as &þ pleale your Maicſtie to giue ys leaue 
Freely to render what we haue in charge ; 
Oc ſhall we ſparingly ſhew you farre off 
The Dolphins meauing, and our Em alsie, 

King. We areno Tyrant, but a Chriſtian King, 
Vato whoſe grace cur paſsion is as {ubicct 
As is our wretches fettred in our prilons, 

Therefore with franke and with yncurbed plainneſſe, 
Tell vs the Do/phins minde. 

Amb. Thus than in few : 
Your Highneſle lately ſending into France, 
Did claime ſome certaine Dukedomes, in the right 
Of your great ML AIP Uh, AYR thethird. 
In anſwer of which claime, the Prince our Maſter 
Sayes, t hat you ſauour too much of your youth, 
And bids you be aduis'd ; There's nought in France, 
That can be with a nimble Galliard wonae : 
You cannot reuell into Dukedomes there, 
He therefore {ends you meeter for your ſpirit . 
This Tun of Treaſure; and in lieu of this, 
Defires you let the dukedomes that you claime 
Heare no more of you, Thisthe Do/phin ſpeakes. 

Kmg. What Treaſure Vncle ? 

Eve. Tennis balles, my Liege. 

Kin, We are glad the Dolphmis fo pleaſant with vs, 
His Preſent, and your paines we thanke you for: 
\Wlien we haue match oar Rackets to theſe Balles, + 
Wewill in France (by Gods grace) play a ſer, 

Shall (tiike his fathers Crowne into the hazard, 
Tell ia, hc hath made a match with luch a Wrangler, 


SS” " _—_ —_— 
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That all the Courts of France will be difturb'd 
| With Chaces, And we vnderſtand him well, 
How he comes oe ys with our wilder dayes, 
| Not meaſuring what vſe we made of them. 
; Weneuer valew'd this poore ſeate of England, 
And therefore liuing hence, did giue our ſelfe 
To barbarous licenf: : As 'tis cucr common, 
That men are merrieſt, when they are from home. 
But tell the Do/phen, I will keepe my State, 
Belike a'King, and ſhew my ſayle of Greatneſle, 
When I do rowſe me in my Throne of France, 
For that | have layd by my Maieſtie, 
Andplodded like a man for working dayes : 
Bur I will riſe there with ſo full a glorie, 
That I will dazle all the eyes of France, 
Yea ſtrike the Dolphin blinde to looke on vs, 
And tell the pleaſant Prince, this Mocke of his 
Hath turn'd his balles to Gun+ſtones, and his ſoule 
Shall ſtand ſore charged, for the waſtefull vengeance 
Thar ſhall flye with them : for many a thouſand widows 
Shall this his Mocke, mocke out of their deer hnsbands; 
Mocke mothers from their ſonnes, mock Caſtles downe: 
And fome are yet yngotten and ynborne, 
That ſhal haue cauſe to curſe the Dolphins ſcorne, 
Burt this lyes all within che wil of God, 
To whom | do appeale, and in whoſe name 
Tel you the D#/phm, I am comming on, 
To venge me as I may, and to put forth 
My rightfull hand in a wcl-hallow'd cauſe. 
So ger you hence in peace : And tell the Do/phin, 
His Teſt will ſauour but of ſhallow wit, 
When thouſands weepe more then did laugh atit. 
Coney them with lafe conduQ. Fare you well, 
Exexnut Ambaſaaors, 
Exe, This was a merry Meſſage, 
King, We hope to make the Sender bluſh ar it : 
Theretore, my Lords, omit no happy howre, 
That may pgiue furth*rance to our Expedition: 
For we haue now no thought in vs but France, 
Saue thote to God,that runne before our bufnefſe. 
Therefore let our proportions for theſe Warres 
Be ſoone colleQed,and all things thought vpon, 
That may with reaſonable ſ{wiftnefſe adde 
More Feathers to our Wings : for God before, 
Wee'le chide this Dolphin at his fathers doore, 
Therefore let euery man now taske his thought, 
Thar this faire Action may on foot be brought, Exewnt. 


—  ——_ 
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Flowriſh. Enter Chorus. 
Now all the Youth of England are on fire, 
And ſilken Dalliance in the W ardtobe lyes : 
Now thrive the Armorers,and Honors thought 
Reignes ſolely in the breaſt of euery man. 
They ſell che Pafture now,to buy the Horſe; 
Following the Mirror of all Chriſtian Kings, 
With winged heeles,as Engliſh Mercnries, 
For now fits ExpeRation in the Ayte, 
And hides a Sword, from Hilts vnto the Point, 
Wirh Crownes Imperiall, Crownes and Coronets, 
| P:romis'd ro Hafry, and his followers, 
The French aduis 6 by good intelligence 
Of this moſt dreadftull preparation, 
Shake in their feare, and with pale Pollicy 
Seeke to Giuert the Engliſh purpoſes. 
| OEnglanc: Modell tothy inward Greatneſle, 
| Like little Body with a mightie Hearr: 
| What 


| 


—— 
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Whac might thou do, that honour would thee do, 
Were all thy children kinde and naturall : 

But ſee, thy fault France hath in thee found our, 

Aneſt of hollow botomes, which he filles 

With treacherous Crownes, and three corrupred men: 
One, Richard Earle of Cambridge, and the ſecond 
Henry Lord Scroope of Maſham, and the third 
Sir Thomas Grey Knight of Northumberland, 
Haue forthe G11t of France {O guilt indeed) 
Confirm'd Conſpiracy with tearefu!l France, 

And by their hands, this grace of Kings mutt dye. 
If Hell and Treaſon hold their promiles, 

Ere he take (hip for France ; and in Sourhampron, 
Linger your patience on, and wee'! digeſt 
TIYabule of diſtance; force a play: 

The ſumme is payde, the Traitors are agreed, 
The King is ſet from London, and the Scene 

Is now tranſporter] (Gentles) ro Southampron,' 
Thereis the Play-houſe now, there mult you (it, 
And thence to —_—_ ſhall we conuey you ſafe, 
And bring you backe; Charming the narrow ſeas 
To giue you gentle Paſſe : for if we may, 

Wec'l not offend one {tomacke with our Play. 
But till the King come forth,and nor till then, 
Vnto Southampton do we ſhift our Scene, 


Exit 


Enter Corporall Nym, and Lieutenant Bardolfe, 

Bar. Well met Corporall Nym. 

Nm, Good morrow Lieutenant Baraolfe. 

Har, What, are Ancient PiFoll and you friends yer ? 

Nym, For my part, I care not : I ſay Incle: but when 
time ſhall ſerue, there ſhall be ſmiles, bur char ſhall be as 
it may. I darenot fight, but T will winke and holde out 
\mine yron :itis a fimple one, but what though? It will 
tofte Cheeſe, and it will endure cold, -as another mans 
ſword will : and there's an end, 

Bar, 1 will beſtow a breakfaſt to make you friendes, 
and wee'l bee all three {worne brothers to France : Ler't 
be ſo good Corporall Nym. 

Nm,Faich, I will live ſo long as I may,that's the cer- 
taine of it : and when 1 cannot live any longer, I will doe 
as I may : That is my reft, that is the rendeuous of it. 


Nell Qunickl;, and certainly ſhe did you wrong, for you 
were troth-plight to her. 

Nym, 1 caunotrell, Things muſt be as they may:men 
may ſlcepe, and they may haue their throats about them 
at that time, and ſome ſay, knjues baue edges : It muft 
beas it may, though patience be a > 42 name, yetſh:e 


will plgdde, there muſt be Conclufions, well, 1 cannot 
Jrell, 


Enter Piſtol, & Quickly. 
Bar. Heere comes Ancient Poll and his wife: good 
Corporal! be patient heere. How now mine Hoaſte P5- 


foll? 


Pit. Baſe Tyke, cal'ft thou mee Hoſte, now by this 
hand I ſweare I ſcorne the terme : nor ſhall my Net keep 
Lodgers. 

Hoſt.No by my troth, not long: For we cannot lodge 
and board a dozen or fourteeve Gemtlewomen that hue 


thought we keepe a Bawdy-houſe ſtraight. O welliday 
Lady, if he be not hewne now, we ſhall fee wilful adulte- 
ry and murther committed, : 
Bar, Good Lieutenant, good Corporal offer nothing 


heere. Nym. Piſh. 


honeſtly by the pricke of their Needles, but it will bee" 
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Bar, Itis certaine Corporall, that heis marryed to | 
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Piſt, Piſh for thee, Iſland dogge : chouprickeard cur 
of Iiland. | 

Heft. Good Corporall Nym ſhew thy valor,and put | 
yp your {word, 

Nym. Will you ſhogge off? I would haue you ſolus. 

Pit, Solus, egregious dog ? O Viper vile; The {olus 
in thy moſt meruailous face, the ſolus in thy teeth, and 
in thy throate, and in thy hatefull Lungs,yea in thy Maw 
perdy ; and which is worſe, within thy naſtie mouth, 1 
do recort the folus in thy bowels, for I can take, and Pi«} 
ſtols cocke is vp, and flaſhing fire will follow. 

Nyw. 1 am not Barbaſon, you cannot coniure mee: 1 
have an humor to knocke you indifferently well : If you þ 
grow fowle with mePiſtoll, I will ſcoure you with my 
Rapier, as | may, in fayre tearmes. If you would walke 
off, | would pricke your guts alittle in good tearmes, as 
I may,and that's the humor of it. 


— ————— — 


] 


Piſt. O Braggard vile, and damned furious wight, } 


The Graue doth gape, and doting death is neere, 
Therefore exhale. 

Bar. Heare me, heare me what I ſay: Heethat ſtrikes | 
the firlt roake, Jlerun him vp tothe hilts, as I am a ſol- 
dicr, | 

Piſt, An oath of mickle might,and fury ſhall abate. 
Giue me thy filt, thy fore-foote to me giue : Thy ſpirires 
are moſt tall. 

Nym. | will cut thy throate onetime or other in faire 
termes, that isthe humor of it, 

Piſtoll. Comple a gorge, that is the word, I defie thee a- 
gaine.O hound of Creer, think'ſt thou my ſpouſe to ger ? 
No, to the ſpittle goe, and from the Poudring tub of in. 
famy, fetch forth the Lazar Kite of Creſſias kinde, Doll 
Teare-ſheete, ſhe by rams, and hereſpoute. I hauc, and | 
will hold the Q#o0ndam Q uickely for the onely (hee : and 
Paxca, there's enoughto goto, | 
Enter the Boy. 

Boy. Mine Hoaſt ?//ol, you muſt cometo,my May- 
fer, and your Holieſſe:Heis very (icke,& woyld to bed. 
Good Bardo{je, put thy face berweene his ſheets, and do 
the Office of a Warming-pan : Faith, he's very ill. 

Bard, Away you Rogue, 

Hoſt. By my troth he'l yeeld the Crow a pudding one 
of theſe dayes: the King has kild his heart, Good Hul- 
band come homepreſently. Exit 

Bar. Come, ſhall I make you two friends, Wee muſt 
to France together: why the divel ſhould we keep kniues 
to cut one anothers throats ? 

Pit. Lertflogds ore-ſwell, and fiends for food howle 
on, 
Nym. You'l pay methe eight ſhillings I won of you 
at Bettins? 

Piſt. Baſe is the Slaue that payes, 

Nym. That now I wil haue: that's the humor of ir. 

Pift. As manhood ſhal compound:puſh home, Draw 

Bard. By this ſword, hee that makes thefirſt thruſt, 
He kill him : By this ſword, I wil, 

Pi. Sword is an Oath,& Oaths muſt haue their courſe 

Bar, Coporall Nym 8 thou wilt be friends be frends, 
and thou wilt not, why then be enemies with me to: pre» 
thee put vp. 

Pit, A Noble ſhalt thou have, and preſent pay, and 
Liquor likewiſe will I giue to thee, and friendſhippe 
ſh-11 combyne, and brotherhood. llc live by Nymme,& 
Nymme ſhall live by me, is nor this juſt? For I ſhal Suc- 


ler be vnto the/Campe, and profits will accrue.Giue mee | 
| thy hand. 


hz Nyw. 


"his 


hv |} ſha'l have my Noble? : 
Fiſt. In caſh, moſt witly payd. | 
Nym. Well, then that the humor oft. | 


Enter Heſteſſe, 


_ —— _ _———— 


tor lohn: A poore heart, hee 1s loſlak'd of a burning 
quotidian Tertian, that it is molt lanieniable to behole, 
\Sweer men, come to him. 

Nym. The King hath cup bad bumors on the Knight, 
thar's the enen of it, 

fiſt, Nym, thou haſt {poke the right, bis heart 15 fra- 
fed and corroborate, 

Nym, The King is a good King, but it muſt bee as it | 
may : he paſſes ſome liumors, and carzecies. 


Piſt. Lervs condole thic ing ltgtor (Lambekins)we 
will hue. 

Enter Exeter, Bedfora, © 11'e/] mer/and. 

Bed Force God his Grace is bold to triilt theſe traiters 

Exe, They ſhall be apprehended by and by, 

Weſt How ſmooth and even they do bc:r ti.emfelucs, 
As if allegeance w their boſomes tate 
Crowned with faith, and conliant loyalty, 

Bed. The King hath note of all that they intond, 

By interception, which they drcame not of. 

Exe. blow far thc mai) that was his beffcliow, 
Whom he hath dull'd and cloy'd with gracious tauours; 
That he ſhould tor a forraigac pure, to lell 
His Soucraights life codeath and treachery, 

Gowna T rampeis, 
E nter the k mg * Scroope,Camvridae, and Uray. 

King, Now fits the winde faire, and we will aboord, 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my kinde Lord of Maſham, 
And you my gentle Knight, giue me your theughts: 
Thinke you nox that the powres we beate with vs 
Will cut their paſſage throughche torce of France 7 
Doing the execytion, and the ace, 

For which we haue in head aſſembled them. 

Scro. No doubt wy Liege,tteach man do his beſt, 

Kmg,.i doubt notthat, (i»ce weare well pertwaded 
We carry nota heart with vs tiom hence, 

That growes not in a faire content with ours: 
Nor leaue not one behinde, that doth not wiſh 
Succeſle and Conquelt to attend on vs, 

Cam, Neuer was Monarch better fe.1r'd and lovu'd, 
Then is your Maielty ; there's not I thinke a lubicEt 
Thar fs in heart-grecte and vncafineſſe 
Vader the ſweet ſhade of your gouernment, | 

K+i, True; thote that were your Fathers enemies, 
Hauc fieep'd tlicir gauls in tony, and do ſerve you 
With hearts create of luty, and of zeale. 

King. We therefore l1a1e great cauſe of thankfulnes, 
And ſhall target the office of our hand 
Sooner then quntance of deſert and merit, 
Accor(lmgrto the weight and worthineſle, 

Scre, 50 (eraice ſhall with ſteeled finewes toyle, 
And labour ſhall :cticth it ſelfe with hope 
To do your Grace jncetiant leruices, 

Kirg. We ludge no lefſe, Vile of Exeter, 
Intarce the man committed yeſterday, 
that tayl'd :gainſt our perſon; We confder 
It wasexcetic ob Wine that fect inm on, 

And on tis more aduice, Wepardon hm, 

Srro. 7 hat's mercy, but rao much ſecurity ; 
Lothninbe puni'td Souerartgne, leaſt example 

Breed (by his tagterance) more of luch a kind, 
Kwg. Olervs vet be merciful, 


oo 
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Hoſt, As cuer you cone of women, come in quickly | Arc heauy Orilons *gainſt this poore wretch: | 


| 
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Cam. So may your Highneſle,and yet puniſh too. 

Grey. Sin,you thew great mercy if you giue him life, 
After the taſte of much correction. 

King. Alas, your too much loue and care of me, 


It little faults proceeding on diftetper, 
Siiall not be wink'd at, how ſhall we ſtretch ovr eye 
\\ hen capitall crimes, chew'd, ſwallow'd, and digeſted, 
Appeare before vs? Weell yet inlarge thatman, 
Though Cambridge, Scroope, and Gray, in their deere care 
And tender preſervation of our perſon 
Wold haue him punifh'd, And now to our French cauſes, 
Who are the !ate Commiſhoners ? 
Cam. Ione my Lord, - 
Your Highneflſe bad me aske for itto day. 
Scro, So did you me my Liege, 
Gray. And I my Royall Souecaigne, 
King. Then Richard Exile of Cambridge, there is yours; 
There yours Lord Scroope of CMaſham, and Sir Kn1 ghr : 
Gray of Northumberland, this fame is yours : 
Reade them, and know I know your worthineſle, 
My Lord ot 1eſtmerland, and Vokle Exeter, 
\\ e will aboord tonight, Why how now Gentlemen ? 
What ſee you in thole papers, that you looſe 
So much complexion? Looke ye how they change : 
| heir cheekes are paper, Why, what reade you there, 
TiQr hauc to cowarded and chac'd your blood 
Our of apparance. 
Cam. | <o conteſle my favit, 
And do ſubmit me to your Highneſſe mercy, | 
Gray, Sero, To which we all appeale, 
Ring. The mercy that was quicke in vs but late, 
By your owne counlaile is ſuppreſt and kill 'd : 
You mult roc dare (for ſhame) to taike of mercy, 
For your owue reaſons turne into your boſomes, | 
As dogs vpon their mailers, worrying you : 
See you my Princes, and my Noble Peeres, 
Thete Engliſh monſters: My Lord of ( ambridge heere, 
You know how apt ourlove was, to accord 
To furniſh with all appertinents 
belonging to his Honour ; and this man, 
Hath tor a tew light Crownes, lightly confſpir'd 
And {worne vnto the practiſes of France 
To kill vs heere in Hampton, To the which, 
This Knightnolefſefor hounty bound to Vs 
Then Cambridge is, hath likewiſe fworne, But O, 
What ſhall I ſay to thee Lord Scroope,thou cruell, 
Ingratciu!l, ſauage,and inhumane Creature ? | 
Thou that didſt beare the key of all my counſailes, 
That knew | the very bottome of my ſoule, | 
That (almoſt) mightr'ſt have coyn'd we into Golde, | 
Would'ft thou haue praQtis*d on me, for thy vic? 
May it be poſsible, that forreigne hyer 
Could out of thee extrat one iparke of euill 
That might annoy my finger ? 'Tis ſo ſtrange, 
Thar though the truth of it ſtands off as groſſe 
As blacke and white, my eye will ſcarſe!y ſec it, 
Treaſon,and murther, euer kept together, 
As two yoake divels {worne to cythers purpoſe, 
W orking (o groſſely in an natural! cauſe, 
That admiration did not hoope at them. 
But thou /gainſt all proporuon) didft bring in 
Wonder to waite on reaſon, and on murther : 
And whatſoeuer canning fend it was 
That wroug ht von thee ſo prepoſterouſly, 
Hath got the yoyce in hell for excellence : 


And 
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Andother diuels thar ſo: 2geft by tc-aſons, 

Do botch and bungle vp damnation, 

With parches, colours, and with formes being ferche 
From glitt'ring ſomblences of piety: 

But he > that cemper'd thee, bad thee ftand vp, 

Gave thee no inflance why thou ſhouldſt do treaſon, 
Vnleſis ro dub thee with the name of Traitor. 

If that ſame Damon that hath gull'd thee thus, 


| Should with his Lyon- gate walke the whole world 3 


He might returne co valſtie Tarrar backe, 
And ell the Legions, I cat never win 

A ſoule fo ealie as that Englinhmans, 
Oh, how haft thou with jcaloufie infeted 
The {weerneſle of afhance? Shew men dutifnll, 
Why to didit chou ; teeme they grave and learned ? 
Why {o didlt thou, Come they of Noble Fam uly ? 
Why ſo didit thou,Seeme they religious ? 
Why 1o did(t chou. Or are t! ney ſpare in diet, 
Free from groſſe paſsion, or of "winth, oranger,' 
Conſtant in ſpirit, not [werving with the blood, 
Garviſh'd and deck'd in modett complement, 
Not working with the eye, without the eare, 
And but in purged judgeme nt truſting neither, 
Such and ſo finely boulced didft thou leeme: 
And thus thy tall hath left a kinde of blor, 
To make thee full fraught man, 214 beſt indued 
With lome ſuſpition, 1 will weepe for thee, 
For this revolt of thine, me thinkes is like 
Another fall of Man, Their faulrs are open, 
Arrelt them to the anſwer of the Law, 
And God acquit them of their practiſes, 

Exe: larrcſt thee of High Treaſon, by the name of 
Ricbard Earle of C ambridge . 

I arreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the name of Thomas 
Lord Scroope of Marſham, 

I arreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the name of Thomas 
Grey, Knight of Northamberl, awe 

Scro, Our purp»les. God iuſtly hath diſcoucr'd, 
And 1 repent my faultmore then my death, 
Which I beſeech your H:ghnefle iO forgiuey) 
Although my body pay the price ot it, 

Cam. For me, the Gold of France did not ſeduce,! 
Alchough I di] admit it as a moriue, 
Tie {ooner to efteRt what I intended : 
But God be thanked for prevention, 
Winch 1n ſufferance heartily will rejoyce, 
Beſeeching God, and you, to pardon mee. 

Gray. Nener did Faithfull ſubieQ more reioyce 
At the diſcouery of moſt dangerous Treaſon, 
Then I do at this houre joy ore my lelfe, 
Prevented from a damned enterprize ; 
My faulc, but not my body, pardon Soueraigne, 

King. God quityou nn his mercy: Hear your ſentence 
You have confpin'd againſt Our Royall perlon, 
[oyr'd with an enemy i proclaind d,and from his Coffers, 
Receyu'd the Golden Earneſt of Our death ; 
Wherein you would have ſold your K: ing to laughter, 
His Princes, and his Peeres ro {eruirude, 
His SubieQs to oppreſs1on, and contempt,y 
Andhis whole Kmgdome ints defolation : 
Touching our perſon, feeke we no reuenge, 
But we our Kingdomes f{afery wuſt fo render, 
Whole ruine you ſought, that ro her Lawes 


| We do deliner you. Gee you therefore hence, 


(Poore milerable eretches) to your death; 


The taſte whereof, God of his mercy giue 
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You patience to indure, and true Repentance 

Ot all your deare offences. Beare them hence, 

Now Lords for France : the enterpriſe whereof 

Shall be to you as vs. like glorious. 

We doubt not of a taire and luckie Warre, 

Since God ſo graciouſly hath brought to light 

This dangerous Treaſon lurking in our way, 

To hinder our beginnings. We doubt not now, 

Burt cuery Rubbe is ſmasthed on our Way. 

Then forth, deare Countreymen : Ler vs deliver 

Our "Ay" ehay intothe hand of God, 

Putting it ſtraight in expedition. 

Chearely to Sea,che fhenes of Warre aduance, 

No King of Fneland, UI not Kino of France, Flowriſh. 
Enter Piſto8,Nim, Bards. ph, Boy,and Heoſteſſe. 

Heſteſe. "Prytaee honey ({weet Husband. let me bring 
thee to Staines, 

Piftoll. No: for my manly heart doth erne. Bardolph, 
be blythe: Nim,rowle thy vaunting Veines: Boy,brifsle 
thy Courage vp : for Falftaffſe hee is dead, and wee muſt 
erne therefore. 

Bard, Would I were with him, whereſomere hee is, 
eyther in Heauen, or in Hell. 

Hoft:e. Nay ſure, hee's not in Hell : hee's in Arthrre 
Bolome,if ever man went to Arthaurs Boſome: a made 2 
finer end, and went away and it had beene any Chriftome 
Chiid: a parted eu'n iuſt berweene T welue and Qnegeu'n 
arthe turning o'th' Tyde: for ater I ſaw him fumble with 
the Sheets, and play with Flowers,and ſmile vpon his fin- 
gers end,l knew there was but one way: for his Noſe was 
as ſharpe as a Pen,and a Table of greene fields. How now 
Sir /shn (quoth If) what man? be a good cheare # foa 
cryed out,God,God God, rhree or foure times : now], 
to comfort him, bid him a ſhould not thinke of God; I 
hop*d there was no neede'ro trouble himſelfe with any 
ſuch thoughts yet: {oa bad me I:y more Clothes on his 
feet : I pur my hand into the Bed, and felt them,and the 
were 2s co'd as any ſtone : then 1 felt ro his knees, and lo 
vp-pecr d,and vpward,and all was as coldas avy ſtone, 

Nim. 1 hey tay he cryed out of Sack, 

Hoſtsſſe. i,chat a did. 

Bard. And of Women. 

Hoff. Nay, that a did not. 

. Yes that adid, and ſaid they were Deules incaz- 


Exit. 


nate, 
Woman. A could neuer abide Carnation, 
lour he never h1k'd, 


"twas a Co. 


Boy. Afaid once, the Deule would hauc him eboir 


Women. 

Hoſteſſe. A did in ſome ſort(indeed)handle Women: 
but ther: hee was rumartique, and ta]k'a of the Whore of 
Babylon. 

Boy. Doe you not remember a ſaw a Flea ſticke ypon 
Bardolpts Nofe,and a faid it was a blacke Soule burning 
in Hell, 

Bard. \Well,the fuell is gone that maintain'd that fire: 


' that's all the Riches I got in his ſervice. 
' Nun. $hall wee ſhogg? the King will be gone frem| 


Southampton, 

Pit. Come,let's away. My Loue,giue me thy Lippes: 
Looke to my Chattels, and my Moueables : Let Sences 
rule : The world is Pirch and pay: truft none; for Oathes 
are Strawes, mens Faiths are Wafer-Cakes,and ho!d-faft 
is the onely Dogge: My Ducke, therefore Canets bee 
thy Counſailor. Goe, cleare chy Chryſtalls, Yoke. 
fellowes 1n Armes , let vs to France ,* like Horſe. 
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76 
leeches my Boyes, to ſucke, to {ucke, the very blood to 
ſucke. 

Loy. And that's but vnwholeſome food, they ſay, 
Hiſt. Touch herfoft mourh,and march, 
Bard. Farwcll Hoſtelle, . 
Num, 1] cannot kifle, that is the humor of it : but 
acieu. 
Pit, Ler Huſwifcrie appeare : keepe cloſe , 1 thee 
command, 
Hoſteſſe, Farwell: adien. 
| Fls wriſh : 
Enter the Frenc!) King the D 9lphm the Dukes 
of Berry and Gritame. 
King. Thus comes the Engliſh with tull power vpon vs, 
And more then caretully itvs concernes, 
To anſwer Royally in our defences, 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britaine, 
Of Brabant 2nd of Orleance,ſhal! make forth, 
And you Prince Dolphin, with all {w;ft diſpatch 
Tolyne and new repayre our Townes of Warre 
With men of courage,and with meanes defendant: 
For England his approaches makes 25 fierce, 
As Waters to the lucking of a Gulfe. | 
Ir firs vs then to be as provident, 
As teare may teach vs,out of [ate cx2mples 
"Left by the fatall and neglected Engliſh, 
Vpoy our fields. 
Delphia, My moſt redoubred Father, 
[tis mo{? meet we arme v5 'painſt the Foe : 
For Peace ir ſelte thould not to dull a Kingdome, 
(Th ugh War nor no knowne Quarrel were ia queſtion) 
Burt that Detences, Mufters, Preparations, 
Should be ma111+ain'd, aſſembled, and-colleced, 
As were a Warre in expectation, * 
Therefore | ſay,'tis mzet we all goe forth, 
To view the ſick and feeble parts ot France : 
And let vs doe it with no ſhew of fearc, 
No, with no more,then if we heard that England 
Were buſted with a Wiitlon Morris-dance : 
For,my good Liege, ſhee 1s fo idly King'd, 
Her Scepter ſo phantaſtically borne, 
By a vaine giddie ſhallow humorous Youth, 
That feare attends her not, 
Conit. O peace,Pcince Dolphin, 
You are (00 much miſtaken in this King : 
Queſtion your Grace the late Embaſladors, 
With what orcat State he heard their Emballie, 
How well {upply'd with Noble Councellors, 
How medett in exception ; and withall, 
How terrible in conſtant reſolution : 
And you ſhall tad, his Vanities fore-ſpent, 
Were bur the out-fide of the Roman Brutas, 
Coucring Diſcretion with a Coat of Folly ; 
As Gardeners doe with Ordure hide thole Roots 
That ſhall firſt fpring,and be moſt delicate, 
Do/phin, Well,'tis not ſo,my Lord High Conſtable. 
But though wethinke it ſo,it isrn0 matter ; 
In caies ot defence,'tis beſt ro weigh 
The Enemie more mightie then he {eemes, 
&, the proportions of Getence are fill'd : 
Which of a weake and niggordly proieCtion, 
Doch like a Miſer ſpoyle his Coar, with ſcanting 
A little Cloth, 
Kmg. Thiake we King [arry ftreng : 
And Princes, looke you firongly arme to meet him, 
The Kindred of him hath beene fleſht ypon vs: 
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And he is bred our of that bloodie ſtraine, ' 
That haunted ys in our familiar Pathes : 
Witnefle our too much memorable ſhame, 
When Creſly Batcell fatally was ſtrucke, 
And all our Princes captiu'd,by the hand 
Of that black Name, Edward, black Prince of Wales: 
\Whiles that his Mountaine Sire,on Mountaine ftanding 
Vpinthe Ayre,crown'd with the Golden Suane, 
Saw his Heroicall Seed,and {mil 'd to ſee him 
Mangle the Worke of Nature,and deface 
The Patternesgthat by God and by French Fathers 
Had rwentie yeeres been made. This is a Stem, 
Of that ViRorious Stock : and let vs feare 
The Native mightinefle and fate of him, 
© Emter a HMeſſenger, 

HMeſſ. Embaſſadors from Harry King of England, 
Doe craue admittandeto your Maieſtje. 

King. Weele give them preſent audicnce, 
Goe,and bring them. | 
You ſee this Chaſe is hotly followed, friends. 

Delphm. Turne head,and Rop purſuit:for coward Dogs 
Moſt ſpend theic mouchs, whe what they ſeem to threaten 
Runs tarre before them, Good my Soueraigne 
Take vp the Engliſh (hort,and let them know 
Of what a Monatchie you are the Head: 
Selfe-loue,my Licge,is not ſo vile a finne, 

As (clte-negleQting. 
Enter Exeter. 

King. From our Brother of England? 

Exe, From him,and thus he greets your Maieftie : 
He wills you in the Name of God Almightic, 

That you deuelt your ſelfe,and lay apart 

The borrowed Glories, that by gift of Heauen, 
By Law of Nature,and of Nations, longs 

To him and to his Heires, namely, the Crowne, 
And all widesſtretched Honors, thar pertaine 

By Cuſtome, and the Ordinance of Times, 

Vato the Crowne of France: that you may know 
'T1s no linifter,nor no awk-ward Clayme, 

Pickt from the worme-holes of long-vaniſht dayes, 
Nor from the duſt of old Oblivion rakt, 

He ſends you this molt memorable Lyne, 

In cuery Vranch truly demonſtrative 

Willing you over-looke this Pedigree: 

And when you find him evealy deriu'd 

From his moſt fam'd,of famous Anceſtors, 
Faward the third ; he bids you then refigne 
Your Crowne and Kingdome,indire@ly held 
From him.,the Native and true Challenger, 

King. Orelſe what followes ? 

Exe, Bloody conftraint : far if you hide the Crowne 
Fuen in your hearts,there will he rake for it. 
Therefore in fierce Tempeſt is he comming, 

In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a /oze : 
Thar if requiring faile, he will compell. 
And bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 


| Deliuer vp the Crowne,and to take mercie 


On the poore Soules,for whom this hungry Warre 
Opens his vaftie Iawes: and on your head 
Turning the Widdowes Teares, the Orphans Cryes, 
The dead-mens Blood,the priuy Majdens Groans, 
For Husbands, Fathers,and Ld Louers, 
That ſhall be ſwallowed in this Controuerhe. 
This is his Clayme, his Threatning,and my Meſlage : 
Vnleſſe the Dolphin be in preſence here; 
To whom expreſlely I bring greeting to, 

King. For 


| 


— 
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King. For vs, we will conſider of this further: 


To morrow ſhall yon beare our full intent 
Back to our Brother of England, 


Dolph. For the Dolphin, 


I ftand here for him:what to bim from England? 


Exe, Scorne and defiance, {leight regard, contempt, 


And any thing that may not miſ-become 

The mightie Sender, doth he prize you at, 

Thus ſayes my King:and if your Fathers Highneſſe 
Doe not,in graunt of all demands large, 
Sweeten the bitter Mock you ſent his Maieftie; 
Hee'le call you to ſo hot an Anſwer of it, 

That Caues and Worbie Vaultages of France 
Shall chide your Treſpas,and returne your Mock 


In ſecond Accent of his Ordinance, 

Dolph. Say: if my Father render faire returne, 

Ir is againſt my will : for I defire 

Nothing but Oddes with England, 

To that end,as matching to his Youth and Vanirtie, 

I did preſent him with the Paris-Balls, 

Exe, Hee'le make your Paris Louer ſhake for it, 

Were ic the Miſtrefſe Court of mightie Europe: 

And be affur'd, you'le find a diff rence, 

As we his Subietts haue in wonder found, 

Betweene the promiſe of his greener dayes, 

And theſe he maſters now: now he weighes Time 

Euen to the vtmoſt Graine: that you ſhall reade 

In your owne Lofles,if he ſtay in France, 

King. Tomorrow ſhall you know our mind at full, 
Flowriſh, 

Exe. Diſpatch vs with all ſpeed, leaſt chat our King 

Come here himſelfe to queſtion our delay ; 

For he is footed in this Land already. 

King.You ſhalbe ſoone diſpatcht, with faire conditions, 

A Night is but ſmall breathe,and lirtle pawſe, 


To anſwer matters of this conſequence. E xeunt. 


s  _ 
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Flouriſh. Enter Chorus. 


{Thus with imagin'd wing our ſwift Scene flyes, 
{1n motion of no leſſe celeritie then that of Thought. 


Suppoſe, that you haue ſcene 


4 The well-appointed King at Douer Peer, 


Embarke his Royaltie: and his brave Fleet, 


{Wirth filken Streamers,the young Phebws fayning ; 
JPlay with your Fancies : and in them behold, 


Vpon the Hempen Tackle, Ship-boyes climbing; 


| Hearethe ſhrill Whiſtle, which doth order giue 
| To ſounds confus'd : behold the threaden Sayles, 


Borne with th'inuiſible and creeping Wind, 
Draw the huge Bottomes through the furrowed Sea, 


| Breſting the loftie Surge. O,doe but thinke 


You ſtand ypon the Riuage,and behold 

A Citic on th'inconftant Billowes dauncing : 

For ſo appeares this Fleet Maieſticall, 

Holding due courſe to Harflew, Follow, follow: 
Grapple your minds to fternage of this Nauie, 

And leaue your England as dead Mid-night, till, 
Guarded with Grandfires,Babyes,and old Women, 
Eyrher paft,or not arriu'd to pyth and puifſance: 
For who is he, whoſe Chin is but enricht 
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With one appearing Hayre,that will not follow | 

Theſe cull'd and choyſe-drawne Caualiers i France? [| 

Worke, worke your Thoughts,and therein ſee a Siege : 

Behold the Ordenance on their Carriages, 

With fatall mouthes gaping on girded Harflew, 

Suppoſe th'Embaſſador from the French comes back: | 

Tells Harry, That the King doth offer him 

Katherine his Daughter,and with her co Dowrie, | 

Some perty and ynprofitable Dukedomes, 

The offer likes not : and the nimble Gunner 

Wirth Lynſtock now the diuelliſh Cannon toucheyy 
Alarum,and Chambers goe off. 

And downe goes all before them. Still be kind, 

And eech out our performance with your mind, Exit. 


Enter the King, Exeter, Bedford, and Gloxceſter. | 
Alarum: Scaling Ladders at Harflew, 
King. Once more vnto the Breach, 

Deare triends,once more ; | 

Or cloſe the Wall vp with our Engliſh dead : 

In Peace,there's nothing ſo becomes a man, | 

As modeſt tillnefſe,and bumilitie: 

But when the blaſt of Warre blowes in our eares, 

Then imitate the aCtion of the Tyger: 

Stiffen the fine-»es,commune vp the blood, 

Diſguiſe faire Nature with hard-fauour'd Rage : 

Then lend the Eye a terrible aſpect : 

Let it pry through the portage of the Head, 

Like the Brafle Cannon : l-t the Brow o'rewhelme ir, 
As fearefully,as doth a galled Rocke 

O're-hang and jutty his confounded Baſe, 

Swill'd with the wild and waftfull Ocean, 

Now ſet the Teeth, and firetch che Noſthrill wide, 
Hold hard the Breath,and bend vp cuery Spirit 
To his full heighe, On,on, you Nobliſh Engliſh, 
Whoſe blood is fer from Fathers of Warre-praofe : 
Fathers, that like ſo many Alexanders, 

Haue in theſe parts from Morne till Even fought, 
And ſheath'd their Swords, for lack of argument, 
Diſhonour not your Mothers : now atteſt, 

That thoſe whom you call'd Fathers,did beget you, 
Be Coppy now to me of grofſer blood, 
And teachthem bow to Warre, And you good Yeomen, 
Whoſe Lyms were made in England; ſhew vs here 
The merrell of your Paſture: let vs ſweare, 

"That you are worth your breeding: which I doubt not: 
For there is none of you ſo meane and baſe, 
That hath not Noble luſter in your eyes. 

I ſee you ſtand like Grey-hounds in the flips, | 
Straying vpon the Start. The Game's afoot : 
Follow your Spirit; and ypon this Charge, 
Cry,God for Harry, England,and S.Georges 

ay " "1 Aiainnd Chamber goeoff 


Enter Nim,Bardolpb,P:toll, and Boy, 
Bard. On,on,on,on,on,to the breach,to the breach. 
Nim. "Pray thee Corporall ſtay, the Knocks are t00 
hot : and for mine owne part,] hauenot a Caſe of Lives: 
the humor of it is too hot, that is the very plains-Song 
of it, 
P;#. The plaine-Song is moſt juſt : for humors doe a- 
bound : Knocks goe and come: Gods Vaſlals drop and 
dye: and Sword and Shield, in bloody Field, doth winne 
immortall fame, 
Boy, Would I were in an Ale-houſe in London, I 


would giue all my fame for a Pot of Ale,and fafcrie, 
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P17. Andi: If wiſhes would preuayle with me, my 


hign, 
Foy. As duly, bur not as truly, as Bird doth fing on 
bough, « ; 
Enter Fluexen, 
Flu, Vp tothe breach, you Dogges ; auaunt you 


 Cullions. 


Pit. Be mercifull great Duke to men of Mould : as 
batethy Rage, abate thy manly Rage ; abate thy Rage, 
great Duke. Good Bawcock batethy I\.age: vie lene 
(weet Chuck, 

Nim. Theſc be good humors : your Honor wins bad 
humors. | Exit. 

Boy. As young as Tam, I have cbſ{eru'd theſe three 
Swaſhers : 1 am Boy to them ail three, but all they three, 
though they would ſerue me, could nat be Man to me; 
for indeed three ſuch Antiques doe not amount to a man; 
for Barde(ph, hee is white-liger'd, and red.tfac'd ; by the 
meanes whereof,a faces it out,bur fightsnot : for P-fofl, 


| hee hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword ; by the 


meanes whereof, a breakes Words , and keepes whole 
Weapons : for Nim, hce hath heard, that men of few 
Words are the beſt men,and theretorc hee Icornes to ſay 
his Prayers, left a ſhould be rhovght a Coward : bur his 
few bad \V ords are matcht with as few goed Deeds; for 
a never broke any mans Head but his owne, and that was 
againlt a Poſt, when he was Crunke, They will ſtealeany 
thing, and call it Purchaſe, Þardolph tolc a Lure-caſe, 
bore nt twelve Leagues, 2nd ſol] it forthree halfepence. 
Nim and Bardoiph are {worne Brothers in filching : and 
in Callice they itole a fire-ſhouell. I knew by that peece 
of Seruice, the men would carry Coales, They would 
haue me as familiar with mens Pockets, as their Gloues 
or their Hand-kerchers : which makes mnch againſt my 
Manhood, if I ſhould take trom anothers Pocket, to put 
into mine ; for it is plaine pocketting vp of Wrongs, 
| muſt leauethem, and lecke lame berter Service : their 
Villany gocs agaialt my weake (tomacke, and theretore 
I muſt calt it vp. Eat. 
Frnter Gower. 

Gower, Captaine Firelen, you mult come preſently to 
the Mynes ; the Duke of Gloucetier would iſpeake with 

out. 

Fls. Tothe Mynes ? Tell you the Duke, it is not fo 
good to cometothe Mynes : for looke you, the Mynes 
is not according to the dilciplines ot the \Varre;the con- 
cauities of it is not ſufficicut : for looke you, th'athuer- 
ſarie,you may ditculle vnto the Duke, looke you, is digr 
himſglfe foure yard ynder the Countermines: by Cheſbs, 
[| thinke a will plowe vp all, ifthere is not better direRi- 
Ons. : R 
Gower, The Duke of Glouceſter, ro whom the Order 
of the Siege is giuen, is alcogether direed by an Iriſh 
man, a very valiant Gentlernan yfaith. 

Welch. It is Captaine 21akwerrice, is it not ? 

Gower. I thinke it be, 

welch, By Cheſbu he is an Aﬀe, as in the World, I will 
verific as much in his Beard : he ha's no wore directions 
in the true diſciplines of the Warres, looke you, of the 
Roman diſciplines,then is a Puppy-dog. 

Enter Makmorrice, and Captame lamy. 
Gower. Here a comes,and the Scots Captaine,Captaine 
Jamy mth hm. 
Well, Captaine amy is a maruellous falorous Gen- 
tleman,that is certain,and of great expedition and knows 


II om 


The Life of Henry the Fit. 


|. 


— 


— 


— — 


— ————_ 


ledge in th'aunchiant Warres,vpon my particular knovs- 


purpole ſhould not fayle with me z but chither would I | ledge of his directions : by Cheſss he will maintaine his 


Argument as well as any Militarie man inthe World, in 
the diſciplines of the Priftine Warres of the Romans. 

Scot. I lay gudday,Captaine Flneken, 

Welch, Godden te your Worſhip, good Capraine 
[ames., 

Gower. How now Captaine Hackmorrice, have you 
quit the Mynes 2 hauethe Pioners given o're 2 

Iriſb. By Chriiſh Law tifſh ill done : the Worke iſh 
giue ouer, the Trompet ſound the Retreat, By my Hand 
| {weare, and my fathers Soule, the Worke 1ſh il] done: 
it iſh giue ouer ; 1 would have blowed vp the Towne, 
{o Chriſh ſave me law,in an houre, Ocifh ill done,riſh il! 
done: by my Hand tiſh ill done, 

welch, Captaine Mackmerrice, I beſcech you now, 
will you voutfafe me, looke you, a few diſputations with 
you, as partly rouching or concerning the diſciplines of 
the Warre,zthe Roman W arres, in the way of Argument, 
looke you,and friendly communication: partly to (atisfic 
my Opinion,and partly for the ſatisfattion, looke you, of 
my Mind ; as touching the direction of the Militarie diſ- 
cipline, that is the Point, 

Scot. Ir fall be yary gud,gud feith,gud Captens bath, 
and I fall quit you with gud leue,as | may pick occafion ; 
that (all I mary. 

Iriſh. It is no timeo diſcourſe, ſo Chriſh ſave me : 
the day is hor, and the Weather,ond the VVarres, and the 
King,and the Dukes: it is no time to diſcourſe, the Town 
is beſeech'd : and the Trumpet call vs tothe brecch, and 
we talke, and be Chriſh do nothing, tis ſhame for vs :1I ; 
ſo God f{a'me tis ſhame to and Atill, it is ſhame by my 
hand : and there 1s T hroats to be cut, and Workes tobe 
dore,and there iſh neching done,ſo Chriſt 1a'me law. 

Scor. By the Mes, ere theife eyes of mine take themy- 
ſelues ro flomber, ayle de gud ſervice, or }e !igge i'th' 
grund forit; ay,or goetodeath: and Jle pay't as valo« 
rouſly as i may, chat ſal I ſuerly do, that is the breff and 
the long: mary, I wad full taine heard ſome queſtion 
tween you tway, 

Welch. Capiaine Mackmorrice, I thinke, looke you, 
vader your correction, there is not maby of your Na- 
tion, 

Iriſh, Of my Nation ? What iſh my Nation? Iſha 
Villzine, and a Baſterd, and a Knaue, and a Raſcall, What 
iſh my Nation? Who talkes of my Nation ? 

Welch, Looke you, if you take the matter otherwiſc 
then is nicant, Captaine _Mackmorrice , peraduenture 1 
ſhall thinke you doe noc vſe me with that affabilitie,as in 
diſcretion you ought to vie me, looke you, being as good 
a mon as your {«lfe, both in the diſciplines of Warre, and 
in the deriuation of my Pirth , and in other particula- 
rities, 

Iriſh. T doe not know you ſo good a man as my ſelfe: 
ſo Chriſh ſaue me, T will cut off your Head. 

Gower. Gentlemen both, you will miſtake each other, 

Scot. A,that's 2 foule fault. A Parley. 

Gower, The Towne ſounds a Parley. 

Welch. Captaine CMeckmorrice, when there is more 
better oportunitie to be required, looke you, I will be 
ſo bold as co tell you, 1 know the diſciplines ot Warre: 
and there is an end, Exit. 


Enter the King and all bis Trame before the Gates, 
King. How yet reſolues the Gouernour of the Towne? 
This 1s the lateſt Patle we will admit: 
There. 
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Therefore to our beſt 
Orlike to men prowd of deſtr:&ion, 
Defhie vs to our wort : for as I am a Soul(ier, 

A Name that in my thoughts becomes me beſt ; 
If Tbegin the batr'rie once againe, 
i will not leaue the halfe-atchicued Haiflew, 
Till in her aſhes ſhe lye buryed. 
The Gates of Mercy ſhall be all ſhur vp, 

And the fleſh'd Souldier, rough and hard of heart, 
In hbertic of bloody nand, ſhall raunge 

With Conſcience wide 2s Hell, owing like Grafſe 
Your freſh faire Virgins, and your lowning lafants, 
What is it then to meztf impious Warre, 

Arrayed in flames like to the Prince of Fiends, 
Doe with his (\myrcht complexion all fcll fears, 
Enlynckt.to waſt and defolation? 
Whar is't ro me, when you your (clues are cauſe, 
If your pure Maydens fall into the hand 
Of hor and forcing Violation ? 

What Reyne can hold licentious Wickedneſle, 
When downe the Hill he holds his fierce Carriere? 
We may as bootlefſe ſpend our vaine Command 
Vpon th'enraged Souldiers in their ſpoyle, 

As ſend Precepts to rhe Leniathan, to come aſhore. 
Therefore, you mien of Harflew, 
Take pitty of your Towne and of your People, 
Whiles yer my Souldiers are in my Command, 
Whiles yet the coole and temperate Wind of Grace 
O're-blowes the filthy and contagious Clouds 

Of headly Murther,Spoyle,and Villany, 

If not : why in a moment looke to ſee 
The blind and bloody Souldier,with toule hand 
Deſire the Locks of your ſhrill-ſhriking Daughters: 
Your Fathers taken by the filner Beards, 

And their moſt reuerend Heads daſhrt to the Walls: 

[Y ournaked Infants {pitted ypon Pykes, 

Whiles the mad Mothers, with their howles confus'd, 
Doe breake the Clouds;as d1d the Wiues of Iewry, 
At Herods bloody-hunting flaughter-men. 

What ſay you? Will you yee!d,and this auoyd? 

Or guiltie in defence, be thus deftroy'd, 


— 


Enter Gomernour, 


Goner, Our expectation hath this day an end : 
The Dolphin, whom of Succours we entreated, 
Rerurnes vs,that his Powers are yer not ready, 

To rayſe ſo great a Siege: Therefore great King, 
We yeeld our Towne and Lives to thy ſoft Mercy: 
Enter our Gates, diſpoſe of vs and ours, 

For we no-longer are defenſible, 

King. Open your Gates: Come Vnckle Exeter, 
Goe you and enter Harflew; there remaine, 

And fortific it ſtrongly 'gainſt the French : 

Ve mercy to themall for vs,deare Vnckle, 

The Winter comming on,and Sickneſfle growing 
Vpon our Souldiers,we will retyre to Calis. 

To night in Harflew will we be your Guett, 

| To morrow for the March are we addreft, 
Flowriſh, and enter the Towne. 


Enter Katherine and an old Gentlewomar. 
Kathe. Alice, tw as eſte ew Angleterre, & tu bien parlas 


Alice. En peu Madame. 

Kath. Ieteprie wen/iqniez.,il faut que ie apprend a par- 
len : Comient appelle vous le main en Anglou? 

Alice, Le main il & appelle de Hand, 


mercy giue your ſelues, 


| 
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| ſus le ban eſcholier. 


Kath. De H and, 

A':4. Eledoyts. 

k at. Le deyts,ma foy Ie onblieye doyt mays ce we (onemeray | 
le dayts te penſe qu'uls ont appelle de fingres,on de fingres, © | 

Alice. Le main de Hand /e doyrs te Fingres ge penſe que ie 


Kath. Pay gaynie diux mots d Angleis viſtement,coment 
appelie vous le ongles? 

Al:ce, Le ongles,les appellons de Nayles, 

Kath, De Nayles eſcome : dites moy, fs ze parle bien : de | 
Hand, de Fngres, e de Nayles. 

Alice, C eft bien dit Madame,il & fort bon Anglors, 

Kath. Dites moy F Anglots pour lebras, 

Al:ce, De Arme, Madame. 

Kath. E deconadce, 

Alice. D' Elbow, 

Kath. D Elbow : Ie men fay le repiticio de touts les mats 
qe vous maves apprins des a preſent. 

Alice, I & trop difficile Madame comme Ie penſe, 

Kath. Excuſe moy «Alice eſcoute, d'Hand, de Finrre, de 
Nayles, & Arm de Bilbow. | 

Alice. D'Elbow, Madame, 

Kath. O Seigneur Dien ie men oublie d'Elbow coment ap. 
pelle vous le col. 

Alice. De Nick , Madame. 

Kath. De Nick , ele manton, 

Alice, De Chin. 

Kath. De Sin: le col de Nick, le menton de Sin. 

Altct. Onuy. Sanf voſtre honneur en verite vous pronenn- 
cies les m:01s ai droitt, que le Natifs d' Angleterre, 

Kath, lene doute point d'apprendre par de grace de Dien, 
CF en peu de temps, 

Alice, N"awe vos y deſia oublie ce que ie von a enſignie, 

Kath. Nome ie recitera a vous promptement, 4 Hand, de 
Fingre, de Maylees. 

Alice. De Nayles, Madame. 

Kath. De Nayles,de Arme, de [ihow, 

Alice, Sans waſtre honews a Elbow. 

Kath, Ainſi de ie d Elbow de Nick ,C+ de Sin: coment ap- 
pelle 945 les pied & de roba, 

Alice. Le Foot Madame,+ le Count. 

Kath, Le Foot, & le Count : O Seignieur Dien, il ſont le 
mats de ſon manvars corruptible groſſe & meyudque, + non 
pour le Dames de Honeur d'oſer : le ne voudray pronenncer ce 
mots dewant le Seignenrs de France, pour toute le monde, fo le 
Foet && le Count neant moys,Je recitera vn autrefoys ma lecon 
enſembe, d' Hand, de Fingre, de Nayles, d Arme, a"Elbow, as 
Nick , de Sm, de Foot, ls Count. 

Alice. Excellent, Madame. | 

Kath, C eſt aſſes pony vne foyes Alons nous 4 diner. 

Ext. 


Enter the King of France, the Dolpbin, the 
( onſt able of France, ard others. 
King. 'Tis certaine he hath paſt the River Some, 
| Conſt. And if he be vor foughe withall,my Lord, 
Let vs not liue in France: let vs quit all, 
And giue our Vineyards to a barbarous People, 
Delph. O Dies vinant : Shall a tew Spraycs of vs, 
The emptying of our Fathers Luxurie, 
Our Syens,purt in wilde and ſauage Stock, 
Spirt vp {ſo {ſuddenly into the Clouds, 
And ouer-looke their Grafters? 
Brit.Normans,but baſtard Normans, Norman baſtards: 
Mort du mavie, if they march along - 
Vofought withall, buc I will ſell my Dukedome, 
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go , 
| To buy a ſlobbry and a durtic Farme 
| In thar nooke-ſhotten ile of Albion, 
| Conſt. Dien de Battailes whore have they this mettell? 
[5 not their Clymate foggyg2w,znd dull? 
On whom,2s m deſpight,he Sunne lookes pale, 
Killing their Fruit with trownes. Can {odden W arer, 
A Drench for ſur-reyn'd ladcs,thcir Batly broth, 
Decott their cold blood to ſuch valiant keat? 
And ſhall our quick blood,fpitited with Wine, 
Secme froſtic 2 O,for honor of our Land, 
Let vs not hang like roping Iiyckles 
Vpon our Houſes Thatch,whiles a more froftie People 
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich fields : 
Poore we call them,in their Natiuc Lords, 

Do pbiz. By Faithrand Honor, 
Our Madames mock «t vs,and plainely ſay, 
Oar Mettell is bred out, and they w:1l giue 
Their bodyes to the Luſt of Engliſh Youth, 
Tonew-ſ(tore France with Baſtard Warriors, 

Brit. They bid vs to the Engl:ſh Dancing-Schooles, 
And teach Lawzlts's high,and twift Carranto's, 
Saying, our Grace is onely in our Heels, 

And that we are molt lottic Run-awayes. 

King. Where is f{ontiop the Herald?/peed him hence, 
Ler him grect England with our ſharpe defiance. 

Vp Princes, and with {pirit of Honor edged, 
More ſharper then your Swordsghigh to the field; 
Charles Delabreth H1o Contiable of France, 
You Dukes of Orlcance, Purborgaind of Berry, 
eAlanſon,' Brabant, Bar,and Burgomc, 
laques Chattillion, Rambures, Vandemant, 
Beumomt, Grand Free, Ronſſi,and Faulcorbriage, 
Loys, Leftrals, Boucrquall,znd Charaloyes, 
High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords,and Kings; 
For your great Seats,now quit you of great ſhames : 
Barre Harry England, that lweepes through our Land 
With Penons painted inthe blood of Haifiew ; 
Ruſh oa his Hoalt,as doth the melted Snow 
Vpon the Valleys, whoſe low Vaſſall Seat, 
The Alpes dot!1 ſpit,and youd his rhewme ypon. 
Goec downe vpon him you haue Power cnough, 
And 1n a Captive Caariot, into Roan 
Bring him ouc Prijoner. 

Cons?. This becomes the Great, 
Sorry am I Ius numbers are fo few, 
His Souldiers tick, and tamiſhiintheir March: 
For | am fure,when he ſhall fee our Army, 
Hee'le Crop his heart into the (inck of feare, 
And tor atchicuement, ofter vs his Ranſome, 

King. Therefore Lord Conttable,haſt on Afontion, 
And lec him lay to England,thar we lend, 

To know what willing Ranſome he will giue, 
Prince Delphin,you ſhall ttay with vs in Roan, 

Dolph, Nor fog] doe beſcech your Maicſtie, 

Kmng. Be patient,for you ſhall remaine with vs, 
Now torth Lord Conſtable,and Princes all, 

And quickly bring vs word of Englands fall. Exenrt. 


Enter Captatues, Englih and Welch, Gower 
ard Flutllen, 

Gower, How now Captaine Flueilen, come you from 
the Bridge ? 

['z, | aſſure you,there is very excellent Seruices com- 
' Qi3ited ar the Pridee. 

(ower, Is the Duke of Exeter ſafe? 

* Flu, lie Duke ot Excter 1s 8s Magnanimous as Aga- 
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memros, and a man that I loue and honour with my 1942, | 
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and my heart, and my dutie, and my liue, and my living, 
and my vttermoſt power, He is not,God be prayſed and 
bleſſed, any hurt in the World, but keepes the Bridge 
molt yaliantly,with excellent diſcipline, There is art aun- 
chient Lieutenanc there at the Pridge,l thinke in my very 
conſcience hee is as valiant a man as Marke Anthony, and 
hee is a man of no eftimation in the World, but 1 did fee 
him doe as gallant ſervice, 

Gower, \\ hat doe you call him? 

Flu, Hee is call'd aunchient Poll, 

Gower, 1 know him not, 

Emer Piftoll, 

Flu, Here is the man. 

Pt, Captaine,] thee beſeech to doe me fauours; the 
Duke of Exeter doth loue thee well, 

Flu, |, ] prayſe God, and I haue metited ſome loue at 
his hands, 

Piit. Bardolph, a Souldier firme and ſound of heart, 
and of buxume valour , hath by cruell Fate, and giddie 
Fortunes furious fickle Wheelegthat Goddefle blind, that 
ftands vypon the rolling reſilefle Stone, 

Flu, By your patience, aunchient 7ifteft ; Fortune is 
painted blinde, with a Muffler afore bis eyes, to fignifie 
to you, that Fortune is blinde; and ſhee 1s painted alſo 
with a Wheele, to ſignifie to you, which is the Morall of 
it, that ſhee is turning and inconſtant, and mutabilitie, 
and variation : and her foot, looke you, is fixed ypon a 
Sphericall Stone, which rowles,and rowles,and rowles ; 
in good truth, the Poer makes a moſt excellent deſcripti- 
on of it ; Fortune is an excellent Morall, 

Pit. Fortune is Bardelphs foe, and frownes on him: 
for he hath ſtolne a Pax,and hanged muſt a be; adamned 
death; let Gallowes gape for Dogge, let Man goe free, 
and ler not Hempe his Wind-pipe tuffocate ; but Exeter 
hath giuea the doome of death, for Pax of little price, 
Theretore goe {peake, the Duke will heare thy voyce; 
and let not Bard{phs vitall thred bee cut with edge of 
Perny-Cord, and vile reprozch. Speake Capraine for 
his Life,and I will thee requite, 

Fls. Aunchient Ps{oll, 1 doe partly vnderſtand your 
mcaning, 

Pift. Why then reioyce therefore, 

Flu, Certainly Aunchient, it is not a thing to rejoyce 
at: forif,looke you, he were my Zrother, I would defire 
the Duke to vic his good pleaſure, and put himto execu. 
tion; for diſcipline ought to be vſed, 

Pit. Dye,and be dam'd,and Fige for thy friendſhip. 

Fs. It is well, 

Pi/t. The Figge of Spaine, 

Tl, Very good, 

Gower. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit Raſcall, I 
remember himnow: a Bawd,a Cut-pvurſe, 

Flu, Jle aſſure you, a vit'red as praue words at the 
Pridge,as yor ſhall ſee in a Summers day : bur ir is very 
well: what he ha's ſpoke to me,that 1s well I warrant you, 
when time is ſerue. | 

Gower. Why 'tis a Gull,a Foole,a Rogue,that now and 
then goes to the Warres, to grace himſelf at his returne 
into London, ynder the forme of a Souldier : and ſuch 
tellowes are perhit in the Great Commanders Names,and 
they will Jearne you by rote where Seruices were done; 
at ſuch and ſuch a Sconce,at ſuch a Breach,at ſuch a Con. 
uoy : who came off bravely, who was ſhot, who dif. 
grac'd,what termes the Enemy ſtood on; and this they 
conne perfitly in the ptuaſe of Warre ; whichthey tricke 
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Exit, 
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vp With new-tuned Oathes: and what a Beard of the Ge- 
neralls Cur, and a horr1de Sute of the Campe,will doe a- 
mong foming Bottles, and Ale-waſht Wits, is wonder- 
full ro be thought on: but you muſt learne to know ſuch 
flanders of the age, or clie you way be maruellouſly mi- 


Hooke, 

Flex. 1 tell you what,Captaine Gewey : I doe perceive 
hee is not the man that hee would gladly make ſhew-to 
the World hee is : if { hade a hole in his Coar, I will tell 


muſt ſpeake with him trom the Pridge, 


Drum and Colonrs. Enter the King and his 
nore Soulaiers. 

Fls. God pleſle your Maiclltc, 

King. How now Flue!{en,cataft thou from the Bridge? 
Flu, 1,to pleale your Majeſtic : The Duke of Excter 
ha's very gallantly maintain'd the Pridge ; the French is 
gone off, looke you, and there is gallant and moſt praue 
paſſages : marry, th'athuerſarie was have poſſeſſion of 
the Pridge, bur he is enforced to retyrejand the Duke of 


the Duke 15 a praue man, 

King. What men haue you loſt, Fluellen ? 

Fls. The perdition of th'athuertarie hath beene very 

great, reaſonnable great : marry for my part] thinke che 
Duke hath laſt never 2 man, but one thar is like to be exc» 
cured for robbing a Church, one Baras{ph,if your Maic= 
tie know the man : his face is all bubukles and whelkes, 
and knobs, and flames a fire, and his lippes blowes at his 
noſe, and it is like a coale of fire, ſometimes plew, and 
ſomerimes red , bur his nole is executed, and his fire's 
Our. 
King. Wee would haue al! ſuch offendors ſo cut off: 
| and we give expreſle charge,that in our Marches through 
the Countrey, there be nothing compell'd from the Vil- 
lages; nothing taken, but pay'd for : none of the French 
| vpbrayded or abuſed in diſdainefuli Language; for when 
Leuitie and Cruelcie play for a Kingdome, the gentler 
Gameſter is the ſooneſt winner, 


Tucket. Enter Mountiny. 
AMonntioy. Y ou know me by my habit, 


thee ? 
Adfountioy. My Maſters mind. 
King. Vntold it. 

1 Aonntioy. Thus faxes my King : Say thou to Harry 
of England, Though we ſcem'd dead, we did bur fleepe: 
Aduantage is a better Souldier then r2ſhnefle. Tell him, 
wee could haue rebuk*d him at Harflewe, but that wee 
thought not good to bruile an iniurie, till it were full 
{ripe. Now wee ſpeake vpon our Q, and our yoyce is im- 
periall : England ſhall repent his folly, ſee his weake. 
neſſe, and admire our ſufferance. Bid him therefore con- 
Gider of his ranſome, which muſt proportion the loſſes we 
have borne, the ſubiefs we haue loſt, the diſgrace we 
have digeſted; which ia weight to re-anſwer, his petti- 
nefſe would bow ynder. For our loſſes, his Exchequer is 
too poore; for theffulion of our bloud, the Muſter of his 
Kingdome too faint a number; and for our Ciſgrace, his 
owne perſonkneeling at our feet, bur a weake and worth- 
lefle ſatisfaRtion, To this adde defiance: aad tell him for 
concluſion, he hath berraycd his followers, whoſe con- 
demnation'is pronounc't ; So farre my King and Maſter; 
ſo much my Office, 
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him my minde : hearke you,the King 15 comming, and I | 


Kizg. We!lthen, Il know thee : what ſhall I know of 
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| Though France himſelfe, and ſuch another Neighbor 
Exeter is Maſter of the Pridge : I can eli your Maieltic, 


| Beaſts, 


oy 
King. What is thy name? I know thy qualitic, 
Alonet. CMonntioy. 
King. Thou doo'tt thy Office fairely,Turne thee back, 
And tell thy King, I doe not ſeeke him now, 


Bur could be willing to march on to Callice, | 
Without impeachment : for to ſay the footh, 


Though tis no wi{dome to confefle ſo much | 
Vnto an enemie of Craft and Vantage, 

My people are with ſickneſſe much enfeebled, 

My numbers lefſen'd:; and thoſe few I haue, 

Almoſt no better then ſo many French; | 
Who when they were in health, I tell thee Herald, 

[ thought, ypon one payre of Engliſh L egges 

Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgive me Gos, 
That I doe bragge thus ; this your ayre of France 


Hath blowne that vice in me, I mult repent ; | 


Goe therefore tell thy Maſter, heexe Iam; | 
My Ranſom, is this trayle and worthlefle Trunke; 
My Army, but a weake and ſickly Guard : 
Yet God beftore,tell him we will come on, 
Stand in our way. There's for thy labour CMountioy, |} 
Goe bid thy Mafter well aduiſe himlelte, 
It we may paſſe, we will : if we be hindred, 
We ſhall your tawnie ground with your red blood 
Difcolour : and ſo CAlountian, fare you well, 
The f::1mme of all our Anſwer is bur this ; 
We would not ſeeke a Battaile a5 we a1e, 
Nor as we are, we ſay we will not ſhun it; 
So tell your Maſter, 
CMownt, I (hall deliver ſo ; Thankes to your High- 
neſle, 
Glouc, | hope they will not come vpon vs now, 
King. We areanGods hand, B:ocher, not in theirs: 
Marctro the Pridge,'t now drawes toward night, 
Beyond the River weele cncampe our (clues, 
And on to morrow bid them march away, Exeunt, 
Enter the Conſtable of France the Lord Rambars, 
Orleance, Dolphin, with aihers, 


Conft, Tur, I haue the beſt Armour of the World: 
would yg were day, 

Orlea-ce. You have an excellent Armour: but let my 
Horſe have his due. 

Conſt. Itis the beft Horſe of Europe, 

Orleance, Will itneuer be Morning ? 


Dolph. My Lord of Ocleance,and my Lord High Cone | 


= 


Rable,you talke of Horſe and Armour? 

Orlcance, You are as well prouided of both, as any 
Prince in the World, A 

Dolph. What along Night is this? T will not change 
my Horſe with any that zreades burt.on foure poſtures ; 
ch' ha : he bounds fromthe Earth,as if his entrayles were 
hayres: Je Cheual volatte, the Pegaſus, cher les naftnes dr 
fen, When I beſtryde him, I ſoare,4 am a Hawke: he trors 
tac ayre: the Earch fings, whea herouches ic : the balcit 


horne of his hooſe, is more Muficall then the Pipe of} 


Hermes. | 

Orleance. Hee's of the colour of the Nurmeg, 

Dolph. And of the heat of the Ginger, Ic is 2 Beaſt 
for Perſen : hee is pure Ayre and Fire; and the dull Ele- 
ments of Earth and Water neuer appeare in him,but on- 
ly in patient ſtillnefſe while his Rider moonts bun : hee 
is indeede a Horſe, and all other lades you may call 
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nt Horſe, 
Do'pb.. It js the Prince of Paltrayes, his Neigh is like 
| the bidding of a Monarch, and hits countenance enforces 
Homage. '\ 

| Orleance. 
Dolph. Nay, wc 
the rihino of ule Larike to the 
varic deterved prayte on my Paitiay 
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and began thus, Wonder of Natnre, 

Qrleance. 1 hauc bcard a Sonnet begin ſoto ones Mi- 
fireſle, 
| Dolph. Then did they imirate that which 1 compos'd 
,to 111y Courſer,for my Horſe is my Miſtreſle, 

Orleance. Y our Miſtceſle beares well. 

Dolph. Me well which is the preſcript prayſe and per- 
fection of a good and particular Miſtreſle, 

Conſt. Nay, tor me thought yeſterday your Miſteſſe 
ſhrewdly thooke your back. 

Dolph. So perhaps did yours, 

Conſt, Mine was not bridled, 

Dolph. O then belike ſhe was old and gentle, and you 
rode like a Kerne of Jreland,your French Hole off, and in 
your ſtraic Stroſlers. 

{*n/t. You hauc good judgement in Horſeman- 
ſhip. 

Dolph. Be warn'd by me then: they that ride ſo, and 
ride not warily, fall into foule Boggs: I had rather have 
my Horſe to my Miſtreſle, 

Conſt. | had as live have my Miſtreſſe a Iade, 

Dolph, Irell thee Conſtable, my Miſtcefſe weares his 
owne hayre. 

Conſt. 1 could make as true a boaſt as that, if I had a 
$ow to my Miſtreſle. 

Dolph. Le chien eſt retourne a ſon propre vemiſſement eſt 
la lexye laner an bourbier:thou mak'(t vie of any thing, 

Conft. Yet doc I not vic my Hotle tor ny Miltcefle, 
or any ſuch Prouerbe,ſo little kin to the purpole. 

Ramb, My Lord Conſtable, the Armour that I ſaw in 
| your Tent to night, are thoſe Starres or Sunnes ypon it? 
Conft, Starres my Lord, 

Dolph. Some of them will fall to morrow,I hope. 
Conft. And yet my Sky ſhall not want. : 
Dolph. That may be, for you beare a many ſuperflu- 
ouſly ,and 'twere more honor ſome were away. 

Coxft, Eun as your Horſe beares your prayſes, who 
would trot as well, were ſome of your bragges diſmoun. 
ted. 

Dolph, Would T were able to loade him with his de- 
fert, Will it ncuer be day? I will trot to morrow a mile, 
and my way (hall be paued with Engliſh Faces, 


Cort. 1 will aor lay fo, for feare I (hould be fac't out 


; of my way : but ] would it were morning , for I would 
' faine be about the eares of the Engliſh. 


Rams, Whowill goe to Hazard with me for twentie 


; Priſoners ? 


Conſt. You muſt firft goe your ſelfe to hazard,ere you 
haue them. 

Do'pb "Tis Mid-night, He goe arme my ſelfe. Exit, 

Orleac:.The Dotphin longs for morning. 
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Conſt. Indeed my Lord, it is a moſt abſolute and ex- | 
lo 


: 1115s a Theame as. | 
1 ENT 25 the Sea: ] urpc the Sands i ito Cc:oquent rongues, | 


2r avoueralgnes So- | 
neraigne to £00 ON: And tortbe World, familiarto vs, | 
and yaknowne, to ly apart their particular FunCtions, | 
and wonder at him, T'once writ a Sonnet in his prayſe, | 


— —_ 


I ty 


Ramb. He longs toeare the Engliſh, 
| Corft, Ithinkehe will eate all he kills, 
| Orleance, Bythe white Hand of my Lady\hee's a gal- 
| lant Prince, 
WP. Conſt, Sweare by her Foot,that ſhe may tread our the 
| Oath, 
- Orlearce. He is imply the moſt aRiue Gentleman of 
TAInce. 
Conſt, Doing is activitie, and he will ill be doing, 
Orleaxnce. He never did harme, that I heard of. 
Con/t. Nor will doe none to morrow: hee will keepe 
that goodname fill. 
Orl:axce. 1 know himto be valiant, 
Conf, I was told that, by one that knowes him better 
then you, | 

Orleance. What's hee ? 

Conft. Marry hee told me fo himſelfe,and hee ſayd hee 
; car'dnot who knew it. | 
| E Orleance. Hee needes nor, it is no hidden vertue in 

im, 

Con#t. By my faith Sir,but it is : never any body ſaw 
| it, but his Lacquey: 'tis a hooded yalour, and whea it 
| appeares, it will bate, | 

Orleance. 111 will nener ſayd well. 
Conſt, I will cap that Prouerbe with, There js flatterie 
in friendſhip, 
. R_—_ AndI will take vp that with,Giue the Deuill 
iz due, 
Conſt, Well plac't : there Rands your friend for the 


Deuill : haue at the yery eye of that Prouerbe with , A 
Pox of the Deuill. 

Orleance. You are the better at Proverbs, by how much 
a Fooles Bolt is ſoone ſhot, 

Conit, You haue ſhot ouer, 

Orleaxce. 'Tis not the firit time you were ouer-ſhot, 


- 


| Enter 4a Meſſenger, 


Meſſ. My Lord high Conftable,the Engliſh Iye within 
fifceens hundred paces of your Tents, 

Conſt, Who hath meaſur'd the ground ? 

Mc. The Lord Graxapree, 

Cor ſt. A valiant and moſt expert Gentleman, Would 
it were day? Alas poore Harry of England ; hee longs 
not for the Dawning,as wee doe, 

Orleance. What a wretched and peeuiſh fellow is this 
King of England, to mope with his fat-brain'd followers 
{o tarre out of his knowledge. 

Conſt, 1f the Engliſh had any apprehenſion , they 
would runne away, 

Orleance. That they lack ; for if their heads had any in- 
telleEtuall Armour, they could neuer weare tuch heauie 
Head-pieces, 

Ramb. That Tland of England breedes very valiant 
Creatures ; their Maſtiffes are of ynmatchable cou- 
rage. 

41008 Fooliſh Curres, that runne winking into 
the mouth of a Ruſſian Beare, and haue their heads cruſht 
like rotten Apples: you may as well ſay, that's a valiant 
Flea, that dare cate his breakefaſt an the Lippe of a 
Lyon, 

Ceaf. Iuft, iuft : and the men doe ſympathize with 
the Maſtiffes, in robuſtious and rough comming on, 
leauing their Wits with their Wiues : and then giue 
them great Meales of Beefe, and Iron and Steele; they 


| will eate like Wolues,and fight like Devils, 


Orleance, 1, 
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Beefe, : 

Cont. Then ſhall we finde to morrow,they haue only 
ftomackes to eare, and none to fight. Now is it time to 
arme 2: come, (hall we abour it ? 

Orleance. It is now twoa Clock: but let me ſee, by ten 
Wee ſhall haueeach 3 hundred Engliſh inen, Exexnrt. 
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Chorns. 
Now entertaine conjecture of » time, 
When creeping Murmure and the porihg Darke 


I Fills che wide Vetlcll of the Vniuctfſc, 


From Camp to Camp,through the forle Womb of Night 
The Humme of eyther Army ſilly ſounds ; 

That the fixt Centinels almoſt receive 

The ſecret Whiſpers of each others Watch, 

Fire aniwers fire, ard through their paly flames 

Each Batcaile {ces the others vmhee''d tace. 

Steed threatens Steed, in high and boaftfull Neighs 
Piercing the Nights Cull Eare : and from the Tents, 
The Armourers accompliſhing the Knights, 

Wuh buſie Hammers cloſing Rivers vp, 

Giue dreadtull note of preparation, 

The Countrey Cocks doe crow,the Clocks doe towle: 
And the third howre of drowſie Morning nam'd, 
Prowd of their Numbers,and ſecure in Soule, 

The confident and ouer-luftie French, 

Doe the low-rated Engliſh play at Dice; 

And chide the creeple-tardy-gared Night, 

[Who like a foule and ougly Witch doth limpe 

$0 tediouſly away. The poore condemnedeEngliſh, 
Like Sacrifices,by their watchfull Fires 

Sit patiently, and inly ruminae 

The Mornings danger : and their geſture ſad, 


Preſented them ynto the gazing Moone 

So many horride Ghoſts, O'now, who will behold 
The Royall Captaine of this ruin'd Band 

Walking from Watch to Watch,from Tent co Tent; 
Let him cry,Prayſe and Glory on his head ; 

For forth hergoes,and viſits all his Hoaſt, 

Bids them good morrow with a modeſt Smyle, 
And calls them Brothers, Frieads, and Councreymen, 
Vpon his Royall Face there is no note, 

How dread an Army hath enrounded him ; 

Nor doth he dedicate one ior of Colour 

Vntothe wearie and all-watched Night : 

But freſhly lookes,and ouer-beares Attaint, 

With chearefull ſemblancegand ſweer Maiettic : 
That every Wreech,pining and pale before, 
Beholding him,plucks comfort from his Lookes, 
A Largeſſevninerſall,like rhe Surme, 

His liberall Eye doth giue to euery one, 

Thawing cold feare,that meane and gentle all 
Behold, as may vnwdrthinefſedefine. 

Alitle touch of Harry in the Night, 

And fo our Scene muſt rothe Barraile flye : 
Where,O for pitty,we ſhall much difgrace, 

W1th fonre or fine moſt vile and ragyed foyles, 
(Right ill diſpos'd, in brawle ridiculous) 
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Orleaxce, T, but theſe Engliſh are ſhrowd!y out of | The Name of Agincourt : Yet fitand ſee, © 
| Minding true things, by what their Mock'ries bee, 


Exit, 
Enter the King, Bedford, and Glowee/ter, 


King. Glefter tis true that weare in great danger, 
The greater therefore ſhould our Courage b+, 
God morrow Brother Bedford: God Almighwue, 
There is ſome{oule of goodneflein things euil!, | 
Would men obſeruingly diftill it out, 
For our bad Neighbour makes vs early ftirrers, | 
Whuchis both healthfull, and good husbandry, 
Beſides, they are our outward Confciences, 
And Preachers to vs all ; admonithing, 
That we ſhould drefle vs fairely for our end. 
Thus may we gather Honey from the Weed, + | 
And make a Morall of the Dinell himfelfe, 

Enter Erpingham. 
Good morrow old Sir 7 homas Erpinnhans : 
A 200d ſoft Pillow for that 900d white Head, 
Were berterthen a churliſh turfe of France, 
Erpmyo. Not ſomy Liege,this Lad ging likes me better, 

Since | may ſay, nowlye | like a King, 

King,” T1s good for men to lone their preſent Paincs, 
Vpon examyle,fo the Spirit iscofed : 
An4 when the Mind ts,0ui'chned,ourt of donbe 
The Org3ns,though deftun& and dead before, 
Breake vp their drowfic Graue, 2nd newly move 
With caſted ſloveh,and freſh legeritie. 
Lend me thy Cliozke Sir Thomas : Brothers both, 
Commend me to tne Princes in our Campe3 
Doe my good morrow to them,and anoa 
Defhire them all to my Pauillion: 

Gloſter, We ſhall, my Liege, 

Erpig. Shall] attend your Grace? 

Kirg, No, my good Kniphr: 
Goe with my Brothers to my Lords of England: 
I and my Boſome muſt debate a while, 


\ And then | wouldno other company. 
[nuefting lanke-leane Cheekes, and Warre-worne Coats, * 


Erping, The Lord in Heauen bleſſe thee , Noble 


* Harry. Evennt. 
Kin, God a mercy old Heart, thou ſprak'ft cheare- 
fully. Enter Piſfoll. 


Piſt. (he vow la? 

Kiry, Atrient. | 

P:#. Diſcuſſe vntome, art thou Officer, or art thou 
baſe,common,and popular ? 

King, Tama Gentlemen of a Company, 

P1/&, Tray''t thou the puiffant Pyke? 

King. Even ſo: what are you? 

Piſt. As good a Gentleman as the Emperor. 

King. Then youarea better then the King. 


| 
Piſt. The King's a Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold, a 
| Ladof Life, an Impe of Fame, of Parents good, of Fit 
| moſt valiant « I kifſe his durtie ſhooe, and from heart- 


| firingl louethe lovely Bully, What is thy Name? 


King. Harry le Roy. SK 

Pf. Le Roy a Corniſh Name: art thou of Corniſh Crew? 
King. No, I am a Welchman. 

Piſt. Know ſt thou Flaellen? 

King. Yes ; 

Pjt. Tell him Ile knock his Leeke about his Pate vpon 


| $. Davies day, 


King, Doe not you weare your Daggerin your Cappe 


| that day,leafſt he knock that abour yours, 
ie: Pit. Arc| 
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Pit, Artthou his friend? 
Kmg, And his Kin{man to0, 

Peſt. The Figs tor thee then, 

Kmy, I thanke you: God be with you. 
Pit. My name 1s P4iitol call'd. 

King. Ir forts well with your fierceneſle, 
Manet Amr. 


Exit. 


Enter Fuellen and Gower, 

Gower. Captaine Fluellen. 

Fls, 'So, in the Name of leſu Chriſt, ſpeake fewer : it 
is the greaceſt admiration inthe vonucriali World, when 
the truce and aunchient Prerogatites and Lawes of the 
VW arres is not kept : if you would take the paines but to 

examine the Warres of Pompey the Great, you ſhall inde, 
| ] warrant you;that there i5 no tiddietadle nor prbble ba. 
| ble in Powpeyes Campe : I wartant you , you ſhall finde 

the Cer-monics of the Wares, and the Cares of it, and 
the Formes of it,and the Sobriciic of it, and the Modeltic 
of it,to be otherwiſe, 

Gower. Why the Enewic 15 lowd, you heare him all 
Night, 58 0 

Flu, If the Enemic is an Alc and a Foole, and a pra- 
ting Coxcombe 13 ir meet, tinnke you, that wee ſhould 
alſo, looke you,be ai; Aſie and a Foole,and a prating Cox- 
combe,in your owne conſcicuce now ? 

Gow, I will ſpeake tower. 

Flu, 1 pray you,and beleech you,that you will. Ext. 

King, Though it appeare a littic out of faſhion, 

There 1s much care and vaiour in tis VWelchman, 


Enter three Souldiers, lobn Bates, A'exander Court, 
and rchael Williams. 


Court. Brother John Bates , is not thajg the Morning 
which breakes yonder ? | 

Bates, Ithinke it be : but wee haue no great caule to 
delice the approach of Gay. 

Wiles. Wee fee yonder the beginning of the day, 
but I thinke wee ſhail acuer ice ghe end of ut, \Who goes 
there ? 

King, A Friend, 

Wiilam:. Vondec wat Captaine ſerue you 2 

King. Vndet Sir /obn Erpuigham, 

Williams, A good old Commander, and a molt kinde 
Gentleman : I pray you, what think» he of oureſtare ? 

Kmg. Euen as men wrack:« vpoi 4 Sand, that looke to 
be waſh off thenexr Tye. 

Bate:, He hathnot told his thought tothe King? 

King. No: norit is not meet he ſhould : for though I 

ſpeake it to you, I thinke the King is but a man, as I an : 

the Violet {melts to him, as it doth come ; the Element 
'ſhewes to him, as it doth to me; all his Sences haue bur 
| humane Conditions : his Ceremomes layd by, in his Na- 
| Kednelle he appeares but a man ; and though his affeti. 
| 0n3 are higher mounted then ours, yet when they _ 
; They (toupe with the like wing : therefore, when he ſees 
\ xcalon of feares,as we doc; his teares,our of doubr,be of 
| the ſameTelliſh as ours are : yer in reaſon, noman ſhould 
; poflefle him with any appearance of feare; lealt hee, by 

ſhewing it,ſhould dis-heartewbis Army. 

Pace. He may ſhew what outward courage he will : 
but 1 beleeae, as cold a Night as 'cis; hee could wiſh him- 
ſeife in Thames vp tothe Neck; and ſo 1 would he were, 
and I ov ima all aduentures,ſo we were quit here, 
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King. by my troth,] will ipeake my conſcience of the: | how they thould prepare, 


King : Ithinke hee would not wiſh himſclfe any where, | 
bur where hee is, 

Bates. Then I would he were here alone;ſo ſhould he be 
ſure to be ranſomed,and a many poore wens lives ſaued, 

Kmyg. I dare (ay, you loue him not ſo ill, to wiſh him 
here alone : howloeuer you ſpeake this to feele other 
mens minds, me thinks I could not dye any where ſo con. 
tented,as in the Kings company; his Cauſe being iuft,and 
his Quarrell honorable, 

Wrllams. That's more then we know. 

Bates. I,or more then wee ſhould ſ{eeke after; for wee 
know enough, if wee know wee are the Kings Subiedis ; 
if his Cauſe be wrong, our obedience to the King wipes 
the Cryme of it out of vs, 

Wiliams, Burt if the Cauſe be not good, the King him. 
ſelfe hath % heauie Reckoning to make , when all thoſe 
Legges, and Armes, and Heads, chopt oft in a Bartraile, 
ſhail ioyne together atthe latter day,and cry all, Wee dy- 
ed at ſuch a place, ſome ſwearing, tome crying for a Sur. 
gean; ſome vpontheir Wines, left poore behind them ; 
{ome yponthe Debrs they owe, ſome vpon their Children 
rawly lett; Iamafear'd, there are few dye well,that dye” 
in a Bartaile : for how can they charitably diſpoſe of any 
thing,when Blood is their argument? Now,it thele men 
doe not dye well, jt will be a black matter tor the King, 
that ledthem to it z who to dilſobey,were zgainſt all pro- 
portion of tubiection, 

King. So, if a Sonne that is by his Father ſenc about 
Merchandize,doe fntully miſcarry vpon the Seazthe im- 
putation of his wickedaeſſe, by your rule, ſhould be im- 
poled vpon his Father that ſent him; or if a Seruant, vn» 
der his Maſters command, tranfporting 2 ſumme of Mo- 
ney,be aſſayled by Robbers,and dyc in many irreconcil'd 
Iniquities ; you may call the bufinefle of the Mafter the 
author of the Servants damnation : bur this 15 ct lo; 
The King is not bound to an{wer the particular endings 
of his Souldiers, the Father of his Sonne, nor the Maſter 
of his Seruant ; for they purpole not their death , when 
they purpoſe their ſeruices. Beſides,there is no King, be 
his Cauſe neuer (o {potlefle; it ic come to the arbirre- 
ment of Swords, can irye it out withall vnſpotted Soul- 
diers : ſome ( peraduenture ) haue on them the guilt of 
premeditated and contrived-Murther ; {ome, of begw1- 
ling Virgins with the broken Scales of Periuric ; ſome, 
making the Warres their 3Bulwarkegthat haue before go- 
red the gentle Boloine of Peace with Pillage and Robbe- 
ric. Now, if theſe men nave defeated the Law, and out- 
runne Native puniſhment ; though they can out-ftrip 
men, they haue no wings to flye trom God, Warre is 
his Beadle, Warre is his Vengeance: fo that here men 
are puniſht,, for before breach of the Kings Lawes. in 
now the Kings Quarrell : where they feared the death, 
they haue borne life away ; - and where they would bee 
ſafe, they periſh. Then 1t-chey dye vnprouided,no more 
is the King guiltie of their damnation, then hee was be- 
fore guiltie of thole Impierties, fer the which they are 
now viſited, Every Subiets Dutic is the Kings, but 
eucry Subiets Soule is his owne, Therefore ſhould 
euery Souldier inthe Warres doe as every (icke man in 
his Bed, walh euery Moth out of his Conſcience : and 
dying ſo, Death is ro him-aduantape 3 or not dying, 
the time was bleſſedly loſt, wherein ſuch preparation was 
gayned : and in him that eſcapes, it were not finne to 
thinke, that making God fo free an gfter,he let him ovt- 
live that days ſec his Greatneſſe , and to teach others” 


tt A es, 


-* 


Will Tis 


CI” 


——————_ 


en. 
" 


COU 


#1. 'Tis certaine,euery man that dyes ill,the ill vpon 
his owne head,the King is not to anſwer it. 

Bates. I doe not detire hee ſhould anſwer for me, and 
yt I determine to fight luſtily for him, 

King. I my ſelte heard the King fay he would not be 
ranilom'd, 

Will. I, hee ſaid ſo, to make vs fight chearefully : bur 
when our throats are cut, hee may be ranſom'd, and wee 
ne*'re the wiler. 
| King, It Lliveto fee it, IT will never truſt is word ate 
cr, 

Will. You pay himthen:; that's a perillous ſhot out 
of an Elder Gunne,that a poore and a private difpleature 
can doe againſt a Monaich : you may as well goe about 
toturne the Sunne to yee, with fanning in his tace with a 
Peacocks feather : Youle neuer trult his word after; 
come, 'ti3 2 fooliſh ſaying, 

King. Your reproofe 15 ſomething too round, I ſhould 
be angry with you,if the time were conuenient, 

Will, Let it bee a Qunarrell betweene ys, if you 
live, 

King, T embrace it. 

W:l. How ſhall I know thee againe ? 

King, Giue me any Gage of thine, and I will weare it 
in my Bonnet ; Then if ever chou dar'lt acknowledge it, 
I will make it my Quarrell, 

Wil. Heete's wy Gloue : Giue mce another of 
thine, | 

King. There, 

Vil. This will I alſo weare in my Cap : if ever thou 


come to me, and (ay,aiter ro morrow, This is my Gloue, 


by this” Hand I will rake thee a box on the eare, 
| King. Ifeuerl live toſee it, T will challenge it, 

#'1/;, Thou dar'ſt as well be hang'd, 

King. Well, I will doc it, though I rake thee in the 
Kings companie, 

Will. Keepe thy word : fare thee well, 

Bates. Be friends you Engliſh fooles, be friends, wee 
haue French Quarrels cnow,:t you could tell how to rec- 
kon, Exit Souldiers. 

King. Indeede the French may lay twentie French 
Crownes to one, they will beat vs, tor they beare them 
on their ſhoulders : bur it is no Eagliſh Treaſon to cur 
French Crownes, and co morrow the King himſelfe will 
be a Clipper, 

Vpon the King,let vs our Liues,our Soules, 

Our Debts, our carefull Wiues, 

Our Children, and our Sinnes, lay on the King: 
\Wemuſt beare all, : 

O hard Condition, Twin-borne with Greatneſſe, 
Subiect to the breath of euery foole, whoſe ſence 
No more can feele,but his owne wringing, 
Vhar infinite hearts-eaſe muſt Kings neglect, 
That private men enioy ? 

And what haue Kings,that Priuates have not too, 
Saue Ceremonie, {aue generall Ceremonie ? 


| And what art thou, thou Idoll Ceremonie ? 


What kind of God art thou? that ſuffer'{t more 
Of morcall grietes,then doe thy worſhippers, 
What are thy Rents? what are thy Commings in? 
O Ceremonie, ſhew me bur thy worth, 

What? 15 thy Soule of Odorartion ? 

Art thou ought elle but Place, Degree,and Forme, 
Creating awe and teare in other men ? 

Where thou art lefſe happy, being fear'd, 

Then they in fearing, 
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Whar drink'ft thou oft,in ftead of Homage ſweet, 
Bur poyſon'd flatterie? O,be fick, great Greatneſſe, 
And bid tay Ceremonie giue thee cure, 


| Thinks thou the fierte Feuer will goe out 


Oo 


With Titles blowne trom Adulation ? 

Will it give placeto flexure and low bending 2 

Canit chou,w!12n thou command'ſt the beggers knee, 
Command the heaith of :t? No,thou prowd Dreame, 
That play'Ct fo fubtilly with a Kings Repoſe. 

[ ama King that find thee: and | know, 

Tis not the Balme,the Sceprer,and the Ball, 

The Sword,thz Nate,the Crowne Imperiall, 

The enter-tifſued Robe of Gold and Pearle, 

The farfed Title running fore the King, 

The Throne he fits on: nor the Tyde of Pompe, 

That beates vpon the high ſhore of this World: 
No,not all theſe,thrice-gorgeous Ceremonie ; 

Nat all theſe, lay*d in Ped Maiefticall, 

Can ſleepe fo toundly, as the wretched Slaue: 

Who with a body fill 'd,and vacant mind, 

Gets him to rett, cram'd with diſtreſſefill bread, 
Neuer fees horride Night,the Child of Hell : 

Bur like a Lacquey, from the Riſe to Ser, 

Sweates in the eye of Phebas ; and all Night 

Sleepes in E/1z4nm + next day after dawne, 

Doth rife and helpe Hiperio to his Horſe, 

And followes ſo the ever-runoiog yeere 

With profitable labour to his Graue: 

And but tor Ceremonie, ſuch a Wretch, 

Winding vp Dayes with toyle,and Nights with ſleepe, 
Had the tore-band and vantage of a King. 

The Slaue,a Member of che Countreyes peace, 
Fnioyes it; but in grofle braine liztle wors, 

What watch the King keepes,to rmmaintaine the peace; 
Whole howres, the Pelant beſt aduantages. 


Exter Erpingham. 
Erp. My Lord, your Nobles iealous of your abſence, 
Seeke through your Campe to find you, 
King. Good old Kaight,collet them all together 
At my Tent : llc be betore thee, 
Eyp. I ſhal! doo't,my Lord. Exit. 
Kms. O God of Batcailes,ſReele my Souldiers hearts, 
Poſlefie them ngt with feare: Take from them now 
The ſence of reckning of th'oppoied numbers :. 
Pluck their hearts fram them. Not ro day, © Lord, 
O not to day, thinke not ypon the fault 
My Farther made,in compatſing the Crowne, 
I Richards body have interred new, 
And on it have beſtowed more contrite tearesy 
Then from it iſſued forced drops of blood, 
Fiue hundred poore | have in yeerely pay, 
\V ho twice a day their wither'd hands hold vp 
Toward Heauen,to pardon blood : 
And I have buile ewo Chauntries, 
Where the ſad and folemne Priefts ſing fill 
For Richards Soule, More-will I doe: 
Though all char I can doe,is nothing worth z 
Since that my Penitence comes atter all, 
Imploring pardon, 
Emter Glouceſter, 
Glowe, My Liege. | 
King. My Brother Glowceſters voyce? Tt 
I know thy errand, I will goe with thee : 
The day,my friend,and all things tay forme, 
E xenunt. 
1 2 b Euntey 
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86 
Enter the Dolphin, Orleance, Rambur, and 
 SLeaumont. 
| Orleaxce, The Sunne doth gild our Armour vp, my 


' Lords. 
Dolph, Afonte Cheual ; My Horle, Verlot Lacquay : 


Orleance. Oh draue Spit, 
Dolph. Via les ewes (5 terre, 
Orleance. Rien pris le air Cf #01. 
Dolpi. Ccin,Coutrn 

Now my Lord Conſtablc? 

Conſt. Hearke how our Steedcs, for preſent Seruice 


Enter Corjlable. 


Orteance. 


neigh, 

Delph, Mount them, and make incilton in their Hides, 
That theit hot blood may {pin in Englith eyes, 
And'doubt them with ſuperfluons courage : ha, 

Kam. What,w1l you DaUgLnem VCCP OUT Horles blood? 
How ſhall we then beliuld their naturail teares ? 
Enter C1 leſſenger, 

CMeſſero. The Engliti arc empattail'd, you Trench 
Peeres., ' 

Conſt, To Horſe yon efhltant Princes,itr1ight to Horſe, 
Doe but behol yond DOHOOtC and {tarurcg Band, 
And your faire ſhew {Þ-Jll tuck away thei: Soules, 
Leauing them but the {halrs and huskes of men, 
There is not worke enquoh tor a!l our hands, 
Scarce blood cnoug!) 19 alltacir lickly Veincs, 
To giue each naked Curtieax 2 ſtayne 
That our French Galla(ts (tall ro day draw onr, 
And ſheath for lack ot {port. Let vs but blow on thern, 
The vapour of our Valour will 0 re-turne them. 
Tis pofitjus agmnlt all exceptions, Lords, 
That our ſupertluous Lacquies, and gur Peſants, 
\V ho in yanecellarie ation {warme 
About our Squares of Battaile, were enow 
To purge this field of ſuch 2 bilding Foe ; 

"hough we vpon this Mountaines Bas by, 
Tooke (and for idle {peculation : 
Burt that our [tonours mutt nor,” \Vhat's to lay - 
A very little little ler v: 4 
Andall is done : then ler the Trumpets ſound 
The Tacket Sonitance,11d rhe Note to mount ; 
for our 40Proac 1 (hall 10 wuch Gare the held, 
That England ſhall couch downe 12 feare,and yee'd, 

Enter Graaudpree, 


[a+ fa : . 
t Yond/lland Car;tons, deſperate of their bones, 


| I!1-fauoredly become the Morning held: 
| Then ragoeg Curtaincs poorely arc let looſe, 

{ And our Ayce ſhakes them paſſing ſcornefully. 

| Bio22 Iars leemes banqu'rout in their begger'd Hoa, 
And laintly through a ruthe Bever peepes. 
The Horſemen hit ike fixed Candleſticks, 
With Torch-!taves in their hand; and their poore Tades 
Lob\towne their heads,dcopping the hides and hips: 
The gomme downe roping fromtheir pale.dead eyes, 

{ And1n their pale dull mouthes the Tymold Bire 

Lyes fovle with chaw'd-2rafle,ftill and motionleſſe, 
And tl1cic executors, the knaniſh Crowes, 

tlye ore then all, impatient for their howre, 
Deſcription cannot {ure it felie in words, 

| Todemonſtrate the Lite of Loc) a Bartaile, 

| In life {0 liuelefie, as it ſhewes it (elfe, 


= 


Grandpree.\\ hy do you finy to long,my Lords of France? 
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And giue their faſting Horſes Prouender, 
And after fight with them? 

(oft. I tay bur for my Guard ; on 
To the field, | will the Banner from a Trumpet take, 
And vie it for my haſte. Come,cowe away, 

The Sunne is high,and we out-weare theday, Zxewn. 


Enter Glouceſter Bedford, Exeter Erpingham 
with ak his Hoaſt : Salubury, and 
, Weſtmerland. 
Glouc, Where is the King ? 
Beaf. The King himſelfe is rode toview their Bat- 
taile, 
eff, Of fighting men they haue full threeſcore thou- 
ſand. | 
Exe, There's five to one, beſides they all are freſh, 
Salub. Gods Arme ſtrike withvs,'tis a fearefull oddes, 
God buy” you Princes all ; le ro my Charge: 
If we no more meet, till we meet in Heauen ; 
Then ioyfully,my Noble Lord ot Bedford, 
My dear Lord Gloucelter,and my good Lord Exeter, 
And my kind Kiniman, VV artiors all,adiev, 
Beaf Farwell pood Salrsbary,& good luck £9 with thee: 
And yet | dee thee wrong,to nnd thee of it, 
For thou art fram'd of the firme truth of valour, 
Exe, Farwe!l Kind Lord: fight valiontly to day, 
Be'f Reo 1825 full of Valaur as of Kindnefle, 
Priacely wbuths 
©uter the Rin, 
Weſt. O that we now had here 
Bu: bnetenthouſand of thote men in England, 
Tat 156 no worketo day, 
I-r7, What's he that wiſhes ſo ? 
\'y Coutin iFeftmerlard. No,my faire Coylin ; 
' weare marktto dye,w2 arc enow 
\ dÞ2 our Coun*ey lolle : and if co live, 
elewer mengthe greater (hare of hoyvour, 
04s will, pray thee with not one man more, 
by Taue, | am not covetous for Gold, 
Nor care { who doth feed ypon my coſt : 
[t yetiies menotgit men my Garments weare z 
ach purward things dwell not in my deſires, 
3utit itbea finne to covet Honor, 
| am the moſt offending Soule aliue, 
No *aith, my Couze, with nor a man from England: 
* 01s peace, | would not looſe fo great an Honor, 
one man more methinkes would ſhare from me, 
cite beſt hope F have. O,doe not with one more : 
tor proclaime it (#*/{merland) through my Hoalt, 
at he which hath no ſtomack ro this fight, 
t 11 depart,his Paſport ſhall be made, 
a 1 Crownes for Conuoy put into his Purſe : 
We would nor dye in that mans companie, 
Fhat feares his fellowſhip, to dye with ys. 
This day is call'd the Feaſt of Criſpias : , 
He that out-liues this day,and comes ſafe home, 
Will (tand a tip-toe when this day is named, 
And rowte lym at the Name of Criſpian, 
He that ſhall fee this day, and live old ape, 
W1ll yeerely on the Vigil feaſt his neighbours, 
And ſay,to morrow is Saiat (riſhian, 
Then will ke trip his leene,and ſhew his skarres: 
Old men forget; yet all ſhall beforgot : 


——— ——— cw 


| Coe, They have ſaid their prayers, Bur hee'le remember, with aduanrages, 
And they av for death, What feats he did that day, Then ſhall our Names, 
Doph.S1a ye goe tend them Dinners,and freſh Sutes, | Familiar in his mouth as houſchold words, 
| | | Harry 
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Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter, 
Warwick and T albot, Salubary and Gloncefter, 
Be in their lowing Cups freſhly remembred. 
This ſtory ſhall the good man teach his ſonne: . 
And Criſpime Criſþian (hall ne're goe by, 
From tis day to the ending of the World, 
But we in it ſhall be remembred ; 
\We tew,we happy few,we band of brothers : 
For he to day that (hed; his blood with me, 
Shall be my brother: be he ne're {o vile, 
This day ſhall gentle his Condition, 
And Gentlemen in England,now a bed, 
Shall thinke the 1-ſclues accurſt they were not here; 
And hold their Manhoods cheape, whiles any ſpeakes, 
That fought witlz vs vpon Saint Cri{/res day, 
Emer Sal:cbury. 
Sal. My Soveraign Lord, be{tow your i-ltc with {pced: 
The French are bravely in their battailes ler, 
And will with all expedience charge on vs, 
King, All things are ready,it ourininds be (0. 
weſt. Periſh the man, whoſe mind 1s backward now, 
King. Thou do It not with more helpe from Eny land, 
Couze? 
Weſt. Gods will,my Liege,wou!ld you and 1 alone, 
Without more helpe,could tight this Royall battaile, 
Kimg. Why now thou halt vowithe five thouſand men: 
Which likes me bettcr,then to wiſh vs one. 
You know your places; God be with you all. 


Tuchrt. Enter ont iov. 
Afont. Once more I come to know of thee King Harry, 

[t tor tay Ranſome thou wit now compound, 
B-wprc thy moſt a{lurca ( )uerthrows 
For certainly,tion art loncere the Gultic, 
Thou needs mult be englutied, Behdes,in mercy 
The Conſtable Gelires theethou wilt-mind 
Thy followers of Repentance; that their Soules 
May make a peacetull and a [weet retyre 
From off thele he! ds: where(wreiches)cheir poore bodies 
Muſt lye and felter, 

King. VW no hath ſent thee now ? 

Afont. The Conſtable of France, 

King. i pray thee beare my former Anſwer back : 
Bid them atchieue me,and then fell my bones, 
Good God, whyſhould they mock poore fellovies thus ? 
The man that once did (c!] the Lyons $kin 
While the beaft ku'd, was killd with hunting him. 
A many of our bodyes ſhall no doubr 
Find Native Graues: vpon the which, I truft 
Shall witneſlc liue in Brafle of this dayes worke, 
And thoſe that leaue their valiant bones in France, 
Dying like men,though buryed in your Dunghills, 
They ſhall be tam'd : tor there the Sun ſhall greet them, 
And draw their honors recking vp to Reauen, 
Leauing their earthly parts to choake your Clyme, 
The ſ\mell whereof ſhall breed a Plague in France, 
Marke then abounding valour in our Engliſh : 
That deing dead, like to the bullets craſing, 
Breake out into a ſecond courle of milſchiete, 
Killing in relapſe of Mortalitie, 
Let me ſpeake prowdly : Tell rhe Conſtable, 
We are but Warriors for the working day : 
Our Gayneſle and our Gilr are all beſmyrchr 
With raynie Marching in the painefull field, 
There's nor 8 piece of feather in our Hoaſt: 
Good argument(l hope)we will not flye : 


—_—_ 


CE 


— > _ 


The Lifeof Henythe Fit 


And time hath worne vs into ſlouentie, 
But by the Mafſe, our hearts are in the trim: 
And my poore Souldiers tell me,yet ere Night, 
They'le be in freſher Robes,or they will pluck 
The gay new Coats o're the French Souldiers heads, 
And turne them out of teruice. If they doe this, 
As if God pleaſe, they ſhall ; my Ranſome then 
Will ſoone be leuyed, 
Herauld, ſave thou thy labour : 
Come thou no more tor Ranſome, gentle Herauld, | 
They ſhall haue none, I iweare,but theſe my ioynrs: 
VW hich if they haue,as | will leave ym them, 
Shall yeeld them little, tell the Conſtable. 

Atcrt. 1 ſhall, King Harry. And fo fare thee well : 
Thouncuer (halt heare Herauld any more, Exit. 

King, I teare thou wilt once more come againe for a 
Rantovme, 

Enter Torke. 

Yorke. My Lord, moſt humbly on my knee I begge 
The leading of the Vaward, 

King. Take it, braue Yorke. | 
Now Souldiers march away, | 
And how thou pleateti God, diſpoſe the day, Exnrznrr, 


Alarum, Excurſons, 
Enter Piſtol, French Sonldier, Boy, 

P:#. Yecld Curre, 

French, le penſe que vows eſtes le Gentilhome de bon O44- 
litee. | 

Pit, Qualtitie calmie culture me. Art thou a Gentle- 
man ? What is thy Name ? Ciicutle, | 

French. O Scignenr Die. | 

Piſl. O Signicur Dewe ſhould be a Gentleman : per- 
pend my words O S1gnieur Dewe,and marke: O Sigmieur 
Dewe, thou dyctt on point of Fox, excepr O Signicur 
thou doe gine to meegregions Ranlome, 

French. O prennes miſerccordie aye prter. de mey. 

P:/t. Moy ſhall not ferue, I will haus fortie Moyes: for 
I will fetch thy rymme out at thy Throat, in droppes of | 
Crimſon blood, | 

French. Eſt il impoſſible d'eſchapper le force de ton bras, 

P:j#. Brafle, Curre?chou damned and luxurious Moun- 
taine Goar, offer'(t me Brafle ? 

French, O perdonne moy. 

Piſt. Say'ſt thou me [0 is that a Tonne of Moyes ? 
Come hither boy,aske me this {laue in French what 1s his 
Name. 

Toy, Eſconte comment eſtes vous appelle® 

French. Monnſreny le Fer. 

Boy. He fayes his Name is M. Fer. 

Ps, M.Fer : Ile fer him,and firke him,and ferret him: 
diſcuſſe the fame in French vnro him, 

Boy. I doenot know the French for fer,and ferret,and 
firke. 

Pt. Bid him prepare,for I will cut his throat, 


French. ©ue dit i! Monnſienr ? i 


Boy. I! me commande a 1014 dire que vous faite vous 


pref?, car ce ſoldat icy eft diſpoſee tout aſture de couppes weſtre 
£Orge. 


Pit. Owy, cuppele gorge petmafoy peſant , vnleſſe | 


thou giue me Crownes,braue Crowne+zor mangled ſhale 
thou be by this my Sword, 

French, O Ie vous ſupplie pour Vamonr de Dieu : ma par- 
donner, Te ſmis le Gentilbome de bon maiſon, garde ma vie; le 
vor donneray denx cent eſcns, 


Piſt, What are his words ? 


Boy. He | 


by 
F 
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Boy. He prayes you to ſaue his lite, he is a Gentleman | 


| ofa good houie, and tor his ranfora he will giue you rwo 


t lumdred Crownes. 


, 
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P:/t. Tell him my tury ſhall abate,and I the Crownes 
will take, 

Fren. Tetat CHMon [ret que dit il? 

log. Encore queues contra on lurement de pardonner an- 
re proſonner: meant mnt por [rs eſcnes que Vous layt 4 pro- 
mers neſt content a vers domes le liberice le franch:i{cment. 

Fre, Sur mes genous ſe vor donnes milles remercuons, et 
le me eft ime henrex que le 1ntombe entre les main. d 19 Ches. 
watrer Je penſe le plus brane oHiant et tres dift ume amen 
a Avoleterre, 

Pit, Expound vnto me boy. 

boy. He o:ues you vpon his knees a thouſand thanks, 
and he cileemes hrimſclte happy, thathe 1:4th falne into 
the hands of one (as he tninker) the moſt bcaue, valoxous 


| and thrice-worthy Ggncur of England, 


Piſt. As | ſucke blood, I will lomeinercy ſhew, Fol- 
low mee, : 

Boy. Saaue vo le rand Capitaine? 
Ii neurr know fotull a voyce iſſue from ſo emptie a 
hearc : but the ſaying 15 true, The empty vellc] makes the 
orea:ctt found, Gardol/e and Nywmhad rene rines more 
yalouc, then this roariivg dil i itn olde play, that cueric 
one may payre INs$n2yies with a Wooddein dagyer, g1id 
they arc both hang'd, and to would this be, if hee durſt 
ſcale any thing aducuturouſly, I mult Nay with the 
Lackies withthe lug 22ge ot our camp, the Freach night 
haue a good pray at vs, it tie kacw ot 17, tor there is none 
to guard it but boyCs, Exit. 


Eater Coſt able, Orleence, Burbon, Dolphin, 


ana Rambers, 


Con, O Diable. 
Orl. O ſignevr It tour et per dic, toute ct peraie. 
Del. tor Dien ma we, ail 1s confounded all, 

Reproach, and euerlatting ſhame 

Sits mocking in our Plunics. 

O meſchante Forinne, do not runne away, 
Con, Why all our rankes are broke. | 
Del, O perirablc ſhane, ler's (tab our {claes ; 

Be thelethe wretches that we plaid ar dice for ? 

Orl, Is this the King we fenc too, tor his ranſome ? 
Bear. Shame, and erternall ſhame, nothing but ſhame, 

Let vs dye in once more backe againe, 

And hethat will not follow Barbos now, 

Let hinv go hence, and with his cap in hand 

Like a balc Pander hald the Chamber doore, 


A [t ore Alaram. 


But all's na: done, yer keepe the French the field. 


Whiltt a bafe {Jave, ao gearler then my dogge, 
His faireſt daughter 1s contaminated. 
Con. Diſorder that harh (poyl'd vs, friend ys now, 
Let vs on heapes go olter vp our hues, 
Or/. Weare coow yet living inthe Field, 
To ſowtber vp the Enghth in our throngs, 
It any order might'be thought vpon. 
Bur, The diucll take Order now, le to the throng; | 
Ler life be ſhort, elic ſhame w:1] be tao long. Exit. 
Alarnum. Enter the King and bis trayne, 
with Priſoners, 


Kms, Well hane we done,thrice- valiant Countrimen, 


— 
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Exe. The 1, of York commends him to your Maieſty | 


King,Lines he good Vnckle: thrice within this houre 
[ faw him downe ; thrice vp againe, and fighting, 
From Helmet to the ſpurre, all blood he was. 
Ee. ln which array (brane Soldier) doth helye, 

L arding the plaine : and by his bloody fide, 
(Yoake-tejlow to his honour-owing-wounds) 
The Noble Earle of Suffolke alſo lyes, 

Suftolke ficft dyed, and Yorke all hegled ouer 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay inſteeped, 
And takes him by the Beard, kiſſes the gaſhes 
That bloodily did yawne vpon his face. 

He cryes aloud; Tarry my Cofin Suffolke, 

My {oule ſhall thine keepe company to heauen : 

T arry (\weetſoule) for mine, then flye a-breſt 1 
As in this glorious and well-foughten field 

We kept together in our Chivalrie, 

Vpon theſe words I came, and cheer'd him vp, 
He iſmil'd me in the face, raught me his hand, 

And with a feeble gripe, ſayes: Deere ny Lord, 
Commend my leruice to my Soueraignd, 

So Cid Leturne, and ouer Suftolkes ngcke 

He threw his wounded arme, and kiſt his lippes, 
And io eſpous'd to death, with blood he teal'd 

A Teſtament of Noble-ending-loue : 

The prertic and {weet manner of it forc'd 

Thote waters from me, which I would have Rop'd, 
Bur I bad not ſo much of man in mee, 

And all my mother came 1ato mineeyes, 

And gaue me vptoteares. 

Kino. Iblame you not, 
For hearing this, ] muſt perforce compound 


With m1x:tull eyes, or they will 1fTue £0. Alaruw 
But hearke, what vew alacum is this ſame ? * 
The French haue re-entorc'd their (catter'd nien; ; 
Then every fouldiour kill his Pcifoners, 

Give the word through, Exit 


_———— III OO Inns c_—_ 
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Enter Flueilen and Gower. 


Flu. Kill the poyes and the luggage, Tis exprefſely 
2gainſt the Law of Armes, tis as arravtapeece of kuaue- 
ry marke you now, as can bee offert in your Conlcience 
now, is it nat? 

Gow. Tis certaine, there's not a boy left aliue,and the 
Cowardly Ralcalls that ranne fromthe battaile ha' done | 
this ſlaughter : beſides they have burned and carried a- | 
way all that was in the Kings Tent, wheretore the King 
moſt worthily hath caus'd euery foldiour to cut his pti» 
ſoners throat. O'ris a gallant King. 

Flu. 1, hee was porne at AMeonmonth Captaine Gower : | 
What call youthe Townes name where Alexander the [ 

pig was borne ? 

Gow. Altxanderthe Great; 

Flu. Why I pray you, is not pig, great? Thepig, or 
the grear, or the mighty, or the huge, or the magnani- þ 
mous, arc all one reckovings, ſaue the phraſe is a litle va- 
TIations, 

Gower. ]thinke Alexander the Great was borne in 
CMacedon, his Father was called Phill;p of acedon, as 1 
take it, 

Fls, 1 thinke it is in Adacedon where «Alexander is 


pore, | 
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porne : I tell you Capraine, if you looke in the Maps of | 
the Orld, I warrant youſall finde in the compariſons be- 
tweene CMacedon & Moenmoxth,that the fitvations looke 
you, is bothalike, There is a Riuer in Macedon,% there 
is alſo moreouer a River at Monmonth, it is call'i Wye at 
Alonmonth : but 1t is out of my praines, what is the name 
of the other Riuer : bur ris all one, tis alike as my fingers 
is to my fingers, and there is Salmons in both. 1# you 
marke Alexanders lite well, Harry of Monmonthes lite is 
come after it indifferent well, for there is figures in all | 
things. Alexander God knowes, and you know, in his 
rages,and his furics,and his wraths, and his chollers, and 
his moodes, and his diſpleaſures, and his ivdignations, 
and alſo being a little intoxicares in his praines, did in 
hrs Ales and his angers (looke you) Kill his belt friend 
Clytns, 

Gow. Our King is not like him in that, he neuer kill'd 
any of his friends, ; 

Fls. Itis not well done (marke you now) totake the 
tales out of my mouth, ere it is made and finiſhed. ſpeak 
but in the figures, and comparitons of it : as Alexander 
kild his friend Cys, being in his Ales and his Cuppes; fo 
alſo Harry Monmonth being in his right wittes, and his 

ood iudgements, turn'd away the fat Knight with the 
great belly doublet : he was full of jeſts, and gypes, and 
knayeries, and mockes, | have forgot his name, 

Gow, Sir lobn Falſtafſe, \ 

Fls, Thet is he: Ile tel-you, there is 
at CMonmonth. 

Gow. Heere comes his Maieſty. 


good men porne 


| 


Alarum, Fnter Kmy Harry and Burbon 
with priſoners. Howriſh, 


King. 1 was not angry ſince I came toFrance, 
Vacill chis inſtant. Take 2 Trumpet Herald, 
Ridethou vnto the Horſemen on yond hill: 

Ifthey will fight with vs, bid them come downe, 

Or voyde the field : they do offend our fight, 

If they'l doneither, we will cometo them, 

And make them sker away, as (wift as tones 

Enforced from the old Aſſyrian ſlings: 

Beſides, wee'l cut the throats of thoſe we haue, 

And not a man of them that we ſhall rake, 

Shall taſte our mefcy. Go and tel! them fo. 
Enter Montioy, 

Exe, Here comes the Herald of the French, my Liege 

Glow. His eyes are huwbler then they vs'd to be, 

King. How now, what meanes this Herald ? Knowſlt 

thou nor, 

That I haue fin'&thefe bones of mine for ranſome? 
Com'ſt thou againe for ranſome ? 

Her. No great King : 
I come to thee for charicable Licenſe, 
That we may wander ore this bloody field, 
To booke our dead, and then to bury them, 
To ſort our Nobles from our common men. 
For many of our Princes ( woe the while) 
Lye drowr'd and ſoalt'd in mercenary blood : 
So do our vulgar drench their peaſant limbes 
In blood of Princes, and with wounded ſeeds 
Fret fer-locke deepe in gore, and with wilde rage 
Yerke out their armed heeles ar their dead maſters, 
Killing chem twice, give vs leaue great King, 
To view the fleld in ſafety, and diſpoſe 
Of their dead bodies, ; 
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I know nor if the day be ours or no, 
For yet a many of your horſemen peere, 
And g:llop ore the field, 

Her. The day is yours, 

Km, Praiſed be God, and not our ſtrength for it : 
W hat 15 this Calle call'd that lands hard by, 

Her, They call it Agincowre, 

King. Then call wethis the field of Agincoxre, 
Fought on the day of Cr:ſpm ( riſpraxus. 

Flu. Your Grandtather of tamous memory(an't pleaſe 
your Miiefty) and your great Vncle Edward the Placke 
Priace of Wa.es,a5 I haue read inthe Chronicles, fought 
a moft praue pattle here in Trance, 

Kin. They did Fluellen, 

Flu, Your Maiefty ſayes very true: If your Majeſties 
isremembred of it, the Welchmen did good ſervicein a 
Garden where Leekegsdid grow, wearing Leckes in their 
Monmonth caps, which your Maieſty know to this houre 
15 an honourable badge of the ſervice : And 1 do beleeue 
your Maieſty takes no {corne to weare the Leeke yppon 
S, Tawes day. 

Kimg, I weareit fora memorable honor : 

For | am Welch you know good Countriman, 

Fle, All the water in Wye, cannot wafh your Maie- 
flies Welſh plood our of your pody, I eantell you that : 
God plefle it, and preſerue jr; as long as it pleates his | 
Grace,and his Maieſty too, 

Kin. Thankes good my Countrymen, 

Flu. By le(bu, I am your Maiefties Countreyman, 1 
care not who know it: I will confefle it to all the Orld, 1 
need not to be aſhamed of your Maieſty, praiſed be God 
ſo long as your Maicſty is an honeſt man, | 

' King, Good keepe me 10. 
Enter Williams. 
Our Heralds go with him, 
Bring me iult notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither, 

Exe. Souldier, you muſt come to the King, | 

Ki. Souldier, why wear'lt thou that Glouc infhby 
Cappe? 

will. And' pleaſe your Maieſty, tis the gage of one 
that I ſhould fight withall,if he be alive, 

Kin, An Engliſhman? 

Wil. And't pleaſe your Maieſty, aRaſcall that ſwag- 
gei'd with me laftnight : who if alive and ever dare to 
challenge this Gloue, I haue ſworne rotake him a boxe 
a'there : or if I can ſee my Gloue in his cappe, which he 
ſwore as he was a Souldier he would weare(if alive )! wil | 
ſtrike it out ſoundly. 

Kin. What thinke you Captaine Fluehen , 
ſouldier keepe his oath. 

Flu, Hee is a Crauenand a Villaineelſe, and't pleaſe 
your Maieſty in my conſcience. 

King. le may bee; his enemy is a Gentleman of great 
ſort quite from the anſwer of his degree, 1 

Flu. Though he be as good a lentleman as the diuel is, 
as Lucifer and Belzebub himſelfe, it is neceſſary (looke 

'0u7 Grace) that he keepe his vow and his oath : !f hee} 
by periur'd (ſee you now) his reputation is 28 arrailt a 
villaine and a lacke ſawce, as euer his blacke ſhos trodd 
ypon Gods ground, and his earth, .in my conſcience law 

King. Than keepe thy yow firrah, when thou meer't 
the fellow. 

Wil. So, T wil my Liege, as I live, 

King. Who ſeru'tt thou ynder ? 
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wil. V nder Capraine Gower, my Liege. your Maicſtic is take out of the Helmer of «/:- 
Fla. Gower i5 a good Capraine, and is good know- | ſor, ll 


—_— 


ledge and literatured in the Warres, + Will. My Liege,this was my Gloue, here is the fellow 
King. Call him hither to me, Souldier. of it: and he that I gave it ton change, promig'd to weare | 
will. 1 will my Liege, Exit. it in his Cappe: I promis'd ro firike him,if he did : 1 met 


King. Here } inellen,weare thou this faucur for me,and | this man with my Gloue in his Cappe,and [ haue been as 
Ricke 1t in thy Cappe : when Alaſon and roy felte were | good as my word, 
downe together,! plucktthisGlouc from his Heime: It Flu. Your Maieſtie heare now, ſauing your Maieſties 
any man challenge this, tiee 1Sa friend to eAlanſon,and an Manhood » what an arrant raſcaily , beggerly 5 lowhe 
enemy to our Perſon; if thou encounter any ſuch, appre- | Knave ir is : I hope your Maieſfticis peare me teſtimonie 
hend him,and thou do me loue, and witnefle,and will auzouchment, that this is the Gloue 

Flu, Your Grace do0 5 me 55 great Honors as can be | of Alasſon, that your Maicſtie is give me, in your Cots 
defir'd in the hearts of his Subircts: 1 would faine fee | ſcience now. 


rhe man,that ha*s but two legges, that ſhallſind himſelte Kmg. Giue methy Glove Souldier ; 
apreet(| at this Glove; that 1S all : bur I would faine ice | Lookegheere is the fellow of it : 
it once,and pleaſe C54 of his grace that I might ſee, "Twas I indeea thou promiledſt to ſtrike, 
Kmg. Know it thou Gower ? And thou haſt giuen me mot bitter termes. 
| Fle. Heis my deare friend,and pleaſe you. Flu, And pleaſe your Maicttie, let his Neck anſwere 
Km. Pray thee poe ſeeke lim, and brivg him to my for it,if there is any Marſhall Law in the World, 
Tent. King. How canſt thou make me f{atisfaction ? 
Fla. 1 will fetch him. FE vt, Will, All oftences,my Lord,come from the heart: ne- 
King. My Lord of warwich,and my Brother Gloſter, uer came any from mine, that might offend your Ma- 
Follow Fluelen cloely at the heeles, iefie, 
The Gloue which | hate given him for a favour, Kmg. It was our felfe thou didft abuſe, | 
May haply purchaſe lum a box ath'care, Will. Your Maieſtic came not like your felfe : you 
It 15s the Souldiers : 1 by bargaine ſhould appear'd to me but as a common man ; witneſſe the 
"] Weare it my ielte, Follow'good Coubn 33/27 wick - Night, your Garments, your Lowlinefle : and what 
If that the Souldier fttike hnm,as I rudpe your Highnefſe tufter'd vnder that ſhape , I beſeech you 
By his blunt bearing, ne will keepe his word ; take 1t for your owne fauir, and not mine : for had you 
Some (odaine miichiefe may arije of it: beere x5 I rooke vou for, I made no offence ; therefore ] 
| For I doe know Flneller valiant, beſeech your Highnefle pardon me, 
And touchrt with Choler,hot 33 Gunpoweer, Kimg Here Vnckle Ecxeter,fil this Glone with Crownes, 
And quickly will returne an injurie. And giue it to this fellow, Keepe it fellow, 
Follow,and ſte there be no harme betweene chem, And weare it for an Honor in thy Cappe, 
Goe you with me, Vackie of Zxerer, Exewnt, | Till L doe challenge it, Giue him che Crownes : 
| And Capraine,you mult needs be friends with him, 
Enter Gower ard Willioms. Flu. By this Day and this Light, the fellow ha's met- 
Fill, I wartran; its to Kmight you, Capraine, tel! enough in his belly : Hold, there is ewelue-pence for 
Enter Flaciien. | you, and | pray you to ferue God, and keepe you out of 
Piv. Gods will,am bus pleature, Captaine, I beſeec') | prawics and prabbles, and quarrels aiid diflieauons, and I 


you now, coin? apace to the King : thicre 15 more good \ warrant you it 15 the better tor you, 

toward you peraduencure, then us 11 your knowledge co | //:f, j will none of your Money, 

Creame ot. | | 1&, lets witha good will; I can tell you it will ſerve 
Will. Sit know you chis Gloge? voto mend your ſhooes ; come, wherefore ſhould you 
Fis. Koow the love? j know the Glout is a GCloue, ve ſo paſhfull, your ſhooes is not {o good : *tis a pood 

: #t|, 1 kaow this, and thu: challenge its tiling 1 warrant you,or I will change it. 

4 G1YGRES bum. Enter Herauld. | 
Fls. *Sbind,an atrant | raytor 3s anyes inthe Vuiucr» King, Now Herauld,are the dead numbred? 

fall World,orin brance,or in England, Herald, Heere is the number of the flaught'red 
Gower. iow now Sir? you Villaine. French, | 
Wil, Doc you thinke ile be toriworne? King, What Priſoners of good -ſort are taken, 
Flu, Stand away Capreine Gower, [ will giue Treaſon | Vnckle ? 

bis payment iato plowes, I warrant you, Exe. Charles Duke of Orleance,Nephew tothe King, 
Wil. Lamno Ttaytor, Tobn Duke of Burbon,and Lord Bonchiquald : 

; Fin. That's a Lye w thy Throat, I charge you in his | Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 

Maicſties Nawne apprebcnd him,be's a friend of the Duke | Full fitteene hundred, befides common men. 

Alanſers. King, This Note doth tell me of tenthouſand French 

fs Enter VV.rwich and Glovceſter. | That in the field Lye (laine: of Princes in this number, 
Waw, How now, how now;what's the matter? And Noblecs bearing Banners, there lye dead 


Fiz. My Lord of \V aiwick, heere 15, prayled be God | One hundredewentie fix : added to theſe, 
for it, a molt contagious Ireajon core to light , looke | Of Knizhrs, Eſquires,and gallane Gentlemen, 
you, as you ſhall dere in a Summers day, Heete is his | Eight thouſand and foure hundred: of the which, 


{ Mnettic, Enter King and Exeter. , Five hundred were bur yeſterday dubb'd Knights. 
1&. | Kip How now, what's the matter ? : So that in theſe ten thouſand they haue loſt, 
+ Fis. My Liege , heeie is @ Villaiae, and a Traytor, | There are but fixreene hundred Mercenaries : 
"tt eliat loo! your Grace, ba's Rrooke the Gloue which | The reſt are Princes, Barons, Lords,Knights,Squires, 
ivy And | 
8 OR _ — —— — — | 
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' And Gentlemen of bloud and qualitie. 
| The Names of thoſe their Nobles that lye dead : 
"Charles Delabreth, High Conſtable of France, 
Tagnes of Charilion, Admirall of France, 
The Maſter of the Crofſe-bowes, Lord Rambures 
Great Maſter of France,the braue Sir Gxichard Dolphin, 
Tohn Duke of Alanſon, Anthonie Duke of Brabant, 
The Brother to the Duke of Burgundie, 
And Edward Duke of Barr : of luſtic Earles, 
Grandpree and Rouſſie, Fauconbridge and Foyes, 
Beaumont and Marie, Vandemont and Leſtrate. 
Here was a Royall tellowſhip of death, 
Where is the number of our Engliſh dead ? 
Edward the Duke of Y orke,the Earle of Suffolke, 
Sir Richard Ketly, Dany Gam Eſquire ; 
None elſe of name : and of all other men, 
But five and twentie, 

O God, thy Arme was heere : 
And not to vs, but to thy Arme alone, 
Aſcribe we all : when, without ſtratagem, 
Bur in plaine ſhock,and euzn play of Bat:aile, 
Was euer knowne fo great and little loſle ? 
On one part and on th'other,take it God, 
For it is none bur thine, 

Exet, 'Tis wonderfull, 

Kmg. Come,goe me in proceſſhon to the Village : 
And be it death proclaymed through our Hoaft, 
To boaſt of this,or take that prayſe from God, 
Which is his onely. 

Flu. Is itnot lawfull and pleaſe your Maieſtie, to tell 
how many is kill'd ? 

King. Yes Captaine: but with this acknowledgement, 
That God fought for vs, 
| Flu, Yes,my conſcience,he did vs great good, 

King, Doe we all holy Rights: 

Ler there be ſung Non nob14,aud Te Dew, 

The dead with charitie enclos'd in Clay: 

And then to Callice, and to England then, 

Where ne're from France arriu'd more happy mer, . 
Exemunt, 


eAtus Quintus. 


Emter Chorns. 
Vouchſafe to thoſe that haue nor read the Story, 
That I may prompt them : and of ſuch as haue, 
[ humbly pray them to admit th'excuſe 
Of time,of rumbers,and due courſe of things, 
Which cannot in their huge and proper life, 
Be here preſented, Now we beare the King 
Toward Callice : Graunt him there ; there ſcene, 
Heaue him away vpon your winged thoughts, 
Athwart the Sea; Behold the Engliſh beach 
Pales inthe flood; with Men, Wives,and Boyes, 
Whoſe ſhouts & claps out-voyce the deep-mouth'd Sea, 
Which like a mightie Whiffler 'fore the King, 
Seemes to prepare his way ; Solet him lang, 
And ſolemnly ſee him ſec on to London, 
So ſwift a pace hath Thought,that even now 
You may imagine him vpon Black-Heath ; 
Where,that his Lords defire him,to haue borne 
His bruiſed Helmert,and his bended Sword 
Before him,through the Citie ; he torbids it, 
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of 
Being free from vain-neſie,and (elfe-glorious pride; 
Giving full Trophee,Signall,and Oftent, 

Quite trom himlelte,tco God, But now behold, 
Inthe quick Forge and workimng-houſe of Thought, 
How London doth powtrc 0vt her Citizens, 

The Maior and all his Brethren ia velt ſort, 

Like to the Senatovrs of th'antique Rome, 

With the Plebeians ſwarming at their heeles, 

Goe torth and fetch their Conqu'ring Ceſar in : 

As by 2 lower, but-by loving likelynood, 

Were now the Generall of our gracious Empzeſle, 
As in good time he may,from Ireland comming, 
Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword ; 

How many would the peacefull Citie quit, 

To welcome him? much more, and much more cauſe, 
Did they this Zarry, Now in London place him, 
As yet the lamentation of the French 

Invires the King of Englands ftay at home : 

The Emperour's comming in behalfe of France, 

To order peace betweene them: and omit 

All the occurrences,what euer chanc'r, 

Till Harryes backe returne againe to France: 

There muſt we bring him; and my felfe haue play'd 
The mterim,by remembring you 'tis paſt. 

Then brooke abridgement,and your eyes aduance, 
Aftcr your thoughts, ſtraight backe againeto France, 
Exit, 


Enter Flucllan and Gower. 


Gower, Nay, that's right : but why weare you your 
Leeke ro day 7 $, Damies day is palt, 

Flu. There is occaſions and cauſes why and wherefore 
inall things: I will cell you afſe my friend, Caprtaine 
Gower ; the raſcally, ſcauld, beggerly, lowhe, pragging 
Knaue P+/oll, which you and your ſelfe,and all the World, 
know to be no petter then a fellow, looke you now,of no 
merits: hee is come tome, and prings me pread and 
ſault yeſterday, looke you, and bid me eate my Leeke: 
it was in a place where I could not breed no contention 
with him ; but I will be ſo bold as ro weare it in my Ca 
till I fee him once againe, and then I will tell him a lirtle 
piece of my dehres, 

Enter Piſtol. 

Gower. Why heere hee comes, ſwelling like a Turky- 
cock, 

Flu. 'Tis no matter for his ſwellings, nor his Turky- 
cocks. God plefſe you aunchient PifFol:you ſcuruic low- 
fie Knaue,God plefle you, | 

Pift. Ha, art thou bedlam ? doeft then thirſt, baſe 
Troian, to hane me fold vp Parca fatall Web? Heace; 
I am qualmiſh at the ſmell of Lecke, 

Flu, I peſeech you heartily, ſcuruie Jowhhe Knaue, at 
my defires, and my requeſts, and my petitions, to cate, 
looke you,rthis Lecke z becauſe, looke you, you doe not 
loue it, nor your affetions,and your appetites and your 
diſgeftions doo's not agree with it, 1 would dehire you 
to cate it. 

Piſ#. Not for Cadwallader and all his Goats. 

Flu. There is one Goat for you. Strikes him, 
Will you be ſo good,fcauld Knauezas cate it ? 

Pit. Baſe Troian,thou ſhalt dye, 

Flu. You ſay very true, ſcauld Knaue, when Gods 
will is : I will defire you to live inthe meane time, and 
eate your Vituals : come, there is ſawce for it, You 
call'd me yeſterday Mountaine-Squier , but I will make 


you 
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{you today aſquire of low Cegree. I pray you fall roo,if 
you can mocke a Leeke, you can eate a Lecke; 

Gomr. Enough Capraine,you have aſtoniſht him, 

Fla.] ſay, 1 will make him -ate {ome part of my leeke, 
or | will peate his pate toure dayes : bite I pray you, it 1s 
good for your greenc wound, and your ploodic Coxe- 
combe. 

{ T7:ft. Mult] bite. 

Flu. Yes certainly,21d out of doudt and ox of que- 
ſtion roo, and ambiguuries, 

Tiff. By this Lecke, 1 will moſt horribly revenge 1 
cate and eate ] {weare. 

Flu, Exte | pray you, will you have ſome more ſauce 
to your Lecke : there 15 nor enough Leeke ro {weare by, 

Piſt, Qu et thy Cedoell,thou dot? lec] cate, 

Flu, Much good do you Icald knaue, heat), Nay. 
pray you throw-none away, the skinne is good for your 
broken Coxcombe $; when you take occalions to lee 
Leekes heerea'ter, I pray you mocke at cn, that is all, 

Pi, Good. 

Flu, 1, Leckes is good : hold you, there 1s a groatto 
he2le your patc. 

Pit. Meagroat? 

Flu Yes verily, and in truth you Tall rake ir, or] hape 
{ another Leceke in my pocket, which you ſhall eate, 

Pift. ltake thy groacin earneſt of retenge. 
Eln, If I owe you any thing, I will pay you in Cud- 


me but cadgels : God bu'y you, and keepe you, & heale 
your pate. Exit 

Pif., Allhell hall Rtirre for this. 

Gow. Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly Knaue, 
will you mocke at an ancient Tradition began vppon an 
honourable reſpect, and worne as a memor2ble Trophee 
of predecealed valor,and dare not auouch in yout Geeds 
any of your words. I have ſcene you glecking & galiing 
at thisGentleman twice or thrice, You thoughtzbectule 
ne could nor ſpeake Engliih inthe natiu* gacb, he could 
| not therefore handle an Englifh Cudgell : you hnde ut 0+ 
therwile, and henceforth icta \Vellh correction, teach 
you a good Engliſh condition, fare ye well Exit 

Piſt. Doeth fortune play the hulwite with menovy ? 
Newes haue | that my D2llis dead i'th Sputtle of a mal1- 
dy of France, and there my rendeuous is quite cut oft : 
Old I do waxe, and from ivy wearie limbes honour 3s 
Cudgeld. Well, Baud il rurne, and lomething leane to 
Cur-purſe of quicke hand : To England will I (eale, and 
| there Ile ſteale : : | 
And patches will ] get ynto theſe cudgeld (carres, 
And ſwereI got them in che Gallia warres, 
| . 

Enter & ove dogre, King Henry, Exeter, Beaford Warwicke, 
ard other Lords. At anather, Qurene I[abel, 
tbe Kin7, the Duke of Bourgogne nd 
otn:ir French, 
{ Mie, Peace to this meeting, wherefore we ate met ; 
| Voto our brother France, and ro our Siſter 
{ Healch and faire time ot day : Joy and good wiſhes 
| To cur moſt taireand Niincely Coline Katherine ; 
| And as a branch andmember ol this Royalty, 
Ly wiom this great aflembly is contriu'd, 
\.c do latute you Duke &' Burgorne, 
Ai! Princes French 2nd Pccres health to you all, 
"1. Rightioyous are we to behold your tace, 
Molt worthy brother E'nvland, fairely met, 
$0 are you Princes (Englith) every one, 


Fxit. 


eels, you ſhall be a Woodmonger, and buy nothing of 
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Qwee. So happy be the Iflue brother Ireland 
Ot this good dey, 2nd of this gracious meeting, 
As we are now glad to behold your eyes, 
Your eyes which hitherto haue borne 
In them agoinſt the French that mer them in their bent, 
The fatal! Balls of murthering Bafiliskes : 
The venome of ſuch Lookes we fairely hope 
Haue loſt their qualitie, and that this day 
Shall change all griefes and quarrels into loue. 
Eng. Tocry Amen to that, thus we 2ppeare, 
nee, You Engliſh Princes all, I doe ſalute you, 
Zurg. My dutie royou bot), on equa!] loue, 
Gieat Kings of France and Englandzthat I have labour'd 
With all ry wits, my paines, and ſtrong endevors, 
To bring your met Imperiall Maicſtigs 
Vnto this Barre, and Royall enterview ; 
Your Miglitinefſe on both parts beſt can witneſſe, 
Since then my Office hath fo farre preuayl'd, 
That Face to Face, and Royall Eye to Eye, 
You haue congreeted : Jet it not diſgrace me, 
I! I demand betore this Royall view, 
\What Rub, or what Impediment cherC'is, 
\V hy that the naked, poore, and mangled Peace, 
Dearc Nourte of Arts, Plentyes,and joyfull Births, 
Should not in this beſt Garden of the World, 
Our fertile France, put yp her louely Viſage? 
Alas,fhee hath from France too long been chas'd, 
Ang al! ter Iusbandry doth lye on keapes, 
Corrupting in it owne feruhue, 
Her Vine,the merry ciearer of the heart, 
Voprvned,dyes : her Hedges even pleach'd, 
Like P:1foners wildly ouer-growne with hayre, 
Put forth Jiforde,*) Twigs : ker fallow Leas, 
The Darne!l, Hemlock,and ;anke Femetary, 
Dothtoo! vVpons; while tar the Culcer ruſts, 
That ſhould derarinate fuch Sauagery: 
The even Meadegthar erft brought ſweetly forth 
The freckied Comſlip, Burnet ,and greene Clover, 
Wanting ce Syrbe,withall vacorreced rake $ 
Conceiucs by lence, and nothing teemes, 
But hate.ul! Docks, roug! Thiftles, kckiyes,Burres, 
Looline bath beautie and viiltie; 
And all our Vineyards, Fall»wes, Meades,and Hedges, 
Uetective in their natures, grow to Wildnefle, 
Eun to cur Hout2s,and our ſelues,and Chi'dren, 
H we loft,or doe nor learne, for want of time, 
The Sciences that ſhould become our Countrey ; 
Put grow vke Sruages, a Souldiers will, | 
Taat nothiny doe, but meditate on Blood, 
To Swerrng,and ftemne Lookes,GCetus'd Attyre, 
And eue: y thing that ſeenzes ynnaturall. 
Which to reduce jnto our former fauour, 
You are aflembled : and my ſpeech entrears, 


— 


"That 1 mz, know the Let why gentle Peace 


Should nt expel! theſe inconveniences, 
An biefle ys with her former qualities, 

Eng. If Duke of Rurponic, you would thePeace, 
Who!e want giues growth torh'1mpertc tions 
Which you haue cnted ; you mvPB buy that Peace 
With full accord to all our wit d-manes, 
Whole Tenures and particul.s cftets 
You haue enſcheduPd briefely in your hands. 

fBurg. The King hath heard them; to the which;as yet 
There 15 no Anlwer made, 

Eng. Well then; the Peace y:hich you before ſo vrg'd, 
Lyes in his Anſwer; 


Fravce 1 


| 
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hk. En end 
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France. I have but with a curſelarie eye | | Loue,or bound my Horſe for her tauours, | could lay on | 
O're-glanc'c the Articles: Pleaſeth yourGracs like a Butcher,and ht like a lack an Apes,neuer off. Bur | 
To appoint ſome of your Councell preſently before God Kate, I cannot looke greenely, nor gaſpe out 
To fit with vs once more, with better heed wy eloquence, nor I hauc no cunning m proteſtacion ; 
Tore-furuey them; we will ſuddenly onely downe-right Oathes, which I neuer vſe till vrg'd, 


nor neuer breake for vrging. It thou canſt loue a tellow | 


Paile our accept and peremptorie Anſwer. 
of this temper, Kate,whoſe tace is not worth Sunne-bur- 


England. Brother we ſhall. Goe Vnckle Exeter, 


And Brother Clarence, and you Brother Glouceſter, ning ? that never lookes in his Glaſle, for loue of any 
Warwick, and Huntington, goe wich the King, thing he ſees there? ler thine Eye be thy Cooke. I (peake 
And take with you tree power,to ratifie, to thee plaine Souldier : It thou caoſt love me tor this, 
Augment,or alter, as your Wiſdomes bet rake me? 1tnot?co lay tothee that I ſhall dye,is truez bur 
Shall ſee aduantageable for our Dignitic, for thy loue, by the L. No: yer [ loue thee roo. And 
Any thing in or out of our Demands, while thou hu'{t, deare Kare, take a fellow of plaine and 
And wee le configne thereto, Will you, faire Sifter, vncoyned Conſtancie,for he pertorce muit do thee right, 
Goe with the Princes,or tay here with vs ? becauſe he hath not the gift to wooe in other places: tor 
wee, Our gracious Brother, I will goe with them: thele fellowes of infinit rongue, thar can ryme themſelues 
Hap»ily a Womans Voyce may doe ſome good, into Ladyes fauours, they doe alwayes reafon themlelues 
When Articles too nicely vrg'd, be ſtood on. out againe, Whar ? a ſpeaker is but apiater, aRyme is 
England, \ ct lerue our Coutin Katherine here withvs, | but'a Ballad; a good Legge will fall, a (trait Backe will 
She is our capirall Demand,compris'd ſtoope,a blacke Beard will curne white, a curl'd Pace will 
Wi-hin the fore-ranke of our Articles. grow bald, a faire Face will wither, a fu!l Eye will wax 
Qunee. She hath good leave. Excunt ones. hollow : but a good Heart, Kate, is the Sunne and the 
Moone, or ratber the Sunne, and not the Moone for it 
Manet King and Katherine. ſhines bright, and never changes, but keepes his courlc 
King. Faire Katherme,and moſt faire, truly, It chou wo'ild have ſuch a one, take me ? and 
Will you youchſafe coreacha Souldier tearmes, take me; rake a Souldier: rake a Souldierz take a King, | 
Sach as will enter at a Ladyes care, And what ſay'it chou then ro my Loue? ſpeake my faire, 
And pleade his Love-luir to her gentle heart, and fairely, ] pray thee, 
Kath. Y our Maieſtie ſhall mock at me,I cannot ſpeake Kath, |s it poſſible dar I fould loue deennemie of 
your England, Fraunce ? 


Kmg. O faire Katherine, if you will love me ſoundly Kmg. No,it is nor poſſible you ſhould loue the Ene- 
| with your French heart, I will be glad to heare you con- | mieof France, Kate; but in loving me, you ſhould loue 
teſle it brokenly with your Engliſh Tongue, Doe you | the Friend of France : for I loue France fo well, that 1 


like me, Kate? will not part witha Village of ic; I will haue it 21] mine: 
* Kath. Pardonne moy, | cannor tell wat is like me. and Kate, when France is mine,and 1 am yours;then yours 
King. An Angell is like you Kate, and youarel;kean | is France,and you are mine. 
| Angell. | Kath. I cannorrtell wat is dat, ; 
Kath. O ue dit i que Ie ſuis ſemblable a les Anges? | King. No,Kate? | will tell thee in French, which I am | 
Lady. Ouy verayment ( ſauf voſtre Grace) ainſi dit il. ſure will hang vpon my tongue, like a new-married Wite | 
King. I 1aid ſo, deare Kathersxe, and 1 muſt not bluſh | about her Husbands Necke, bardly to be ſhooke off ; /e 
to ifhcme it. quand fur le poſſeſſion de France, & quand vons aues te poſ- 
Kath. O bon Dien, les langues des hommes ſont plein de | ſeſſion de moy, ( 1c mee ſee, what then? Sau Demncs bee 
fromperies, wy ſpeede) Donc woſtre eff Frannce, & vous effes mienne. 
King. Whar ſayes ſhe,faire one? that the tongues of | Itis as eahe for me, Kare,to conquer the Kingdome,as to 
men are full of deceirs? ſpeake lo much more French : 1 (hall neuer moue thee in} 


Lady. Ony,Aat de rongeus of de mans is be full of de= | French, voleſle it beto laugh at me, 
ceits: datis de Princefle, | | Kath. Sanf woſtre honexr, |; Francots ques von pariew,il 
Kmg. The Princefie is the better Engliſh-woman : | & meliens que 1 Anglois le quel Ie pare, 
yfaith Kare,my wooing is fit for thy vnderſtanding, I am King. No faith is't vor, Kate : but thy ſpeaking of 
glad thou canſt ſpeake no better Engliſh, for if thou | my Tongue , and I thine, molt cruely falſely , muſt 
could'ſt, thou would'ft finde me ſuch a plaine King,that | needes be graunted to be much at one. Bur Kate,doo'ſt 
thou wouldfſt thinke, I had ſold my Farme to buy-my | thou vnderſtacd thus much Engliſh 2 Cant thou Joue 
Crowne. I know no wayes to mince it in loue, but di- | mee? 
realy to (ay, I loue you; then it you vrge me farther, Kath. I cannot tell. 


then to lay, Doe you in faith? | weare our my ſuite: Giue King. Can avy of your Neighbours te!!, Kate? Tle 
me your anſwer, yfaith doe, and ſo clap hands,and a bar= ! aske them, Come,I know thou loveſt me : and at night, | 

aine: how ſay you, Lady 2 when you come into your Cloſer, you'le queſtion ri1s 
Kath. Sanf wvoſtre haneur, me vnderftand well, Gentlewoman abour me ; and I know, Kate, you will to} 


King. Mit, it you. would put we to Verſes, orto | her diſprayſe thoſe parts in me,that you loue with your 
Dance for your ſake, Kate,why you vnd1d me: tor the one | heart : but goed Kate,mocke me mercifully, the rather 
| have neither words nor mexſurez-and fey che other, | | gentle Princeſſe; becauſe I loue thee cruelly, If ever thou 
haue no ſtreng:h in meaſure, yet a reaſonable meaſure in | beeſt mine, Kate, as1 haue a ſauing Fa.ch within merells 
ſtrength. Tf I could winne a [.ady at'Leape.frogge,orby | methou thalrz I ger thee with skambling , and thou 
vawting mto my Saddle, with my Armour on my. backe; | muſt therefore needes prove a good Syuuldier-breeder : 
ynder the correction of bragging be ic ſpoken, { ſhould | Shall not thou and I, berweene Saint Dewnw and Saint 
quickly leapeintos Wife : Or if 1 might buffer for my | Geoyge, compound a Boy, halfe French balfe Engliſh, 
| | k that 


—_— 
— 
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that ſhall goe to Conftantinople, and take the Turke by 
the Beard, Shall wee not ? whart ſay thou, my faire 
Flower-de-Luce. 

Kate, T doe not know dat, 

King, No:'tis hereafter to know, but now to promiſe : 
doe bur now promiſe - an you will endeauour for your 
French part of ſuch 2 Boy ; and for my Engliſh moytie, 
take the Word of a King, and a Batcheler. How anſwer 
you, La plus belle Katherme du monde mon treſcher & dewin 
dceſſe. , 

Kath. Your Maieſlce ane fauſe Frenche enough to 
deceiue de moſt ſage Damoilcil dat is en Fraunce. 

King. Now tye ypon my falſe French:by mine Honor 
intrue Engliſh, 1 loue thee Kate; by which Honor,I dare 


| not ſweare thou loueſt me, yet my blood begins to flat- 


ter me, that thou doo'ſt; notwithfianding the poore and 
ynterpering effect of my Viſage, Now beſhrew my 
Fathers Ambition, hee was thinking of Ciuill Warres 
when hee got me, therefore was I created with a tub- 
borne out-ſide,with an aſpe& of Iron, that when 1 come 
to woot Ladyes,I fright them : but in faith Kate, the e]- 
der I wax,the better I ſhall appeare. My comfort is,that 
Old Age, that 1ll layer vp of Beautie, can doe no more 
ſpoyle vpon my Face, Thou haſt me,it thou haſt me, at 
the worſt; and thou ſhalt weere me, if thou weare me, 


therine, will you haue me? Pur off your Maiden Bluſhes, 
auouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Lookes of 
an Empreſle, take me by the Hand, and ſay, Harry of 
England, I am thine : which Word thou ſhalt no ſooner 
blefſe mine Eare withall, buc | will tell thee alowd, Eng- 
land is thine, Ircland is thine, France is thine, and Henry 
Plantaginet is thine 5; who, though I iſpeake it before his 
Face, it he be not Fellow with the belt King, thou ſhalt 
finde the beſt King of Good-fellowes. Come your An- 
ſwer in broken Muſick ; for thy Voyce is Mulick, and 
thy Engliſh broken : Therefore Queene of all, Katherine, 
breake thy minge to me in broken Engliſh ; wilt thou 
haue me? 

Kath, Dat is as it ſhall pleaſe ae Roy mon pere, 

King. Nay,it will pleate him well, Kate; it (hall pleaſe 
him, Kate. 

Kath, Den it fall al{o content me, 

King. Vpon that I kifſe your Hand, and I call you my 
Queene, 4 

Kath. Laiſſe mon Seiqneur, {ai{ſe, laiſſe, may foy : Te ne 
ven point que vous abbaiſſe voſtre granders , en baiſant le 
main d'une noftre Seigneur indignie ſerniteur excuſe moy, Je 
vous ſupplie mn treſ-pniſſant Sergnenr, : 

King. Then I will kifle your Lippes, Kate. 

Kath. Les Dames & Damoiſels pour eſlire baiſce denant 
leur nopceſe il net pas le coſt ume de Fraunce, 

King. Madame, mynterpreter,what ſayes ſhee? 

Lady. Dat it is not be de faſhon pourle Ladies of 
Fraunce ; I cannot tell wat is buiſle en Angliſh, 

King, Tokifle, 

Ledy. Your Maicſtee entendre bettre que my, 

King. It is not a faſhion for the Maids in Fraunce to 
kiſſe before they are marryed, would ſhe ſay? 

L ady. Ony verayment. 

King. O Kate, nice Cuſtomes curke to great Kings, 
Deare Kate, you and I cannot bee confin'd within the 
weake Lyit of a Countreyes faſhion ; wee are the ma- 
kers of Manners, Kate; and the libertie that fojlowes 
our Places, Rtoppes the mouth of all finde-fauks , as 1 
will doc yours, for ypholdiog the nice faſhion of your 
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betrer and better : and therefore tell me, moſt faire Ka-. | 


| Virgin Crimfon of Modettie, if ſhee deny the apparauce 


His Daughter firſt; and in ſequele,all, 


——— —— 


Countrey, in denying me a Kiſle ; therefore patiently, 
and yeelding, You bave Witch-craft in- your Lippes; 
Kate : there is more eloquence in a Sugar touch of 
them, then in the Tongues of the French Councell; and 
they ſhould ſooner perſwade Harry of England, then a 
generall Petition of Monarchs. Heere comes your 
Father, 

wt | 


Enter the French Power and the Englyb 
Lords 


Burg, God ſaue your Maieſtie, my Royall Couſin, 
teach you our Princeſſe Engliſh? 

King. 1 would haue her learne, ry faire Couſin, how 
pertectly Iloue her,and that is good Evghth, 

Burg. Is ſhee not apt ? 

King. Our Tongue is rough, Coze, and my Conditi- 
on is not ſmooth : ſo that having neyther the Voyce nor 
the Heart of Flacterie about me, I cannot ſo conjure vp 
the Spirit of Loue in her, that hee will appeare in his true 
likeneſſe, 

LGurg. Pardon the frankneſfle of my mirth, if I anſwer 
you for thar, It you would coniure in her, you muſt 
make a Circle : 3t coniure vp Loue in her in his true 
I:keneſle, hee muſt appeare naked, and blinde, Can you 
blame her then, being a Maid, yet ros'd over with the 


| 


ot a naked blinde Boy in her naked ſeeing lelfe? It were 
(my Lord) a hard Condition for a Maid to conſigne 
to, 

King, Yet they doe winke and yecld, as Loue is blind | 
and entorces. | 

Burg, They are then excusy'd,my Lord, when they ſee 
not what they Coe, 

King. Then good my Lord, teach your Couſin to 
conſent winking, 

Zurg. I will winke on her to conſent,my Lord,if you 
will teach her to know my meaning : for Maides well 
Summer'd, and ware kept, are hike Flyes at Bartholo- 
mew-tye, blinde, though they baue their eyes,and then 
they will cadure bandling, which before would not abide 
looking on, 

Kg. This Morall tyes me ouer ta Time, and a hot 
Summer ; and {© 1 ſhall catch the Flye, your Couſin, in 
the latter end, and ſhee muſt be blinde to, 

Burg. As Loue js my Lord,before it loues. 

King. Itis ſo: and you may, ſome of you, thanke 
Loue tor my blindnefſe , who cannot fee many a faire 
French Citie for one faire French Maid that ſtands in my 
Way. 
French King. Yes my Lord, you ſee them perſpec- 
tively ; the Citics rurn'd into a Maid ; for they are 
all gyrdled with Maiden Walls, that Warre bath cn- 
tred. 

England. Shall Kate be my Wife? 

France, So pleale you, 

England, I am content, ſo the Maiden Cities you 
talke of, may wait on her : ſo the Maid that fiaod in 
the =wy for my Wiſh, ſhall ſhew me the way to my 
Will. 2 
; France, Wee haue conſented to all tearmes of rea- 
Ooll, 

England. Ts't ſo,my Lords of England? 

Weſt. The King hath graunted cuery Article z 


According to their firme propoled narures, 
F.xet. Onely 


—_—— —_—— ii. oo. Ae. 4 
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{ Exet, Onelyhe hath not yet ſubſcribed this : 
Where your Maieſtic demands, That the King of France 
| hautng any occahon to write for matter of Graunt, ſhall 
name your Highneſle in this forme, and with this additi. 
on, in French : Noſtre treſcher fils. Henry Roy d' Angleterre 
| Heretere ae Fraunce : and thus in Latine z Praclariſſimus 
Filing nofter Henricus Rex Angle & Heres Francie, 

France. Nox this | haue not Brother ſo deny'd, 
Burt your requeſt ſhall make me let it paſſe, 
| England, Ipray you then,in loue and deare allyance, 
Let that one Article ranke with thereſt, 
And thereupon giue me your Daughter, 
| France, Take het faire Soune,and trom her blood rayſe vp 
| Iſſue ro me, that the contending Kingdomes 
| Of France and England, whoſe very ſhoares looke pale, 
With enuy of each others happineſſe, 
May ceale their hatred ; and this deare Coniunion 
Plant Neighbour-hood and Chriftian-like accord 
In their ſweet Boſomes: that neuer Warre adnance 
H1s bleeding Sword 'twixt England and faire France, 

Lords. Amen, 

K::7. Now welcome Kate: and beare me witneſle all, 
That here 1 kifle her as my Soueraigne Queene, 

Flowriſh. 

Quee. God,the beft maker of all Marriages, 
Combine your hearts in one,your Realmes in one : 
As Man and Wite being ewo,are one in lone, 
So be there 'twixt your Kingdomes ſuch a Spouſal], 
That never may ill Office, or fell Tealouhee, 
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Which troubles oft the Bed of bleſſed Marriage, 
Thruſt in berweene the Pation of theſe Kingdomes, 
To make diuorce of their incorporate League: 
That Engliſh may as French, French Baglithaen, 
Recciue cach other. God {peake this Amen, 

All. Amen. 

King. Prepare we for our Marriage : on which day, 
My Lord of Burgundy weele take your Oath 
And all the Peeres, for ſuretie of our Leagues, 
Then ſhall I ſweare to Kare,and you tome, 
And may our Oathes well kept and proſp'rous be, 

Senet. E xexnt. 


— 


— —— 


Enter Chorxe. 


Thus farre with rough, and all-vnable Pen, 

Our bending Author hath purſu'd the S:ory, 

In little roome confining mightie men, 

Mangling by ſtarts the full courſe of their glory. 
Small cime : bur in that ſmall, moſt greatly liued 
This Starre of England, Fortune made his Sword 
By which,the Wor'ds beſt Garden he atchicued: 
And of ir left his Sonne Imperiall Lord. 

Hevry the Sixt,in Intant Bands crown'd King 

Of France and England, did this King ſucceed; 
Whoſe State ſo many had the managing, | 
Thar they loſt France,and made bis England bleed : 
Which oft our Stage hath ſhowne ; and forcheir ſake, 
In your faire minds let this acceptance take, 
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P 1's : | Dead (March. | Gloſt, Name not Religion, for thou lou't the Fleſh, 
LP Andne're throughout the yeere to Church thou go'ſt, 
- uk \ Enter the Funeral! of King Herry the Fijt, attended on by Except it be to pray againſt thy foes, 
| an the Duke of Bedford, Regent of France ; the Duke Bed.Ceaſc,cealctheſe larres,& reſt your minds in peace: 
14 fel Pony th Decor were | | Lerhnoche em: Henkdompeaary 
# wicke, the bil! er, , , 
BY the Due of Somerſet. Since Armes auaylenort,now that Hemry's dead, 
jy Ws | Poſteritic await for wretched yeeres, 
| \ " b Bedford. When at their Mothers moiſtned eyes, Babes ſhall ( uck, 
br | P Vang bey heauens with black, yield daytonight; ! Our lle be made a Nouriſh of ſalt Teares, 
| 38 :0m4ts unporting change of Times and States, _ _ but Women left ro wayle the dead, 
'- | 3randiſh your c:yitall Trefles in the Skie, enry the Fitt, thy Ghoſt I inuocate : 
| > | we nd with chem ſcourge the bad rcuolang Stars, _ this m—_—_ _ it _ _ Broyles, 
. I : ers : - 
| Thar hauc conlented ynto Fenris death : ombat with aduerle Planets in the Heavens; 
. x King Henry the Filr,too famous to liuc long, A farre more glorious Starre thy Soule will wake, 
; v0 England nc're loſt a King of ſo much worth, Then /ulixs Ceſar,or bright---- | 
yt | | Gleft. England ne're had a King vntill his time: p 
l" Vertuc he had,deſeruing to command | Enter a Meſſenger. 
I} "*- His brandiſht Sword did blinde men with his beames, Meſſ. My honourable Lords, health to youall; | 
Wh His Armes ſpred widerthen a Dragons Wings: Sad ridings bring I to you our of France, 
Fi His ſparkling = Frr ren ——— fire, : = TIT ay/<grand —— | 
* More dazled and droue back his knemies, uzen, Cnamparigne, nneunes, Oricance 
| | 2 Then mid-day Suane,fierce bent agaiaſt their faces, Paris Guyſors,PoiCiers,are all quite loſt, | | 
| ii | What ſhould I ſay? his Deeds exceed all ſpeech: | Beaf. What lay'tt thou man,betore dead Henry's Coarſe? 
| | } Hene'relif: yp his Hand,but conquered, : ' ' Speake toltly,or the lofte of thole great Townes 
i is Exe. We moutne in way oh mourn we not in blood? _ _ = A 269m - c _ death, 
{ Hemry is dead,and neuer [hall reuiue: GloiF, Is Paris loſt? is Roan yeelded yp 
Th, " W- a Wooddcn Coffin we attend; If Henry were recall 'dcolite againe, 
Nw. And Dcaths diſhonourable Viavrie, Theſe news would cauſe him once more yeeld the Ghoſt, 
"3d þ, | We with our lately prelence elorifie, | Exe. How were they lofts what trecherie was vs'd# 
br Like Captiucs owed: » ooo gyoe "amy L at - 0 0965 6h = want of _ and Money, 
; 19% What? (hall we curſe the Planers of Miſhap MONngtt tne JOu:ciers this 13 MUttered, 
[1 ( | That plotted rhus our Glories overthrow? i That here you maintaine ſcuera!) Factions ; 
446 Or ſhall we thinke the ſubtile-witted French, And whil ft a Field ſhould þe diſpatcher and fought, 
| © 1 Coniurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of hin, { Youare diſputing of your Generals, | 
d 1 By Magick Verſes haue contriu'd his end, | One would haue lingring Warres, with little coſt ; 
$ f Winch, He was a King,bleſt of the King of Kings, | Another w__ flye ous wanteth Wings : | 
| ik Vato the French,the dreadfull Iudgement-Day A third thinkes, without expence at all, . 
THIEW. © f! So dreadfull will not be,as was his ſight, By guilefull faire words, Peace may be obtayn'd. 
ih Ma: The Battailes of the Lord of Hoſts he fought : Awake, awake,Engliſh Nobilitie, 
$4 8 The Churches Prayers made him fo proſperous. Let not ſJouth dimme your Honors,new begor; | 
hh 190); OR Gloſt, The Church? where is it? Cropr are the Flower-de-Luces in your Armes 
W030 q + Had not Church-men pray d, | Of Englands Coat,one halfe Is cut away, 
Fc: il : His thred of Life ha&noct ſo ſoone decay'd, Exe. Were our Teares wanting tothis Funerall, 
188 bid | | None doe you like, but an efteminate Prince, Theſe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides, | 
| | | wy } Whom like a Schoole-boy you may ouer-awe. Bea. Me they concerne,Regent I am of France : 
OY (| IW:rch. Glofter,wvhat ere we like,thou art ProteRor, Give me my fteeled Coar,Ile fight for France. 
BR 117 63; | | And6 lookeſt zo command che Prince and Realme, Away with thele diſgracefull wayling Robes ; 
, |: 0 NY Thy W:fc is prowd, ſhe holdeth thee in awe, Wounds will I lend the French,in ſtead of Eyes, 
| 1191 180 More then God oc Religious Church-men may. To weepe their intermiſſive Miſeries. 
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Enter to them awother Meſſenger. 


France is reuolted from the Engliſh quite, 
Except ſome petty Townes,of no import. 
The Dolphin Charles is crowned King in Rheimes: 
The Baſtard of Orleance with him is ioyn'd: 
Reynold Dake of Aniou, doth take his part, + + 
The Duke of Alanſon flyeth ro his fide. Exit, 
Exe. The Dolphin crown'd King? allflye ro him? 
O whither ſhall we flye fromthis reproach 2 
Gloſt. We will not fliye, but to our cnemics throats, 
Bedford,it thou belacke, Ile fight ir our. 
Bed. Gloſter, why doubtft raou of my forwardneſſe? 
An Army haue [ mutter'd irimy thoughts, 
Wherewith already France is ouer-run, 


Enter another Meſſenger. 
Mef. My gracious Lords, to adde to your laments, 
| Wherewith you now becew King Hevries heartle, 
I muſt informe you of a diſmall fight, 
Berwixttne tour Lord T albor, and the French. 
Fin, What? wherein Talbet overcame, is't lo ? 


The circumſtance lle tell you mere at large. 

The tenth of Auguſt laſt, this dreadfull Lord, 
Retyring from the Siege of Orleance, . 
Hauing full (carce tix thouſand in his troupe, 

By three and twentie thouſand of the French 

Was round incompaſſed,and fer vpon: 

No leyſure had heto enranke his men, 

He wanted Pikes to (ct before his Archers: 

In ſtead whereof, ſharpe Stakes pluckt out of Hedges 
They pitched in the ground contuſedly, 

To keepe the Horſemen off, from breaking in, 
More then three houres the fight continued: 
Where valiant Ta/bot, aboue humane thought, 
Enacted wonders with his Sword and Lance, 
Hundreds he ſent co Hell,and none durſt Rand bim: 
Here,there,and every where enrag*d,he flew. 

The French exclaym'd, the Devil] was in Armes, 
All che whole Army ſtood agaz'd on him. 

His Souldiers ſpying his vndaumeed Spirit, 

A Talbot,a Talbot ,cry'd out amaine, 

And ruſht into the Bowels of the Battaile. 

Here had the Conqueſt fully been ſeal'd vp, 

If Sir /ohbn Falſ/affe nad not play'd the Coward. 

He being in the Vauward, plac't behinde, 

Wirth purpole to relicue aod follow them, 
Cowardly fled,not hauing ftruck one ſtroake, 
Hence grew the generall wrack and maſſacre : 
Encloſed were they with their Enemies. 

A baſe Wallon,to win the Dolphins grace, 

Thruſt Talbot with a Speare into the Back, 

Whom all France, with their chiefe aſſembled ſtrength, 
Durſt not preſume to looke once in the face. 

Bedf. 1s Talbot {\aine then? 1 will ſlay my (elfe, 
For liuing ioly here, in pope and eaſe, 

Whil'tt ſuch a worthy Lice ayd, 
Varo his daſtard foe-men is betray'd. 

3. Mefſ. O no, he liues, but is rooke Prifoner 
And Lord Scales with himgand Lord Hunger foM : 
Moſt of the reft ſlaughter'd,or tooke likewile. 

Bedf. His Ranſome there is none bur [ (hall pay, 
I!e hale the Dolphin headlong from his Throne, 
His Crowne ſhall be the Rantome of my friend: 
Foure of their Lords Ile change for one of ours. 


| 


Meſſ. Lords view theſe Lerrers, full ot bad miſchance. 


3-Meſ.O no: wherein Lord Talbot was o'rethrown: 
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Farwell my Maſters,to my Take will I, © 
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Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make, 

To keepe our great Saint Georges Feaft withall. 
Ten thouſand Souldicrs with me I will take, 
Whoſe bloody deeds ſhall make all E e. 

3. Meſſ. So you had need, for Orleance is belieg'd, 
The Engliſh Army is growne weake and faint: 

The Eacle of Salisbury craueth ſupply, 
And hardly keepes his men from rautinie, 
Since they ſo few, watch ſuch a multitude. 

Exe, Remember Lords your Oathes to Heery ſworne : 
Fyther to quell the Dolphin vcrerly, 

Or bring him in ob*dienceto your yoake. 

Bedf, 1 doeremember it,and here take my leaue, 

To goe about my preparation. Exit Bedford. 

Glojt. Tlerothe Tower with all the haſt I can, 

To view th'Artil'erie and Munition, 
And then 1 will proclayme young Herr King, 
Exit Gloſter. 

Exe. To Eltam will I, where the young King is, 
Being ordayn'd his ſpeciall Gouernor, 
And for his ſafetic x hom le beſt deaiie. Exit. 

Winch, Each hath his Place and FunQion to attend: 
[ 2mleft out; for me nothing remaines : | 


| Batlong I will not be [ack out of Ofhce, 


Rn —=———_ 
—. 


| 


The King from Eltam 1 intend xo fend, 


And fit at chiefeſt Sterne ot publique Weale, 
Exit. 


Sound a Flonrih. 


Enter Charles, Alanſon, and Rejgneir, warching 
with Drum and Sonutdrers. | 


Charles. Mars his true mouing,cuen a$ inthe Heauens, 

So in the Earth,to this day is nor knowne, 
Late did he ſhine vpon the Engliſh fide ; 
Now we are Victors, vpon vs he ſmiles, 
\WVnar Townes of any moment, but we haue # 
At pleaſure here we lye,neere Orleance; 
Otherwhiles,the famiſht Engliſh, like pale Ghofts, 
Faintly behege vs one houre ina monerh, 

Alan They want their Porredge,& their fat Bul Beeues: 
Eyther they muſt be dyeted like Mules, 
And haue their Provender ey'dto-rheir mouthes, 
Or pitteons they will looke,like drowned Mice. 

Reineir, Let's rayſe the Siege: why live we idly here? 
Talbat is taken, whom we wont to feare: 
Remayneth none but mad-brayn'd Salubury, 
And he may well in fretting ſpend his gall, 
Nor men nor Money hath he ro make Warre. 

Charles. Sound, found Alarum,we will ruſh on ther, 

Now for the honour of the forlorne French; 
HimT gf my death, that killerh me, 


When he ſees me goe back one foot, or flye, - Exeunt. 
Here Alarum, they are beaten back, by the 
Engliſh,with great loſſe. 


Enter Charles, Alarſon, and Reigneir. 

Charles. Who ever ſaw the like? what men haue I? 
Dogges,Cowards,Daſtards: I would ne're bauc fled, 
Bur tha they lefr me 'mid my Enemies, 

Reigneir. Saliubury is a deſperate Homicide, 
He fig hteth as one weary of his life : 
The other Lords, like Lyons wanting foode, 
Doe ruſh vpon ys as their hungry prey« 
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Englarid all Olawers and Rowlands breed, 


And whereas I was black and [wart before, 
\V ith thole cleace R ayes, which ſhee infus'd on me, 
That bcautic am | bleft with, which you may lee. 


99 


A lanſor F, royſard, a Countreyman of ours,records, | 


During the time Edward thethird did raigne: 
More truly now may this be verified ; 
For none but Samſoxs and Goltaſſes 
It ſendeth forth to skirmith : one to tenne ? 
Leane raw-bon'd Raſcals, who would c're ſuppole, 
They had ſuch courage and audacitie? 

Charles. Let's leauerthis Towne, 


Reſolue on this,thou ſhalt be forrunate, | 


 Thefrſt Part of Henry the Sixt. 


Forthey are hayre-brayn'd Slaues, Ed - 

And hunger will enforce then io be more eager: 

Of old I know them; rather with their Teeth 

The Walls they le teare downe,then forlake the Siege. 
Reignerr. ] thinke by ſome odde Gimmors or Device 

Their Armes are ſet,like Clocks, (till ro ſtrike on; 

Elſe ne're could they hold out fo as they doe : 


By my conſent, wee'le euen let them alone. | 


Alanſon. Beit lo. | 


Enter the Baſtard of Orleance, 


Baſtard. Where's the Prince Dolphin? I have newes 
for him, | 
Dolph. Baſtard of Orleance,thrice welcome to vs, 
Baſt, Me thinks your looks ate ſad, your chear appal'd. 
Hath the late ouerthrow wrought this oftence ? 
Be not diſmay'd, for fuccour is at hand : 
A holy Maid hither with mel bring, 
Which by a Viſion ſent to her from Heaven, 
Ordayned is to rayſe this tedious Siege, 
And driue the Engliſh forth the bounds of France: 
The ſpirit of deepe Prophecie ſhe hath, 
Exceeding the nine Sibyls of old Rome: 
What's paſt, and what's to come, ſhe can deſcry. 
Speake,thall [ call her ine beleeue my words, 
For they are certaine,and vnfallible, 
Dolph, Goe call her in: bur firſt, to try her sk1ll, 
Reignier ftand thou as Dolphin in my place; 
Queſtion her prowdly,ler thy Lookes be fierne, 


i 


By this meanes ſhall we found what skill ſhe hath, | 


Enter [Doane Puzel, 
Reigneir, Faire Maid, jv't thou wilt doe theſe won- 
drous teats ? | 
 Puzel, Reignier,is't thou that thinke(t to beguile me? 
Where is the Dolphin ? Come, come from behinde, 
I know thee well,rhough never ſeene before, 
Be not amaz'd,there's nothing hid from me; 
In private will I calke wich thee apart : 
Stand back you Lords,and give vs leave a while. 
Reigneir, She takes vpon her bravely at firſt daſh, 
Pazel. Dolphin,l am by birth a Shepheards Daughter, 


' meare? 


My wit vatrayn'd in any kind of Arrt : 

Heaven and our Lady gracious hathitpleas'd 

To ſhine on my contemprible eftate, 

Loe, whileſt I wayced on my tender Lambes, 

And to Sunnes parching heat diſplay*d my checkes, 
Gods Mother deigned ro appearc to me, 

And in a Viſion full of Maieftie, | 
Will'4 me to leave my baſe Vocation, 
And free my Countrey from Calamitie : 
Her ayde (he promis'd,and afſur'd ſacceſle, 
la compleat Glory ſhee reucal'd her ſelfe: 


' 
' 


| 


| Till by broad ſpreading, it diſperſe ro naught, 
| With Heyries death, the Engliſh Circle ends, 


| Which Ceſar and his fortune bare at once, 


| How may I reverently worſhip thee enough ? 


E 
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Aske me what queſtion thou cant poſſible, 
And I will anſwer vnpremeditated : | 
My Courage trie by Combat,if thou dar', 

And thou Pat finde that I exceed my Sex, 


— — 


If thou recemue me for thy Warlike Mate, 
Dolph. Thou aſt aſtoniſht me with thy high termesr | 
Onely this proofe Ile of thy Valour make, | 
In tingle Combat thou ſhalt bucklegvith me ; | 
And it thou vanquiſheft, thy words are true, 
Otherwiſe | renounce all confidence, 
Puzel, Tamprepar'd: here is my keene-eag'd Sword, 
Deck: with tine Flowerede-Luces on each fide, 
The which at Touraine,in S. Kathermes Church-yard, 
Our of a great deale of old Iron,I choſe forth, 

Dolph. Then come a Gods name, I feare no woman, 
Fuzel. And while I live,lle ne're flye from a man, 
Here they fight ,and loane ae Puel overcomes. 

Dolph, Stay,ftay thy hands, thou art an Amazon, 
And hghteſt with the Sword of Debera. 
Puzgl. Chiiſts Mother helpcs me, elſe I were too | 
weake, | 
Do(ph.Who e're helps thee,'tis thou that muſt help me : 
Impatiently I burne with thy defire, 
My heart and hands thou haſt at once ſubdu'd, 
Excellent Pzecl,\f thy name be ſo, 
Lec me thy ſeruant,and not Soueraigne be, 
'Tis the French Dolphin ſueth to thee thus, 
Puzel. | muft nor yeeld to any rights of Loue, 
For my Profefſion's ſacred from aboue : 
When I haue chaſed all thy Foes from hence, 
Then will I thinke vpon arecompence, 
Dolph. Mecane time looke gracious on thy proſtrate 
Thrall. : 
Reigneir, My Lord me thinkes is very long in talke. 
Alarſ.Doubtleſle he ſhriues this woman to ber ſmock, 
Elſene're could he fo long protraRt his ſpeech, 
Rergneir, Shall wee difturbe him, fince hee keepes no 


Alan,He may meane mere then we poor men do know, 
Theſe women are ſhrewd cemprers with their tongues, 
Reigneir. My Lord, where are you? what deuiſe you on? 
Shall we giue o're Orleance, or no ? 
Pazel. Why no,1 lay: diſtruſtfull Recreants, 
Fightrill che laſt gaſpe: Ile be your guard, 

Dolph, What ſhee ſayes, He confirme : wee'le fight 
it our, 

Puze!, Aſſign'd amI to be the Engliſh Scourge, 
This night the Siege afſuredly Ile rayie: | 
ExpeR Saint CIartins Summer, Halcyons dayes, 

Since I haueentred into.theſe Warres, 
Glory is like a Circle mthe Water, 
Which never ccaſethto enlarge it ſelfe, 


Diſperſed are the glories it included : 
Now am [1 like that prowd inſulting Ship, 


Dolph, Was Mahomet inſpired with a Doue? 
Thou with an Eagle art inſpired then, 
Helen,th@M other of Great (onſtantine, 
Nor yet $.?h1i/ips daughters were like thee. 
Bright Starre of Ven, falne downe on the Earth, - 


eAlanſes, Leaue off delayes, and let vs rayſe the 
Siege, 


Reigneir, Wo- 


am td 


a. 


| 
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Driue them from Orleance, and be immortaljz'd. 
Dolph. Preſently wee'le try ; comelet's away about it, 
No Prophet will I exult,if ſhee proue falſe, Exennt, 


Enter Gloſter with by Serwing-men. 


Gloſ?, 1 am come to ſuruey the Tower this Cay; | 
Since Henries death, | feare there is Conueyance : 
Where be theſe Warders,that they wait not here? | 
Open the Gartes, tis G/ofter that calls, | 
1. Warder. Who's theregthat knocks ſo im 
Gloft. 1. Man. |t is the Noble Duke of Gloſter, 
2. Warder, Who erche be,you may not be let in, 
I. Manx. Villaines,anſwer you ſo the Lord Protector? 
1. #arder. The Lord prote@ himyſo we antwer him, 
We doe no otherwile then wee are will'd. 
GloF.Who willed you?or whoſe will tands but mine? 
There's none Protector of the Realme,but 1 : 
Breake vp the Gates, lle be your warranize; 
Shall I be flowted thus by dunghill Groomes? 
Gloſters men: ruſh at the T ower Gates, and Yooduile 


perioully ? | 


the Lieutenant ſpeakes within, 
Woodu'le. What noyle is this? what Traytors haue 

wee here? 

Gloft, Lieurenant,is it you whole voyce | heare? 
Open the Gates, here's Gloſter that would enter, 

Woedxile. Haue patience Noble Duke,l may not open, 
The Cardinall of Wincheſter forbids: 
From him I haue exprefle commandement, 
That thou nor none of thine ſhall be ler in, 

Gloft, Faint-hearted Woodwile,priz.eft him*fore me? 
Arrogant Wincheſter, that haughtie Prelate, 
Whom Henry our late Soueraigne ne're could brooke? 
Thou art no friend toGod, or to the King : 
Open the Gates,or Ile ſhut thee out ſhortly, 


| 
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Serningmen, Open the Gates vnto the Lord Protector, 
Or wee'le burſt them open,it that you come not quickly, 


Emer to the Proteltor at the Tower Gates Wincheſter 
and bu men in Tawney Coates. 


Wincheft. How now ambitious /mpheir,what meanes 
this? 

Gloſt. Picl'd Prieſt, doo'ſt thou command me to be | 
(hur our? - 

winch. I doe, thou moſt vſurping Proditor, 
And not ProteQtor of the King or Realme, 

Gloff. Stand back thou manifeſt Conſpirator, 
Thou that contriued'ſt ro murther our dead Lord, 
Thouthat giu'ſt Whores Indulgences to finne, 
le canuas thee in thy broad Cardinalls Hat, 
If thou proceed in this thy inſolence, 

#imch, Nay ,ftand thou back, I will not budge a foot : 
This be Damaſcus, be thou curied Cam, 
To ſlay thy Brother Abel,it thou wilt, 

Gloſt. 1 will not (lay thee, bur Ile drive thee back ; 
Thy Scarlet Robes, as a Childs bearing Cloth, 
Ile vſe,to carry thee our of this place. 

Winch, Doe what thou dar'ſt, I beard thee ro thy 
face, 

Gloſt. What? am I dar'd, and bearded to my face? 
Draw men, for all this priviledged place, 
Blew Coats to Tawny Coars, Prieſt,beware your Beard, 
I meane to tugge it,and to cuffe you ſoundly, 
Vader my feet 1 tampe thy Cardinalls Hat: 
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| Reigneir, Woman, do what thou canſt to ſaue our honors, | In ſpight of Pope,or dignities of Church, 


— 
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Here by the Cheekes le drag thee vp and downe. 
Winch. Glefter , thou wilt anſwere this before the 
Pope, 
Gloſt. Wincheſter Goole, cry,a Rope,a Rope, 
Now beat them hence,why doe you let them ſtay ? 
Thee Ile chaſe hence,thou Wolte in Sheepes array, 
Our Tawney-Coates,out Scailet Hypocrite, 


Here Gloſter; men beat ont the Cardinalls men, j 
and enter im the burly.burly the Maior 


of London,and by Officers, 


Maior, Fye Lords,that you being ſupreme Magiſtrates, 
Thus contumeliouſly ſhould breake the Peace. | 
Cloſt. Peace Maior, thou know Rt little of my wrongs: | 
Here's Zeanford, that regards nor God nor King, 
Hath here diftrayn'd the Tower to his vie, 

Wwch. Here's Glofter,a Foe to Citizens, 

One thar ſtill motions Warre,and never Peace, 
O're-charging your free Purſes with large Fines ; 
That ſeekes to overthrow Religion, 

Becauſe he is Proteor of the Realme; 

And would haue Armour here out of the Tower, 
To Crowne himlelte King,and ſuppreſic the Prince, 

Gleſt. 1 will not anſwer thee with words, but blowes, 

Here they $kirmiſh agane, 
Maier. Naught reſts for me,inthis tumultuous ftrife, 
Bur ro make open Proclamation. 
Come Officer,as lowd as e're thou canſt,cry : 

Al manner of men, aſſembled here- in Armes this day, 
agamſt Gods Peace and the Kings, wee charge aud command 
you, in his Highneſſe Name, to repayre to your ſeuerall dwel- 
lmg places, and not to weare, handle, or uſe any Sword, Wea- 
pon,or Dag ger hence-forward upon paine of death, 

G/oft. Cardinall,Ile be no breaket of the Law: 

Zut we ſhall meer,and breake our minds ar large, 

winch. Glofter,wwee'le meet to thy coſt, be ſure ; 

Thy heart-blood I will haue for this dayes worke, 

Mator, Ile call for Clubs,if you will not away: 

This Cardinall's more haughtie then the Deuill. 

Gloſt, Maior farewell ; thou doo'ſt but what thou 
may |t. 

winch. Abhominable G[:ſter, guard thy Head, 

For intend to haue it ere long, Exeunt, 
Maior. See the Coalt clear'd, and then we will depart, 

Good God,theſe Nobles ſhould ſuch Romacks beare, 

| my ſelfe fight not once in fortie yeere, Exeunt. 


Enter the Maſter Gunner of Orleance, and 
his Boy. 

M.Gumner.Sirtha,thou know'(t how Ocleance is befieg'd, 
And how the Engliſh have the Suburbs worne, 

Boy. Father I know,and oft hauc ſhort at them, . 
How e're vnforrunate, I mils'd my ayme. | 

M.Genner.But now thou ſhalt not. Be thou ruPd by me: 
Chiefe Mafter Gunner am I of this Towne, 
Somerhing I muſt doe to procure me grace : 
The Princes eſpyals haue informed me, 
How the Engliſh, in the Subucbs cloſe entrencht, 
Went through a ſecret Grate of Iron Barres, 
In youder Tower,to ouer-peere the Citie, 
And thence diſcouer, how with mott aduantage 
They may vex ys with Shot or with Aſlault, 
To intercept this inconuenience, 


A Peece of Ordnance'gainft it | have plac'd, * 
n 
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4 100 7 hefirſt Part of Henry the Sixt. 
| if And euen theſe three dayes have I watcht, | How far'ſt thou,Mirror of all Martiall men ? oY; 
; 2K If I could ſce them. Now doe thou watch, | One of thy Eyes,and thy Cheekes (ide ftruck oF ? 
1 I | For | can ſay no longer. Accurſed Tower, accuried farall Hand, 
} 1 Bp { It thou ſpy'ſt any, runoe and bring me wore, That hath contriu'd this wofull Tragedie, 
Wit”; ' And thou ſhalt finde me at the Guucrnors. Exit. | In thirteene Battailes, Sal:sbwry o'recame : 
mT. ! Boy. Father,] warrant yougtake you no care,  Henmrythe Fitt he firſt rrayn'd tothe Warres, 
\} 1 : | | He never trouble you, if 1 may {pye rem. Exit. | Whil'(t any Trumpe did ſound,or Drum ſtruck VP, 
A T6 His Sword did ne're leaue ſtriking in the field, 
= Enter Salpoxry ava Talbot on the Turrets, Yet liu't thou Salz-$wry? though thy ſpeech doth fayle, 
| with others | | One Eyethou haft to looketo Heaven for grace, 
| 'y Y Saliub, Tatbot ray lite, my joy,againe return'd : The Sunne with one Eye vieweth all the World, 
| io How wert thou handled bring Prifoner ? Heauen be thou gracious to none aliue, 
q , Ti Or by what meanes gort's thouto be releas'd 2 If Salubury wants mercy at thy hands. 
k ol Diſconrſe I prethce on this Turrets zop. | Beare hence his Body,I will helpe ro bury it. 
| '#}  } Tatbet. TheEatle of Bedtord had a Prifoner, Sir Thomas Gargrane,halt thou any life? 
; 4 Call'd the brane Lozd Portor ac Santrayle, Speake vnto 7 albet, nay,looke vp to him, 
. 138 For him was I exchang'J,and ranlom d, Salubary cheare thy Spirit with this comforr, 
+vth | But with a baſer man of Armes by tarre, Thou ſhalt not dye whiles---- 
i#h Once in contempt they would haue barter d me : | He beckens with his hand,and ſmiles on me : 
1 El ſe | Which 1 diſdaining,{corn'd,and craued death, As who ſhould ſay, When I am dead and gone, 
4 WL. j Rather then I would be fo pil 'd efteem'd: Remember to auenge me onthe French. 
£3 7 In fine, redeem'd I was as | defir d. Plantaginet | will, and like thee, 
| f þ | Bur O,the trecherous Fa//tafſe wounds my heart, Play on the Lute, beholding the Townes burne: 
il. - ' Whom with my bare fitts I would execue, Wretchcd ſhall France be onely in my Name. 
ny | If Inow had him bronght into my power. Here an Alarum,and it Thunders and Lightews, 
* is Saliub. Yer tell'lt thou not, how thou wert enter- | What ſtirre :s this ? what cumult's in the Heauens ? 
\n rain'd, Whence commeth this Alarum, and the noyſe? 
y Tal. With ſcoffes and ſcornes,and contumelious taunts, Enter a Meſſenger. 
| In open Market-place product theyne, Aeſſ.My Lord,my Lord,the French haue gather'd head. 
4 To be a publique ſpectacle toall : The Dolphin,with one /oane de Puzel ioya'd, 
_ "io $ Here, ſayd they,is the Terror of the French, A holy Propheteſle, new rifen VP, 
wi The Scar-Crow that aftrights our Cluldren 19. Is come with a great Power,to rayſe the Siege. 
_ Then broke I from the Gtticers that led me, Here Salubary lifieth bimſelfe vp, and £704ues; 
|} And with my nayles digg'd ſtones out of the ground, Talb. Heare, heare, how dying Salubnry doth groane,, 
48 To hurle at the beholders of my ſhame. Ic irkes his heart he cannot be reveng'd, © + q 
Nl I My grifly countenance made others ye, French.nen, lie be a Salzbury ro you. - | | 
S i! None durſt come neere, for tcare of lJuddaine death, P«ze&l or Puſſel, Dolphin or Dog-fiſh, z 
"RP In Iron Walls they deem'd me nor tecure: Your hearts ile ſtampe out with my Horſes heeles, 
| 1 Ih | So great feare of my Name*'mongſt them were ſpread, And make a{):1agmire of your mingled braines, 
i 1 | | That they ſuppos'd I could rend Barres of Stecle,  Conuey me Salubury into his Tent, T 
| ] And ſpurne in pieces Poſts of Adamant, And then wee'le try what theſe daſtard Frenchmendare. 
14-k4 Wherefore a guard of cholen Shot I had, Alarum, Exeunt. > 
| 4 That walkt about me euery Minute while : | - = » 
if 1 And if 1 did but titre our of my Bed, . Here an Alarum a94ine,and Talbot prrſuerb the Dolphan, 
War Ready they were to thoot tne 20 the heart. and drinerh bim : Then enter loane de Purel, . © 
4 37S Enter the Boy with a Linſtock. | drining Engli/hmen before ber. + 147] \ 
We. Salib.T grieve to heare what torments youendur'd, Then enter Talbot. © 911 
390 But we will be reveng'd ſufficiently, | Talb.Where is my ſtrength, my valour,and my force? 
9h! Now mis Supper time jn Orleance : { Our Englilh Troupes retyre,I cannot ſtay them, j 
Wet Here,through this Grate, I] count each one, A Woman clad in Armour chaſeth them, - 
144 And view the Frenchinen how they fortifie 2 | Emer Pu«zel, 
'} b | Let vs looke in,the ſight will much delightzhee: Hereghere ſhee comes. 1le baue a bowt with thee: 
| [2 | Sit Thomas (jnrorane,and SH Walliams Glanſaale, os, Deuill,or Deuils Dam, Lle conjure thee : 
| BB . * { Let mehaue your expretſe opinions, | Blood will I draw onthee, thou art a Witchg.... ._____ | 
\\.. L126 \Where 1s beit place romake our Batt'ry next ? And ſtraightway giue thy Soule to him thou ſeru'ft, 
8 | Gargraxe. 1 thinke at the Nerth Gategfor there ftands | Pazel, Come, come, 'tis onely 1 that muſt diſgrace 
187% by! | Lords. thee. Here they fight. * 
£1411: Glanſdale. And | heere, at the Bulwarke of the Talb. Hemuens,can you faite Hell ſo to preuayle ? 
$2 © 0608 | Brid oe, My breſt Ile burſt with training of my courage, 
; Hi Talb, For ouglit I ſeegthis Citric muſt be famiſhe, And trom my ſhoulders crack my Armes aſunder, 
B18 tl Or with light Skirmithes enteebled, Here they ſhot, and | But I will chaſte this high-minded Strumper. 
Y | wl j | | Saltbury falls downe. They fight againe. 
nn 43:17 On $2/46. O Lord have mercy on ys, wretched finners. Pwzel. Talbot farwell,thy houre is not yet come, 
i | | 4 \ Cprave. O Lord have mercy on me, wotull man. I muſt goe Victuall Orleance forthwith : 
ME: 20 2208 Tails, \\ hat chance is cls, that ſuddenly hath croſt ys? A ſbvert Alarum : then enter the Towne 
l; nh "Ut 43 ; { Speake S4/:.5ary; ar lealt, it chou canſt, ſpeake : with Sonldiers. | 
} ? | 4 # | O're- | 
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T be firſt Part of Henry the Sixt. Io! 
; O're-take me if thou canſt,I ſcorne thy ſtrength, 
| e200, Sor, cheare yp thy hungry-ftarued men, | MT 
elpe Salybury to make his Teſtament, ; 
This Day is ours,as many more ſhall be, E xit. Att HS $ 44 undus . $ Cena Pry Ma, 
Talb. My thoughts are whirled like a Potters Wheele, 
| I know not where I am,nar what I doe : __ NE 
A Witch by feare,not force, like Hannibal; 
Driues back our troupes,and conquers as ſhe liſts : Enter a Sergeant of 4 Band with two Sentinels. 
{ So Bees with ſmoake, and Doues with noyſome Rench, | 
Are from their Hyues and Houſes driuen away. Ser. Sirs, take your places, and be vigilant ; 
They call'd vs,for our fierceneſſe, Engliſh Dogges, | If any noyle or Souldier you perceiue 
Now like to Whelpes,we crying runne away, | Neere to the walles, by ſome apparant figne 
| A (bort Alarum, | Ler vs have knowledge at the Court of Guard, 
Hearke Countreymen, eyther renew the fight, Sent. Sergeant you ſhall. Thus are poore Seruitors | 
Or teare the Lyons out of Englands Coat (When others ſleepe vpon their quiet beds) 
Renounce your Soyle, giue Sheepe in Lyons ſtead ; Conſtrain'd to watch in darknefle, raine, and cold. 
{ Sheepe run not halfe ſo trecherous fromthe Wolfe, | 
Or Horſe or Oxen trom the Leopard, Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with ſcaling 
As youflye from your oft-ſubdued (lanes, Ladder; : Their Drummes beating 4 
| eAlarum. Here another Skirmiſh, | Dead: March, | 
Ir will not be, retyre into your Trenches : 1 
You all conſented vnto Salubwries death, Tai, Lord Regent, and redoubted Bargnndy, | 
For none would ſtrike a ftroake in his revenge, By whole approach, the Regions of Artoys, 
Paxzel is entred into Orleance, Wallon, and Picardy, are triends to vs: | 
In ſp1ght of vs,or ought that we could doe. This happy night, the Frenchmen are ſecure, 5 
O would were to dye with Salubury, Having all day carows'd and banquetted, | \ 
The ſhame hereof, will make me hide my head, Embrace we then this opportunitie, 
Exit Talbot, As fitting beſt to quittance their deceite, 
Alarum, Retreat, Flomriſh. Contriu'd by Art, and balefull Sorcerie. 
Bed.Coward of France,how much he wrongs his fame, 
Enter on the Walls, Puz4l, Dolphin, Reigneir, Diſpairing of his owne armes fortitude, 
eAlanſor, and Sonldiers. To ioyne with Witches, and the helpe of Hell, | 
Bur. Traitors haueneuer other company, 
Purel. Advance our waving Colours on the Walls, But what's that P-#zell whom they tearme ſo pure? 
[Reſcu'd is Orleance from the :ngliſh. Tal. A Maid, they (ay. | 
Thus /eane de Pucel hath pertorm'd her word, Bed, A Maid? And be ſo martiall ? k 
_ Divineſt Creature, A/frea's Daughter, Bur, Pray God ſhe prove not maſculine ere long: 
How ſhall 1 honour thee for this ſucceſle ? If vnderneath the Standard of theFrench 
Thy promiſes are like Adonw Garden, She carry Armour, as ſhe hath begun, | 
That one day bloom'd,and fruitfull were the next. Tal.\Vell, let them praQtiſe and conuerſe with ſpirits, 
France, triumph in thy glorious Propherteſle, God is our Forcreſle, in whoſe conquering name 
| Recouer'd is the Towne of Orleance, _ Ler vs reſolue to ſcale their flinty bulwarkes, 
More bleſſed hap did ne're befall our State. Bed. Aicend braue T albort, we will follow tice, | 
Roigneir , Why ring not out the Bells alowd, Tal, Not altogether : Becter farre I gueſle, | 
Throughout the Towne ? That we do make our entrance ſeverall wayes : | 
Dolphin command the Citizens make Bonhres, That if it chance the one of vs do faile, | 
And feaſt and banquet inthe open ſtreets, The other yet may riſe againſt their torce., 
To celebrate the ioy that God hath given vs, _ Bed, Agreed; Ile to yond corner. 
| Alavſ. All France will be repleat with mirth and ioy, Bar. And[tothis, 
When they ſhall heare how we have play'd the men, Tal. And heere will Ta/bot mount, or make his graue. 
Dolph. "Tis Toane,not we,by whom the day is wonne : | Now Salisbwry, for thee and for theright | 
For which,] will diuide my Crowne with her, | Of Engliſh Hexry, ſhall this night appeare 
f And all the Prieſts and Fryers in my Realme, How much in duty, I am bound to both. | 
| Shall in proceſſion ſing her endlefle prayſe. Sent, Arme, arme, the enemy doth make aſſault. : 
A ſtatelyer Pyramis to her [le reare, Cry, S;George, ATalbot.| 
Then Rhodophe's or Cc Memphy euer was. 
In memorie of her,v:hea ſhe is dead, | T he French leape ore the wallet in their ſhirts. Enter 
Her Aſhes,in an V rne more precious ſ[enerall wayes, Baſtard, Alanſon, Reignier, 
Then the rich-iewel'd Coffer of Darias, | halfe ready, and halfe unready. 
Tranſported,ſhall be at kigh Feſtiuals 
Before the Kings and Queenes of France, Alan. How now my Lords? what all vnreadie ſos | 
No longer on Saint Dennis will we cry, Baſt. Vnready?I and glad we ſcap'd ſo well, 
Bur Joane de Puzcl ſhall be France's Saint, Reig. Twas time (1 trow) to wakaand leaue our beds, 
Come in,and ler vs Banquet Royally, Hearing Alarums at our Chamber doores. 
After this Golden Day of ViRorie. Alas. Of all exploits fince firſt I follow'd Armes, 
Fiowriſh. Excunt. | Neze heard I of a watlike enterprize 
More | 
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' More venturous,or deſperate then this. 
Baſt. 1thinke this Talbot be a Fiend of Hell. 


| Reig. If not of Hell, the Heauens ture fauour him. 
Alanſ. Here commeth Charles,l maruel] how he ſped? 


Enter Charles and Joare. 

Baſt. Tut, holy Horne was 11's detenſine Guard. 

Charl. Ts this thy cunaing,taou decercſu!l Dame? 
Didft chon at fir ft, to flatter vs withall, 
Make vs partakers of a lite gayne, 
That now our lofſe m\ght be ten times fo my ch? 

[oane. Wherefore is Charles imoetient with his friend? 
| At all times will you haue my Power alike? 
Sleeping or waking,muſtTHitiprenayte, 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on mg? 
Improu:dent Souls had your Watch been good, 
This ſudden Milchiete never could have taine, 

Charl, Duke of Alanſon,this was your dctault, 
That being Captain? of the Watch to Night, 
Did looke no better to that weightic Charge. 

Alarſ. Had all your Quarters been as lately kept, 
As that whereof I had the government, 
\We had not becne thus ſhamefully jurpr:z.C, 
A Baſt. Mine was {ecure. 
1 Feig. Ando was mine, my Lord. > 
Charl. And for my fel{e,mott part of al! this Night 
{| Wichm her Quarter, and mine owne Preci.ct, 
| was imploy'd in paſſing to a1 fro, 
About relicuing of the Centiiucls, 
| Then how,or which way, ſhould they ficft breake in 2 
Toaxe. Queſtion (my Lords) no further of che cate, 
{ How or which way ; 't!5 ſure they tound tome place, 
But weakely guarded, where the breach was made: 
And now there reſts no other ſhift bur this, 
To gather our Souldiors, (catter'd and diſperc't, 
And lay new Plat-formes to endammage tticin. 

E xeunt. 


i Alarum. Emer a Souldier,crying, a Talbot, a Tal/59t : 
| they fl ye fearing ther Clothes behind, 

Sould. lie be to bold totake what they haue lett : 
The Cry of 7/6: lerues me tor a Sword, e 
For | haue loaden me with many Spoyles, 
Viing no other Weapon but 11s Name, Exit, 

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgwudze, 

Bedf. The Day begins to breake, and Night is fled, 
Whoſe pitchy Mantle over-vay! d the Earth. 

Here ſound Retreat,aud ceale our hot purſuits Retreat. 

Talb. Bring torth the Body of old Sa/ubary, 

And here aduance it in the Market-Place, 
The mid.ile Centure of this curted Towne. 
Now hauc | pay'd my Vow vnto his Soule; 
For cucry drop of blood was drawne from him, 
| There hath at jea(t tive Frenchmen dyed tonight, 
And chat bereatrer Ages may bebold 
What ruine happened in revenge of him, 
With: ther chictelt Temple Ne erect 
| A Tombe, wherein 1s Corps ihall be interr'd : 
{ Vpon the which.chat every one may reade, 
| Shall be engrau'd the tai ke of Ocleance, 
; The rrecherous manner of lis movrnctyll death, 
| And what a terror he had beene ro France. 
| Buc Lords, in all cur bloudv Maſlacre, 
1 mule © c met nut will the Dolphins Grace, 
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| His new-come Champion, vertuous /eane of Acre, 


Nor any of his falſe Confederates, 
| Bedf."Tis thought Lord Tatbet,when the fhghr began, 
Rows'd on the ſudden from their drowlie Beds, 
They did amongſt the troupes of armed men, 
Leape ore the Walls for refuge in the field, 
Burg. Myſelte,as farre as I could well Giſcerne, 
| Forſmoake,and duskie vapours ot the night, 
 Amiſprelfſcar'd the Dolphiorand his Trull, 
| When Arme in Arme they both came ſwiftly running, 
| Liketoapayre of loung Turtle-Doues, 
That could nor live atunder day or night, 
After that things are ſet in otder here, 
Wee'le tollow them with all the power we have, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
| Ac. All hayle,wmy Lords: which of this Princely trayne 
' Call ye the Warlike Talbot, for his As 
So much applauded through the Realme of France ? 
Talb. Here 1s the Talbor,who would ſpeak wich him ? 
| Me. Thevertuous Lady,Counteſle of Oucrgne, 
| With modeſtic admiring thy Renowne, 
By me entreats (great Lord)thou would'ſt vouchſafe 
| Tovihrt her poore Caſtle where ſhe lyes, 
| That he may boaſt ſhe hath beheidthe man, 
| Whole glory fills the World with lowd report, 
| YLurg. ls itcucnſo? Nay,then 1 ſec our Warres 
| Will turne ynto a peacefull Comick ſport, 
| 
| 


i 
| 
| 
} 
| 


When Ladyescraue to be encountred with, 
You m:y not (my Lord) deſpiſe her gentle ſuit, 
Taib, Ne're truſt me then; for whep a World of men 
Could not preuayle with all their Oracoric, 
Yet nath + Womans k:indnefle ouer-rul'd ; 
And theretore tell her, I returne great thankes, 
| And infubmiſon will attend on her, 
Will not your Honors beare me company ? 
| Belf. No,ruly,'tis morethen manners will : 
' And i hane heard it iayd Vnbidden Gueſts 
| Acc olten weleommett when Ley are gone, 
| 


7 1/6, Well rhen,alone(lnce there's no remedie) 
c 


I meane to.proue this Ladyes courtelie, 

Core hc: Capraine, you perceive my minde. 
Whiſpers. 

Cpt, I ace my Lord, and meane accordingly, 

Excurt, 


Fnter Counteſſe, 
(2«xt. Poter,remember what I gaue in charge, | 
And when you haue done ſo,bring the Keyes ro me, 
Port, Madame,l will, Ext. 
Count. The Plot is layd, if all things fall out right, 
I ſhall as famous be by this exploit, 
As Scythian Tomyrs by Cyr death, 
Great is the rumour of this dreadful Knight, 
And his atchieuements of no lefle account ; 
Faine would mine cyes be witneſſe with mine eares, 
To giue their cenſure of theſe rare reports, 


Enter Meſſenger and T albet. 
Aſ:ſſ. Madame,according as your Ladyſhip delir'd, 
By Meflage crau'd, fois Lord Talbot come, 


} 


{ onunt. And he is welcome: what? 15 this the man 2 
Mefſ. Madame, it is, 
Cownt. Is this the Scourge of France? 

Is this the T a/bot,ſo much fear'd abroad ? 

Thar with tis Name the Mothers ſtill their Babes? 

I ſee Report is tabulous and falle. 


tet. Ms re 
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I thought I ſhould haue ſcene ſome Herewler, = 
A lecond HeFor, for his grim aſpeR, 
And large proportion of his ſtrong knit Limbes, 
Alas,this is a Child, a filly Dwatfe : 
It cannot be, this weake and wrichled (hrimpe 
Should ſtrike ſuch terror to his Enemies. 

Tals. Madame, | haue beene bold to trouble you: 
Bur ſince your Ladyſhip is not at leyſure, 
Ile ſort ſome other time to viſit you, 

Comnt. \N hat meanes he now ? 
Goe aske him, whither he goes? - 

Meſſ. Stay my Lord Tabor, for my Lady craues, 
To know the cauſe of your abrupt departure ? 

Talb, Marry,for that ſhee's in a wrong beleefe, 
I goe to certifie her Talbot's here, 

Exter Porter with Keyes. 

Count. If thou be he,then arc thou Priſoner. 

Talb, Priſoner ? to whom ? 

Comnt. To me, blood-thirſtic Lord: 
And for that caufe | trayn'd thee ro my Houle, 
Long time thy ſhadow hath been thrall ro me, 
For in wy Gallery thy PiQture hangs : 
But now the {ubſtance ſhall endure the like, 
And I will chayne theſe Legges and Armes of thine, 
That haſt by Tyrannie theſe many yeeres 
Waſted our Countrey,flaine our Citizens, 
And ſent our Sonnes and Husbands capriuate, 

Talb, Ha,ha,ha. 

Count, Laughelſt chou Wretch ? 
Thy mirth ſhall turne to moane, 

Talb, Tlaughto ſee your Ladyſhip fo fond, 
To thinke, that you have ought but Talbors ſhadow, 
Whereon to practiſe your ſcueritie. 

{ount. Why? art not thou the man 2 

Talb, I am indeede, 

Count. Then haue 1 ſubſtance too. 

Talb, No,no, ] am but ſhadow of tny ſelfe : 
Youare deceiu'd, my {ubRance is not here 
For what you ſee,is but the ſmalleſt part, 
And leaſt proportion of Humanitie : 
[ tell you Madame,were the whole Frame here, 
It is of ſuch a ſpacious loftie pitch, 
Your Roote were not ſufficient to contayn'r, 

Count. This is a Riddling Merchant for thenonce, 
He will be here,and yet he is not here : 
How can theſe contrarieties agree? 

Talib, That will I ſhew you preſently, 

Winds his Horne, Drummes ſtrike vp,a Peale 
of Ordenance: Enter Souldior-. 


{How ſay you Madame? are you now perſwaded, 


That Talbet is but ſhadow of himſelfe? 
Thele are his ſubſtance, finewes, armes,and firength, 
With which he yoakerh your rebellious Neckes, 
Razeth your Cities,and ſubuerts your Townes, 
And in a moment makes them deſolate, 

Count, Victorious Talbot,pardon my abuſe, 
I hnde thou art no lefſe then Fame hath bruited, 
And more theh may be gathered by thy ſhape. 
Let my preſumption not prouoke thy wrath, 
For I am ſorry, that with reverence 
| did not entertaine thee as thou art, 

Talb, Benor diſmay'd, faire Lady,nor miſconſer 
The minde of T a{bet, as you did miſtake 
The outward compotition of his body, 
What you haue done, hath not offended me : 
Nor other ſatisfaction doe I crave, 


——_———__—__@@_@ —_—_— 


The firſt Part of Henry the Sixt. 


| 


| 


com 


ton n——_ 


But onely with your patience,that we may 

Tafte of your Wine,and ſee what Cates you haue, 

For Souldiers ſtomacks alwayes ſerue them well. 
Comne. With all my heart, and thinke me honored, 

To feaft ſo great a Warrior in my Houſe, Exennt, 


Enter Ricbard Plantagenet Warwick, Somerſet, 
Poole, and others. 


Yorke, Great T.ords and Gentlemen, 
What meanes this ſilence ? 
Dare no man anſwer in a Cale of Truth e 
S»F. Within the Temple Hall we weretoo lowd, 
The Garden here 1s more conuenient, 
York. Then fay at once, it I maintain'd the Truth : 
Or elle was wrangling Somerſet in th'error? 
$7, Faith 1 haue beene a Truant inthe Law, 
And neuer yet could frame my willto it, 
And therefore frame the Law vnto my will. 
Som. ladge yon, my Lord of Warwicke, then be- 
tWeenc VS. 

W.r Berween two Hawks, which flyes thehigherpitch, 
Berwcen two Dogs,which hath the deeper mouth, 
Between two Blades, which beares the berter terwper, 
Between two Horſes, which doth beare him bef?, 

z:rween two Girles, which hath the merryeſt eye, 
i haue perhaps ſome ſhallow ſpirit of Judgement : 
But inthele nice ſharpe Quillets of the Law, 
Good faith [ am no wiſer then a Daw, 

York Tuc,tr here is a manaerly forbearance; 
The truth appeares fo naked on my fide 
That any purblind eye may find it out, 

Sem. And on my ſide it is fo well apparrelPd, 
So cleare,ſo ſhining, and ſo euiden?, 
Thar ir wil! glimmer through a blind-mans eye, 

York. Since you are tongue-ty'd,and ſoloth to ſpeake, 

In dumbe ſigniticants proclayme your thoughts; 
Ler him that is a crue-borne Gentleman, 
And ſtands vpon the honor of his birth, 


' Tfhe tuppole that I haue pleaded truth, 


—— 


————— 
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{rom off this Bryer pluck a white Roſe with me, 
Sem. Let him that is no Coward, nor no Flatterer, 
But dare mainraine the partic of the truth, 
Pluck a rec Roſe from off this Thorne with me, 
War. Tt loue no Colours: and without all colour 
Of baſe infinuating flatterie, 
I pluck this white Roſe with Fantagener. 
Suff. 1 pluck this red Roſe, with young Somerſet, 
An ſay withall,I thinke he held the right, 
Vernon, Stay Lords and Gentlemen,and pluck no more 
Till you conclude, that he _ whole fide 
The feweft Roſes are cropt from the Tree, 
Shall yeeld the other inthe right opinion, 
Som, Good Maſter Vernon,it is well obiced : 
If I haue feweRt, I ſubſcribe in ſilence, 
York. AndI, 
Vernon. Then for the truth,and plainneſſe of the Cale, 


I pluck this pale and Maiden Bloſlome here, 


| Giving my Verdit on the white Roſe fide. 


Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off, 
Leaſt bleeding,you doc paint the white Role red, 
And fall on my fide {o againſt your will, 

Vernon. 1f I,my Lord,tor my opinion bleed, 
Opinion ſhall be Surgeon to my hurt, 
And keepe me on the fide where ſtill I am, 

Som, Well,well,come on,who clic? 
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Lawyer. Vnlcfle my Studie and my Bookes be falſe, 
The argument you held, was wrong in you; 
in 6gac whereof, I pluck a white Role too, 
Yorke. Now Somerſet,where is your argument ? 
Som. Here in my S:abbard, meditating,thar 
Shall dye your winte Rote in a bloody red, 
York .Meane time your cheeks do comterfeit our Roſes; 
For pale chey looke with teare,as witneihing 
The truth on our lide, 
Som. No Plantagenet : 
Tis nor for {eare, but anger, that thy cheekes 
Bl 1th for pure ſhame,to counterfeit ovr Roles, 
And yet thy tongue will not contclie thy errcr, 
Yorke. Huh nor thy Role 3 Canker, Somerſet ? 
Som, Hathnor thy Role a Thorne, Flantagenct ? 
Yorke. 1 ſbarpe and piercing to maintaine his crutch, 
Whules thy conluming Canker eates his falſchood, 
Som, \Well,lle find friends to weare n y blecding Roſes, 


{| That tha!ll maintaine what Þ haue 1atd is true, 


Where falte Plantageret dare not be ſeene. 
Yorke, Now by this Maiden Blofſome in my hand, 
[ ſcorne thee and thy faſhion, pecuiſh Boy, 

Suff. Turne not thy ſcornes this way, Plantagener. 
Yorke, Prowd Poole, | will, and {core both him and 
| thee. 

Suff. le ture my part thereof into thy throat, 
Sem. Away,away,good Will.um de la Poole, 
We grace the Yeoman, by converling with hum. 
Warw.Now by Gods will thou wrony'{t hin, Somerſet : 
His Grandtather 42s Lyouel Duke ot Clarence, 
Third Sonne to the third Edward King of England: 
Spring Crelt'cſle Yeomen from to deepe a Ron ? 
Yorks. He beares him on the place's Priviledge, 
Or ducit not for his crauen heart ſay thus, 
Som. By him that made me, le maintaine my words 
On any Plc of Ground in Chriſtendome, 
W as not thy Father Ricbard, Erle of Cambridge, 
For Treaſon execured in our late Kings dayes* 
And by his T reaſon, ftand'ſt not thou attainted, 
Corrupted,and exempt from ancient Gentry 2 
His Treſpas yer lives guiltie in thy blood, 
| And till thou be reftor'd, thou art a Yeoman, 
Torke. My Father was attached, not attainted, 
Condemn'd co dye tor Treaſon, but no Traytor ; 
| And that Ile prove on better men then Somerſet, 
W-re grownmg time once ”—_ tomy will, 
For your pattaker Poole, and you your ſelfe, 
| !le note you in my Booke of Memorie, 
To {courge you for this apprehenſion : 
\Looketo it well,and ſay you are well warn'd. 
Sam, Ali,thou ſhalt finde vs ready for thee till ; 
And know vs by theſe Colours tor thy Foes, 
For theſe,my friends in ſpight of thee ſhall weare. 
Yo! ke. And by my Soule,this pale and angry Roſe, 
As Cognizance ot my bleodedrinking hate, 
| Will I for eucr,and my Faction weare, 
Vari it wither withrme to my Graue, 
Or flouriſh to the height of my Degree. 
Su Goe forward,and be cheak'd with thy ambition: 


And ſo farwell, ynrtill I meet thee next. Exit. 
Sow. Haue with thee Poole + Farwell ambirious Ri- 
chard. Exit. 


| 1orke, How I am brau'd, and mutt perforce endure 
it ? : | 

Warw. This blot that they obie& againſt your Houſe, 
$hall be whipt out in the next Parhamenr, | 
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Call'd for the Truce of Wincheſter 2nd Glouceſter - 

And if thou be not then created Yorke, 

] will not live to be accounted Warwicke, 

Meane time,in fignall of my louero thee, 

Againft prowd Somerſet,and William Poole, 

W1ll I vpon thy partie weare this Roſe, 

And here | prophecie: this brawle to day, 

Growne to this fattion inthe Temple Garden, 

$hall ſend berweene the Red-Roſe and the White, 

A thouſand Soules to Death and deadly Night. 
Yorke. Good Maſter Vernon, ] am bound to you, 

That you on my behalfe would pluck a Flower, 
Ver, In your behalfe ſtill will I weare the ſame, 
Lawyer, And io willl, 
Terke. Thankes gentle, 

Come, ler vs foure to Dinner: I dare ſay, 

This Quarrell wili drinke Blood another day. 


Exeunt, 


Enter Mortimer, brought in a Chayre, 
and Taylors. 


Mort, Kind Keepers of my weake decaying Ape, 
Ler dying CMortimer here reft himlclte. 
Ever. like a man new haled fromthe Wrack, 
So fare my Limbes with long In-priſfenment ; 
And theſe gray Locks,the Purſuiuants of death, 
N:efter-\\ke aged, in an Age of Care, 
Argue the end cf Edmwund Mortimer. 
Tucle Eyes, like Lampes,whote waſting Oyle is ſpent, 
Waxe dimme,as drawing to their Exigent, 
\Weake =1 £1 yeyarin ng Hoods with burthening Griefe, 
And pytn-lefle Armes, hike to a withered Vine, 
T hat droupes his fappe-leſle Branches tothe ground, 
Yet are thetic Feet, whole ſtrengrhslefle tay is numame, 
(Vaable co ſupport this Lumpe of Clay) 
S wift-winged with dehire to get a Graue, 
As wi:ting 1no other comfort haue, 
B.r rell me, Keeper, will my Nephew come? 

Keeper. Richard Plantagemet,mmy Lord, will come : 
We fent vnto the Temple, vato his Chamber, 

And »nlwer was return'd,that he will come. 

/Aorr, Enough: my Soule ſhall then be farisfied, 
Poore Gentleman, his wrong doth equall mine, 
Since Henry Monmonth firſt began to reigne, 

Before whole Glory I was great in Armes, 

This loathſome ſequeſtration haue I had ; 

And ecuen fince then, hath Richard beene obſcur'd, 
Deprin'd of Honor and Inheritance, 

Bur now, the Arbitrator of Deſpaires, 

Jutt Death, kinde Vmpire of mens miſeries, 
With {weet enlargement doth diſmiſle me hence ; 
I would his troubles likewiſe were expir'd, 

That ſo he might recouer what was loſt, 


Enter Richard. 

Keeper. My T.ord,your Jouing Nephew now is come, 

Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend, 1s he come? 

Rich, 1,Noble Vnckie,thus ignobly ys'd, 
Your Nephew,late deſpiſed Richard,comes. 

Mort. Dire& mine Armes,] may embrace his Neck, | 
And in his Boſome ſpend my latter gaſpe, 
Oh tell me when my Lippes doe touch his Cheekes, 
That I may kindly give one fainting Kiſſe, 
And now c*clare tweet Stem from Yorkes great Stock, 
Why didft thou ſay of Jate thou wert deſpis'd ? 

Rich. Firſt | 
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Rich. Firſt,leane thine aged Back againſt mine Arme, 
And in that eale, [le tell-chee my Ditcaſe, 

This day in argument ypon a Cale, 

Some words tiere grew 'twixt Somerſet and me : 

| Among which tearmes,he vs d his lautſh tongue, 

And did vpbrayd me with my Fathers death 

Which obloquie let barres before my tongue, 

Elſe wich the };ke I had required him. 

Therefore good Vnckle, tor my Fathers ſake, 

In honor of a true Plantagener, 

And for Alliance (fake, declare the cauſe 

My Father, Eatle of Cambridge,loſt his Head, 

Mort, That cavſe(taire Nephew)that impriton'd me, 
And hath Cetayn'd me all my flowring Youth, 
Within a loathſome Dungeon, there to pyne, 

W 3s curſed loftrument of his deceaſe, 

Rich. Diicouer more at large what cauſe that was, 
For I am ignorant, and cannot gueſle. 

Mort. 1 will,if tnat my fading breath permit, 
And Death approzch not,cre my Tale be done, 
Henry the Fourth,Grandfather to this King, 
Depoy'd his Nephew Richard, Edwards Sonne, 
The firſt begotten, and the lawfull Heire 
Of Edward King,the Third of that Deſcent. 
During whoſe Reigne, the Percies of the North, 
Finding his Vſvrpation moſt voiuft, 

Endeuour'd my advancement to the Throne, 
The :eaſon mou'd theſe Warlike Lords tochis, 
Was, for that (young Richard thus remou'd, 
Leauing no Heire begotten of his Body) 

| was the next by Birth and Parentage : 

For by my Mother, I deriued am 

From Lionel Dake of Clarence,third Sonne 
To King, Edward the T hird ; whereas hee, 

| From /shn of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 
Ygcing but fourth of that Heroick Lyre, 

But marke: as in this haughtie great attempt, 
They laboured,to plant the righttull Heire, 

1 loft my Libertie, and they their Lives, 

Long after this, when Herry the Fifr 
(Succeeding his Father Buling brooke ) did reigne; 
Thy Father,Earle of Cambridge,then deriu'd 
From fainous Edmund Langley, Duke of Yorke, 
Marrying my SiRer,that thy Mother was ; 
Againe,in pitty of my hard diftreſſe, 

Leuied an Army,weening to redeeme, 

And haue inftall'd me in the Diademe : 

Bur as the reſt,ſo fell that Noble Earle, 

And was beheaded. Thus the CMortimers, 

In whom the Title relted, were ſuppreſt, 

Rich, Ot which,my Lord,your Honor is the laſt, 

Mort. True; and thou ſeeſt,that I no Iſſue have, 
And that my fainting wo: ds doe warrant death; 
Thou art my Heirez the reſt, I wiſh thee gather; 
Bur yer be wary in thy (tudious care, 

Rich.Thy grave admoniſhments prevayle with me: 
But yer me thinkes,my Fathers execution 

Was nothing lefſe then bloody Tyranny. 

Mort, Wich hlence, Nephew,be thou pollitick, 
Strong fixed is the Houle of Lancaſter, 

And like a Mountaine,not to be remou'd, 

But now thy Vnckle is remouing hence, 

Az Princes doe their Courts, whenthey are cloy'd 
With long continuance in a fetled place, 

Rich.O Vn: kle,would tome part of my young yeeres 
Might but redeeme the paſſage of your Age. 
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AMort.Thou do'li then wrong me,as $1 2ughterer, doth , 


| Which giueth many Wounds, whea one will kill, 


Mourne not,except thou {orrow for my good, 

Onely giue order for my Funerall, 

And to farewell, and faire be all thy hopes, 

And proſperous be thy Lite in Peace and Warre. Dyes. 
Rich. And Peace,no Warre,befall thy parting Soule, 

In Prifor: haſt thou ſpent a Pilgrimage, 

And like a Hermite ouer-paſt thy dayes, 

Well, I will locke his Councell in my Breft, 

And what I doe imagine, let thac reſt, 

Keepers convey him hence,and [| my (elfe 

Will ſee his Buryall better then his Life, 

Here dyes the duskie Torch of CIſortimer, 

Choakt with Ambition of the meaner fort, 

And for thoſe Wrongs,thoſe bitter Injuries, 

Which Somerſet hath offer'd to my Houle, 

I doubt not, but with Honor to redrefle. 

And therefo;e haſte I cothe Parkament, 

Eyrher to be reftored to my Blood, 

Or make my will th'aduantage of my good. 


Exit. 


Exit. | 


Atlus Teruus. Scena Prima. 
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Flowriſh. Fmter Kmg,Exeter,Gloſter Wincheſter Warwick, 
Somerſet Suffolk Richard Plantagenet. Gloſter offers 
to pat wp 4 Fill: Wincheſter ſnaiches it teares it. 
Wiwich. Com't thou wich deepe premeditated Lines? 

With written Pamphlets, ftudiouſly devis d? 

Humfrey of Glofter,if thou cank accule, 
Or ought intend'tt to Jay vnto my charge, 
Doe it without invenuon, fudden]y, 

As I with ſudden,ard extemporall ſpeech, 
Purpoſe to anſwer what thou canft obie&, 

Gle.Preſumptuous Prieſt,this piace comands my patiete, 
Or thou ſhould'{t finde thou haſt dis-honor'd me, | 
Thinke not, although in Writing I preferr'd 
The mannet of thy vile outrag1ous Crymes, 
That therefore 1 haue forg'd,or am not able 
Uerbat:m to rchearſe the Methode of my Penne. 
No Prelate,ſuch is thy audacious wickednefle, 
Thy lewd, peltiferous, and difſentious prancks, 

As very Intants prattle of thy pride, 
Thou art a moſt pernitious V furer, 

Froward by nature,Enemie to Peace, 

Laſciuious, wanton, more then well beſcemes 
A man of thy Profeſhon,and Degree, 
And for thy Trecherie,what's more manifeſt ? 
In that thou layd'{t a Trap to take my Life, 
As well ar London Bridge,as atthe Tower, 
Peſide, I feare me,if thy thoughts were fitted, f 
The King, thy Soveraigne,is not quite exempt 
From envious mallice of thy ſwelling heart, 

Ivinch. Gloſter,1 doe defie thee, Lords vouchſafe 
To giue me hearing whart I ſnall reply. 
If ] were couctous,ambirious,or peruerſe, 
As he will haus me: how am] ſo poore? 
Or how haps it, I ſeeke not to aduance 
Or rayſe my ſelfe? bur keepe my wonted Calling, 
And for Diſſention, who preterreth Peace 
Morethen I doe? except I be prouok'd. 
No,n'y good Lords,it is not that offends, 
It is not that,that hath incens'd the Duke : 
It is becauſe no one ſhould ſway but hee, 
No one, but hee, ſhould be about the King z 


And that eogenders Thunder in his breaft, 
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And makes him rore thele Accuſations forth, 
Burt he ſhall know | am as good, 
Gloit, As good? 
Thou Baſtard of my Grandfather, 
Winch. 1,Lordly Sir: tor what are you,I pray, 
Bur one imperious 11 anothers Throne ? 
Gleſt. Am 1 not ProteCtor,ſawcie Prieſt ? 
Wr-ch. And amnotlI a Prelate of the Church ? 
Gloit. Yes, as an Out-law in a Caſtle keepes, 
And rvfcch it,to patronage his Thett, 
winch. Voreuerent Gloceſter, 
Cloſt, Thou art reuerent, 
Touching thy Spirituall Fun&tion,not thy Life. 
winch, Rome ſhall remedic this, 
Warw, Roame thithcr then, 
My Lord, it were your dutic to forbeare, 
: Som, 1,lce the Biſhop be not over-borne; 
Methinkes my Lord ſhould bz Kel.gious, 
And know rhe Office that belongsto ſuch, 
Werw. Me thinkes his Lerdſhip ſhould be humbler, 
It fitteth not a Prelate {o to plead, 
Som, Yes,when his holy State 15 eoucht ſo neere, 
tWarw, State holy,or vahallow'd,what of that ? 
Is not his Grace Protectorto the King ? 
Rich. Plantagenzt ] lee mult hold tus tongue, 
| Leaſt it.be ſaid, Speake Sirrha when you ſhould : 
Mult your bold Verdict entertalke with Lords? 


| Elſe would 1 have a fling at Wincheſter, 


Kino, Vnckles of Gloſter,and ot wincheſter, 
The ſpecial Warch-men of our Engliſh Weale, 
I would preuayle,if Prayers might preuayle, 
To 1oyne your hearts in loue and amnitie. 
Oh, what a Scandall is ir ro our Crowne, | 
That two ſich Noble Peercs as ye ſhould iarre? 
Belceue me, Lords,my render veeres can tell, 
Ciuill <1fſ[encion is a viperous W orme, 
That gaawes the Bowels of the Co.nmon-wealth, 

A noyſe within, Downe with the 
T awny-Coats, 

King. What tumult's this? 

Warw. An Vprore, | dare warrant, 
Begun through malice of the Biſhops men. 

A noyſe araine, Stones; Stones. 


Enter WV aor. 
Maior. Oh my good Lords, and vertuous 7ewry, 

Picty the Citic of London, pitty vs : 
The Biſhop,and the Duke of Glouſters men, 
Forbidden late to carry avy Weapon, 
| Haue fill'd their Pockers full of peeble ſtones; 

And banding themſclues in contrary parts, 
Doe pelt ſo Pi at one anothers Pate, 
That many haue their giddy braynes knockt out : 
Our Windowes arc broke downe 1n euery Street, 
And we, for feare,compell'd to ſhut our Shops. 


Enter in sbirmifh with bloody Pates. 
King. We charge you,on allegeance to our ſelfe, 
To hold your ſlaugatring hands,and keepe the Peace: 
Pray” Vackle G/ofter mitrigate this ſtrife, 
1.Seruig. Nay,it we be forbidden Stones, wee'le fall 
to it with our Teeth, 
'  2.Serving. Doe what ye darewe are as reſolute, 


| Skirmiſh ag ame. 


| Gleſt. You of mv houſchald,leaue this peeuſh broyle, 
And ct this ynaccuſtom'd fight afide, - 
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3. Sers. My Lord, we know your Graceto beaman 
Tuſt,and ypright; and for your Royall Birth, 
Inferior to none, but to his Maicftie : 

And ere that we will ſuffer ſuch a Prince, 
So kinde a Father of the Common-weale, 
To be diſgraced by an Inke-horne Mate, 
Wee and our Wiues and Children all will 6ght, 
And haue our bodyes flaughtred by thy foes, 
1 Serw, 1,and the very parings of our Nayles 
Shall pitch a Field when we are dead, 
Begin againe, 
Gleft, Stay,ſtay,lI ſay : 
And if you loue me, as you fay you doe, 
Let me pertwade you to farbeare a while, 
Kmg. Oh,how this d1{cord doth afflict my Soule, 
Can you,my Lord ot Winchefter, behold 
My (1ghes and teares, and will not once relent 2 
Who ſhould be pittifulkif you be not 2 
Or who ſhould ſtudy to preteric a Peace, 
If holy Church-men take deligiit in broyles? 
IVarw. Yeeld my Lord ProteCtor,yeeld Wincheſter, 
Except you meane with obftinate repulſe 
To ſlay your Soueraigne,and defiroy the Realme, 
You lce what Miſchicte,and what Murther too, 
Hath beene enacted through your enmitie:; 


; Then be ar peace, except ye thirſt for blood, 


ey 
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Winch, He ſhall ſubmic,or I will never yee}d, 

Gloſt. Compaſſion on the King commands me fioupe, 
Or ] would fee his heart out,ere the Prieſt 
Should euer get that priuiledge of me, 

Warw, Bchold my Lord ot Winchefter,the Duke 
Hath baniſhc moodie diſcontented fury, 

As by his |moothed Browes it doth appeare ; 
Why looke you ſtill ſo Rerne,and tragicall ? 

Gloft. Here Wineheſter,| otter thee my Hand, 

King. Fic Vackic Beauford, I haue heard you preach, 
That Mallice was a great 8nd grievous finne: 

And will yot you maintaine the thing you teach? 
Bur preuc a chicte effendor in che ſame. 

Warw. Sweet King: the Biſhop hath a kindly gyrd; 
For ſhame my Lord of WinchcRer relent ; 
Whac,ſhall a Child inſtruct you what to doe? 

14sch. Wc. Duke of Gloſter, | wili yceld to thee 
Loue ter thy Loue,and Hand for Hand I giue, 

Gloft, 1,ut I feare me with a hollow Heart, 

Sec here my Friends and Iouing Countreymen, 
Tis token ſeruerh for a Flagge of Truce, 
Berwixt our ſelues,and all our followers ; 

So helpe me God, as I diflemble nor, 

winch, $ohelpe me God,as I intend it not, 

King. Oh louing Vnckle,kinde Duke of Gloſter, 
How 1oyfull am I made by this Contra, 

Away my Maſters, trouble vs no more, 
Bur ioyne in friendſhip,as your Lords haue done, 

I. Serw, Content, Ile tothe Surgeons, 

2. Seru, And fo will I, 

3-Seru, And 1 will ſee what Phyſick the Tauerne af- 
fords, | Exeunt. 


Warw.Accept this Scrowle,moſt gracious Soucraigne, | 


Which in the Right of Richard Plantagenet, 
We doe exhihite to your Maieſtic, 
Gle.We«ll vig*d,my Lord of Warwick:for ſweet Prince, 
And it your Grace marke cuery circutnſtance, 
You haue great reaſon to doe Richard right, 
Eipecially for thoſe occaſions 
Art ElramPlace 1 told your Maieſtic, 


King. And 


SE ———_— 


Rm... tit 


— —_—_— 


AT. 


DD ———— 


King. And thoſe occaſions, Vnckle,were of force ; 
Therefore my louing Lords,our pleaſure is, 

That Richard be refttored to his Blood, 

Warw, Let Richard be reſtored to his Blood, 
So ſhall his Fathers wrongs be recompenc'r. 
| Winch, As will the reſt,ſo willeth Wincheſter. 

King. If Richard will be true,not thar all alone, 
Bur all the whole Taheritance I giue, 

That doth belong vmo the Houle of Yorke, 
From whence you ſpring, by Lineall Deſcent. 

Rich. Thy humble ſeruant vowes obedience, 
And humble ſeruice,till che point of death. 

Kmg. Stoope then,and ſet your Knee againſt my Foot, 
And in reguerdon of that dutie done, 

I gyrt thee with the yaliant Sword of Yorke : 

Riſe Richard, like a true Plantagener, 

And riſe created Princely Duke of Yorke. 

Rich, And fo thrive Richard, as thy foes may fall, 
And as my durie fprings,(o periſh they, 

That grudge one thought againſt your Maieſty. 
Al, Welcome high Prince,the mighty Duke of Yorke. 
Som, Periſh baſe Prince, ignoble Duke of Yorke. 
Gloſt. Now will it beſt auaile your Maieſtic, 

To crofle the Seas,and to be Crown'd in France: 
The preſence of a King engenders loue 

Amongſt his SubieRs,and his loyall Friends, 

As it diſ-animates his Enemies, 

King. When Glofter ſayes the word, King Hexry goes, 
| For friendly counſaile cuts off many Foes, | 
G/oft. Your Ships alreadie are in readineſfſe, 

Senct. Flouriſh. Execunt. 


Alanet Exeter. 
Exet. T,we may march in England,owin France, 
Nor ſecing whar 15 likely to enſue: 
| This late diſſention growne betwixt the Peeres, 
Burnes vnder fained aſhes of forg'd lone, 
Ard will at laſt breake our into a flame, 
As feſtred members rot but by degree, 
Till bones and fleſh and linewes fall away, 
| So will this baſe and enujous diſcord breed. 
And now I feare chat fatall Prophecie, 
Which in the time of Henry, nam'd the Fifr, 
Was in the mouth of euery ſucking Babe, 
That Herry borne at Monmouth ſhould winne all, 
And Henry borve at Windſor, looſe all : 
Which is ſo plaine, that Frerer doth wiſh, 


His dayes may finiſh, ere thac hapleſſe time. Exit. 
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Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Pucell diſguis'd, with foure Souldiors with 
Sacks vpon their backs. 

Pucell. Theſe are the Citie Gates, the Gates of Roan, 
Through which our Pollicy muſt make a breach. 
Take heed,be wary how you place your words, 
Talke like thevulgar ſert of Marker men, 
Thar come to gather Money tor their Corne, 
If we haue entrance,as I hope we ſhall, 
And that we findethe {louthtull Watch but weake, 
lle by 2 figne giue notice to our triends, 
Thar Charles the Dolphin may encounter them, 
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Soxldrer. Our Sacks ſhall be a meane to ſack the City 

And we be Lords and Rulers ouer Roan, 

Therefore wee'le knock. Knock. | 
watch, (be la. f 
Pucell. Peaſatns la pounre gtns ds Frannce, 

Poore Market folkes that come to (ell their Corne, 
Watch. Enter,goe in,the Market Bell is rung, 

Pucell. Now Roan, Ile ſhake thy Bulwarkes to the 
oround, Exeant, 
Enter Charles, Baſtard, Alanſon, 
Charles, Saint Denns bleſle this happy Stratageme, 
And once againe wee le {leepe ſecure in Roan, 
Baſtard. Here entred Puce#, and her Practitants : 

Now ſhe is there, how will ſhe ſpecifte ? | 
Here is the beſt and ſafeſt paſſage in, | 
Reig. By thruſting out a Torch from yonder Tower, 

Which once diſcern'd,ſhewes chat her meaning is, 

No way to that(tor weakneſſe)which the entred. 

Enter Pucel ofthe top, thruſting ont 4 | 
Torch burning. 
Pucell. PBehold,this is the happy Wedding Torch, } 

That ioyneth Roan vnto her Countreymen, 

Bur burning fatall to the Talbonites. 

Baſtard. See Noble Charleqthe Beacon of our friend, 

The burning Torch in yonder Turret ftands, 

{harles, Now ſhine it like a Commet of Revenge, 

A Prophet tothe fall of all our Foes. 

Reig. Deferre no time,delayes haue dangerous ends, | 

Enter and cry, the Dolphin, preſently, 

And taen doc execution on the Watch. 


Alarum, 
| 
An Alarum. Talbot in an Excurſion. 
Ta/b,France,thou ſhalt rue this Treaton with thy teares, 
If Talbot bur ſuruiue thy Trecherie, 
Pucell chat Witch,that damned Sorcereſſe, | 
Hath wrought this Helliſh Miſchiefe vnawares, 
That hardly we efcap't the Pride of France, 
An Alarum : Excurſions. Bedford brought 
in ſiche in a Chayre. 


Exit, 


Enter Talbot and Eurgonie without : within, Pucel, | 
Charles, Baſt ard,and Reigneir on the Waks. 
Pxcell, God morrow Ga!lants, want ye Corn for Bread? 
] thinke the Duke of Burgonie will falt, | 
Before hee'le buy againe at ſucha rate, | 
"Twas full of Darnell: doe you like the taſte ? 
Burg. Scoffe on vile Fiend, and ſhameleſle Curtizan, | 
Irruſt ere long to choake thee with thine owne, 
And make thee curſe the Harueſt of that Corne. 
Charles. Your Grace may ſtarue (perhaps) before that 
time, 
Bedf. Oh let no words, but deedes, reuenge this Trea- 
ſon. 
Pucell. What will you doe,good gray-beard? 
Breake a Launce, and runne a- Tilt ar Death, 
Within a Chayre. n 
Talb, Foule Fiend of France, and Hag of all deſpight, 
Incompals'd with thy lufttull Paramours, 
Becomes ir thee to taunt his valiant Age, 
And twit with Cowardiſe aman halfe dead ? 
Damſell,lIle haue a bowt with you againe, 
Or elſe ler Talbot periſh with this ſhame. 
Pucell. Are ye ſo hot, Sir: yet Pucell hold thy peace, 
If Taibet doe bur Thunder, Raine will follow. 


| They whiſþer _— m counſel. 
God ſpeed the Parliament: who (hall be the Speaker ? 
Ll 2 Talb.Dare 
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Talb. Dare yee come forth,and meet vs in the field ? An Alarum, Evter Talbot, Burgonie, and 
Pucel.. Belike your Lordſhip takes vs then for fogles, | the reſt. 
To try if that our owne be ours,or no, Talb. Loſt,and recouered ina day againe, 
Talb. 1 ſpeake not to that rayling Hecate, This is a double Honor, Burgonie : 
Bur vnto thee Alayſon, and the reſt, Yet Heauens haue glory for this ViRorie. 
Will ye,like Souldiors,come and fight ir our ? | Burg. Warlike and Martiall Talbot, Burgonie 
Alanſ. Seignior no, Inſhrines thee in his heart,and there eres 
|  Tatb. Seignior hang: baſe Muieters of France, Thy noble Deeds, as Valors Monuments, 
Like Peſan: toor-Boyes doe they keepe the Walls, Talb, Thanks gentle Duke: but where is Puce! now 2 
And darenot take vp Azmes,like Gentlemen, I thinke her old Familiar is aſleepe. 
Pucell. Away Captaines,let's get vs from the Walls, | Now where's the Baſtards braues, and {bar/es his plikes 2 
For [albit meanes no goodneſle by his Lookes, Whart all amort? Roan hangs her head for priefe, 
God b'uy my Lord, we came bur ro tell you | That ſuch a valiant Company are fled, 
That wee are here, Exennt from the Walls. Now will we take ſome order in the Towne, 
Talb. And there will we be toogere it be long, Placing therein ſome expert Officers, 
Or elle reproach be Talbors greateſt fame, | And then Cepart to Paris, to the King, 
__ | Vow Burgonie, by honor of thy. Houſe, For there young Henry with his Nobleslye., 
/* | Prickr on by publike Weng 'd in France, Burg. What wills Lord Talber,plealeth Bargonie 
Either to get the Towne aghine,or dye, Ta'b. But yer before we goe,let's not forger 
And 1,as ſure as Engliſh Hery liues, The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas'd, 
] Arid as his Father here was Conqueror ; But ſee his Excquies fulfill'd in Roan, 
As ſure as in this late betrayed Towne, A brauer Souldier neue: couched Launce, 
'N Great Cordelions Heart was buryed ; A gentler Heart did neuer (way in Court, 
.W | Sofurel ſwearegto get the Towne,or dye, But Kings and mightieſt Potentates muſt die, 
: | Bun, My Vowes ere equall partners with thy For that's the end of humane miſerie, Freunt, 
Ik Vowee, | 
*% Talb. But ere we goc,regard this dying Prince, FTE ; 
d The valiant Duke of Bedtord : Come my Lord, | 7 
5: We will beltow you in tome better nba Scand Te Ha, 
" Fitter for {ickneſle,and for crate age, 'F 
by Bedf. Lord Talbgt,doe not fo diſhonour me : 
\ Here will I ſic,before the Walls of Roan, | Enter Charles, Baſtard, Alanſon,Pucel.. 
And will be partner of your weale or woe, Pucell, Dilmay not (Princes) at this accident, 
" Burg. Couragious Bedford, let ys now perſwade you, | Nor grieue thatRoan is lo recovered ; 
©: | Def Nat to be gone from hence : for once Iread, Care 15no cure, but rather corrotiue, 
0s That ttouc Pendragon,in his Litter fick, For things that are not to be remedy'd, 
' Came to the field, ad yanquiſhed his foes, Let frantike Talbot triumph tor a while, 
| F Me thinkes I ſhoul:] reuine the Souldiors hearts, And like a Peacock {weepe along his rayle, 
FR |] Becauſe] ever found them as my lelie. Wee'le pull his Plumes,and take away his Trayne, 
vi vi; | Talb. Vndaunced ſpirit in a dying brealt, | 1f Dolphin and he reſt will be but rul'd, 
{ 4 # Then be it ſo: Heruens keepe old Bedford ſafe. Charles. We haue been guided by tnee hitherto, 
48 And now no more adoe, braue Burgoxie, And of thy Curing had no diftidence, 
3 But gather we our Forces out of haud, One ſudden Foyle ſhall never breed diſtruſt, 
08 And fer ypon our boalting Enemie. Exit, Baſtard, Search our thy wit for ſecret pollicies, 
7 6 A | 
me , | And we will make thee famous through the World, 
| Ph eAn Alarum : Excurſions Enter Sir Toby Alaxſ, VVec'ie ſer thy Statue in ſome holy place, 
"1h Falſtaffe, and « Captaine, And haue thee reverenc'r like a blefled Saint, 
Wl | Employ thee then, ſweet Virgin, for our good, 
| if Capt, Whither away Sir Jobn Falftafſe,in ſuch haſte? Purcell, Then thus it mult be, this doth /oaxe deuiſe ; 
113 Falf. Whither away ?to ſave my ſelte by flight, | By faire perſwafions, mixt with ſugred words, 
WL We are like to haue the overthrow againe, We will entice th- Dake of Burgonie 
KM Capt, What? will you flye,ard leaue Lord Talber? | To leaiie the Ta/bor,and to follow vs. | 
4k Falſt. 1,all the Talbots in the World,to ſaue my life. \ Charles, I marry Sweeting, if we could doe that, 
4 Exit, France were no place for Henryes Warriors, 
bhi. | ! Ct. Cowardly Knight,ill fortune tollow thee, Nor ſhould that Nation boaſt it ſo with vs, 
ny Exit, Bur be exrirped from ovr Provinces, 
Bhd Alanſ. For ever ſhould they be expuls'd from France, 
| 1 Retreat. Excnrſions. Pucell, Alanſon, and And not haue Title of an Eatiedome here, 
i | ; | i Charles fiye, Purcell, Your Honors ſhall perceiue how will worke, 
WRBLE lt; To bring this matter tothe wiſhed end, 
; | 1-8 Bedf. Naw quiet Soule,depart when Heauen pleaſe, Drumme ſound a farre off. 
bid: 0.1 108 For 1 haue ſeene our Enemies ouerthrow. Hearke,by the ſound of Drumme you may perceive 
4 YJ; 1468 What is the cruſt or firength of fooliſh man ? Their Powers are marching vnto Paris-ward. 
{111 { They ilar of late were daring with their ſcoffes, Here ſound an Engliſh March. 
[t by 3 | | Ate glad 3nd fine by flight to ſaue themielues. There goes the Talbot with his Colours ſpred, 
[at's £48 | Bedfordajes,aud is tarryed mm by two in bu Chaire. Andall the Troupes of Engliſh after him. 
| j | | bÞ | Freneb 
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French March, Charles. Now let ys on,my Lords, 
. Now inthe Rereward comes the Duke and his : And ioyne our Powers, 
| Fortune in fauor makes him lagge behinde, And ſecke how we may preiudice tlie Foe, Exennt. 
Summon a Parley,we will talke with him. 
| Trumpets ſound a Parley. Ta m ——— 
Charles, A Parley with the Duke of Burgonie, 
Burg. Who craves a Patley with the Burgonie? Scena Quarta. 
Pacell. The Princely ({ hartes of France,thy Countrey- 
man. ba 
Burg. What ſay'ſtthou Charles? for I am marching 
hence, Enter the King Glouceſter Winchefter,Yorke,Suffolke, 
Charles. Speake Pucell, and enchaunt him with thy Somerſet Varwiche, Exeter : Tothem,with 
words, hu Souldiors, T albot, 
Pxcell. Brave Burgonie,vndoubted hope of France, 
Stay,let thy humble Hand-maid ſpeake to thee, Tatb, My gracious Prince, and honorable Peeres, 
Burg. Speake on,bur be not ouver=cedious, Hearing of your arriuall in this Realme, 
Pucell. Looke onthy Country,look on tertile France, | 1 have a while given Truce ynto my Warres, 
And ſee the Cities and the Townes detac'c, To doe my dutie tomy Soueraigne, 
By waſting Ruine of the cruell Foe, In Ggne whereof, this Arme,that hath reclaym'd 
As lookes the Morher on her lowly Babe, To your obedience, fiftie Forcreſles, 
When Death doth clole his tender-dying Zyes, Twelue Cities,and ſeven walled Townes of ſtrength, 
See,ſce the pining Maladie of France: Beſide fiue hundred Pritoners of elteeme ; 
Behold rhe Wounds, the moſt vnnaturall Wounds, Lets fall his Sword before your H:ighneſle teer: 
Which thou thy lelte haſt giuen her wofull Breſt, And with ſubmiſſue loyaltie of heart 
Oh turne thy edged Sword another way, Aſcribes the Glory of his Conquett gor, 
Strike thoſe thar hurt,and hurt not thole that helpe : Firſt ro my God, and next vato your Grace, 
One drop of Blood drawne from thy Countries Boſome, King. Is this the Lord Talbot, Vnckle Gloncefter, | 
Should gricue thee more then ireames of torraine gore, | That hath (o long beene reſident in France? , 
Returne thee therefore with a floud of Teares, Gloft, Yes,it it pleaſe your Maieſtie,my Liege; | 
And waſh away thy Countries tayned Spots, King. \Welcome brave Capraine,and victorious Lord; 
Burg. Either ſhe hath bewitcht m2 with her words, VWaen | was young (as yet lam not old) 
Or Nature makes me ſuddenly relent, I doe remember how my Father ſaid, 1 
Pucell.Belides,all French and France exclaimes on thee, | A ſtourer Champion never handled Sword, 
Doubring thy Birth and lawtull Progenie, Lovg fince we were reſolued of your truth, | 
Who ijoyn'{t chou with, but with a Lordly Nation, Your faithfull ſeruice,and your royle in Warre ; 
That will not truſt thee, bur tor profits ſake ? | Yet neuer have you taſted our Reward, | 
When Talbot hath fet footing once in France, Or becne reguerdon'd with {o much as Thanks, 
And faſhion'd thee that Inſtrument of 111, Becauſe till now, we neuer {ay your face, 
Who then, but Engliſh Henry, will be Lord, Therefore ſtand vp,and for theſe good deſerts, 
And thou be thruſt out, ke a Fugitive ? \We here create you Earle of Shrewsbury, | 
[Call we to minde,and marke bur this for proofe: | And in our Coronation take your place, 
Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe ? Senet, Flonrifh. Exeunt, 
And was he not in England Priſoner ? | s 
Bur when they heard he was thine Enemie, CManet Vernon and Baſſet, 
They ſer him free, without his Ranſome pay d, 
In ſpight of Bergonie and all his friends, Vern, Now Sir,to you that were ſo hot at Sea, 
See then,thou fight'ſt againſt thy Countreymen, Diſgracing of theſe Colours that I weate, 
And ioyn'ft with them will be thy {laughter-men, In honor of my Noble Lord of Yorke} 
Come,come,returne; returne thou wandering Lord, Dar'ſt chou maintaine the former words thou ſpak'ft ? 
[Charles and the reſt will eake thee intheir armes, Baſſ. Yes Sir,as well as you dare patronage | 
Burg. I am vanquiſhed : The enuious barking of your ſawcie Tongue, 
Theſe Fangheis wordes of hers Againſt my Lord the Duke of Somerſet, 
Haue batt'red me like roaring Cannon-ſhot, Uern. Sirrh2, thy Lord I honour as he is. * 
And made me almoſt yeeld ypon my knees, Baſſ. Why,what is he? as good a an a8 Yorks, 
Forgiue me Countrey,and ſweet Countreymen ; Vern, Hearke ye: not {o: ia witneſle take ye that, 
And Lords accept thiz heartie kind embrace, Strikes bam, | 
My Forces and my Power of Men are yours. Baſſ. Villaine , thou knoweſt 
So farwell 7alber,lle no longer cruſt thee, The Law of Armes is ſuch, 
Pucell, Done like a Frenchman : turne and turne a- | That who ſo drawes a Sword,'tis preſent death, 
gaine, | Or elſe this Blow ſhould broach hy dearelt Bloud, 
Charles, Welcome braue Duke,thy friendſhip makes | Bur lle ynto his Maicſtie, and crave, 
vs freſh. I may haue libertie to yenge this Wrong, 
Battard. And doth beget new Courage in our | When thou ſhalt ſee, lle meet thee to thy coft, 
Breaſts, Vern, Well miſcreant,Ile be there as ſooneas you, | 
Alanſe Pucell hath brauely play'd her part in this, And after meete you, ſooner then you would, | 
And doth deſerue a Coronet of Gold, Exeunt, | 
I; Enter | 
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Aus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter King, Gloceſter, Wincheſter, Torke, Suffolke, Somer- 
ſet, Warwicke, T a/bot and Gomernor Exeter, 
Glo. Lord Biſhop ſet the Crowne ypon his head, 
Wm, God ſaue King FHemry of chat name the ſixt, 
Glo. Now Gouernour of Paris take your oath, 


| That you ele no other King bur him; 
| Efteeme none Friends, but ſuch as are his Friends, 


And none your Foes, but ſuch as ſhall pretend 


{ Malicious practiſcs againſt his State : 


This ſhall ye do, ſo helpe you righteous God, 
Enter Falſt affe. 
Fal. My gracious Soueraigne,as I rode from Calice, 
To haſte vnto your Coronation : 
A Letter was deliuer'd tomy hands, 
Writ to your Grace, from th'Duke of Burgundy. 
Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and thee : 
I vow'd(baſe Knight) when I did meere the next, 
To teare the Garter from thy Crauens legpe, 
Which haue done, becauſe (ynworthily) 
Thou was inſtalled in that High Degree, 
Pardon me Princely Hewry, and thereſt : 
This Daſtard, at the bartcll of Poitiers, 
When (bur in all) I was fixe thouſand firong, 
And that the French were almoſt ten to one, 
Before we met, or that a ſtroke was giuen, 
Like to atruſtie Squire, did run away. 
In which aſſault, we loſt twelue hundred men. 
My ſelfe, and divers Gentlemen beſide, 
Were there ſurpriz'd, and taken priſoners, 
Then iudge (great Lords) if I haue done amiſle; 
Or whether that ſuch Cowards ought to weare 
This Ornament of Knighthaod, yea or no? 

Glo. To fay the truth, this fat was infamous, 
And ill beſeeming any common man ; 

Much more a Knight, a Caprtaine, and a Leader, 

Tal. When firſt this Order was ordain'd my Lords, 
Knights of the Garter were of Noble birth; 
Valiant, and Vertuous, full of haughiic Courage, 
Such as were growne to credit by the warres : 
Not fearing Death, nor ſhrinking for Diftreſſe, 
But alwayes refoJute, in moſt extreaimes. 

He then, that 15 not furni{h'd in this ſort, 

Doth but vſurpe the Sacred name of Knight, 
Prophaning this mo Honourable Order, 

And ſhould (if I were worthy to be Judge) 

Be quite degraded, like a Hedge-borne Swaine, 
That doth preſume to boaſt of Gentle blood. 

K. Staine ro thy Countrymen, thou hear'|t thy doom: 
Be packing therefore, thau chat was't a knight : 
Henceforth we baniſh thee on paine of death. 
And now Lord ProteQtor, view the Letter 
Sent from our Vnckle Duke of Burgundy. 

Glo. What meancs his Grace, that he hath chaung'd. 

his Stile ? 
No more but pl3ine and bluntly ? (To the King.) 
Hath he forgot he 15 his Soueraigne ? 
Or doth this churliſh Superſcription 
Pretend ſome alteration in good will ? 
What's hcere ? / bawe vpon efpeciall canſe, 
CH ou d with compaſſion of my Countries nracke, 
Together with the putifull complamts 


Of ſuch as your oppreſſion fredes vpon, 
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Forſaken your pernitions Fattion, DE: te me #1 

And ionn'd with Charles, the rightfull king of France, 

O monſtrous Treachery : Can this be ſo? 

That in alliance, amity, and oathes, | 

There ſhould be found ſuch falſe diſſembling guile ? 
King, What? doth my Vnckle Burgundy reuolt ? 

Gio, He Goth my Lord, and is become your foe. 
Kmg. Isthat the worſt this Letter doth containe? 
Glo. Itis the worſt, and all (my Lord) he writes, 
King.Why then Lord Talbet there ſhal talk with him, 

And giue him chaſticement for this abuſe, 

How ſay you (my Lord) are you not content? 

Tal. Content, my Liege? Yes: But 9 I am preuented, 

I ſhould haue begg'd I might have bene employd. 

King. Then gather ſtrength, and march vnto him 
ſtraight: 

Let him perceive how ill we brooke his Treaſon, 

And what offence it is to flout his Friends, 
Tal. ] go my Lord, in heart defiring ſill 

You may behold confuſion of your foes. 

Enter Vernon and Baſſit. 

Ver, Grant me the Combarte, gracious Soueraigne. 
Baſ. And me (my Lord)erant me the Combate roo. 
Yorke. This is my Seruant, heare him Noble Prince, 
Som, And this is mine ({weet Henry) fauour him, 
King. Bepatient Lords, and giue them leaue to ſpeak» 

Jay Gentlemen, what makes youthus exclaime, 

And wheretore craue you Combate? Or with whom g 
Ver.With him (my Lord) for he tath done me wrong, 
Baſ. And 1 with him, for he hath done me wrong, 
King. What is that wrong,wherof you both complain 

Firſt let me know, and then Ile anſwer you. 


| 


WT 


Baſ. Croſſing the Sea, from England into France, 
This Fellow heere with envious carping tongue, 
Vpbraided me abour the Roſel weare, 

Saying, the ſanguine colour ofthe Leaves 
Did repreſent my Maſters bluthing checkes:; 
When ttubbornly he did repugne the truth, 
About a certaine queſtion inthe Law, 
Argu'd betwixt the Duke of Yorke, and him: 
With other vile and ignominious tearmes. 
In confutation of which rude reproach, 

And in defence of my Lords worthineſſe, 

I crave the benefu of Law of Armes. 

Uer. Andthat is my petition (Noble Lord:) 

For though he ſeeme with forged queint conceite 
To ſet a gloſſe vpon his bold intent, 

Yet kaow(my Lord) I was prouok'd by him, 
And he firſt tooke exceptions at this badge, 
Pronouncing that the paleneſſe of this Flower, 
Bewray'd the faintneſſe of my Maſters heart, 

Yorke. Will not this malice Somerſet be left ? 

Som, Your private grudge my Lord of York, wil out, 
Though ne're ſo cuaningly you {mother it. 

King. Good Lord, what madneſſe rules in braine- 

lickemen, 
When for ſo ſlighr and friuolous 2 cauſe, 
Such fatious zmulations ſhall ariſe ? 
Good Cofins both of Yorke and Somerſet, 
Quier your ſelues (I pray) and be ar peace, 

Yorke, Let this difſention firſt be tried by fight, 
And then your Highneſſe ſhall command a Peace, 

Som. The quarrell roucheth none but ys alone, 
Berwixt ou ſelues let vs decide itthen, 

Yorke. There is my pledge, accept it Somerſet, 

Ver, Nay, letitreſt where it began at fuſt, 

Baſ. 


| 
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Paſ7. Confirme it ſo, mine honourable Lord. 1 
Glo, Confirme it ſo ?Confounded be your Rrife, 
And periſh ye with your audacious prate, 
Pr2ſumpruous vaſlals, are you not aſham'd 
With this immodeſt clamorous outrage, 
To crouble and difturbe the King, and Vs £ 
And you my Lords, me thinkes you do not well 
To beare with their peruerle ObjeRions : 
Much lcfſe to take occafion from their mouthes, 
To raiſe a mutiny betwixt your ſelues; 
Let me perlwaye you take a better courle. 
Exet, It gretues his Highneſle, 
Good my Lotds, be Friends. 
| Kmg. Come hither you that would be Combatants : 
Hencetorth I charge you, as you loue our favour, 
Quite to forget this Quarrell, and the cauſe, 
And you my Lords : Remember where we are, 
In France, amongſt a fickle waucring Nation : 
It they perceyve difſention in our lookes, 
And that within our ſelues we diſagree; 
How will their grudging ſtomackes be prouok'd 
To wilfull Diſobedience, and Rebell ? 
Befide, What infamy will there ariſe, 
When Forraigne Princes ſhall be certified, 
That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 
King Henmries Peeres, and cheete Nobility, 
Deſtroy'd themſeines, and loft the Realme of France? 
Oh thinke ypon the Conqueſt of my Father, 
| My tender yeares, and let vs not forgoe 
That for a trifle, that was bought with blood, 
Let me be Vimper inthis doubrfull ftrife : 
I ſee no reaſon if ] weare this Roſe, 
That any one ſhovld therefore be (uſpitious 
I more incline to Some: ſer, than Yorke : 
Both are my kinſmen, and 1 love them both. 
As well they may vpbray'd me with my Crowne, 
Becauſe (forſooth)) the King of Scots is Crown'd, 
Bue your diſcretions better can perſwade, 
Then I amableto inſtruRt or teach : 
And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 
| Solert vs (hill continue peace, and loue, 
Cofin of Yorke, we inſtitute your Grace 
{To be our Regent in theſe parts of France 
{And good my Lord of Somerſet, vnite 
| Your Troopes of horſemen, with his Bands of foote, 
And like true SubieRts, ſonnes of your Progenitors, 
{Go cheerefully together, and digeſt 
Your angry Choller on your Enemies. 
Our Selte, my Lord Protector, and the reſt, 
After ſomereſpit, will returne to Calice ; 
From thenceto England, where | hope cre long 
To be preſented by your ViRories, 
4 With Charles, Alarſon, and that Traiterous rout. 
Exeunt. CManet Yorke Warwick , Exeter Vernon. 
War. My Lord of Yorke, I promiſe you the King 
Prettily (me thought) did play the Orator.) 
Yerks. And ſo he did, but yer Ilike it nor, 
In that he weares the badge of Somerſet. 
War. Tuſh, that was bur his fancie, blame him no, 
I dare preſume ({weer Prince) he thought no harme, 
York. And if I wiſh he did. Butler itreft, 
Other affayres muſt now be managed. 
Flowriſh, Manxet Exeter, 
| Exer.Well didſtthou Richard to ſupprefſe thy voice : 
For had the paſſions of thy heart burſt our, 
I feare we ſhould haue ſeene decipher'd there 
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More rancorous ſpighe, more furious raging broyles, 
Then yet can be imagin'd or ſuppos'd : 

But howſocre, no {imple man that ſees 

This iarring diſcord of Nobilitie, 

This ſhouldering ofcachocher inthe Court, 
This fatious bandying of their Fauourites, 


of 


Bur thar it doth pretage ſome il] event, 


"Tis much, when Scepters are in Childrens hands : 
But more, when Enuy breeds vnkinde deuifion, 
There comes the ruine, there begins confulion, Exit. 
Enter T albot with Trumpe and Dramme, 

befere Burdzanx, 


Talb, Goto the Gates of Burdeaux Trumpeter, 
Summon then General] vnto the Wall. Sounds, 
Enter General aloft, 
Engliſh /ohn Talbot (Capraines) call you forth, 
Seruant in Armes to Flarry King of England, 


And thus he would, Open your Citie Gates, | 


Be humble to vs, call my Soueraigne yours, 

And do him homage as obedient SubieRs, 

And lle withdraw me, 2nd my bloody power, 

Bur if you frowne vpon this proffer'd Peace, 

You tempt the fury of my three attendants, 

Leane Famine, quartering Steele, and climbing Fire, 
Who in a moment, eeven with the earth, 

Shall lay your ſtately, and ayre-brauing Towers, 

If you forſake the offer of their loue, 

Cap. Thou ominous and fearefu]l Owle of death, 
Our Nations terror, and their bloody ſcourge, 

The period of thy Tyranny approacheth, 

On vs thou canſt not enter bur by death; 

For I proteſt we are well fortified, 

And (trong enough to iſſue out and fight. 

It thou retire, the Dolphin well appointed, 

Stands with the ſnares of Warre to tangle thee. 

On either hand thee, there are ſquadrons pitchr, 

To wall thee from the liberty of Flight; 

And no way cant thou turne thee for redrefle, 

Bur death doth front chee with apparant ſpoyle, 

And pale deftrution meets thee in the face : 

Ten thouſand French haue tane the Sacrament, 

To ryuetheir dangerous Artillerie 

Vpon no Chriſtian ſoule bur Engliſh Talbot : 

Loe, there thou ſtand?? a breathing valiant man 

Ofan invincible ynconquer'd ſpirit : 

This is the lateft Glorie of thy praiſe, 

That I thy enemy dew thee withall : 

For erethe Glafle that now begins to runne, 

Finiſh the proceſle of his ſandy houre, 

Thele eyes that ſee thee now well coloured, 

Shall ſee thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead. 
Lrum a farre off. © 

Harke, harke, the Dolphins drumme, a warning bell, 

Sings heauy Muſicke to thy timorous ſoule, 

And mine ſhall ring thy dire departure out, 

Tal. He Fables not,] heare the enermie : 
Our ſome light Hori2men, and peruſe their Wings. 
O negligent and heedlefſe Diſcipline, 

How are we park'd and bounded in a pale ? 

A little Heard of Englands timorous Deere, 
Maz'd with ayelping kennel! of French Curres, 
If we be Engliſh Deere, be then in blood, 

Not Raſcall-like to fall downe with a pinch, 


But rather moodie mad : And deſperate Stagges, 
Trerne 


Exit 
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Turne on the bloody Hounds with heads of Steele, 
Aud make the Cowards ſtand aloofe at bay : 

Scil euery rwan i115 hfe as deere as mine, 

Ad they ſhall inde deere Deere of vs my Friends, 
God, and S. George, T (bot and Englands right, 
Proſper our Colours 1: this dangerous fight, 


— 


Enter a (1M efſenger that meets Yorke. Enter Yorke 
with [rumpet, ant many Soldiers. 


Yorke. Are not the ſpeedy ſcouts retn'd againe, 
That dog'td the mighty Army of the Dolphin? 
Mecſſ, They areretarn'd my Lord, and give it our, 
Thar he is march'd co Burdeaux with his power 
Te fight with Taber as he march'd along, 
By your eſpyals were di{coucred 
Two mightier Troops then that the Dulphin led, 
\W hich iovn'd with him, and made their march for 
(Burdeaux 
Yorke, A plague vpon that Villaine Somerier,, 
Thar thus delayes my promiſed ſupply 
Of horſemen, that wer lenied for rhis fiege. 
Renowned Talbot doth expect my ayde, 
And I amlowred by a Traxor Villaine, 
And carnot helpe the noble Cheuzher : 
God comfort b\m in this necelhty : 


, 


{ 1t he miſcarry, tarewell Wares in France, 


Enter another eſſen "ger. 
2.Mef. Thou Princely Leader of our Engliſh Rrengeth, 
Neuer {o needfull on the exrth of France, 


Spurre to the reſcue of the Noble Talbot, 
\Who now is girdicd with a wafte of (ron, 
And hem'd about with grim deftruction : 
To Burdeaux warkke Duke, to Burdeaux Y orke, 
Elſe farwcll Talbzt, France,and Englands honor. 
Yorke, O God, that Somerlet who in proud heart 
Doth top my Cornets, were in Tales place, 
So ſhould wee !ave a yaliant Gentleman, 
By forteyting a Traitor, and a Coward : 
Mad ire,and wrathtull fury makes me weepe, 
That thus we dye, while remille Traitors ſleepe, 
Meſ. O fend tome ſuccour to the diſtreſt Lord. 
Torke, He dies, weloole ; 1 breake my warh ke word: 
We mourne, France {miles : We looſe, they dzyly ger, 
All long of this vile Traitor Somerſer. 
CMeſ, Then God take mercy on braue Tatbots ſoule, 
And an his Sonne yoyvg [oby, who two houres ſince, 
T met in trauaile toward his warlike Father; 
This ſeuen yeeres did not Talber ſee his ſonne, 
And now they meere where both their lines are done. 
Yorke. Alas, what ioy ſhall noble Talbot have, 
To bid his yong lonne welcome to his Graue : 
Away, vexation almo{t (toppes my breath, 
That ſundred friends yreete in the houre of death, 
Lmcie farewell, no more my tortune can, 
Burt curſe the cauſe I cannot ayde the man. 
Alaine, Bloys, Poxtrers, and T owres, are wonne away, 
Long all of Somerſet, and his delay, 
Aeſ. Thus while the Vulture of ſedition, 
Feedes inthe bolome of ſuch great Commanders, 
Sleeping negleQtion doth betray ro lofle : 
The Conqueſt of our ſcarſe-cold Conqueror, 
That cucr-luing man of Memorie, 
Femnrie te fift + Whiles they cach other crofſe, © 


Exit 


Liues, Honours, Lands, and all, hurrieto loſſe. 
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Enter Somerſet with hu Armit, 


Som. It is tov late, I cannot ſend them now : 
This expedition was by Yorke and Talber, 
Toorathly plotted. All our generall force, 
Might with a (ally of the very Towne 
Be buckled with : the ouer-daring Talbot 
Hath fullied all his gloſſe of former Honor 
By this vnheedtull, deſperate, wilde aduenture : 
Yorke (et him on to fight, and dye in ſhame, 
That Talbot dead, great Yorke might beare the name, 
Cap. Heere is Sir Wilkam Lucie, who with me 
Set from our ore-rratcht forces forth for ayde. 
Som, How now Sir Williem, whether were you ſent ? 
Ln,\\ hether my Lord, from bought & fold L,T alber, 
7horing'd about with bold aduerhrie, 
Cries out tor noble Yorke and Somerſet, 


; To beare aſlayling death from his weake Regions, 


And whiles the hononrable Capraine there 
Drops bloody ſwert from his warre-wearied limbes, 
And in aduantage lingring lookes for reſcue, 
Youhis falie hopes, the truſt of Englands honor, 
Keep? off aloofe with worthlefſe emulation : 
Letnot your priuate diſcord kerpe away 
The leuied ſuccours that ſhould lend him ayde, 
Vhile he renowned Noble Gentleman 
Yeeld vp his life vnto a wor!d of oddes. 
Orleance the Baſtard, Charles, Bargundie, 
Alanſon, Reignard, compaſle him about, 
And,T albet periſheth by your default, 
Sem, Yorke ſet himon, Yorke ſhould haue ſent him 
ayde, 
Luc, And Yorke 2s faſt ypon your Grace exclaimes, 
Swearing that you with-hold h:s levied hoaft, 
| Collected for this expidition. 
Som, York lyes : He might hane ſent, & had the Horſe: 
l owe him little Dutie, 2nd Icfle Loue, | 
And take foule {cerne to fawne on him by ſending, 


Ln. The traud of England, not the force of France, 


| Hathnow intrapt the Noble-minded Talbot : 


Neuer to England ſhall he beare his life, 
But dies betraid to fortune by your trite, 
Som, Come go, I will difpatch the Horſemen trait : 
Within fixe houres, they will be at his ayde. 
Ln, Too late comes reſcue, he is tane or ſlaine, 
For flye he could not, it he would have fled : 
And fiye would Talbot neuer though he might. 
Som, It he be dead, braue Talbot then adieu. 
Lu. His Fame lives in the world , His Shame in you. 
Exenxt, 


Enter T albot and his Sonne. 


Tal. O yong lohn Talbet, I did ſend for thee 
To tutor thee in ftratagems of Warre, 
That Talbots name might be in thee reviu'd, 
When ſapleſſe Age, and weake vnablc limbes 
Should bring thy Father co his drooping Chaire. 
But O malignant andill-boading Starres, 
Now thou art come ynto a Feaſt of death, 
A terrible and vnauoyded danger : 
Therefore deere Boy, mount on my ſwifteſthorſe, 
Andl1le direct thee how thou ſhalt eſcape 
By ſodaine flight. Come, dally not, be gone, 
obs, Is my name Talbot? and am 1 your Sonne? 


Shall | 
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| And ſhall I flye? O, if you loue my Mother, 
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Diſhonor not her H »rable Name, 

To make a Baſtard, and a Slane of me: 

The World will ſay,he is not Tatbots blood, 

That baſely fled, when Noble Talbot Rood, 
Talb. Flye,to revenge my death,if [ beſlaine. 
lobn, Hz that fiyes ſo,will ne're rerurne againe, 
Talb. 1t we both ſtay, we both are ſure rodye. 
Tobn. Then let me ſtay,and Father doe you flye : 

Your lofle is great, fo your regard ſhould be ; 

My worth voknowne,no Ioſic is knowae inme, 

Vpon my death, the French can litle boaſt ; 

In yours they will,in you all hopes are loſt, 

Flight cannot Rayne the Honor you haue wonne, 

But mine it will,chat no Exploit have done. 

You fled tor Vantage, every one wil! ſweare ; 


Bur if I bow,they'le ſay it was for teare. 


There is a9 hope that cuer | will (lay, 
If the firft howre I ſhrinke and run away : 
Here on my knee | begge Mortalitie, 
Rather then Life,preſeru'd with Infamie. 
Talb. Shall all thy Mothers hopes lye in one Tombe ? 
Tohn, 1 rather then Iles ſhame my Mothers Worabe, 
Talb, Vpon my Bleſſing I command thee goe. 
Tohn, To fight I will, bur not to flye the Foe, 
Talb. Part of thy Father may be ſau'd in thee. 
lohr, No part of him,but will be ſhame in mee. 
Tal. Thou neuer hadſt Renowne,nor canſt nor loſe ir, 
Tobn. Y cs,your renowned Name: ſhall flight abuſe it ? 
T alb.Thy Fathers charge thal cleare thee from y Raine, 
lohn, You cannot witnefle for me, being flaine, 
If Death be ſo apparant,then both flye. 
Talb. And leaue my followers hereto fight and dye 2 
My Age was never tainted with ſuch ſhame. 
Toh, And ſhall my Youth be guiltie of ſuch blame? 
No more can I be ſeuered from your fide, 
Then can your ſelfe,your ſe}fe in twaine diuide : 
Stay,goe,doe what you will,the like doe 1; 
For live I will nor,it my Father dye. 
Talb. Then here I rake my leaue of thee, faire Sonne, 
Borne to eclipſe thy Life this afternoone: 
Come, fide by fide, together lius and dye, |, 
And Soule wich Soule from France to Heauen flje, Exit, 


Alarum : Excurſions, wherein Talbots Sorne 
is hemm'd abont , and Talbot 
reſcues him, 
Talb. Saint George, and Victory; fight Souldiers fight: 
The Regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 
Andleft ys to the rage of France his Sword. 
Where is /obn Talbot? pawſe,and take thy breath, 
I gaue thee Life,af\d reſcu'd thee from Death, 
lobn, Otwice my Father,twice am I thy Sonne : 
The Life thou gan'(1ne fitft, was loſt and done, 
Till with thy Warlike Sword,deſpight of Fate, 
To my determin'd time thou gau'ft new date. 
Talb, When fr6 the Dolphins Creſt thy Sword ftruck fire, 
It warm'd thy Fathers heatt with prowd defire 
Of bold-fac't Vitorie, Then Leaden Age, 
Quicken'd with Yourhfull Spieene, arid WarlikeRage, 
Beat downe Alarſon, Orleance,Buygundie, | 
And from the Pride of Gallia reſcued thee, 
The irefull Baſtard Orleance, that drew blood 
From thee my Boy, and had the Maidenhood 
Of thy firſt fight, | ſoone encountred, 
And interchanging blowes, [ quickly ſhed 
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Some of his Baftard blood,and in diſgrace 

Beſpoke bim thus : Contaminated, bale, 

And mis-begorrten blood, 1 {pill of thine, 

Meane and right poore, for that pure blood of mine, 
Which thou Jett force from Ta{bor,miy brauc Boy. 
Here purpoting the Baſtard to deftroy, 

Came in [ſtrong reſcue. Speake thy Fathers care: 
Art thou not wearie, Joh» > How do'ſt thou fare ? 
Wilt thou yer jeaue the BartaileBoy,and flie, 
Now thou art feal'd the Sonne ot Chiualric? 
Flye,to revenge my death when I aim dead, 

The helpe of one ſtands me in little ſtead. 

Oh,roo much folly is it,well-l wor, 

To hazard all our lines ia one {mall Boat, 

If 1 ro day dye not with Frenchmens Rage, 

To morrowT ſhall dye with mickle Age, 

By me they nothing gaine, and if I ſtay, 

'Tis bur the ſhorrning of my Lite one day. 

In thee thy Mother dyes,our Houſeholds Name, 
My Deaths Reuenge, thy Youth, and Englands Fame : 
All theſe,and more,we hazard by thy ftay; 

All theſe are fau'd, if thou wilt flye away. 

[oha, The Sword of Orleance hath not made me ſmart, 
Theſe words of yours draw Life-blood from my Heart, 
On that advantage, bought with ſuch a ſhame, 

To ſaue a paltry Life, and {lay bright Fame, 
Before young Talbot from oly Talbot flye, 
The Coward Horle that beares me, fall and dye : 
And like me to thepeſant Boyes of France, 
To be $hames ſcorne,and fubiect of Miſchance, 
Sarely,by all the Glorije you haue wonne, 
Andif 1 flye,1 am not Talbots Sonne.. * 
Then tal}ke no more of flight,it is no boot, 
If Sonne to Talbot, dye at Talbots foor, 

T4!6, Then follow thou thy defp'rate Syre of Creer, 
Thou /carm,thy Life tome is ſweet : 
If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Fathers fide, | 
And commendable prou'd, let's dye in pride, Exit, 
eAlarum, Excurſions, Enter old 

Talbot led. 


Tu/b.\Where is my other Life? mine owne is gone, 
O, where's young Talbot? where is valiant John ? 
Triumphant Death, ſmear'd with C—_— 
Young Talbots Valour makes me {mile at thee. 
When he perceiu'd me ſhrinke,and on my Knee, 
His bloodie Sword he brandiſht ouer mee, 

And like a hungry Lyon did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage,and fterne Impatience : 
But when my angry Guardant ſtood alone, 
Tendring my ruine, and afſayl'd of none, 
Dizzie-ey'd Furie,and great rage of Heart, 
Suddenly made him from my fide to ſtart 
Into the cluftring Battaile of the French : 
And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench 
His ouer-mounting Spirit z and there di'de 
My [carw,my Blofſome,in his pride. 


Enter with [olm Talbot, borne. 
Sern, O my deare Lord, Joe where your Sonne isborne, 
Tal.Thou antique Death, which laugh'ſt ys here to ſcorn, 
Anon from thy inlulting Tyrannie, 
Coupled in bonds of perperuirie, | 
Two Talbots winged'through the lither Skie, 
In thy deſpight ſhall ſcape Morrahrtie, 
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O thou whoſe wounds become hard fauoured death, 
Speake to thy father, ere thou yeeld thy breath, 
Braue death by ſpeaking, whither he will or no: 
Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy Foe, 
Poore Boy, he ſmiles, me thinkes, as who ſhould ſay,” 
Had Death bene French, then Death had dyed to day, 
Come; come, and lay him in bis Fathers arraes, 
My ſpiru can no longer beare theſe harmes. 
Souldiers adieu : ] haue what I would have, 
Now my old armes are yong /obr Talbots graue, Dyes 
Exter (harles, Alanſon, Burgundie, Baſtard, 
and Pucehk, * 

Char. Had Yorke and Somerſet brought reſcue in, 
We ſhould haue found a bloody day of this, 

Baſt. How the yong whelpe of Talbots raging wood, 
Did fleſh his punic-{word in Frenchmens blood, 

Parc. Once I cncountred him, and thus I ſaid ; 
Thou Maiden youth, be vanquiſht by a Maide, 
But with a proud Mareſticall high ſcorne 
He anſwer'd thus :.Y ong T:u/b9t was not borne 
Tobe thepillage of aGiglor Wench: 
So ruſhing in the bowels of the French, 
He left me proudly, as vnworthy fight. 

Bur. Doubtleſſc he would have made a noble Knight: 
See where he lyes inherced in the armes 
Of the moſt bloody Nurſler of his harmes. 

Baſt. Hew them to peeces, hack their bones aſſunder, 
Whoſe life was Englands glory, Gallia s wonder, 

Char, Oh no torbcare ; For that which we haue fled 
During the life, let vs not wrong it dead, 

Enter Lacie, 

Lu, Herald, condut me to che Dolphins Tent, 
To know who hath obrain'd the glory of the day, 

Char, On what ſubmiſſue meſſage rr thou ſent ? 

Lucy. Submiſſion Dolphin? Ti- a meere French word: 
We Engliſh Warriours wot not what 1t meanes. 
I come to know what Priſoner; thou halt tane, 
And to ſuruey the bodies of the aead. 

Char. For pritoners askſt thou? HcI! our priſon is, 
But icll me whom nou ſeek'(t ? . 

Lmc. But where's the great Aicides of the ficld, 
Valiant Lord Ta{6s Earle of Shiewsbury 2 
| Created for his rare ſucceſſe in Armes, 
Great Earle of #.1/bfora, Waterford, and Valence, 
Lord Talbot _ Goodr17 and Vrehinfield, 
Lord Strane of B lackmere, Lord Verdon of Alton, 
Lord (romw-!l of &ingefie!d, Lord Furnizall of Sheffeuld, 


I The thrice victoriou s Lord of F alconbridge, 


Knight of the Noble Order ot $, George, 

Worthy $. Iichael, and the Golden Fleece, 

Great Marſhall ro Henry the (xt, 

Ofall his Warres within the Realme of France, 
Paxc. Heere's a hilly ſtately Rile w.deede : 

The Turke that two and fhftie Kingdomes hath, 

Writes not ſo redious a Stile as this, 

Him that thou magnifi'ſt with all theſe Titles, 

Scunking and fly-blowne [yes heere at our feere, 
Lucy. 15 T albor (\aine, the Frenchmens only Scourge, 

Your Kingdomes terror, and blacke Nemeſis ? 

Oh were mine eye=balles incoBullecs turn'd, 

Tiat | incage might ſhoot them at your faces. 

Oh,that | could but call cheſe deadto life, 

Ic were cnoughto fright the Realme of France. 

Were bur his Pi&ure left among you here, 


| 


| 


| 
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It would amaze the prowdeft of youall. 
Giue me their Bodyes,thatI may beare themhence, 
And giue them Buriall,as beſcemes their worth, 
Pacel. 1 thinke this vpſtart is old Talbots Ghoſt, 
He ſpeakes with ſuch a proud commanding ſpirit: 
For Gods ſake let him haue him, to keepethem here, 
They would bur tinke, and purrifie the ayre, 
Cher, Go take their bodies hence. | 
Lncy. lle beare them hence:bur from their aſhes ſbal | 
bereard 
A Phenix that ſhall make all France affear'd. 
{bar. So we be rid of them, do with him what y wilt. 
And now to Paris in this conquering yaine, 


All will be ours, now bloody Talbots ſlaine, Exit. 


rr ns - 


—— 
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Scena fecunda. 


| SENNET. 
Enter King, G loceſter, and Excter, | 


King, Haue you perus'd the Letters fromthe Pope, 

The Emperor, and the Earle of Arminack? 

Gw. Ihaue my Lord, and their intent is this, 

They humbly ſue ynto your Excellence, 

To have a godly peace concluded of, 

Bertweene the Realines of England, and of France. 
Kmg. How doth your Grace afte& their motion ? 
Glo, Well (my good Lord) and as the only meanes 

To ftop eftuſion ef our Chriſtian blood, 

And ftabIiſh quictneſſe on euery fide, 

King. Imarry Vnckle, for 1 alwayes thought 

It was both impious and ynnaturall, 

That ſuch immanity and bloody ftrife 

Should reiyne among Proteſſors of one Faith, 

Glo, Beiide my Lord, the ſooner to cfteR, 

And furer binde this knot of amitie, 

The Eatle of A1auinacke neere knit to {barles, 

A man of great Authoritie mn France, 

Proffers his onely daughter to your Grace, 

In marriage, with a large and ſumptuous Dowrie, 
King. Marriage Vockle? Alas my yeares are yorg : 

And fitter is my ftudie, and my Bookes, 

Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 

Yet call th'Embaſſadors, and as you pleaſe, 

Solet them haue their anſweres cuery one: 

I ſhall be well conrent with any choyce 

Tends tro Gods glory, and my Countries weale. 


Enter wachefter, and three Ambaſſadors. 


Exet. What, is my Lord of z/inchefer inftall'd, 
And call'd ynto a Cardinalls degree ? 
ThenlI percciue, that will be verified 
Henry the Fift did ſometime "—_ 
If once he come to be a Cardinall, - 
Hee'l make his cap cocquall withthe Crowne. 
King. My Lords Ambaſſadors, your ſeveral ſuizes 
Haue bin confider'd and debated on, 
Your purpole 1s both good and reaſonable : 
And therefore are we certaivly reſolu'd, 
To draw conditions of a friendly peace, 


Which 
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Which by my Lord of Wincheſter we meane 
Shall be cranſported preſently to France. 
Glo. And for the proffer of my Lord your Maſter, 

I have inform'd his Highneſle {o at large, 

As liking of the Ladies vertuous gifcs, 

Her Beauty, and the valew of her Dower, 

He doth intend ſhe ſhall be Englands Queene, 

| King. Inargument and proofe of which contra, 
Beare her this Lewell, pledge of my affection, 

And ſo my Lord Protector leethem guarded, 

And fafely brought to Dower, wherein ſhip'd 
Commit them to the fortune of the ſea. | Fxennt, 
Win. Stay my Lord Legate, you ſhall firſt receiue 
The ſumme of money which I promiſed 

Should be deliuercd ro his Holineſlſe, 

For cloathing me intheſe graue Ornaments, 

Legat, I will attend ypon your Lordſhips leyſure, 
Win. Now Wincheſter will not ſubmit, I trow, 
Or be inferiour to the proudeſt Peere; 

Humfrey of Gloſter, thou ſhalt well perceiue, 

That neither in birth, or for authoritie, 

The Biſhop will be ouer-borne by thee : 

He either make thee oope, and bend thy knee, 


Or ſacke this Country with a mutiny. E xeunt 


I 


— —— 


| Scena T ertia. 


Enter Charles, Burgundy, «Alanſon, Baſtard, 
| Reignier, and [ones 


| * Char. Theſe newes (my Lords)may cheere our droo- 
ing ſpirits: 
'Tis ſaid, the ftout Parifians do reuolt, 
And turne againe vnto the warlike French. 
Alan. Then march to Paris Royall Charles of France, 
And keepe not backe your powers in dalliance. 
Pucel, Peacebe amongſt them if they turneto vs, 
Elſe cuine combate with their Pallaces, 
Enter Scont. 
Scomt. Succeſlſe vnto our valiantGenerall, 
And happineſle to his accomplices. 
Char. What tidings ſend our Scout9?I prethee ſpeak, 
Scout, The Engliſh Army that divided was 
Into two parties, 1s now conioyn'd in one, 
And meanes to giue you batrell preſently, 
Char, Somewhat too ſodaine Sirs, the warning is, 
But we will preſently provide for them. 
Bur, Icruftthe Ghoſt of Talbot is not there : 
Now heis gone my Lord, you neede not feare, 
Pacel. Of all baſe paſſions, Feare is moſt accurſt, 
| Command the Conqueſt Charles, it thail be thine : 
| Let Henry fret, and all the world repine, 
Char, Then on my Lords, and France be fortunate, 
Exennt, Alarum, Excurſions, 


Enter Ione de Pucell, 


Puc., The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen flyc, 
Now helpe ye charming Spelles and Periapts, 
And ye choiſe ſpirits that admoniſh me, 

And giue merſignes of fucure accidents. 
You ſpeedy helpers, that are ſubſtiruces 


| 


Thunder, 


| 


— D— 


| 


Vnder the Lordly Monarch of the North, 
Appeare, and ayde me in this enterprize. 
Enter Fiends, 
This ſpeedy and quicke appearance argues proofe 
Of your accultom'd diligence to me. 
Now ye Familiar Spirits, that are cull'd 
Out of the powerfull Regions vnder eatth, 
Helpe me this oacc, that France may get the field. 
They walke, and ſpeaks net. 
Oh hold menot with filence ouer-long : | 
Where | was wont to feed you with my bleod, 
Ilelo ember off, and giue it you, 
In ea of a further benefit : 
So you do condiſcend to helpe me now. 
They hang their heads, 
No hope to haue redrefſes My body ſhall 
Pay recompence, if youwill graunr my (nite, 
T hey ſhakg their beads, 
Cannot my body, nor blood-ſacrifice, 
Intreate you co your wonted furtherance # 
Then take my foule ; my body, ſoule,and all, 
Betore that England giue the French the foyle.] 
They depart. 
See, they forſake me. Now the time is come, | 
That France muſt yale her lofty plumed Creft, | | 
Andlet her head fail into Englands lappe. 
My ancient Incantations are coo weake, 
And hell too ſtrong for me to buckle with: 
ow France, thy glory droopcth to the duſt, 


| 


Exit. 


Excurſions. Burgwndie and orks fight handto 
band, French flje. 


Yorke. Damſell of France, I thinke I haue you faſt, 
Vnchaine your ſpirits now with ſpelling Charmes, 
And try if they can gaine yourliberty. | 
A goodly prize, fit tor the diuels grace, | 
Sce howthe vgly Witch doth bend her browes, 
As if with Circe, ſhe would change my ſhape. 
Puc, Chang'd toa worſer ſhape thou canſt not be; 
Yor, Oh, ( harles the Dolphin is a proper man, 
No ſhape but his can pleaſe your dainty eye.) 
Puc. A plaguing miſcheete light on Charles, and thee, 
And may ye both be fodainly furpriz'd 
By bloudy hands, in ſleeping on your beds, 
Yorke, Fell banning Hagge, Inchantrefſe hold thy | 
rongue, | 
Pac. I prethee giue me leaue to curſe awhile. 
Yorke, Curſe Miſcreant,when thou comſt tothe ſtake | 
Exennt. 
eAlarum, Enter Suffolke with Margaret. | 
im bus hand, 


Saf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my priſoner, 
Gaze: on her, 
Oh Faireſt Beautie, do not feare, nor flye : 
For I will rouchthee bur-with reuerend hands, 
I kifſe theſe fingers for eternall peace, 
Andlay them gently on thy tender fide. 
Who art thou, ſay ? that I may honor rhee. 
Mar, Margaret my name, and daughtertoa King, 
The King of Naples, who ſoere thouart. 
Suf. An Earle] am, and Suffolke am call'd. 
Be not offended Natures myracle, 
Thou art alotted to be tane by me : 
So doth the Swan her downic Signets ſaue, 


Oh ſtay : 
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Keeping them priſoner vnderneath his wings 2 
Y<t if this leruile viage once offend, 
{50,and be free againe,as Suffolkes triend, 
' Oh lay * i h2ue no power toler her paſſe, 
My hand would free her, but my heart ſayesno, 
As vlayes the Sunne vpon the glaſhe ſtreames, 
Twink ling another counterfetted beame, 
So ſeemes ihis gorgeous beauty to mine eyes, 
Faine would | woe her, yet | dare nor ſpcake : 
[le call for Pen and Inke, and write my minde : 
Fye De la Pole, diſable not thy tclte : 
Haſt not a Tongue ? Is ſhenotheere? 's, 
Wilt thou be daunted at a Womans fight ? 
I : Beauties Pciacely Maieſty is tuch, 
'Confounds the tongue, and makes the ſenſes rough, 
LMar. Say Earle of Suffolke, if thy name be lo, 

What ranſome mult I pay before I paſle? 
| For I perceiueI amihy priſcner, 
Suf. How cant thou tell ſhe will deny thy ſuite, 
| Before thou make atriallof her loue ? 
M.\Wny fpeak'ft thou not? Whatranſom mult I pay? 
{ Sf. She's beauritell ; and therefore to be Wooed ; 
Sheis a VV omen; therefore to be Wonne, 
Mar, Wilt thou 2ccept ofraniome,yea orno ? 

xf. Fond man, remember that thou haſt a wite, 


Sbe rs going 


1 Then how can Margaret be thy Paramour ? 


Mar, | were beſt to leauc him, tor he will not heare. 
Sf. Thereail is marr d : there lies a cooling card. 
Mar, He talkes at randon : fare the man is mad, 
Swuf. And yet a diſpenſation may bee had, 

Mar. And yet I would that you would anſwer me: 
Swf. le win this Lady Margaret. For whom? 
Why for my King : Tuſh, that s a woodden thing, 
Mar. He talkes of wood : Itis ſome Carpenter. 
Swf. Yet fa my fancy may be latisficd, 

And peace eſtabl:ſhed betweene theſe Realmes. 

But there remaines a {cruple m that too : 

For though her Father be the King of Naples, 

Duke of Anion and. Mayre, yet is ne poore, 

And our Nobility will ſcorne the match, 

Mar. Heare ye Captaine ? Are you notat leyſure? 
Saf. It ſhall be ſo, ditdaine they ne're ſa much: 
Henry is youthful, and will quickly yeeld, 

Madam, I hauc a ſecret to reneale, 

Mu. What though | be inthral'd, he ſeems a knight 
And will not aiy way diſhonor me, 

Suf. Lady, vouchfafe to liften what I foy. 

Mar. Perhaps I thall berefcu'd by che French, 
And then I need not craue his curtehie. 

Swuf. Sweet adam, giue me hearing in a cauſe, 
Car. Tuth, women have bene captiuate erenow, 
Sf. Lady, wherefore talke you ſo? 

Mar, I cry you mercy, 'tis but Quid for Qs. 

Saf. Say gentle Princeſſe, would younot ſuppoſe 
Your bondage happy, to bemade a Queene ? 

Afar. To beatlueene in bondage, ts wore vile, 
Than is 2 Qaue, in bate (eruility : 

For Princes ſhou!d be tree. | 

Suf. And to ſhall you, 


| Ir happy Englands Royall King be free. 


Atar, \\V hy what concernes his freedome ynto mee ? 
Swf. Ile viaerrake co make thee Henries Queene, 

To put a Golden Scepter in thy hand, 

And (-t a precious Crowne vpontl'y head, 

It thou wilt condiſcend to be my 
Her. \\/ rar ? 
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No Prin: © !Ytonynendations to my King ? 


A Virgin, and his Seruant, ſay to him, 


Szf. His loue, 
Mar. lam yaworthy to be Henries wife, 
Swf. No gentle Madam, I ynworthy am 
To woe lo faire a Dame to be his wife, 
And haue no portion in the choice my ſelfe. 
How ſay you Madam, are ye ſo content ? 
Mar. And if my Father pleaſe, I am content. 
Suf. Then call our Captaies and our Colours forth, 
And Madam, at your Palloes Caſtle walles, 
Wee'l craue a parley, to conferre with him, 
Sound, Enter Reignier on the Walles, 
See Fergnier lee, thy daughter priſoner, 
Keig, To whom? 
Sf. To me. 
K-ig. Suffolke, what remedy”? 
I ama Souldier, and ynapt to weepe, 
Or to exclaime on Fortunes fickleneſſe. 
Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough my Lord, 
Conſent, and for thy Honor give coſent, 
Thy daughter ſhall be wedded to my King, 
Whom 1 with paine haue wooed and wonne thereto 2 
Andthis her cake held impriſonment, 
Hath gain'd thy daughter Princely libertie. 
Rerg. Speakes Suftolke as he thinkes ? 
Suf. Faire Margaret knowes, 
Thar Suffolke doth not flatter, face,or faine. 
Keig. Vpon thy Princely warrant, 1 deſcend, 
To giue thee anſwer ot thy 1uſt demand. 
Sf. And heere I will expe& thy comming, 


Trumpet: ſound, Enter Reignier, 


Reig. Welcome brauc Eaile into our Territories, 
Command 10 A:zou what your Honor pleates, 
S»f, Thankes Rexgnier, happy for ſo lweet a Childe, 
Fit to be made companion with a King : 
What an{wer makes your Grace vnto my ſuite? 
Keig. Since thou dot daigne to woe herlitile worth, 
To be the Princely Bride ot ſuch a Lord : 
Vpon condition 1 may quietly 
Enioy mine owne, the Country Maire 21d Anion, 
Free from oppreſſion, or the ſtroke of Warre, 
My daughtct ſhall be Ferries, if he pleaſe, 
Suf. That is her ran{ome, [ deliver her, 
And hole two Counties 1 will vadertake 
Yonr Grace ſhall well and quietly enioy, 
Reig, And T againe in Henries Royall name, 
As Deputy vnto that gracious King, 
Give K her band for ſigne of plighted faith. 
Suf. Reignier of France, ] giue thee Kingly thankes, 
Becauſethis is in Trafhcke of a King, 
And yet me thinkes I could be well content 
To be mine owne Atturney in this cafe, 
Ie over thea to England with this newes, 
And make this marriage to be lolemniz'd: 
So fareweil Reigneer, let this Diamond ſafe | 
In Golden Pallaces as it becomes. | 
Reig. | doembrace thee, as | would embrace 
The Chriſtian Prince King Henrie were he heere. 
Mar.Facewell my Lord good wiſhes, praiſe, & praiers, 
Shall Suffolke euer haue of Margaret. Shee us going. | 
Suf. Firwell Iweer Madam: but hearke you Margaret, 


Mar. Such commencaations as becomes a Maide, 


Suf. Words ſweetly plac's, and modeſtie direQed, 


Bur | 
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Bur Madame, 1 muſt trouble you againe, 
No louing Token to his Majeftic ? 
Mar, Yes, my good Lord, a pure vnſported heart, 
Neuer yet taint with loue, Liend the King. 
Suf. And this withall. Kiſſe her, 
Mar. That for thy (elfe, I will not ſo preſume, 
To ſend ſuch pecuith roflens to a King. 
Suf. Oh wert thou for my ſelfe : but S»ffolke ſtay, 
Thou mayeſt not wander in that Labyrinth, 
| There Minotaurs andwgly Treafons lurke, 
Solicite Henry with her wonderous praiſe. 
Bethinke chee on her Vertues that ſormount, 
Mad naturall Graces that extinguiſh Art, 
Repeate their ſemblance oftcn on the Seas, 
That when thou com'lt to kneele at Herries feere, 
Thou mayeſt bereauc him of his wits with wonder. Exit 


Enter Torke Warwicke,S FN ,Pacell. 


Shep. Ah lone, this kils thy Fathers heart our-right, 
Haue | ſought euery Country farre and neere, 

And now it is my chance to finde thee our, 

Mult 1 behold thy timeleſle cruell death : 

Ah lone, (weet daughter one, Ile die with thee. 

Pucel, Decrepit Miſer, baſe ignoble Wretch, 
[amdeſcended of a gentler blood . 

Thou art no Father, nor no Friend of mine. 

Shep. Out, out: My L ords,and pleaſe you, 'tis not ſo 
| I did beget her, all the Pariſh knewss; 

Her Mother liveth yer, canteftifie 
She was the firſt fruite of my Bachler-ſhip, 

War. Graceleſſe, wilt thou deny thy Patentage ? 

Yorke, This argues what herkinde of life hath beene, 
Wicked and vile, and ſo her death concludes, 

Shep. Fye Tone, that thou wilt be ſo obſtacle: 

God knowes, thou art a collop of my fleſh, 
And for thy Cake lraue 1 ſhed mo atcare: 
Deny me not, I prythee, gentle /one. 

Pucell, Pezant avant. You haue ſuborn'd this man 
Of purpoſe, to obſcure my Noble birth. 

Shep. *Tis true, I gaue a Noble to the Prieſt, 

The morne that was wedded to her mother, 

Kneele downe and take my bleſſing, good my Gyrle, 
W1!t thou not ſtoope ? Now curſed be the time 

Of thy natiuitie : I would the Milke 

Thy mother gane thee when thou ſuck'ft her breſt, 

Had bin a little Rats-bane for thy ſake.. 

Or elſe, when thou didſt keepe my Lambes a-field,, 

I wiſh ſome rauenous Wolfe had eaten thee, 

Doeſt thou deny thy Father, curſed Drab ? | 
O burne her, burne her ,hangingi is too good, Exit, 

Yorke. TakTher away, forſhe hath lixd roo long, . / 
To fill the world with vicious qualities, 

Puc Firſt let me tell you whom you hane condema' dz 
Not me, begotten of a Shepheard Swaine, 
Bur iſſued from the Progeny of Kings. 
Vertuous and Holy, choſen from 1boue, 

By inſpiration of Celeſtiall Grace, 

To worke exceeding myracles on earth, 

[ never had to do with wicked Spirits. 

Bur you that are polluted with your luſtes, 
Stain'd with the guiltlefſe blood of Innocents, 
Corrupt and tainted with a thouſand Vices : 
Becauſe you want the grace that others haue, 
You iudgeitfiraight a thing iumpolzible 

To compaſſe Wonders, bur by helpe of diucls, 


———. 
"O——_— 


—_— 


Yor, Bring forth that Sorcereſſe condemn'd to burne. x 


<—_—_—_— 


No miſconceyued, lone of Are hath beene 
A Virgin from her cender intancie, ,, |. iifaf 
Chaſte, and immaculate in yery thought, 
Whoſe Maiden-blood thus nm——_—_ effus'd; 
Will cry for Vengeance, at the Gates of Heauen, 
Yorks, 1,1 : away wich her to execution, 
War. And hearke ye lirs: becauſe ſheis a Maide, 
Spare for no Faggots, let there be enow ; | 
Place barrelles of pitch vpon the fatall Rake, 
That ſo her tortute may be ſhortned, 
Pac. W\\| nothing turne your varelemting hezerd Þ. C 
Then fave diſcouet thine infirmity, 
Thac wartameeth by Law, to be thy priviledge, 
I am with childe ye bloody Homicides ; | 'T 
Murther not then the Fruite within my Wombe, 'O } 
Although ye hale me to a violent death, - ; 
Yor, Now heauen fortend, the holy Maid with Jae? 
IPar, The greateſt miraclethatere ye wroughw, 1) 
Is all your ſtrict preciſeneſſe come tothis2 
Yorke, She and the Dolphin haue bin ingliog, e6oT 
I did imagine what would be her refuge; - ' | |, 7 
Var. Well go too, we'll have no Baſtards live, / \ | 
Eſpecially fince (harles muſt Father jy, 
Puc. Youare deceyu'd, my childeis none of hisgn' 
It was Alayſen that imoy'd my loue, | ek 
Yorke, eAlanſon that notorious Macheuile ?, 
It dyes, and if it had a thouſand liues, 
Pue, Oh giue me leaue, | have deluded you, AY 
'Twas neycher Charles,nor yet the Dukqi aam'd,; /; 
But Reignier King of Naples chat prevayl'd... bnA 
Far. A married man, that's molt nallezebile, i. opt 
Yor. Why here's a Gysle;I think (he. knowes not uy 
(There were ſo many) whom ſhe may acaule. ., - 1 »/ 
War, It's ſigne ſhe hath beeneliberathang free. - | 
Yer. And yet forſooth ſhe.is 8 Virgiopurey 4 | -- 2: 
Strumpet, thy words condemne Inga Lond Or: 
Vle no inctreaty, for it is in yaine. » 4 
Pe.Then lead me hence: with whom I lens my ks 
May aur Ras Sunnereflex his beames. -- , 1, {1 7, 
Vpon the Countrey where you make abude : Lee 
Bur darkneſſe, and the gloomy ſhade of death 
Inuiron you, till Miſcheefe and Diſpaire, ..., 
Drive you to break your necks, or hang your (ler £xx 
Emer Cardinal, | 
Torke, Breake thou in peeces, and conſume ro aſhes 
Thou towle accurſed miniſter ot Hell. ne 
Car. Lord Regent, | do greete your Excellence no!1 
With Letters of Commiſſion from the King, 
For know my Lords, the States of Chrifteadome, 
Mou'd with remorſe of theſe out-ragious broyles, 
Haue carneflly implor'd a generall peace, / 
Berwixt our Nation, and the aſpyring French; _ .. 
And heere at hand, the Dolphin and bis Trane 
Approacheth, to conferre abour ſome matter, 
Yorke, 1s all our trauell rurn'd to this efieR, 
After the {laughter of ſo many Peeres, 
So many Capraines, Gentlemen, and Soldiers, 
That in this quarrell haue beene ouerthrowne, 
And ſold their bodyes for their Countryes benefit, 
Shall we at laſt conclude effeminate peace ? 
Haue we not loſt moſt part of all the Townes, 
By Treaſon; Falſhood, and by Treacheric, 
Our great Progenitors had conquered; 
Oh Warwicke, Warwicke, 1 foreſee with greefe 
The vtterloſſe of all the Realme of France, 
War, Be patient Yorke, if we conclude a Peace 
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'|For heere we entertaine a ſolemne peace, 
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As little ſhall the Frenchmen gaine thereby. 


_ - —_ - —— 


| Enter Charles , Alanſon Baſtard, Reigmier, | 


Char. Since Lords of England, it is thus agreed, 
Thar peaceful rruce ſhall be proclaim'd in France, 
| We come to be informed by your ſelues, 

What the conditions of that league muſt be. 

Yorke. Speake Wincheſter,for boyling choller chokes 
The hollow pafſage of my poyſon'd voyce, . 
By ſight of theſe our balefull enemies. Y 

/#, Charles, and the reſt, itis enacted thus : 
That in regard King Herry gives conſent, 

Of meere compaſhon, and of lenity, 

Toeaſe your Countrie of diftreſſetull Warre, 
And ſuffer you to breath in fruirfull peace, 

You ſhall become true Liegemen to his Crowne. 
And Charles, wpon condition thou wilt ſweare 
To pay him tribute, ane ſubmit thy ſelfe, 

\ Thou ſhalt be plac'd as Viceroy vnder him, 

And ſtill enioy thy Regall dignity. 

eAlan. Mult he be then 2s ſhadow of himſelfe ? 

Adormehis Temples with a Coroner, 
And yet in ſubſtance and awthority, 
Reraine bur primiledge of a priuate man ? 

This proffer is abſurd, and reaſonleſſe, 

(hay. 'Tis knowne already that I am poſſeſt 
With more then halfe the Gallian Territories, 
And therein reuerenc'd forcheirlawfull King, 
Sha!l I for lucre of the reſt vn-vanquiſhr, 

DetraQ fomuch from that prerogarive, 
As tobe call'd but Viceroy of the whole ? 
No Lord Ambaſſador, le rather keepe 
That which Thave, chan couttig for more 
Be caſt from paſ$ibility of all. 
_ Porke. Inſulting Chavler, haſt thou by ſecret meanes 
VYvrd interceſſion ts obtaine a league, 
And nowthe tmatter growes to compremize, 
Stand'ſt thou aloote vpon Compariſon. 
Either accept the Title thou v{urp'ſt, 
Of benefit proceeding from ovr King, 
Andnor of any challenge of Deſert, 
Or we will plague thee with inceflant Warres. 

Rerig. My Lord, you do not well in'obftinacy, 
Tocamll inthe covrſe of this ContraQt: 

If once it benegleQed, ten to one 
We ſhall not finde like opportunity. 

Ala». Tofay thetruth, it is your policie, 
To laue yout SubieRs from ſuch maſſacre 
And ruthleſſe flanghters as are dayly ſeene 
By our proceeding in Hoſtility, 
jAnd therefore take this compaR of a Truce, 
Although you breake it, when your pleaſure ſerues, 
' War. How ſayſt thou Charles? 
[Shall our Condition ſtand ? 
'_ (6er, IeShall: 
Onely reſeru'd, you claime no intereſt 
1n any of our Townes of Garriſon, 
Yor, Then ſweme Allegeance to his Maieſly, 
As thou art Knight, neuer to diſobey, 
Nor be Rebellious ro the Crowne of England, 
"Thou nor thy Nobles, to thetCrowne of England. 
'$o,now diſmiſſe your Army when ye pleaſe+-- 
Hang vp your Enfignes, let your Drummes betill, 
Exe 
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Adus Quintus. 


I 


 Emter Suffolky in conference with the King, 
Glocefter and Exeter, 


Kmg. Your wondrous rare deſcription (noble Earle) 
Of beauteous Afargarer hath aſtoniſh'd me; 
Her vertues graced with externall gifts, 
Do breed Loues ſetled paſſions in my heart, 
And like as rigour of tempeſtuous gultes 
Provokes the mightieft Hulke 8gaiaſt the tide, * 
Soam [ driven by breath of her Renowne, 
Either to ſuffer Shipwracke, or arrive 
Where I may haue fruition of her Loue. 
Suf. Tuſh my good Lord, this ſuperficiall tale, 
oIs bur a preface of her worthy praiſe ; 
The cheefe perfeQtions of that louely Dame, 
(Had I ſofficient $kill ro vtter them) 
Would make a volume of inticing lines, 
Able to rauiſh any dull conceit, 
And which is more, ſhe is not ſo Diuine, 
So full repleate with choice of all delights, 
But with as humble lowlineſſe of minde, 
She is content to be at your command: 
Command I meane, of Vertuous chaſte intents, 
To Loue, and Honor Herwry as her Lord. 
King. And otherwiſe, will Henry ne'repreſume : 
Therebry my Lord ProteQor, giue conſent, 
That Marg'ret may be Englands Royall Queene. 


Glo. So ſhould T giue conſent to flatter finne, 
You know (my Lord) your Highneſle is berroath'd 
Vanto another Lady of efteeme, 

How ſhall we chen diſpenſe with that contraR, 
And not deface your Honor with reproach? 
Suf. As doth a Ruler with ynlawfull Oathes, 
Or one that at a Triumph, having vow'd 
Tory his ſtrength, forſaketh'yer the Liftes 
By reaſon of his Aduerſaries oddes. 
A poore Earles daughter is vnequall oddes, 
And therefore may be brobe without offence, 
Glouceſter, Why what (I pray) is Margaret more 
then that ? 
Her Father is no better than an Earle, 
Although in glorious Titles he excell, 
Swf. Yes my Lord, her Father is aKing, 
The King of Naples, and Jeruſalem, 
And of ſuch great Authoritic in France, 
As his alliance will confirme our peace, . 
And keepe the Frenchmenin Allegeance, 
Gls. And ſo the Earle of Arminacke may doe, 
Becauſe heis neere Kinſman vnto Charles, 
Ext Befide,his wealth doth warrant a liberal dower, 
Where Reignier ſooner will receyue, than give, 
Suf, ADowre my Lords? Diſgrace not ſo your King, 
That he ſhould be ſo abieR, buſce,and poore,) 
To chooſe for wealth, and not for perte& Loue, 
Hewry is able to enrich his Queene, 
And notto ſecke a Queene to make him rich,! 
So worthlefſe Pezants bargaine for their Wiues, 
As Market men for Oxen, Sheepe,or Horſe, 
Marriage is a matter of more worth, 


Then to be dealt in by Atturney-ſhip : | | 


Not whom we will, but whom his Grace affeQs, 
Muſt | 
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Muft be companion of his Noprtiall bed. 

And therefore Lords, fence he affets her moſt, 

Moſt of all theſe reaſons bindetb vs, 

Inour opinions ſhe ſhould bepreferr'd, 

For what is wedlocke forced? bur a Hell, 

An Age of diſcord and continual ftrife, 

Whereas the contrarie bringeth bliſle, FE: 

And is a patterne of Celeſtial} peace, 

Whom ſhould we match with Henry being a King, 

But Margaret, that is daughter to a Kig : 

Her peereleſle feature, ioyned with her birth, 

Approues her fit for none, bur for a King. 

Her valiant courage, and vndaunted ſpirit, 

( More then in women commonly is ſeene) 

Will anſwer our hope in ifſue of a King, 

For Henry, ſonne vynto a Conqueror, 

Is likely to begert more Conquerors, 

If with a Lady of ſo high reſolue, 

(As is faire Margavet) he belink'd in loue. 

Then yeeld my Lords,and heere conclude with mee, 

That Margaret ſhall be Queene, and none bur ſhee, 
King, Whether it be through force of your report, 

My Noble Lord of Suffolke : Or for that 

My tender youth was never yet attaint 

With any paſſion of inflaming loue , 

I cannot tell; but this I am afſur'd, 


| 1 feele ſuch ſharpediſſention inmy breaſt, 

Such fierce alarums both of Hope and Feare, - 

| As Iam ficke with working of my thoughts. - 

Take therefore ſhipping, polte my Lord to France, 

Agree to any couenants, and procure | 

That Lady Margaret do vouchlafe to come 

To crofle the Seasto England, and be crown'd 

King Henries faithfull and annoinced Queene, 

For your expences and ſufficient charge,” _ * +» 

| Among the people gather vpa tenth, wr 

Be gone 1 ſay, for till you do returne, 

[ reſt perplexed with a thoutand Cares, 

And you (good Vnckle) baniſh all offence: 

If you do cenſure me, by what you were, 

Not what you are, I know it wilkexculc 

This ſodaine execution of my will. 

And fo conduct me, where from company, 

I may reuolue and ruminate my ——_ 

Glo, I greefe ] feare me, both at firſt andlaſt, 
Exit CloceFeer, 
Suf. Thus Suffolke hath preuail'd,and thus he gocs 

As did the yourhfull Paris once toGreece, 

With hope to finde the like event in loue, 

But proſper better than the Troian did : 

Margaret (hall now be Queene, and rule the King : - | 

| Bur 1 will cule both her, the King,and Realme. Exit 
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The ſecond Part of 
with the death of the Good Duke 
HVMFREY. 


Henry the Iixt, 


 eAtlus Primus. Scana Prima, 


—— 


— 


Flonriſh of Trumpets : Then Hoboyes, 


| Enter King, Duke Humfrey Salicbury 1Varwicke and Bray- 
 fordonthe one ſide. 
The Queene, Suffolke, Torks, Somerſct, and Buckingham, 
on the other, 


Sufolkte. 

$ by your high Imperiall Maieſty, 
Lhad in charge at my depart for France, 
As Procurator to your Excellence, 
To marry Princes Margaret tor your Grace 
So in the Famous Ancient City, Tomres, 
In preſence of the Kin os of France, and S:cill, 
The Dukes of Orleance, (ataber, Britargne, and Alanſon, 
Seuen Earles,twelue Barons,& rwenty reverend Bilhops 
I haue perform'd my Taske, and was eſpous'd, 
And humbly now vpon my bended knee, 
In fight of England, and her Lordly Pceres, 
Deliuer vp my Title in the Queene | 
To your moſt gracious hands, that are the Subſtance 
Of that great Shadow [ d1d repreſent: 
The happieft Gift, that euer Marqueſle gaue, 
The Faireſt Queene, that ever King receiu'd. 

King. Suffolke ariſe. Welcome Queene Margaret, 
I can expreſſe no kinder figne of Loue 
Then this kinde kiſſe : O Lord, that lends melife, 
Lend me a heart repleate with thanktulneſle : 


{ For thou haſt giuen me tn this beautcous Face 


A world of earthly bleſſings to my ſoule, 
If Simpathy of Loue vnite our thoughts, 
Oueen, Great King of England, & my.gracious Lord, 
The mutuall conference that my minde hath had, 
By day, by night ; waking, and in my dreames, 
in Courtly company, or at my Beades, 
With you miae «Alder lrefe/t Soueraigne, 
Makes me the bolder to (alutg my King, 
With ruder terimes, ſuch as iy wit affoords, 
And over toy of heart doth miniſter. 
King. Her (ight did rauiſh, but her grace in Speech, 
Her words yclad with wiledomes Maieſty, 


| Makes me from \Vondging. fall ro Weeping ioyes, 


Such 15 the Fulneſle of my hearts content. 


i Lords, with one cheeretull voice, Welcome my Loue. 


Allggeel. Long live Qu. Margaret Englands happines, 


* Queene, We thanke you all, Floriſh 


"a ſw 


| 


—_—_— 


Suf. My Lord ProteQtor, ſoit pleaſe your Grace, 
Heere are the Articles of contracted peace, 
Berweene our Soueraigne, and the French Kin g Charles, 
For cighteene moneths concluded by conſent. 
* Clo. Reads, Inprimis, It s agreed betweene the French K, 


His yalour, coine, and people in the warres ? 
Did heſo often lodge in open field ; 

In Winters cold, avd Summers parching heate, 
To conquer France, his trug inheritance ? 


( harles, and William de la Pole CHMarqueſſe of Suffolke, Am- 


baſſador for Henry King of England, That the [aid H , 
eſhouſe the Lady Margaret, 1 / ſ enry [ha 


England, ere the thirtieth of May next enſuing, 
Item, That the Dntchy of Aniou,and the C ounty of Main 
[hall be releaſed and delinered to the King her father, 
King, Vakle, how now? 
Glo. Pardon me gracious Lord, 


King, Vnckle of Wincheſter, I pray read on, 

. Win, Item, It ® further agreed betweene them, That the 
Dmcheſſe of Aniou and Maine, ſhall be releaſed and delivered 
oner to the Kmg her Father, and ſhee ſent oner of the King of 
- am owne proper Coſt and ( harges, without bauing any 


onry, 

Kmg.They pleaſe vs well. Lord Marques kneel down, 
We heere create thee the firſt Duke of Suffolke, 
And girt thee with the Sword, Colin of Yorke, 
We heere diſcharge your Grace from being Regent 
I'th parts of France, ll terme of cighteene Moneths 
Be full expyr'd. Thankes Vncle Wincheſter, 
Gloſter, Yorke, Buckingham, Somerſet, 
Salisburie, and Warwicke, 
We thanke you all for this great fauour done, 
In entertainment to my Princely Queene, 
Come, ler vs in, and with all ſpeede prouide 
To ſce her Coronation be pertorm'd. 


Manet the reſt, 
Clo, Braue Peeres of England, Pillars of the State, 
To you Duke Humfrey muft ynload his greefe : 
Your greete, the common greefe of all the Land. 
What? did my brother Heryy ſpend his youth, 


| 


tl 


And did my brother Bedford toyle his wits, 


9hter vnto Reignier King of 
Naples, Sicillia, and leruſalem, and Crewne her O weene of 


Some ſadaine qualme hath ſirucke me at the heart, | 
And dim'd mine eyes, that I can reade no further. 


Exit King, Queene, and Suffolke, 


X l | To 
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[To keepe by policy what Henrie gor: 
(Haue you your (clues, Somer{(et, Buckmgham, 
\Braue Torke, $.41/:sbury, and victorious Warwiche, 
'|Receiud deepe (carres in France and Normand:e: 
Or hath mine Vnckle Zeavford, and my (elfe, 
With ail che Learned Couniell of che Realme, 
Studiec ſo long, tat in the Councell houſe, 
Early and late, debating roo and fro 
How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe, 
And bath his Highvoeſle in his infancie, 
Crow nedin Paris1n defpight of foes, 
And ſhall theſe Labours, and theſe Honours dye? 
Shall Henries Conquelt, Bedford: vigilance, | 
Your Deeds ot \Varre, and all our Countell dys ? 
O P-exes of England, ſharmefull is this League, 
Fatal this Marriage, cancelling your Fame, 
Blotting your names from Bookes of memory, 
Racing the Charracters of your Renowne, 
Detacing Monuments of Conquer d France, 
Vndoiny all as all had never bin. 
Car, Nephewv,what meanes.this paſtonate diſcourſe? 
This preroration with ſuch circumſtance: 
For France, 'tis ours ; ond we will Keepeirfiill, 
| Gls. i Vackle, we will keepe it, it we can : 
But now it is impoſsible we ſhould, 
Suffolke, the new made Dnkethart rules the roſt, 
Hath given the Dintchy of Axio and dajze, 
Vntothe poore King, Keronier, whole large iyle 
Agrees not with the leanneſle of his purte, 
Sal. Now by the death of him that dyed for all 
Thete Counties were the Keyes df Normanate : 
| zut wherefore weepes Farwicke, my valiant ſonne? 
War. For greefe that they are pa{t recouerie, 
For were there hope ro conquer them againe, 
My ſword ſhould ſhed hqg blood, mine eyes no teares. 
Anion and Maine? My felfe did win them both : 
Thoſe Prouinces, thele Armes of mine did conquer, 
And are the Cirties that [ gor with wounds, 
Deliuer'd vp againe with peacefull words ? 
Mort Dies. 
Yorke, For Suffolkes Duke, may he be fuffocate, 
That dims the Honor of this Wazlike iſle: 
France ſhould haue torne and rent my very hart, 
Before I would have yeelded to this Leagye. 
[never read but Englands Kings haue had 
Large ſummes of Gold, and Dowries with their wiues 
And our King Henry giues away his owne, 
To match with her that brings no vantages. 
Hum. A proper ieſt, and never heard before, 
That Suffolke ſhould demand a whole Fifteenth, 
For Colts and Charges in tranſporting her : 
She ſhould hauec Raid in France, and Geru'd in France 
Before 
Car, My Lord of Gloſter, now ye grow too hor, 
[t was the pleaſute of my Lord the Kiog, 
Ham. My Lord of Wincheſter I krow your minde. 
Tis not my {peeches that you do miſlike : 
But 'tis my preſence that doth trouble ye, 
Rancour will out, proud Prelate, 1a thy face 
1 ſce thy furie : If [ longer ſtay, 
(We (hall begin our ancient bickerings ? 
Lordings farewell, and ſay when an gone, 
I prophehed, France will be loſtcre long, Exit Hunfrey, 
Car. So, there goes our Protector ina rage : 
'Tis knowneto you he is mine enemy :; 
Py more, an enemy vato you all, 
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And no great friend, I fearemeto the King ; 
Conſider Lords, he is the nextof blood, 
Atid heyre apparant tothe Engliſh Crowne : 
Had Henrie got an Empire by his marriage. 
And all the wealthy Kingdomes of the Weſt, 
There's reafon he Gould be ci{pieag'd at it : 
Looketoit Lords, let not his ſmoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts, be wiſe and circumſpeR. 
What though the common people fauour him, 
Calling him, Huntrey the gcod Duke of Gloſter, 
Clappiny their hands, and crying with loud yoyce, 
Teſu rmaintaine your Royall Excellence, 
With God preterue the good Duke Humfrey: 
I ſeare me Lords, tor all chis flattering glofle, 
He will be found a dangerous Protector, 
Euc, Why ſhould he then protect our Soueraigne ? 
He being ot age to gouerneot himlelfe, 
Colin of Somerſet, ioyne you with me, 
And altogether with th* Dake of Suffolke, 
Wee'l quickly hoyte Duke Humfrey from his ſeat. 
Car. This weighty butnefle will not brooke delay, 
Ile tothe Dake ot Suffolkepretently. Exu Cardinall. 
Sow. Cofin of Buckingham, though Humfries pride 
And greatnefle of his place be greefe ro vs, 
Yetlet vs watch the haughtie Cardinall, 
His infolence 15 more intollerable 
Then all the Princes in the Land beſide, 
It Gloſter be dilplac'd, hee'l be ProteRor, 
Buc. Or thou, or 1 Somerſet will be ProteQors, 


| Deſpite Duke Hnwfrey,or the Cardinall. _ 


Ex: Buckingham, axd Somerſet, 
Sal. Pride went before, Ambition followes him. 
While theſe do labour for their owne preferment, 
Behooues it vs to labor for the Realme. 
I never {avy but Humfrey Duke of Gloſter, 
Did beare hin like a Noble Gentleman: 


| 


Ofc haue | feene rhe havghry Cardinall, | 


More l\ke a Souldier then a man o th'Church, 
As four and proud as he were Lord of all, 
Swearelike a Rufh1n,and demeane himſelfe 
Vnlike the Ruler of a Common-weale, 
Warwicke my !onne, the comfort of my age, 


Thy deeds, thy piainnefle, and thy bouſe-keeping, | 


Hath wonnethe greateſt tauour of the Commons, 
Fxcepting none but good Duke Humfrey., 
And Brother Yorke, thy Acts in [reland, 
in bringing them to ciuill Diſcipline : 
Thy hate exploits done in the heart of France, 
When thou werr Regent for our Soueraigne, 
Haue made thee fear'd and bonor'd of the people, 
{oyne we rogether for the publike good, 
In what we can, to bridle and ſuppreſle 
The pride of Suffolke, and the Cardinall, 
With Somerſets and Buckinghams Ambition, 
And as we may, cheriſh Duke Humfries deeds, 
Whule they dotend the profit of the Land. 
War, So God helpe Warwicke,as he loues the Land, 
And common profit of his Countrey. 
Yor, And fo ſayes Yorke, 
For he hath greateſt cauſe. 
Salisbmry, Then lecs make baſt awav, 
And looke vntothe maine, 
Werwicke. Vonto the maine? 
Oh Father, CMaine is loſt, 
hat Maine, which by maine force Warwicke did wiane, 
And would haue kept, ſo long as breath did laſt: Of 
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Main-chance father you meant, but meant CMame, 


| Which 1 will win from France, or elle be {laine. 


Exit Warwicks and Salubury, Manet Torke, 
Yorke, Anton and Mame are ginen to the French, 
| Parzs 13 loſt, the (tate of Vormandie 
Srands on atickle point, now they are gone : 
S1ffolke concluded on the Articles, 
The Peeres agreed, and Henry was well pleas'd, 
To change two Dukedomes for a Dukes taire davghter, 
I cannot blame them all, what 18*ctothom? 
| 'Tis thine they giue away, and not their owne, 

Pirates may make cheape penyworths oi their pillage, 

| And purchaſe Friends, and give to Cyriezans, | 
Still reuclling like Lords till all be gone, 


CT 


T he ſecond Part of Henry the Sixt. 


| While as the ſilly Owner of the goods 

Weepes ouer them, 22d witngs his hapiefie hands, 
And ſhakes his kcad, and trembling ſtands aloote, 
While all is ſhar'd, and all is borne away, 

Ready to ſterus, and dare nottoutch his owne, 

So Yorke mult tir, and tret, and bite his tongue, 
While his owne Lands 2re bargairr'd for, and t9ld-: 


Me thinkes the Realmes of England, France, & Ireland, 
Beare that proportion ro my ſich and blood, 
As did the i2tall brand «=4/thea burnt, 
Vnto the Princes heart of { wlon : 
Anion and Maire both gruen vnto the French # 
Cold newes for me ; tor | had hope of France, 
Enen as I haue of fert.le Englands fotle. 
A day will come, when Yorke (hall claime his owne, 
1 And therefore [ will take the New; parts, 
And make a ſhew of loue ro proud Duke Humficy, 
And when I ſpy aduantage, claime the Crowne, 
For that's the Golden marke I teeke to hit: 
Nor ſhall prom! Lancafter vſurpe my right, 
Nor hold the Scepter in his childth Filt, 
Nor weare the D:adem vpon his head, 
Whoſe Church-like kinnors hts not for a Crowne, 
Then Yorke be ſtill a-while, till trme do terue : 
\Wartch thou, and wake when others be atleepe, 
| To prie intothe ſecrets of the State, 
Till Henri lurferting 11 10ves of Towe, 
With his new Brie, & Englands deere bought Queen, 
And Hemfrey with the Peeres be talne at 1arres : 
Then will I raiſe aloft the Milke-white-Roſe, 
With whoſe ſweer {me!! the Avre ſhall beperfum'd, 
Andin in my Standard beare the Armes of Yorke, 
To erapplerwith the houſe of Lancaſter, 
And force perforce Ile make him yeeld the Crowne, 
Whoſe bookiſh Rule hath pull'd faire England downe, 
| Exit Torke. 
Enter Dube Humfrey and his wife Elianor. 
Flia.\Vhy droopes my Lord like over-ripen'd Corn, 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load ? 
Why doit the Great Duke Humatrey kmit his browes 4 
As frownine wt the Favours of the world ? 
| Why are thine eves fixt ro the fullen earth, 
CG27z1ng on that which ſeeme3.to ([1mme thy fight? 
What fecft thou there ? King Henries Diadem, 
| Inchac'd-with all the Ronors of the world? 
| Tt fo, Gaze on. and grouell on thy face, 
| Vatill ty head be circled with the ſame. 
Part fotth thy hand, rerch at the glorious Gold, 
| Whizr, 1s £ £00 {hott ? Iiclengthenit with mine, 
| And ing both together hoard it vp, 
| Wee | both rogether I:fr eur heads to heauen, 
' And neuer more abale our Gohr ſo low, 


| 
| 
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"” ITE: 
As to youchſafe one glance vnto the ground, | 
Hum, O Nei,iweert Nell, if thou doſt loue thy Lord, 
Baniſh the Canker of ambitious thoughts ; 
And may that thought, when I imagine ill 
Again{t my King and Nephew, vertuous Henry, 
Be my laſt breathing in this morrall worid, | 

My troublous dreames this night, doth make me ſad, 

£1:, What dream'd my Lord, tell me,and Ile requite it 

\With {weet rehearſall of my mornings dreame 2 
[1:m, Me thought this ftaffe mine Office-badge in 

Court 

\W as broke in twaine : by whom, I have forgor, 

Burt as | thinke, it was by'th Cardinall, 

And on the peeces of the broken Wand 

Were plac'd the heads of Edmond Duke of Somerſet, 

And Wiiiam de {2 Pole Felt Dake of Sutfolke, 

This was my dreame, what it doth bode God knowes. 
Ei. Tur, ris vias nothing bur an argument, 

Thar he that breakes a fticke of Gloſters groue, 

Shall looſe his head far his pretumprion, / 
But lift go me my Ermfrey, my ! weere Duke ; « 
Me thought I fate rn Seateof Majeſty, 

Inthe Cathedrall Church ot Weſtminſter, | 

Andin that Cite where Kings & Queens wer crownd, 

| Where Henrie :n& Dame Marparet kneel'd to me, 

And on my head &id fetthe Diadem., 
1m. Nzy E limor, then mult I chide outright ; 

Prefumpruous Dame, ill-nurter'd Eliazor, 

Art thou notleccnd Womanin the Realme? 

And the,Procectors wite belou'd of him ? 

Hait chou not worldly pleafare at command, 

Avoue the reach or compaſle of thy thought ? 

And wilt thou (till be hammering Treachery, 

To tumble downe thy husband, and thy ſclle, 

From top of Honor, to Ditgrages feete ? 

Away trom me, and let me heare no more, 

Elia, What, what, my Lord? Are you fo chollericke 

With #/4-»or, for telling but her dreame ? 

Next time lic keepe my dreames vnto my lelfe, 

And not be check'd, 

Hum. Nay benot angry, I am pleas'd againe, 
Emer Meſſenger, 
Meſſ. My Lord Protector, '{; bis Highnes pleaſure, 

You do prepare to ride vnto S. Albong, 

Where as the King and Queene do meane to Hawke, 
Hy». 1 go,Come Nel thou wilt ride with vs? Ex, Hum 
Eli. Yes my good Lord, lle tollow preſently, 

Follow 1 nult, I cannot go betore, 

While Gloſter beazes this bale and humble minde, 

Were | a Man, a Duke,and next of blood, 

I would remoue theſe tedious ftumbling blockes, 

And imooth my way vpon their headleflc neckes, 

And being a woman, ] will not be {lacke - 

To play my part in Fortwnes Pageant, 

Where are you there? Sir ſohn; nay feare not man, 

Weare alone, l1ere's no'1e but thee, & 1, Enter Hume, 
Hume. leſus preferve your Royall Maieſty, 

Elia. What {:\ft thou? Maieſty :1 am but Grace. 
Hume. But by the grace of God,and Humes advice, 

Your Graces Title ſhall be multiplied, 

Elia. What failt thowman/ Halt thou as yet confer'd 

With Margerie Jordame the cunning Witch, 

With Roger Bollingbrocke che Coniurer ? 

And will they vndertake ro do me good ? 

Hume.T\\s they haue promited to ſhew your Highnes 

ASpiritrais'd from depth of ynder ground, ; 

Thar | 


— 


IE 


— - © ——_—_—_— > " \ 
| | | 
b \ | 
| | 
| 


—_—— 


Bf  Theſecond Part of Hemy the Sixt. 


I23 
| That ſhall make anſwere to ſuch Queſtions, S»ff. Who is there ? | 
| As by your Grace ſhall be propounded him. Enter Sermant. | : 
Elianor. It is enough, Ile thinke ypon the Queſtions: | Take this fellow in,and ſend for his Maſter with a Purſe- | 
When from Saint Albones we doe make returne, vant preſently : wee'le heare more of your matter before | 
\Wee'le ſee theſe things effeRed co the full, the King. Exit, | 
Here Hume,take this reward,make merry man | Oneene. And as for you that loue to be proteRed | 
Wirth thy Confederates in this weightie cauſe. Vnder the Wings of our ProteRors Grace, | 
Exit Eltanor. Begin your Suites anew,and ſue to him, 
Hume. Hume muſt make merry with the Duche(ſe Gold: Teave the Supplication. 
| Marry and (hall : but how now, Sir /ohn Hume ? Away,baſe Cullions : Swfolte let them goe, 
Seale vp your Lips,and gineno words but Mum, Atl. Come,lert's be cone, Exit, 
The buſineſle asketh filent tecrecie. Lueene. My Lord of Snttolke, fay,is this the guiſe? þ 
* | Dame Elranor giues Gold, to bring the Witch : Is this the Faſhions in the Court of England? 
' Gold cannot come amiſle,were the a Devill, Iz this the Gouernment of Britaines le ? 
| Yet have | Gold flyes from another Coaſt : And this the Royaltie of Aibions King ? 
[ I dare not fay,fromthe rich Cardinal, \Vhar,ſhall King Ferry be a Pupill till, 


Vnder the ſurly Glofters Gouernance? 

Amla Queene in Tice and in Stile, 

And mult be madea SabieQ toa Duke? 
] rel] thee Paole,when inthe Citic Tours i 
Thou ran'ft a-tilt 1n honor of my Love, 

And (tol ft away the Ladies hearts of France 

I chovght King Henry had reſembled thee, 

[In Courage, Courtſhip,and Proportion: 

Bur all his minde is bent to Holineſſe, 

To number A 2-Maries on his Beades : | 
H'- Champions.are the Prophers and Apoſtles, 

H's \\e2pons, holy Sawes of ſacred Vit, | 


And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolke; 
Yer [| doe tinde it fo : for to be plaine, 

They (knowing Dame Elawors aſpiring humor) 
Hauez hyred me to vader-mine the Duchefſe, 
And buzze theſe Coniurations in her brayne. 
They fay,A crattie Knate do's need no Broker, 
Yet am I S»folke and the Cardinalls Broker, 
Hume,if you take not heed,you ſhall goe neere 
To call them both a payre of craftic Knaues, 
Well,ſo it Rands: and thus I feare at laſt, 
Humes Knavucric will be the Duchelle Wracke, 
And her Attainture,will be Humptreyes fall : 


| Sort how it will,l ſhall haue Gold for all. Exit | His Singie is his Tilt-yard,and his Loves | 
Arc 5117.21 Images of Canonized Saints, 
Enter three or foure Petitioners,the Ar morers { would the Colledge of the Cardinalls 
Man being one, Would chuſe him Pope, and carry him ro Rome, 
And tet the Triple Crowne vpon his Head 
1. Pet. My Maſters, let's ſtand cloſe, my Lord Pro- | That were a Stare fit for his Holineſſe/ | 
tector will come this way by and by, ard then wee may | Su. Madame be patient: as I was cauſe | 
deliver our Supplications in the Quill. | You: Highneſle came to England, fo will I 
2, Pet: Marry the Lord protect him, for hee's a good | In England worke your Graces full content. 
man, leſa bleſic him, 2 ucexe. Belide the hanghtie ProteQor, haue we Be 
| The unperions Churchman; Somerſet, Buckogham, 
Enter Suffalke,and Oneene. | And erumbling Torke + and nor the leaſt of theſe, 
| Butc:n doe more mn England then the King. 
Peter. Here a comes me thinkes,and the Queere with | Sf. And he of theſe,that can doe moſt of all, 
kim: Jle be the firlt (ure, | | Cannot doe more in England then the Next!s : | 
2. Pet. Come backe foole,this is the Duke of Suffolk, | $.1/15h4r7 and Yarwich are no hunple Peeres. 


Suff. How now fellow: would ſt any thing with me? | As that prowd Dame, the Lord ProteQtors Wife : 
1. Per. I pray my Lord pardon me, I tooke ye for my | She [weepes it through the Court with troups of Ladies, 
Lord Protector. | Morelike an Empreſle,then Duke Humphreyes Wife: | 
Queene, To my Lord ProteQtor? Are your Supplica= | S:rangers in Covrr,doe take her for the Queene: 
Itions to his Lordſhip? Let me ſee them: whar is thine? She beares # Dukes Reuenewes on her backe, © 
1. Pet, Mine is, and't pleaſe your Grace, againft John | And in her heart ſhe ſcornes our Powertie: 
Coodman,my Lord Cardinals Man,for keeping my Houle, |} Shall I not live ro be aueng'd on her? 
and Lands,and Wife and all, from me. Contemptuous baſe.borne Callor'as ſhe is, 
 Suff. Thy Wiſe too? that's ſome Wrong indeede. | She vaunted*mongſther Minions tother day, 
What's yours 2 What's heere 2 Againſt the Duke of | The very trayne of her worſt wearing Gowne, 
Suffolke, for encloſing the Commons of Melforde, How | Was better worth then all my Fathers Lands, 
now, Sir Knaue ? Till Sfolbe gaue two Dukedomes for his Daughter, | 
2. Pet. Alas Sir, I am but a poore Petitioner of our 


and not my Lord Protector. | ©ucene, Not all theſe Lords do vex me halfe fo much, 
| 


TAU —— 
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Suff. Madame,tuy felfe have lym'da Buſh tor her, 
whole Towneſhip. And plaCt + Quier of ſuch enticing Birds, | 
Peter. Againſt my Maſter Thomas Horner, for ſaying, | That ſhe will light to liflen ro the Layes, | 
That the Duke of Yorke was rightfull Heire to the | Andnever mount to trouble you againe. 
Crowne, Solertherreſt : and Madame liſt come, | 
Queene. What ſay ftthou s Did the Duke of Yorke | For I «m bold to counfaile you in this; j 
ſay, hee was rightfull Heire ro the Crowne? Although'we fancienot the Cardinall, 


Peter.That-my Miſtreſſe was? No forſooth: my Mafter | Yer muſt we ioyne with him and with the Lords, 
(aid, T hat he was,and that the King was an Vſurper, | Till we have brought Duke Humphrey in dilgrace. 
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As for the Duke of Yorke,this late Complaint 
Will make bur little for his benefrr ; 

So one by one wee'le weed them all ar laſt, 

And you your ſclfc [all ficere the happy Helme, Exit. 


Sormd a Sennet., 


| Enter the King Duke TTumſrey, Cardinal, Bucking- 
| bam,7orke,Seluby Warwicke, 
ard the Ducheſſe. 


King, For my part,Noble Lords,l care not which, 
Or Somerſet,or Yorke,all's one to me. 
Yorke, If Yorke haucill demeanu'd himſclfe in France, 
| Then let him be denay'd the Regent-(hip, 
| Som. If Somerſer be vaworchy of the Place, 
| Let Zorke be Regent,i will yeeld ro him, 
wWarw. \Vhether your Grace be worthy,yea or no, 
Diſputenot that, Tacky is the worthyer, 
(rd. Ambitious #/armicke, let thy betters ſpeake, 
| ow. The Cardiaall s nor my beter ia the field. 
Beck, All igthis preſence are thy berters,#/arwicke, 
IWarw. Warwicke may live to b: the beit of all, 
Sel::þ,Peace Sonne,and fhew fome realon bucking ham 
Why Somerſet ſhould be preterr'd in chis ? 
| QOncene,Bechuſc the King fortooth will have it ſo, 
Humf. Madame, the King 15 old enough himlelfe 
To giue his CeMfure: Theic are no Womens matcers, 
Queene. If be v2 014 enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Protector of bis Exccllence ? 
Hamf., Madame,l am Protector of tac Realme, 
And at his pleaſure will rchgne wy Place, 
SuF. Refigne it theu,and leaue thine infolence, 
Since thou were King; as who is King, bur thou? 
The Common-wealth hath dayly run to wreck, 
The Dolplun hath preuayl'd beyond the Seas, 
And all the Pecres and Nobles of the Realme 
Haue beene as Bondeimcn to thy Soueraigntie, 
Card, The Commons aalt taourackr, the Clergies Bags 
Are lanke and leanc with thy Excortions, 
| Som. Thy lumptuous Buildiags,and thy Wiucs Attyre 
Haue colt a malle of publique Tiealurie, 
Buck. Thy Crueltic in cxecution 
Vpon Otfendors,hath cxcceded Law, 
{ Aud lefe thee iothe mercy of the Laws. 
| ®Omneene. Thy ſale of Offices and Townes in Frauce, 
If they were kno wne, as che ſuſpect is great, 
Would make thce qui.)ly hop without thy Head, 
| Exit Humfrey. 
Ciue me my Pane: what, Mynion,can ye not ? 
She gives the Dacheſſe a box on the care. 
I cry you mercy, Madame: was 1t you? 
' Dnch, Was't I? yeagl] it was,prowd French«woman : 
Could 1 come necre your Beautie with my Nayles, 
{ could ſer my ren Commandements in your|face, 
Kg, Sweee Auat be quict,'twas againlther will, 
Dech. Agajnlt her will, good King? lookerotin time, 
Shce'le hamper cheg,and dandlethee like aBaby : 
Vino in this place molt Maſter weare no Breeches, 
She Mall nor (irike, Dame Elaner voreueng'd. 
Exit Eltaxor. 
Beck. Lord Cardioall, I will tollow Elaxer, 
And liſten attcr Humfrep,how he procecdes : 
Shee's tickled now, her Fume needsno ſpurres, 
Shee'le gallop 1a;tc caough io her deſtruction. 
| Exu Buckingham. 
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Enter Humfrey, 


Humf. Now Lords,my Choller being ouer-blowne, 
With walking once about the Quadrangle, 
I come to talke of Common-wealth Afﬀayres, 
As for your ſpightfull falſe Obiections, 
Proue them,and I lye open to the Law; 
Buc God in mercie ſo deale with my Soule, 
As I in duiie love my King and Counrrey, 
Burto the watter that we have in hand ; 
I fay,my Soueraigne, 7orke is meercſt man 
Tobe your Regent inthe Realme of France, 
Sf. Betore we make election, give me leaue 
To ſhew ſome reaſon,of no lictle force, 
That Yorke 13 moſt vnmeet of any man. 
Yorks, Ile tell thee, Sufolke, why 1 am vnmieer, 
Firitytor 1 cannot flatter thee in Pride : 
Next,it I be appoiated forthe Place, 
My Lord of Somerſet will kcepe me here, 
Wirthour Diſcharge, Money,or Furniture, 
Till France be wonne into the Dolphins hands: 
Lafttime l danc't attendance on his will, 
Tiil Paris was belieg'd, famifhr,and loft, 
Warw, That can I witnefle, and a fouler ſa& 
| Did nener Traytor inthe Land commir, 
Suff. Peace head-llrong 1arwicke. 


Warw. Image of Pride, why ſhould 1hold my peace? 


Enter Armerer and bis 3ſan, 


Suff. Becouſe here 13a man accuſed of Treaſon, 
| Pray Godthe Duke of Yorke excuſe himlelfe. 
Torks, Doth any one accule Yorke tor a Traytor? 


thele? 

S%7. Pleaſe it your Maieſtie, this is che man 
That doth accuſe his Matter of High Treaſon; 

His words were thele : That Richard, Duke of Yorke, 
Was rightfall Heice vnro che Engliſh Crowne, 
And that your Maicſtic was an V ſurper. 

Rmg. Say imnan,were thele thy words ? 

Armorer. And'c ſhall pleaic your Maieſtie,I never ſayd 
nor thought any ſuch macter : God is my wirneſle, I am 
tallely accus'd by the Villaine, 

Peer, By theſe tenne banes,my Lords, hee did ſpeake 
them to me in the Garret one Night, as wee were {cow- 
riag my Lord of Yorkes Armor, 

Torke. Baſe Dunghill Villaine,and Mechanicall, 

Ile haue thy Head tor this thy Traytors ſpeech; 


Let him haue all the rigor of the Law. 
Armorer, Alas,my Lord, hang me if cuer I ſpake the 
words: my accuſer is my Prentice, and when I did cor- 


| rect him for his fault the other day, he did vow vpon his 


| knees he would be euen with me : I baue good witneſle 
of this 3 theretore I beſeech your Maicftie, doe not calt 
away au honelt man for a Villaines accuſation, 

kmg. Vockle,what ſhall we ſay to this in law? 

Humf. This doome,my Lord,if I way tudge: | 
Let Somerſet be Regent o're the French, 
Becauſe in Yorke this breedes ſuſpition; 
And Jet theſe haue a day appointed them 


For ngle Combar,in convenient placey 
For he hath witneſle of his ſeruants malice ; 


| 


This is the Law,and this Duke FHumfrezes doome. 
Sow, I 


King, What mean'tt thou, Swfo/he? rell me, what are} 


I dac beſeech your Royall Maicttie, | 
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Som. I humbly chanke your Royall Maieſtie. 

Armorer. And | accept the Combat willingly. 

Peter. Alas, my Lord, I cannot fight ; for Gods ſake 
pitty my caſe: the ſpight of man preuayleth _ me. 
O Lord haue mercy ypon me, I ſhall neuer be able to 
fight a blow : © Lord my heart, 

Humf. Sirrha,or you muft —_— elſe be hang'd, 

King, Away with them to Prifon : and the day of 


| Combar , ſhall be the laſt of the next moneth. Come 


Somerſet, wee'le fee thee ſent away, 
Flawriſh, Exennt. 


Enter the witch, the two Prieſts, and Buling brooke. 


| Hume, Come my Maſters,the Ducheſle I tel! you ex- . 


pets performance of your promiles, 

Bullng, Maſter Hume,we are therefore provided: will 

her Ladyſhip behold and hearc-our Exorciſmes? 

Hume, 1, whar elſe? teare you not her courage, 

Bnlling. 1haue heard her reported to be a Woman of 
an invincible ſpitit : but it ſhall be convenient, Maſter 
Hume, that you be by her aloft, while wee be buſie be- 
low; and ſo | pray you goe in Gods Name,and leaue vs. 

Exit Hume. 
Mother /ordan , be you proftrate, and grouell on the 
Earth ; ſohn Southwel reade you,and let vs to our worke, 


Enter Elianor aloft, 


Elianor. Well ſaid my Maſters, and welcome all : To 

this geere,the ſooner the better. 

Bullin.Patience,good Lady,Wizards know their times: 
Deepe Night,darke Night,the blent of the Night, 
The time of Night when Troy was (er on fire, 
The time when Screech-owles cry,and Bandogs howle, 
And Spirits walke,and Ghoſts breake vp their Graues; 
That time beſt fits the worke we haue in hand. 
Madame, fit you,and feare not: whom wee rayſe, 
Wee will make faſt within a hallow' d Verge, 


Here doe the (eremonies belonging, and make the Cirele, 
Bullingbrooke or Somthwell reades, Coniuro 
te, &c. [t Thunders and Lightens 
terribly : then the Spirit 
reſeth. 
Sprrit. Ad ſum. 
Witch. Aſmath,by the eternall God, 

Whoſe name and power thou trembleſt at, 
Anſwere that I ſhall aske : for till thou ſpeake, 
Thou ſhalt rot paſſe from hence, 

Spirit. Aske What thou wile ; that I had ſayd, and 
done. 

Bulling. Firſt of the King : What ſhall of him be- 
come? | 

Spirit, The Duke yet liues,that Henry ſhall depoſe : 
But him our-liue,and dye a violent death, 

Bulling, What fates await the Duke of Suffolke ? 

Spirit. By War ſhall he dye,and take his end. 

Bulling, Whart ſhall befall the Duke of Somerſet ? 

Spirit, Let him ſhun Cafftles, 
Safer ſhall ne be ypon the ſandie Plaines, 
Then where Caſtles mounted Rand. 
Haue done,for more I hardly can endure, 
Bulling. Diſcend to Darknefle, and the burning Lake: 
Falſe Fiend auoide, 


= Bl 
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That mounts no higher then a Bird can ſore: 


Enter the Duks of Yorke and the Duke of Buckingham 
with their Gnard,and breake in. 


Yorke. Lay hands vpon theſe Traytors,and their traſh : 
Beldam Ichinke we watchr you at an ynch, 

What Madame,are you there?the King & Commonyealec 
Are deepely indebted for this peece of paines; 
My Lord PreteQtor will,I doubt it nor, 
See you well guerdon'd for theſe good deſerts. 

Elranor. Not halfe ſo bad as thineto Englands King, 
Iniurious Duke,that threateſt where's no cauſe, 

Buck, True Madame,none at all: what call you this? 
Away with them, let them be clapr vp cloſe, 
And kept afunder : you Madame ſhall with ys, * 
Stafford take her to thee, 
Wee'le ſee your Trinkers here all forth-comming, 
All away, Exit. 

Yorke. Lord Backingheam,me thinks you watchr her well: 
A pretty Plot, well choſen to build ypon, ; 
Now pray my Lord,let's ſee the Devils Writ, 

W bat have we here ? Reades. 

The Duke yet lines,that Henry ſhall depoſe : 

But him out-line, and dye 4 violent death, 

Why this is juſt. Fio £acid1 Romancs vincere poſſe, 
Well,to the reſt; 

Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolke ? 

By Water ſhall he dye, and take his exd. 

What ſhall betide the Duke of Somerſer? 

Let him ſhunne Ca#tles, 

Safer ſhall he be upen the ſandis Plaines, 

Then where Caſtles monnted ſtand. 

Come, come, my Lords, 

Theſe Oracles are hardly attain'd, 

And hardly vnderſtood. 

The King js now in progrefle towards Saint Alboner, 
With him,the Husband of this louely Lady : 
Thither goes thele Newes, 

As faſt as Horſe can carry them: 

A ſorry Breakfaſt for my Lord ProteQor, 

Buck,Y our Grace hal giue me leaue, my Lord of York, 

To be the Poſte, in hope of his reward, 
Yorke. At your pleaſure,my good Lord, 
Who's within there, hoe ? 
Enter a Seruingman. 
Inuite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick 


To ſuppe with me to morrow Night, Away, | 


Extum. 


Enter the King, ©weene, Proteftor, Cardinall, and 


Suffolke,with Faulkyers ballowing. 


| O weene, Beleeue me Lords, for flying at the Brooke, 
I ſawnort better ſport theſe ſeuen yeeres day: 
Yet by your leaue,the Winde was very high, 
And tento one,old Toane had not gone out. 
King. But what a youngey Lord,your Faulcon made, 
And what a pytch ſhe flew aboue the reſt: 
To ſee how God in all his Creatures workes, 
Yea Man and Birds are fayne of climbing high. 
Suff. No maruell,and it like your Maicſtie, 
My Lord Proteftors Hawkes doe towre {o well, 
They know their Mafter loves to be aloft, | 
And beares his thoughts above his Faulcons Pitch. 
Gleft. My Lord,'tis bur a baſe ignoble minde, 


Card. I 
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Gleſt. 1 my Lord Cardinall, how thinke you by that? 
Were it not good your Gracecould fiye to Heauen ? 

King. The Treaturie ot everlaſting Toy. 

Card. Thy Heauen is on Earth, thine Eyes &Thovghts 
Beat on a Crowne, the Treaſure of thy Heart, 
Pernitious Protector,dangerous Peere, 

That ſmoorh'ſt it ſo with King and Common-wealc, 

Gloft. What, Cardinall ? 

[s your Pricfi-hood growne peremptorie? » 
Tant ane animes Caleftibus ire, Church-men ſo hot ? 
Good Vnckle hide ſuch mallice ; 


| With ſuch Holynefle can you doc it? 


Suf. No mallice Sir,no more then well becomes 

So good a Quarrell,and lo bad a Peere, 

. Gloſt, As who,my Lord? 
S»f. Why,as you, my Lord, 

An't like your Lordly Lords ProteQorſhip. 
Gloſtk. Why Sz»folke, England knowes thine in 
Omeene. And thy Ambition,C/oſter. 

Kg, I prythee peace,good Queene, 

And whet not on theſe turious Peeres, 

For bleſſed are the Peace-makers on Barth. 

Card, Let me be blefled tor the Peace I make 

Againſt this prowd Protector with my Sword. 
Gloſt, Farth holy Vnckle,would't were come to thar. 
Card. Marry,when thou dar'ſt, _ 

Gloſt, Make vp no factious numbers for the matter, 

In thine owne perſon anſwere thy abulc, 

Card. 1,where thou dar'lt net peepe : 
And if thou dar'ſt, this Eueniong, 
On the Eaſt ſide of the Grove. 

King. How now,my Lords * 

Card. Bcelecue me, Coulin Gloſter, 

Had not your man put vp the Fowle fo ſudd-oly, 

We had had more wma, 

Come with thy two-hand Sword. 

' Gloſt, True Vnckle,ate ye aduis'd? 
The Eaſt (ide of the Groue : 
Cardinall,] am with you. 
King, Why how now, Vnckle Gloſter ? 
Gl .Talking of Hawking; nothing elſe,twy Lord, 

Now by Gods Mother, Prictt, 

Lie ſhaue your Crowne for this, 

Or all my Fence ſhall fayle. 
Card. HMedice terpſan,prote 

your ſelfe. 

King, The Windes grow high, 

So doe your Stomacks, Lords : 

How irkeſome is this Mufck to my heart ? 

\When ſuch Strings iarre,what hope of Harmony ? 

[ pray my Lords let me compound this ſtrite, 


> 


olence. 


Qor {ee tot well, protet 


Enter one ering a Avracle. 


Gleſt, What meanes this noyle 2 
Fellow, what Miracle do'{t thou proclayme # 

One, A Miracle, a Miracle. | 

S»Folke. Come to the King, and tell him what Mi- 
racle, 

Ore. Forſooth,a blinde nan at Saint Albores Shrine, 
Within this halfe lioure hath receiv'd his Gght, 
A man that ne're ſaw in his lite before, 

Kmg. Now God be prays d,that to beleeuing Soules 
Giues Light in Darkneſfle, Comtort in Deſpaire. 
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| Card. 1 thought as much, hee would be aboue the ( DB Seo bp an pt rented whe _ 
0 : Clouds; ko | Enter the Maior of Saint Albones, and bi; Brethren, 


bearing the may betwoene two in a Chare, 


Card, Here comes the Towneſ-men,on Proceſſion, 
To preſent your Highneſſe with the man, 

King.Greart is his comfort in this Earthly Vale, 
Although by his fight his finne be multiplyed. 

} Gloſt.Stand by,my Maſters;bring him necre the King, 
| His Highneſle pleaſure is co talke with him. 

King. Good-fellow,tell ys here the circumftance, 
That we for thee may glorifle the Lord, 

What, haſt chou beene long blinde, and now reſtor'd ? 

Srmpc. Borne blinde,and't pleaſe your Grace, 

Wife. Tindeede was he, 

Suff. What Woman is this ? 

Wife. His Wife ,and's like your Worſhip. 

Glo/?. Hadſt thou been his Mother, thou could'Rt haue 
better told. 

Kmg. Where wert thou borne 2 
Smmpe. At Barwick in the North, and'c like your 
Grace, 
King. Poore Soule, 
Gods goodnefle hath beene great to thee : 
Let never Day ner Night vnhallowed paſſe, 
Bur till remember what the Lord hath done, 
Queene. Tell me, good-fellow, 
Cam'ft thou here by Chance,or of Deuotion, 
To this holy Shrine 2 
Simpce. God knowes of pure Deuotion, 
Being call'd a hundred times, and oftner, 
In my ſleepe,by good Saint Alben : 
Who ſaid; Sywon,come;come offer at my Shrine, « 
And I will helpe thee. 4 

Wife. Moti true, forſooth : 

And many time and oft my ſelfc have heard a Voyce, 
To call bm 10. 

Card. Vyhat,art thou lame ? 

Simpe. [,God Almightic helpe me. 

Suff. How cam'ſt thou ſo ? 

Simrc, A fall off of a Tree. 

Wife, A Plum-trec, Maſter, 

G!c/?. How lorvg haſt thou beene blinde? 

Simpc, O borne ſo,Maſter, | 

Gloſt, What, and would't climbe a Tree ? 

S.mpe. But that in all my life, when I was a youth. 

Wife. T 00 true,and bought his climbing very deare. 

Gloft. 'Maſſe,thou lou'dit Phummes well,that would'ft 
venture ſo, 

Simpe, Alas , good Maſter, my Wife defired ſome 
Damſons, and made me climbe, with danger of my 
Life. 

Gleft. A ſubtill Knaue,but yer it ſhall not ſerue:; 

Let me (ce thine Eyes; winck now,now open them, 
In my opinion, yer thou ſectt not well, 

Simpc. Yes Matter, cleare as day, I thanke God and 
Saint Albones. 

Gleft.” $iy'(t thou me ſo : what Colour is this Cloake 
of ? 

Simpce. Red Maſter, Red as Blood, 

Gleſt. Why that's well ſaid : What Colour is my 
Gowne of? 

Srmpe. Black forſooth, Coalc-Black,as Ter; 

_—_ Why then, thou know'ſt what Colour Iet is 
( 


| Sf. And yet] thinke, let did he never (ee. 
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Glof. But Cloakes and Gownes, before this day, a | Of Lady Eliaxor, the ProreQors Wife, = 


many. The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout, 'F 

Wife. Neuer before this day,in all his life, Have practis'd dangerouſly againft your State, S 

Gloſt. Tell me Sirrha, what's my Name? Dealing with Witches and with Conjurers, 

Simpe. Alas Maſter, I know nor, Whom we haue apprehended in the FaR, | 

Gloſt, Whar's his Name? Rayſing vp wicked Spirits from vnder ground, 

Simpe. I know not. Demanding of _—— Life and Death, By | 

Gloſt. Nor his ? And other of your Highneſſe Privie Councell, £ | 

Simpe. No indeede, Maſter. As more at large your Grace ſhall ynderſtand, | 

Gloſt, Whar's thine owne Name ? Card. And ſo my Lord ProteRor, by this meanes 

Smipc. Sauder Simpcoxe,and if it pleaſe you, Maſter. Your Lady is forth-comming,yet at London, 4z 

Gloft. Then Sawnnder, fit there, This Newes I thinke hath turn'd your Weapons edge z 7 
The lying't Knaue in Chriſtendome, Tis like, my Lord,you will not keepe your houre. | 
If thou hadit beene borne blinde, Gloſt. Ambitious Church-man,leaueto affli& my heart : F 
Thou mightr'(t as well haue knowne all our Names, Sorrow and griefe haue vanquiſht all my powers ; 6 
As thus to name the ſeverall Colours we doe weare, And vanquiſhe as I amyl yeeld to thee, 1 
Sight may diſtinguiſh of Colours : Or ro the meaneſt Groome, | | 
But ſuddenly to nominate thena all, King. O God, what miſchicfes work the wicked ones? 
It is impoſſible, Heaping confuſion on their owne heads thereby, 1 
My Lords,Saint Albone here hath done a Miracle: U neene, Glofter ſec here the TainRure of thy Neſt, | 

| And would yenot thinke it,Cunning to be great, And looke thy (elfe be faultleſſe,thou wert beRt, 1 | 
That could reftore this Cripple to his Legges againe, Gloſk. Moline my ſelte,to Heauen I doe appeale, 

Simpc, O Maſter,that you could? How I haue lou'd my King,and Common-weale : 

Gloſt, My Maſters of Saint Alboner, And for my Wife, I know not how it ſtands, | | 
Haue you not Beadles in your Towne, Sorry I am to heare what I haue heard, ' 
And Things call'd Whippes ? | Noble ſhee is: bur if ſhee haue forgor | 

Maior. Yes,my Lord, if it pleaſe your Grace, | Honor and Vertne,and covuers't with ſuch, 

Gloſt. Then ſend for one preſently, As like to Pytch,defile Nobilitie ; 

Maior, Sirrhazgoe fetch the Beadle hither ſtraight, I baniſh her wy Bed,and Companie, | 

Exit. And giue her as a Prey ro Law and Shame, j | 

Gleſt. Now fetch me a Stoole hither by and by, That hath dis-honored G/ofters honeſt Name. | 
Now Sirrha,if you meane to ſaue your ſelfe from Whip- | King. Well,for this Night we will repoſe ys here : Ml 
ping,leape me ouer this Stoole, and runne away, To morrow toward London, back againe, | ſ 

Simpc. Alas Maſter, amnot able to ſtand alone: To looke into this Bufineſſe thorowly, | | 
You goe about to torture me in yaine. And call theſe foule Offendors to their Anſweres; | 

And poyſe the Cauſe in Tuftice equall Scales, | 
Enter a Beadle with Whippes. Whoſe Beame ftands fure,whoſe righttul cauſe preuailes. 
Flowriſh. Exeunt. ' 

Gleſt, Well Sir,we muſt haue you finde your Legges, | *þ 
Sirrha Beadle, whippe him cill he leape ouer that {othe Enter Torke, Sal:i;bury, and Warwick. | 
Stoole. 1 

Beadle. I will, my Lord. Yorks, Now my good Lords of Salisbury & Warwick,,| (' 
Come on Sirrha,off with your Doubler, quickly, Our {imple Supper ended, give me leaue, 

Simpc, Nlas Maſter,what ſhall I doe? l amnot ableto | In this cloſe Walke,ro ſatisfie my ſelfe, 
ſand, In crauing your opinion of my Title, 

Afrer the Beadle hath hit bim once,he leapes oner Which is infallible,to Englands Crowne. 
the Stoole, and runnes away : and they Salisb, My Lord,l long to heare it at full, 
follow, and cry, A Miracle, Warw. Sweet Yorke begin:and if thy clayme be good,] 

King, O God,ſeeſt thou this,and beareſt fo long ? The Neill; arerhiy Subieds to command, - Þ 

Dneene. It made me laugh,to fee the Villaine runne, Yorke. Then thus : 4 

Gleſt. Follow the Knaue,and take this Drab away. Edward the third,my Lords, had ſeuen Sonnes : G | 

Wife. Alas Sir, we did it for pure need. The firſt, Edward the Black-Prince,Prince of Wales; '' 

Gloſt;Let the be whipt through every Market Towne, | The ſecond #illiam of Hatfield ; and thethird, 

Till they come to Barwick, from whence they came. Linel,Duke of Clarence ; next to whom, ' 
Exit, Was /obn of Gaunt,the Duke of Lancaſter ; | "2 

Card. Duke Humfrey ha's done a Miracle to day, | The fifr, was Edmond Langley, Duke of Yorke ; | 

Suff. True: made the Lame to leape and flye away. The (ixt, was Thomas of Woodſtock,Duke of Gloſter; 

Gloft. Burt you haue done more Miracles then I : William of Windſor was the ſeuenth,and laft, 

You made in a day,tmy Lord, whole Townes to flye, Edward the Black-Prince dyed before his Father, 
And left behinde him Richard, his onely Sonne, 
| Enter Buckingham, Who after Edward the third's death, raign'd as King, 


Till Hexry Buſingbrooke, Duke of Lancaſter, 

King. What Tidings with our Coufin Buckingham? | The eldeft Sonne and Heire of [obn of Gaunt, 
Buck. Such as my heart doth tremble to ynfold : | Crown'd by the Name of Henry the fourth, 

A ſort of naughtie perſons, lewdly benr, Seiz'd onthe Realme, depos'd the ri ghifull _ 

Vnder the Countenance and Contederacie Sent his poore Queene to France, from whence ihe yo | 

| 3. M n w 
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'| From whoſe Line I clayme the Crowne, | 


'| Had Iſſue Phillp, a Daughter, 


| King. 


128 


warw. Pather,the Dake hath told the truth ; 


:| Thus got the Houle of Larca#ter the Crowne. 


Yorke. W hich now they hold by ſorce,and not by right: 


|| For Rechard,rhe fiſt Sonnes Heire, being dead, 
'| The iflue of the next Sonne ſhould have ge: on'd, 
1 Salisb, Burt Willtam of Hatheld Cye(l Without an 


Heire, | 
Yorke. The third Sonne Duke of Clarence, 


| 
o 


Who marryed Edmond Iortimer, Earle of March: 


\ Edmond had Iſſue, Roger, Earle of March; | 


Roger had Iſue, Edzord, Arre,and Hianor, 
Salub. This Edmond,inthe Reigne of Dulimg brooke, 
| As Thaue read, layd clayme vatothe Crowne, 
And bur for Owen Glendowr, had beene King, ; 
Who kept hiia in Capriuitie, till he dycd,; 
Bur co the reſt, | 
' Yorke, His eldeſt Siſter, Aaxe, | 


| My Mother,being Heire vato the Crowne, 


Marryed Richard, Eaile of Cambridge, 
Who was to Edmond Langley, 

| Edward the thirds fift Sonnes Sonne ; 
By her I clayme the Kingdome: 

She was Heire to Roger, Earle of March, | 


| Who was the Sonne of Edmond Mortimer, 


Who marryed Phillip, ſole Daughter | 

Vnto Lionel,Diuke ot Clarence, | 

So, if the Iflue of the elder Sonne | 

Succeed before the younger, I am King, 

' Warw.\\hat plaine proceedings is more plain then this? 

Henry doth clayme the Crowne trom _ Gaunt, 

The fourth Sonne, Yorke claymes it from the third : 

Till Liozels Iſſue fayles his ſhould not reighe, 

It fayles not yer,burt flouriſhes in thee, | 

And in thy Sonnes, faire flippes of ſuch a Tock. 

Then Father SaG5bxry, kneele we together, 

And in this private Plot be we the © 

That ſhall ſalutc our rightful Soucraigne” 

With honor of bs Bicth-rightco the Crowne, 
Zoth, Long live our Souccsigne Richard, Englands 
Yorke, We thianke you Lords: | 

But I am not yaur King,tiliI be Ccown'd, | 

And that my Sword be (tayn'd | 

With beart-blood of rhe Hoaſe of Lancaſter : 


TAndthat's not ſuddenly to be pertorm'd, | 
» { But with aduice and filent ſecrecie, |; 


Doe you as I doe in theſe dangerous dayes, 
Wivke at the Duke of Saffolkes ivfolence,, 
At Peanfords Pride,at Somerſers Ambition, 
At Bzick;»gham,and all the Crew of them, | 
Till they haue inar'd the Shepheard of the Flock, 
That vertuous Prince,the good Duke Humfrey: 
Tis chat they lecke ; and they,1in ſceking that, 
Shall finde thea deaths,1f Torks can prophecie. 
Sa/ub, My Lo: breake we off; we know your minde 
at full, | 
arw. My heart aſſures me,that the Earle of Warwick 
$\4:1] one day make the Duke of Yorke a Kihg. 
Yorke. And New!,this I doe aſſure my iFlte, 
Richird (hall live ro make the Earle of Warwick 
The greatet man in England, but the King, 
Exeunt. | 


—_—_—_ —_— m 
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Thejecmnd Pan of HemytheSixt, © 


| And him to Pumfret ; where,as all you know, 
| Harmeleſſe Richard was murthered traitecpuſly. 


Sound Trumpets. Enter the King and State, 
with Guard,te baniſo the Ducheſſe, 


King. Stand forth Dame Elienor Cobhars, 

Glofters Wife : 

In (ight of God,and ys, your guilt is great, 

Receiue the Sentence of the Law for finne, 

Such as by Gods Booke are adiudg'd to death. 

You foure from hence to Priſon, back againe; 

From thence,vnto the place of Execution : 

The Witch in Smithfield ſhall be burnt to aſhes, 

And you three ſhall be ſtrangled on the Gallowes. 

You Madame, for you are more Nobly borne, 

Deipoyled of your Honor in your Life, 

Shall,after three dayes open Penance done, 

Liue in your Countrey here,in Baniſhment, 

With Sir [obs Stanly,in the le of Man, 
Elianor. Welcome is Baniſhment, welcome were m 

Death. | 
Gloſt. El:anor,the Law thou ſceſt hath iudged thee, 

I cannot iuſtihe whom the Law condemnes: 

Mine eyes are full of teares, my heart of priefe, 

Ah Humfrey, this diſhonor in thine age, 

Will bring thy head with ſorrow to the ground, 

I beſeech your Maiefſtie giue me leaueto goe 

Sorrow would ſollace,and mine Age would caſe, 
King. Stay Hwumfrey, Duke of Gloſter, 

Ere thou goc, giue vp thy Staffe, 

Henry will to himſelfe Proteor be, 

And God ſhall be my hope,my ſtay,my guide, 

And Lanthorne to my feete: 

And goe in peace, Hmumfrey, no leſſe belou'd, 

Then when thou wert Protector to thy King. 


Should be to be protected like a Child, 
God and King Henry gouerne Englands Realine : 
Give yp your Staffe,Sir,and the King his Realme, 

Glojt. My State? Here, Noble Henry, is my Staffe : 
As Pibegly doe I the lame reſigne, 
As cre thy Father Herry made it miae ; 


| This Staffe of Honor raught,there ler it Rand, 


And cuen as willingly at thy fecteT leaue it, 
As others would ambirioully recciue it, 


Farewell good King: when | am dead,and gonz, | 


May honorable Peace attend thy Throne, 
Exit Gloſter: 
O weene, Why now is Henry King,and Margaret Queen, 
And Humfrey,Duke of Gloſter,{carce himſelfe, 
That beares ſo ſhrewd a mayme : two Pulls at once; 
His Lady baniſht, and a Limbe lopt off. 


Where it beſt fits to bein Henries hand, | 
Suff. Thus droupes this loftie Pyne, & hangs his ſprayes,' 
Thus Elanors Pride dyes in het youngeſt dayes, 
Yorke, Lords,let him goe, Pleaſe it your Maicſtie, 
This is theday appointed for the Combar, 
And ready are the Appellant and Defendant, 
The Armorer and his Man, toenter the Liſts, 
So pleaſe your Highneſſeto behold the fight, 
© ugene, I, good my Lord: for purpoſely therefore 
Left I the Courrt,to ſee this Quarrell try'de, 
King. A Gods Name ſee the Lys ard all things fit, | 
Here let them end it,and God defend the right, 
Yorke. 1 ncuer ſaw a tellow worſe beſtead, 
Or more atraid to fight,thenis rhe Appellant, 
The ſeruant of this Armorer,my Lords. 


Queene. | ſceno reaſon, why a King of yeeres | 


— ” — 


ee. A. At tt 


Enter | 


The ſecond Part of Henry the Sixt. 


. 
+ ——— ——— — — 


Enter at one Doore the Armorer and bis Neighbor s,drinking 
to bim ſo much, that bee i drunke ; and be emers with a 
| Drunme before hins , and his Staffe, with a Sand-bagge 
faſtened to it + and at the other Doore big Man, with 4 
| Drumme and Sand-bagge, and Prentices drinking to him. 


7. Neighbor. Here Neighbour Horner, ! drinke to you 
in a Cup of Sack; and feare not Neighbor,you ſhall doe 

well enough, 

| 2. Neighbor. And here Neighbour, here's a Cuppe of 

Charneco. 

| 3-Neighbor. And here's a Por of good Double-Beere 
Neighbor: drinke,and feare nor your Man. 

Armorey. Let it come yfaith, and [le pledge you all, 

and a figge for Peter. 

: : . Prent. Here Peter, ] drinke to thee; and be nor a. 
aid, 

2. Prent, Be merry Peter, and feare not thy Maſter, 
Figit for credit of rhe Prentices. 

Peter. 1 thanke you all:drinke,and pray for me, pray 
| you, tor I chinke I have taken my laft Draught in chis 
World, Here Rebin, and if 1 dye, I giue theemy Aporne; 
1 aud 7/:#, than ſhalt have my Hammer : and here Tom, 
take all the Money that I have. O Lord bleſſe me, I pray 
God, for I amneuer able ro deale with my Maſter, hee 
| hath learnt ſo much fence already, 

] FSalub. Come,leaue your drinking,and fall ro blowes, 
| Sirrha, what's thy Name 2 

Perer, Peter forſooth. 
' Salub, Peter? what more? 
| Peter. T humpe. 
Salib. Thumpe ? Then fee thou thumpe thy Maſter 
well, | 

Armorer. Maſters, I am come hither as it were 
my Mans in{tigation, to prove hima Knaue,and my lelfe 
an honeſt man: and touching the Duke of Yorke, [ will 
take my death, I never meant him any ill, nor the King, 
nor the Queene : and therefore Peter have at thee with a 
downe-right blow. 

Yorke, Diſpatchgthis Kaaues torgue begins to double, 
Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combartants. 
T hey fight, and Peter ſtrikes hins downe, 

Armorer, Hold Peter,hold, | contefle,I confefſe Trea- 

ſon. 


and the good Wine in thy Maſters way. 

Peter. O God, have I ouercome mine Enemies in this 
preſence? O Perer,thou haſt preuayl'd inright, 

Kirg. Goe, rake hence that Traytor from our ſight, 
For by his death we doe perceiue his guilt, 
And God in Iuftice hath reneal'd to ys 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow, 
Which he had thought ro haue murther'd wrongfully, 
{ Come fellow, follow vs for thy Reward, 
Sound a flouriſh. £xeunt, 


Enter Duke Humfrey and his Men in 
Mowramg Cloakes. 


{ Got. Thus ſomerimes hath the brighteſt day a Cloud: 
And after Summer,cucrmore {ucceedes 
Barren Wer, with his wrathfull nipping Cold z 
So Cares and Loyes abound, as Seaſons flcer, 
Sirs, what's a Clock ? 
Seru, Teone;my Lord. 


* 6. ASI 


Yorke, Take away his Weapon: Fellow thanke God, | 


| 


Gloft, Tenne is the houre thay was appointed me, 
To watch the comming of my guniſht Ducheſſe : 
Vaneath may ſhee endure the Flintie Streets, 

To treade them with her tender-feehng feer. 

Sweet Net,,jll can thy Noble Minde abrooke 

The abiect People.gazing on thy face, 

With enuious Lookes laughing at thy ſhame, 

That erft did follow thy prowd Chariort-Wheeles, 
When thou did ride in triumph chrough the ftreers, 

Bur ſoft, I thinke ſhe cowes,and le prepere | 
My teare-ſtayn'd cyes,to ſer her Miſeries. 


Enter the Ducheſſe in a white Sheet, and a T per 
burning in her hand, with the Sherife 


and Officers. 


| Serw, So pleaſe your Grace, wee'le take her from the 
Sherife, 


by 


| 
Clofter. No, ftirre not for your lives, Tet her paſſe 


Elianer. Come you,my Lord,to ſee my open ſhame? 
Now thou do'ſt Penance too, Looke how they gaze, 
See how the giddy multitude doe poinr, 

And nodde their heads,and rhyow their eyes on thee, 

Ah Glefter, hide thee from their hatefull Jookes, 

And in thy Cloſer pent vp, rue my ſhame, 

And banne thine Enemies, both mine and thine. 
Gloſt. Be patient,gentle Nel, forget this griefe, 
Elinor. Ah Glofter, teach me to forget my ſelfe: 

For whileſt I rhinke 1 am thy married Wife, 

And thou a Prince, ProreQtor of this Land; 

Me thinkes I ſhould not thus be led along; 

Mayl'd vp in ſhame, with Papers on my back, 

And follow'd with a Rabble; that rejoyce 

To ſee my teares, and heare my deepe-fet groanes, 

The ruthleſſe Flint doth cur my tender feer, 

And when | Rart,the envious people laugh, 

And bid me be aduiſed how I treade. 

Ah Humfrey,can] beare this ſhamefull yoake? 

Troweft thou,thet ere J|e looke vpon the World, 

Or count them happy,that emoyes the Sunne ? 

No: Darke ſhall be my Light, and Night my Day, 

To thinke ypon my Pompe, ſhall be my Hell. 

Sometime lle ſay,l am Duke Humfrezes Wite, 

And he a Prince;and Ruler of the Land: 

Yer ſo he rul'd,and ſuch a Prince he was, 

As he ood by,whileRt 1, tis forlorne Duchefſe, 

Was made a wonder,and a pointing ſtock 

To every idle Raſcall follower. 

Bur be thou milde,and bluſh not at my ſhame, 

Nor ftirre at nothing, till the Axe of Death 

Hang ouer thee,as ſure it ſhortly will. 

For Swffolke,he that can doe all in all 

With her,that hateth thee and hates vs all, 

And Yorke,and impious Beavford, that falſe Prieſt, 

Haue all lym'd Buſhes to berray thy Wings, 

And flye thou how thou canſt,they'le tangle thee, 

Burt feare not thou, yntill thy foot be ſnar'd, 

Nor neuer ſeeke prevention of thy foes, 

Gloſt. Ah Net forbeare:thou aymeſt all awry, 

I muſt offend, before 1 be acrainted : _ 

And had I twentie times ſo many foes, 

And each of them had rwentie times their power, 

All theſe could not procure me any (carhe, 

So long as I am loyall,rrue,and crimeleſſe, 

Would'ft haue me reſcue thee from this reproach ? 


n Why | 
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Why yer thy ſcandall were not wipt away 
| But 1 in danger for the breach of Law, 


Thy greateſt helpe is quier,gentle ell: 
| I pray thee ſort thy heart to patience, | 


| Theſe few dayes wonder will be quickly worne; 


| Enter a Herald, | 

Hey. ſummon your Grace to his Maiefties Parliament, 

Holden at Bury, the ficſt of this next Moneth, 
Gloſt. And my conſent ne're ask'd hereih betore ? 

This 1s cloſe dealing, Well,I will be there, 
My Nell,I take my leaue: and Maſter Sherife, 
Let not her Penance exceede the Kings Commiſſion. 

Sh. And't pleaſe your Grace, here my Commiſſion ſtayes: 
And Sir [ob Stanly is appointed now, 


1 Torakeher with himto the Je of Man, | 


Gloſt. Muft you,Sir /ohn,prote& my Lady here? 

Stanly. So am 1 given in charge, may't pleaſe: your 
Grace. | 

Gleſt. Entreat her not the worſe,in that T pray 
You vſe her well : the World may laugh againe, 

And I may live to doe you kirdnellc,it you doe it her, 
And ſo Sir /obn, tarewell., | 

Elianor. What, gone my Lord, and bid me not fare- 

well 2 | 
Gloſt. Witneſſe wy teares, I cannot Ray to ſpeake, 
| Lxi Gloſter. 

Elianor. Art thou gone to? all coinfort goe with thee, 

For none abides with me ; my Ioy,is Death; 
Death,at whoſe Name 1 oft haue beene afcar'd, 
Becauſe 1 wiſh'd this Worlds erernitie, 
Stanlcy,] prethee goe,and take me hence, 

I care not whither,for I begge no fauor ; 
Onely conuey me where thou art commaaled. 

Stanley. Why,Madame, that is tothe Jie of Man, 
There to be v#'d according to your Scare, 

Elianor, That's bad enough,tor I am but reproach : 
And ſhall I then be vs'd reproachlully ? 

Stanley, Like to a Ducheſſe,and Duke Humfrezes Lady, 
According to that State you ſhall be vs'd. 

Ettanor. Sherife ſarewell,and better then I fare, 
Although thou laſt beene ConduRtof my ſhame, 

Sherife, It is my Othce,and Madame pardon me, 

Elianor. 1,I,farewell,thy Offices diſcharg'd : 

Come Sranley,ſhall we goe? 

Stanley. Madame,your Penance done, 
Throw off this Sheer, 

And goe weto attyre you for our Tourney, 

Elianor, My ſhame will not be {hifced with my Sheet: 
No,it will hang vpon my richeſt Robes, 
And ſhewir ſelfe,atryre me how I can, 
Goe,leade the way,l long to fee my Priſon, 


 "" 
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Exennt 


Sound a Senet. Enter King, Qucene,Cardinall, Suffolke, 
Yorke, Buckingham, Salubury and Warwicke, 
ro the Parliament._ 

Kmg. 1 muſe my Lord of Glotter is not come: 
'Tis not his wont to be the hindmoſt man, 
W hat e're oecation keepes him from vs now, 

Oncere, Can you not fee? or will ye not obſerue 
The (trangeneſlc of his alter'd Countenante? 
VVith what a Maicttic he beares himſelte, 
| How inſolent of late he is become, 
| How prowd, how peremptorie,and vnlike himſelfe, 
\\'e know the time ſince he was milde and affable, 
And it we did but glance 3 farrc-off Looke, 
Inumediately he was ypon his Knee, 
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That all the Court admir'd him for ſubmiſſion, 
But meer him now,and be it inthe Morne, 
When cuery one will giue the time of day, 
He knits bis Brow,and ſbewes an angry E ye, 
And paſſeth by with ftifte vyubowed Knee, 
Diſdaining ducie that to ys belongs, 
Small Curres are not regarded when they grynne, 
But great men tremble when the Lyon rores, 
And Hamfrey is no little Man in England, 
Firſtnote,that he isneere you in diſcent, 
And ſhould you fall,he is the next will mount. 
Me ſeemeth then,it isno Pollicie, 
Reſpecting what a rancorous minde he beares, 
And his aduantage following your deceaſe, 
That he ſhpuld come about your Royall Perſon, 
Or be admitted to your Highneſſe Councei!, 
By flatteric hath be wonne the Commons hearts : 
And when he pleaſe tro make Commotion, 
'Tis to be fear'd they all will follow hun, 
Now 'tis thejSpring,and Weeds are ſhallow-rooted, 
Suffer them now,and they le o're-grow the Garden, 
And choake che Herbea tos want of Husbandry. 
The reverent care | beare ynto my Lord, 
Made me colle& theſe dangers in the Dake, 
It it be fond, call it a Womans feare : 
Which feare,if better Reaſons can ſupplant, 
I will ſubſcribe;and ſay | wrong'd the Duke, 
My Lord of Suffolke,Buckingham,and Yorke, 
Reproue my allegation,it you can, 
Or elſe conclude my words effetuall, 

Suff. Well hath your H ghneſle ſeene into this Duke: 
And had I firſt beene put to ſpeake my minde, 
I thinke I ſhould haue told your Graces Tale. 
The Ducheſſe, by his ſubornation, 
Vpon iy Life began her diuelliſh practiſes ; 
Or it he were not priuie tothoſe Faults, p 
Yet by repuring of his high diſcenr, / 
As next the King,he was tucceſſive Heire,”/ 
And ſuch high vaunts of his Nobilitie, 
Did inftigate the Bedlam braine-fick Ducheſſe, 
By wicked meanes to frame our Soueraignes fall, 
Smooth runnes che Water, where the Brooke is deepe, 
And in his ſimple ſhew he harbours Treaſon. 
The Fox barkes not, when he would ftcale the Lambe. 
No,no,my Souetaigne,G/onfter is a man 
Vnlounded yet,and full of deepe deceit, 

(ard. Did henot,contrary to forme of Law, 
Devile (trange deaths, for ſmall offences done 2 

Yorke, And did henot,in his ProteRorſhip, 
Levie great ſummes of Money through the Realme, 
For Souldiers pay in France,and neuer ſent it * 
By meanes whereof,the Townes each day reuolted, 

Buck, Tut, theſe ate petty faults to faults ynknowne, 


? 


| Whichtime will bring co light in ſmooth Duke Humfrey, 


—— 


King, My Lords at once: the care you haue of ys, 

To mowe downe Thornes that would annoy our Foot, 
Is worthy prayſe: but ſhall I ſpeake my conſcience, 
Our Kinſman Glofter is as innocent, 
From meaning Treaſon'to our Rayall Perſon, 
As is the ſucking Lambe,or harmelefſe Dove ; 
The Duke 1s vertuous, milde,and too well giuen, 
To dreame on euill,or ro worke my downefall, 

£#.Ah what's more dangerous,then this fond afhance? 
Seemes he a Doue? his feathers are but borrow'd, 
For hee's diſpoſed as the hatefull Raven, 
Is he a Lambe? his Skinne is ſurely lent him, - : 

or 
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For hee's eaclirn'd as is the rauenous.Wolues. 
Who cannor ſteale a ſhape,that meanes deccit? 
Take heed, my Lordgthe welfare of vs all, 

Hangs on the cutting ſhort that fraudfull man. 


Enter Somerſet. 

Som. All health vnto my gracious Soueraigne. 

King. Welcome Lord Somerſet: What Newes from 
France? 

Som. That all yout Intereft in thoſe Territories, 
Is vcrerly berefc you : all is loſt, 

King. Cold Newes, Lord Somerſet : bur Gods will be 
done, 

Yorke, Cold Newes for me: for Þ had hope of France, 

As firmely as I hope for fertile England, 
Thus are my Bloflomes blaſted in the Bud, 
And Caterpillers eate my Leaues away : 
Bur I will remedie this geare ere long, 
Or ſell my Title for a glorious Graue, 


Enter Glouceſter. 
Glojt. All happinefſe vnto my Lord the King: 
Pardon,my Liege,that I haue ſtay'd ſo long. 
Suff. Nay Gloſter, know tiat thou art come too ſoone, 
Vnleſle thou wert more loyall thenthou art : 
I doe arreft thee of High Treaſon here. 
Gloft. Well Saffolke, thou ſhalt not ſee me bluſh, 
Nor change my Countenance for this Arreſt: 
A Heart vaſported,is not eafily daunted. 
The pureſt Spring is not ſo free from mudde, 
As lamcleare from Treaton to my Soueraigne, 
Who can accuſe me? wherein am I guiltie? 
Yorke,” Tis thought, my Lord, 
That you tooke Bribes of France, 
And being Protector, ſtay'd the Souldiers pay, 
By meancs whereof, his Highneſſe hath loſt France, 
Gloft, Is it bur thought fo ? 
W hat are they that thinke it ? 
[ neuer rob'd che Souldiers of their pay, 
Nor euer had one penny Bribe from France; 
So helpe me God,as | haue watcher the Night, 
I, Night by Night,in Rludying good tor England, 
That Doyrt that ere I wrelted tromthe King, 
Or any Groat I hoorded to my vſe, 
Be brought againſt me at my Tryall day. 
No: many a Pound of mine owne proper ſtore, 
Becaule | would not taxe thenecdie Commons, 
Haue I diſ-purſed to the Garciſons, 
And neuer ask'd for reſtitution, 
Card. It {erues you well,my Lord,co ſay fo much. 
Gloſt. 1 lay no more then truth, ſo helpe me God, 
Yorke. In your ProteRorſhip, you did deviſe 
_ Tortures for Offendors,neuer hcard of, 
That England was defam'd by Tyrannie. 
Gleſt.W hy 'tis well known, that whiles I was Protetor, 
Pictie was all the fault that was in me : 
For I ſhould melt at an Offendors teares, 
And lowly words were Ranlome for their fault; 
Vnleſle it were a bloody Murtherer, 
Or foule felonious Theefe,that fleec'd poore pafſengers, 
I neuer gauethem condigne punnthment. 
Murther indeede,that bloodie (inne, 1 tortur'd 
Aboue the Felan,or what Treſpas elſe, 
Suff. My Lord,theſc faults are eafie, quickly anſwer'd: 
But mighuer Crimes are lay'd vato your charge, 
Whereof you cannot cally purge your (elfe, _ 


| 


— 
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| 1 doe arreſt you in his Highaeſſe Name, 
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And here commit you to my Lord Cardinall 
To keepe, vntill your further time of Tryall. 
King. My Lord of Gloſter, tis my ſpeciall hope, 
That you will cleare your lelfe fromall ſuſpence, 
My Conſcieace tells me you are innocent, 
Gloſs. Ab gracious Lord,theie dayes are dangerous: 
Verrue is choaket with toule Ambition, 
And Charitie chas'd hence by Rancours hand ; 
Foule Subornation is predominant, 
And Equitie exil d your Highneſle Land, 
I know,rheir Complot is to have my Life : 
And if my death might make this Iland happy, 
And proue the Period of cheir Tyrannie, 
I would expend it withall willingneſle, 
Bur mine is made the Prologue to their Play : 
For thouſands more,thac yer ſuſpeQ no perill, 
Will not conclude theu plotted Tragedie, 
Beaufords red ſparkling eyes blab his heares mallice, 
And Swfolks cloudic Brow his ftormie hare z 
Sharpe Buckingham vaburthens with his tongue, 
The cnuious Load that Iyes vpon his heart : 
And dogged Yorke,that reaches at the Moone, 
Whoſe ouer-weening Arme | haue pluckt back, 
By falſe accuſe doth leuel] ar my Life, 
And you,wy Soveraigne Lady, with the reſt, 
Caulelefle haue lay'd d:fgraces on my head, 
And with your beit endeuggr have tirr'd vp 
My liefeſt Liege to be mine Enemie : 
L,all of you havelay'd your heads together, 
My lelfe had notice of your Conuenticles, 
And all to make away my guiltieſle Life. 
| I ſhall nor wane falſe Witneſle,to condemne me, 
Nor ftore of Treaſons,to aug men my guilt : 
The ancient Proverbe will be well effected, 
A Staffe is quickly found to beat a Dogge, 
Card. My Liege, his rayling is intollerable. 


If thoſe that care ro keepe your Royall Perion 
| From Treaſons ſecret Knife,and Traytors Rage, 


| Be thus vpbrayded,chid, and rated ar, 


, And the Offendor graunted ſcope of ſpeech, 
' *T will make them coole in zeale vato your Grace. 

S*f7.Hath he not twit our Soveraigne Lady here 
With ignominious words,though Clarkely coucht ? 
As if ſhe had ſuborned {ome to {weare 
Falſe allegations,to o'rethrow his ſtate, 

Qs. Bur I can giue the loſer leaue to chide, 

Gloſt.Farre truer ſpoke then meant: I lole indeede, 
Beſhrew the winners, for they play'd me falle, 
And wel! ſuch loſers may haue leaue to ſpeake. 

Buck. Hee'le wreſt the ſence, and hold ys here all day, 
Lord Cardinall,he is your Priſoner. 

Card.Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him ſure, 

Glott. Ahthus King Hexry throwes away his Crutch, 
Before his Legges be firme to beare his Body, 
Thus is the Shepheard beaten from thy h&e, 
And Wolues are gnatling,who (hall gnaw thee fiſt. 
Ah that my feare were falſe, ab that it were ; 
For good King Henry,thy decay I feare. Exit Gloſter, 

King.My Lords, what to your wiſdomes ſeemeth beſt, 
Doe,or vndoe,as if our ſelfe were here. .. 

Lucene, What, will your Highnelle leaue the Parlia- 
ment ? 

Kmg,1 Margaret: my heart is drown'd with griefe, 
Whole floud begins tg flowe within mine eyes ; 
My Body round engyret with miſerie ; 
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7 F: : —i(erable then Dif > — ,  . 'Oueene, Thrice Noble Swffolke/tis reſolurtly ſpoke. 
' (4 4 For what s more ms ww I c ET | | Sf. Not reſolute,except io much were done, 
78 | Ah Vnckle Hemfrey, int A «7 #90 ; For things are often ſpoke, and ſeldome meant, 
1 pl / _—_— as (po ery y _— <vi, Bur that my. heart accordeth with my tongue, 
WIS | na yer, 4+: : <= 7 1s meritorious 
F; ! 1 wks | prou'd thee talle,or fear'd thy faith, yrs — o Onions = fem bis Bas, 
th What lowring Starre now envies thy eſtate? - an Leen word,and I will be bis Price, . 
"ot: CET poe on ſyome, Card.Bur I would haue him dead,my Lord of Suffolke, 
| 1 if | Doe ſceke pugrion of t y _ —_ Ere you can take due Orders for a Prieſt: 
E534 Thou neuer didſt them wrong, I! b Say you conſent,and cenſure well the deed, 
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Terke. My Lord of Suffolke,within foureteene dayes | 
Ac Briſtow I expe my Souldiers, 
For there lle ſippe ther all tor Ireland, 

Suff. lle ſee it truly done,my Lord of Yorke, Exenne. | 

Manet Yorke, 

Yorke.Now Torke,or neuer,ſteele thy fearfull thou 
And change miſdoubt to reſolution 
Be that thou hop*ſt ro be, or what thou art ; 
Religne to death,jt is not worth rs 434 
Let pale-fac't feare keepe with the meane-borne man, | 
And finde no harbor ina Royall heare, 
Faſter thESpring-time ſhowres,comes thoght onthoght, | 
And not a thought, but thinkes on Dignitie. , 
My Brayne,more buſic then the laboring Spider, 
Weaues tedious Snares to trap mine Enemies. 
Well Nobles, well:'tis politikely done, 
To ſend me packing with an Hoalt of men : 
I feare me, you but warme the ſtarued Snake, 
Who cheriſht in your breaits, will ting your hearts, 
"Twas men [lackt,and you will give them me; 
T take it kindly : yet be well aſſur'd, 
You put ſharpe Weapons in a mad-mans han6s. 
Whiles I in Ireland nouriſh a mightie Band, 
I will ſtirre vp in England ſome black Storme, 
Shall blowe ten thouſand Soules to Heauven,or Hell: 
And this fell Tempeſt ſhall not ceaſe to rage, 


| Vatill the Golden Circuit on my Head, 


Like tothe gloriovs Sunnes tranſparant Beames, 

Doe calme the futie of this mad-bred Flawe. 

And for a miniſter of my intent, 

I haue ſeduc'd a head-ftrong Kentiſhman, 

[obn Cade of Aſhford, 

To make Commotion, as full well he can, 

Vander the Title of lob» eMHortimer. 

In Ireland haue I ſeene this ſtubborne Cade 

Oppoſe himſelfe againſt a Troupe of Kernes, 

And tought ſo long,till that his thighes with Darts 

Were almoſt like a ſharpe-quill'd Porpentine: 

And in theend being reſcued,I haue ſeene 

Him capre vprighe,like a wilde Moriſco, 

Shaking the bloody Darrs,as he his Bells, 

Full often, like a ſhag-hayr'd craftie Kerne, 

Hath he conuerſed with the Enemie, 

And vndiſcouer'd,come to me againe, 

And giuen me notice of their Villanies, 

This Devill here ſhall be my ſubftirute ; 

For that /chn Mortimer, which now is dead, 

In face,in gate,in ſpeech he doth reſemble. 

By this, I ſhall perceive the Commons mince, 

How they affe& the Houſe and Clayrae of Yorks. 

Say he be taken,rackt,and tortured; 

I know,no paine they can infli vpon him, 

Will make him ſay, I mou'd him to thoſe Armes. 

Say that he thrive, as 'ris grear like he will, 

Why then from Ireland come I with my ſtrengths 

And reape the Harueſt which that Raſcall ſow d. 

For Hmfrey ; being dexd,as he ſhall be, 

And Henry put apart : thenext for me, Exit, 

Enter two or three running oner the Stage; fromthe 
Murther of Duke Humfrey. ' © 
1. Runneto my Lord of Suffolke: let him know 
We haue diſparchc che Duke, as he commanded, 
2. Oh, that it were co doe : whatihauewe done ? 
Didſt ever heare-aman ſo penitent? Emir Saffolkg. 


Suf. Now Sirs,haue you diſpatcht this thing ? 

1, 1,my good Lord,hee's dead. 

Sf, Why that's well {aid. Goe,get you to my Houſe, 
I will reward you for this yenturous deed: 

The King and all the Peeres are here at hand. 
Haue you layd faire the Bed? Is all things well, 
According as | gaue direQtions ? 
1. 'Tis,my good Lord, 
Suff. Away,be gone, Exennt. 
Sound Trumpets. Enter the K ing,the O neene, 
Cardmall, Suffolke Somerſet, with 
Attendants. 

King. Goe call our Vnckle to our preſence ſtraight: 
Say,we intend totry his Grace to day, 

It be be guiltie,as 'ris publiſhed, 

Swff. Ile call him preſently,my Noble Lord. Exit. | 

King. Lords take your places: and I pray you all 
Proceed no ftraiter 'gainſt our Vackle Gloſter, 
Then from true euidence,ot good efteeme, 

He be approu'd in pratife culpable, 

Lueene.God forbid any Malice thovld preuayle, | 
That faultlefſe may condemne a Noble man: | 
Pray God he may acquit him of ſuſpition, 

Kmg. Ithanke thee Nell, theſe wordes content mee 
much, 

Enter Sufaolke. 
How now? why Jook'ſt thou pale? why trembleſt thou? 
Where is our Vuckle? what's the marrer,Suffolke ? 

S»ff. Dead in his Bed,my Lord: Glofter is dead, | 

Queene, Marry God forfend. 

Card Gods ſecret Iudgement: I did dreame to Night, 
The Duke was dumbe,and could not ſpeake a word, 

Kmg ſounds. 
2s. How fares my Lord 2 Helpe Lords,the King is 
dead, 
Som, Rere vp his Body,wring him by the Noſe, 
2u.Runne,goe, helpe,helpe:Oh Henry ope thine eyes, 
Suff. He doth revive againe, Madame be-patient. 


For in the ſhade of death, I ſhall inde ioy ; 


King. Oh Heauenly God, 
fn. How fares my gracious Lord? 
. Suff. Comfort my Soveraigne, gracious Henry com- 
ort, 
King. What,doth my Lord of Suffolke comfort me? 
Came he right now to ſing a Ravens Note, 
Whole diſmalltune berett my Vitall powres : 
And thinkes he,that the chirping of a Wen, 
By crying cowfort from a hollow breaſt, 
Can chaſe away the firſt-conceived found? 
Hide not thy poyſon with ſuch ſugred words, 
Lay not thy hands on me: forbeare 1 "ys 
Their touch affrights me a3 a Serpents ſting, 
Thou balefull Meſſenger,out of my fight : 
Vpon thy eye-balls, murderous Tyrannie 
Sits in grim Maieſtie,to fright the World, | 
Looke not vpon me, for thine eyes are wounding 3 
Yer doe not goe away : come Baſiliske, 
And kill the ronocent gazer with thy (ight ; 


In life, but double death, now Gleſter's dead. , 
Queene. Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolke thus? 
AlchoughtheDuke was enemie to him, 
Yer he moſt Chriſtian-like laments his death; 
And for my ſelfe,Foe as he was to me, 
Might liquid teares,or heart-offending groanes, 
Or blood-conſuming ſlighes recall his Life 


1. Here comes my Lord, 
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| would be blinde with weeping, ficke with grones, 
Looke pale as Prim-roſe with blood-drinkiog fighes, 
And all to haue the Noble Duke aliue. 
What know I how the world may deeme of me? 
For it is knowne we were but hollow Friends ; 
It may be iudg'd I made the Duke away, 
So ſhall my name with Slanders tongue be wounded, 
And Princes Courts be ld with my reproach : 
This get I by his death : Aye me vnhappie, 
To be a Queene, and Crown'd with infamie. 
King. Ahwoeis metor Gloſter, wretched man. 

ween, Be woe for me, more wretched then he is, 
| What, Doſt thou turneaway, and hide thy face? 
[ amno loathſome Leaper, looke on me, 
What? Artithou like the Adder waxen deafe ? 
Be poytonous too, and kill thy forlorne Queene, 
Is all thy comfort ſhut in Gloſters Tombe ? 
Why then Dame Elranor was neere thy joy. 
Erect his Statue, and worſhip it, 
| And make my Image but an Ale-houſe fagne, 
| Was 1 for thisnyec wrack'd vpon the Sea, 
And twice by aukward winde from Englands banke 
Droue backe againe vato my Natjue Clime. 
What boaded this ? but well fore-warning winde 
Did ſeeme to ſay, ſecke not a Scorpions Nett, 
Nor ſet no footing on this vnkinde Shore. 
What did I then ? But curſt the gentle guits, 
And he that loos'd them forth their Brazen Caves, 
And bid them blow towards Englands blefled ſhore, 
Or turne our Sterne ypon a dreadtull Rocke : 
Yer /tolus would not be a murtherer, 
But left that batefull ofhice vnro thee. 
The pretty vaulting Sea refus'd to drowne me, 
Knowing that thbu, would(t haue me drown'd on ſhore 
With teares as ſalt ks Sea, through thy vnkindoefle, 
The ſplitting Rockes cowr'd in the ſinking ſands, 
And would not daſh me with their ragged tides, 
Becauſe thy flinty heart more hard then they, 
Might in thy Pallace, periſh E/tanor. 
As farre as | could ken thy Chalky Cliffes,' 
\When from thy Shore, the TempcR beate vs backe, 
I ood vpon the Hatches in the ſtorme: 
| And when the duskie sky, began to rob 
My earne(t-gaping-{1ght of thy Lands view, 
I rooke a coltly Iewell from my necke, 
A Hart it was bound in with Diamonds, | 
And threw it towards thy Land : The Sea receiu'dir, 
Aud ſo I wiſh'd thy body mightmy Heart : 
And euen with this, I loſt taire Englandsview, 
And bid mine eyes be packing with my Heart, 
And call'd them blinde and duskie SpeQacles, 
For looſing ken of A/bions wiſhed Coalt, 
How often have I rempred Suffolkes rongue 
(The agent of thy foule inconftancie) 
To fit and watch me 28 A/ſcanixe did, 
Whenheto madding Drds would vntold 
His Fathers Afts, commienc'd in burning Troy, © » 
Am I not witcht like her ? Or chounottalſe ike him ? 
Aye me, [| canno more: Dye Elmer, | 
For Henry weepes, that thou doit liue ſo long. r 


Enter Warwiche, '4nd many 
Commu ©, # 


| Noyſe wityin, 


j 
| Var. Itis reported, mighty Soveraigne, 
' 
l 


That good Dake Humfrey Traiterouſly is murdred 


——_— 


| 
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By Suffolke, and the Cardinall Beaufords meanes :; 
The Commons like an angry Hiue of Bues 
Thar want their Leader, ſcatter vp and downe, 
And care not who they ſting in his revenge, 
My ſelfe haue calm'd their Pleenfull mutinie, 
Vnrtill they heare the order of his death. 
Kmg. Thathe is dead good Warwick, 'tis too true, 
Buthhow he dyed, God knowes, not Hewyy : 


{ Enter his Chamber, view his breathleſſe Corpes, 


And comment then ypon his ſadaine death. 

Wer. That ſhall I do my Liege; Stay Salsburie 
With the rude multitude, till I returne, 

Kmg.O thou that iudgeſt all things, tay my thoghts; 
My thoughts, that labour to per{wade my ſoule, 
Some violent hands were laid on Humfries lite : 
If my ſuſpeCt be falſe, forgiue me God, 
ror judgement onely doth belong to thee : 

Faine would I gotochafe his palie lips, 

With twenty thouſand kiſſes,and to draine 

Vpon his face an Ocean of ſaltreares, 

To tell my loue ynto his dumbe deafetrunke, 

And with my tingers teclehis hand, vnfeeling : 

But all in vaineare theſe meane Obſequies, 
Bed put forth, 

Andto ſurvey his dead and earthy Image : 

W har were it but comake my ſorrow greater 2 

Warw. mg hither gracious Soueraigne, view this 

ody. 

King. Thatis to ſee how deepe mySraue is made, 
For with his ſoule fled all my worldly ſolace ; 

For ſeeing him, I ſee my life in death. 

War. As {urely as my {oule intends to live 

With that dread King thattooke our ftate ypon him, 


{ To free vs from his Fathers wrathfall curſe, 


| do beleeue that violent bands were laid 
Vpon thelife of this thrice-famed Duke. 
Suf. A dreadfull Oath, fworne with a ſolemn tongue: 
What inftaace giues Lord Warwicke for his vow, 
War. Sce how the blood is fetled in his face. 
Ofc haue I ſeene atimely-parted Ghoſt, 
Of alhy ſemblance, meager, pale, and bloodleſſe, 
Being all delcended to the labouring heart, 
Who inthe Conflict that it holds with death, * 
Artracts the ſame for aydance 'gaiaſt the enemy, 
Which with the heart there cooles, and ne*re returneth, 
To bluſh and beautifie the Checke againe. 
But ſee, his face is blacke, and full of blood : 
His eye-balles further our, than when he lived, 
Staring full gaſtly, like aſtrangled man : ' | | 
His hayz&.yprear'd, bis noſtrils (tretcht with firugling ? 
His hands abroad diſplay'd; as one that graipt 
And tugg'd for Life, and was by ſtrength ſubdude, 
Looke on the ſheers his haire (you ſce) is ſticking, 
His well propottion'd Beard, made ruffe and rugged, 
Like to the Summers Core by Tempeſt lodged: 
It cannot be but he was murdced heere, 
The leaſt of all theſe Ggnes were probabje. 
S»f. Why Warwicke, who ſhould do the D.co death? 
My ſelfe and Beauford had him in protection, 
And we lhope fir, are no murtherers. | 
Far. But both of you were vowed D, Humfries foes, 
And you(forſooth) had the good Duke ro keepe: | 
Tis like yau wouldnot feaſt himlike afriend, 
And 'tis well ſcene, he found an enemy, | 
Queen, Than you belike ſuſpeR theſe Noblemen, 
As guilty of Duke Hwmfries timeleſle death. 


War, 


« 
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Warw. Who finds the Heyfer dead,and bleeding freſh, | 
And ſees faſt-by, a Butcher with an Axe, 
Bur will ſuſpe&,'twas he that made the laughter ? 
Who finds the Partridge in the Purtocks Nett, 
Burt may imagine how the Bird was dead, 
Although the Kyre ſoare with vabloudied Beake ? | 
Eyen (o ſuſpitious is this Tragedie, 

Qs, Are you the Butcher,Suffolk2where's your Knite? 

| 


_” 


Is Beawford tearm'd a Kyte? where are his Tallons? 

Suff. 1 weare no Knite,to {laughter ſleeping men, 
But here's a yengefull Sword, rutted with eale, 

That ſhall be ſcowred in his rancorous heart, 

Thar flanders me with Murthers Crimſon Badge. 

Say,it thou dar'ti,prowd Lord of Warwickſhire, 

That I am faultie in Duke Humfreyes death; | 
Warw. What dares not Warwick, if falſe Szffolke dare 

him ? 

Qs. He dares not calme his contumelious Spirit, 
Nor ceaſe to be anarrogant Controller, 

Though S*ff#{ke dare him rwentie thouſand times. 

Warw, Madame be til] : with reverence may 1 ſay, 
For euery word you ſpeake in his behalfe, 

Is ſlander to your Royall Dignitie, 
Suff. Blunt-witted Lord,ignoble in demeanor, 
If euer Lady wrong'd her Lord ſo much, 
Thy Mother tooke into her blamefull Bed 
Some ſerne vntutur'd Churle; and Noble Stock 
Was graft with Crab.tree {lippe, whoſe Fruit thou art, 
And neuer of the Nexuils Noble Race. 

Warw.Bart that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee, 
And I ſhouid rob the Deaths-man of his Fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thouſand ſhames, 

And that my Soueraignes preſence makes me milde, 
I would, falſe murd'rous Coward,on thy Knee 
Make thee begge pardon for thy paſſed ſpeech, 
Aad ſay,it was thy Mother that thou meanr'ft, 
That thou thy ſelfe waſt borne in Baſtardic 
And after all this fearefull Homage done, 
Giue thee thy hyre,and ſend thy Soule to Hell, 
Pernicious blood-ſucker of ſleeping men. 
S*ff. Thou ſhalt be waking.while I ſhed thy blood, 
[f from this preſence thou dar'ſt goe with me. 

Warw. Away euen now,or I will drag thee hence : 
Vnworthy though thou art, Ile cope with thee, 

And doe ſome ſeruice to Duke Humfrezes Ghoſt. 
Exennt. 

King, What ſtronger Breſt-plate then a heart varginted ? 

Thrice is he arm'd,that hath his Quarrell iuft; 
And he but naked, though lockt yp in Steele, 
Whoſe Conſcience with Iniuftice is. corrupted, 

A nojſe within, 
Queene. What noyſe is this ? 


rg ——_ — 
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Emer Suffolke and Warwicks, with their 
Weapons drawne. = 


King. Why how now Lords 2 
Your wrathfull Weapons drawne, 
Here in our preſence ? Date you be ſo bold? 
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Why what tumulcuousclamor haue we here? _ 
Swff. The trayt'rous Warwick,,with the men of Bury, 
Set all ypon me, mightie Soueraigne,, lawn 


Enter Salubury. | 14 


Salisb. Sirs ftand apart , the King ſhall know your 


minde. 


CC ——.. 


AO AS. 4 at 


— - -— 


Dread Lord,the Commons ſend you word by me, 
Valeſſe Lord Sufotke ſtraight be done to death, 
Or baniſhed faire Englands Territories, 
They will by violence teare him from your Pallace, 
And torture him with grieuous lingring death, 
They fay,by him the good Duke Humfrey dy'de : 
They ſay,in him they feare your Highneſle death; 
And meere inſtin& of Loue and Loyaltie, 
Free from a ſtubborne oppohre intent, 
As being thought to contradiQ your liking, 
Makes them thus forward in his Baniſhmenr. 
They ſay,in care of your moſt Royall Perſon, 
That if your Highnefle ſhould intend eaſleepe, 
And charge,that no man ſhould diſturbe your rett, 
In paine of your diſlike,orpaine of death; 
Yet notwithflanding ſuch a ſtrait Edidt, 
Were there a Serpent feene,with forked Tongue, | 
That flyly glyded rowards your Maieſtie, 
It were bur neceſſarie you were wak't: 
Leaſt being ſuffer'd in chat harmefull lumber, 
The mortall \V orme might make the {leepe erernall. 
And therefore doe they cry though you forbid, 
That they will guard you, where you will,orno, 
From ſuch fell Serpents as falſe Suffolke is ; 
With whoſe inuenomed and fatall ſting, - . | 
Your loving Vnckle,wwentie times his worth, 
They ſay is ſhametully berefc of life. | 
Commons within. An aalwer from the King, my Lord 
of Salisbury. | 126] 
S»f. Tis like the Commons, rude vnpoliſht Hindes, 
Could ſend ſuch Meſſage to their Soueraigne : 
But you,my Lotd, were glad-ra be imploy'd, 
To ſhew how queint an Orator youare. 
But all the Honor Salsbwvy hath wonne, 
Is, that he was the Lord Embaflador, 
Sent from a ſort of Tinkers tothe King, 
Within. An anſwer from the Kiog , or wee will-all 
breake in. | | 
King. Goe Selirbary;and tell them all from me, 
I thinke them for their render louing care ; 
And had I not beene cited ſo by them, 
Yer did I purpo ſe as they doe entreat : 
For ſure, my thoughts doe hourely prophecie, 
Miſchance vnto my Srate by S»ffalkes meancs. 
And therefore by his Majeſtic 1 {weare, 
Whoſe farre-vnworthie otic T am, 
He ſhall not breathe infe&ian inthis ayre, 
Buc three dayes longer,on the paine of death, 
2u. Oh Here me pleade for gentle Swffolke. | 
King.Vngentle Queene,to call him gentle Saffolke, 
No more I ſay: if thou do'ftpleade for him, 
Thou wilt but adde encreaſe vatowy Wrath, 
Had I but ſayd, I would haue kept my Word; 
But when I ſwearezit is irreuocable :; 
If after three dayes ſpace thou here bee'ſt found, 
On any ground that I am Ruler of, 
The Worldſhallnot be Ranſome for thy Lite, 
Come Warwicks.cotde good Warwicks,goc with mee, | 
I haue great matters. to impart to thee. Exu. 
Os. Miſchance and Sorrow goe along with you, 
Hearts Diſcontene, and fowre Aﬀaction, 
Be play-fellowes to keepe you companie : 
There's two of you, the Dewllmake athird, | 
And three-fold Vengeance tend ypon + po ſteps, 
: Suff. Ceaſe, gence Queene, theſe Execrations, 
And let thy S»ffolke take his heauie leaue, 


Queene , Fye | 
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Oueen, Fye Coward woman, and ſoft harzed wretch, | Uaxx, To fignifie vnto his Maiefty, 
Haſt thou not ſpirit to curſe thine enemy, | That Cardinall Beauford is at point of death : 
Suf. A plague vpon them : wheretore ſhould I curfſe | For ſodainly a greeuous ficknefle tocke him, 
them ? | That makes him gaspe, and ftare, and catch the aire, 
Would curſes kill, as dorh the Mondrakes grone, | Blaipheming God, and curſmg men on earth. 


I would inuent as bitter ſearching termes, Sometime he talkes, as if Duke Humfries Ghoſt 

As cur(t; as harſh, and horrible to keare, Were by his fide : Sometime, he calles the King, 
Deliuer'd ſtroagly through my fixed teeth, And whiſpers to his pillow, as to him, 

With full as many hgnes of deadiy hate, The ſecrets of his ouer-charged ſoule, 

As leane-tfac'd cnuy um her loathſome cave. | And'l am ſent to tell his Maicftic, 

My tongue ſhould ſtumble inmin* earneſt words, That even now he cries alowd for him. 

Mine eyes ſhould ſparkle ke the beaten Flint, L#. Gorell this heauy Meflage to the King. Exit 
Mine haire be fixt 20 end; as one diſtract; Ayeme! What is this World ? What newes are theſe ? 
[,enery ioynt ſhould ſeeme to curſe and ban, Buc wherefore greeue | at an houres poore loſſe, 

And euen now my burthen'd heart would breake Omictting Suffo,kes exile, my ſoules Treaſure ? 

Should I not curſe them. Poyſon be their drinke, | Why onely Suffolke mourne I not for thee ? 


Gall, worſe then Gall, the daintieſt chat they raſte 2 - And with the Southerne clouds, contend in tearcs? 
Their ſweeteſt ſhade, a groue of Cypreſle Trees : Theirs for the earths encreaſe, mine for wy ſorrowes, 
Their cheefeſt Proſpect, murd'ring Bafiliskes : Now get thee hence, the King thou know'lt is comming, 
Their ſofteſt Touch, as {mart as Lyzards flings: If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. | 
Their Muſicke, frighttull as the Serpents hiſle, Swf. 1fI depart from thee, I cannot liue, 
And boading Screech-Owles, make the Conſort full. And in thy ſight to dye, what were it elle, 
All the foule terrors in darke ſeated hell Bur like a pleaſant ſlumber in thy lap? 

. Enough ſweet Suffolke,thou torment'ſt thy ſelte, } Heere could I breath my ſoule into the ayre, 


—_— 
——————. 


And theſe dread curſes like the Sunne 'gainſt glaſle, As milde and gentle as the Cradle-babe, 

Or like an ouer-charged Gun, recoile, | Dying with mothers dugge betweene t's lips, 

And turnes the force of them vpon thy ſelfe. Where from thy fight, I (hould be raging mad, 
Suf. You bad me ban, and will you bid me leaue? And cry out for thee to cloſe vp mine eyes : 

Now by the ground that I am baniſh'd from, To haue thee with thy lippes to ſtop my mouth; 


So ſhould & thou eyther turne iny flying ſoule, 
Or | ſhould breathe it ſo into thy body, 
And then it liv'd in {weete Elizium. 


Well could 1 curſe away a Winters night, 
Though ſtanding naked ona Mounraine top, 
Where byting cold would neuer let grafle grow, 


— ———— 


And thinke it bur a minure ſpent in ſpore, To dye by thee, were but to dyc in ieft, 
#. Oh, let me intreatthce ceaſe, giue me thy hand, From thee to dye, were torture more then death : 
That I may dew it with my mournfull tea e; : Oh let mc ſtay, betall whar may befall, 
Nor let the raine of heauen wet this place, neen. Away ; Though paiting be a frerfull corofiue, 
To waſh away my wotull Monuments, Iris applyedto a deathfull wound, 
Oh, could this kifle be printed in thy hand, To France ſweet Suffolke : Let me heare from thee ; 
That thou might'it rhinke vpon thele by the Seale, For whercſoere thou art in this worlds Globe, 
Through whom a thouſand fighes are breath'd tor thee, | Ile haue an /r4 that ſhall fnde thee our, 
So get thee gone, that I may know my greefe, Swf. I go. 
'Tis bur ſurmiz'd, whiles thou art Rtanding by, Qx. And take my heart with thee. 
As one that ſurfers, thinking on a want; Swf. Alewell lock: into the wofulſt Caske, 
[ will repeale thee, or be well affur'd, That euer did conraine a thing of worth, 
Aduecnrure to be baniſhed my ſelfe: Fuen as a ſplitted Barke, fo ſunder we : 
And baniſhed I am, it but from thee. This way fall I to death. 
Go, ſpeake not to me z even now be gone. As. This way for me, Exennt 
Ol gonot yet. Euen thus, two Friendscondemn'd, - 
Embrace, and kifle, and take ten thoafand Teaucs, Enter the Kmeg, Salubury, and Warwicks, to the 
Loather 2 hundred times to part then dye; | {ardmal in bed, 
Yet now farewell, and farewell Life with thee. 
$f. Thus is poore Suffolke tentimes baniſhed, King. How farc's my Lord ? Speake Beauford tothy 
Once by the King, and threetimes thrice by thee, Soueraigne, 
"Tis not the Land 1 care for, wer't thou thence, | Ca.It chou beeſt death, Ile give thee Englands Treaſure, 
A Wildernefle is populous enough, Enengh to purchatc fuch another Ifland,: 
So Suffolke had thy heauenly company 2 So thou wilt let meliue, and feele no paine, | 
For where thou art, there is the World ſelfe, King. Ah, what a figne it is of evill life, 
W th every ſcuerall pleafure inthe World: | Where death's approach is ſeene fo terrible, 
And where thou art not; Deſolation, War. Beauford, it is thy Soueraigne fpeakes to thee. 
I can.no more: Liue thou ro ioy thy life; | Beau, Bring me viito my Trial when you will, 
My lelfe no ioy in nought, bur chat thouliu'ft, Dy'de he not in his bet? Where ſhould he dye? 
Can I make men liue where they will or no ?, | 
Entor Vance, 25 Oh torture me no more, 1 will confefle. 


£ Aliue againe? Thea ſhew me where heis, _ 
U «ene, Whether gorsFaxx ſofaft? What newes I] | He giue a thouſand pound to looke vpon him, 
l prethee? IT; Py oKÞ | He hath no eyes, the duſt hath blinded them. 
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Combe downe his haire; looke, looke, it ſtands vpright, 
Like Lime-twigg (et to catch my winged ſoule : 
Giue me ſome drinke, and bid the Apothecaric 
Bring the ftrong poyſon that I bought ofhim. 
King. Oh thou cternall mouer of the heauens, 
Looke with a gentle eye vpon this Wretch, 
Oh beate away the bulte medling Fiend, 
That layes firong fege vnto this wretches ſoule,! 
And from his bolome purge this blacke dilpaire. 
War, See how the pangs of death do make him grin, 
Sal, Diſturbe him nor, ler him paſſe peaceably. 
King. Peace to his ſoule, if Gods good pleaſure be. 
Lord Card'oall, if thou think'ſt on heauens bliſſe, 
Hold vp thy hand, make (ignall of thy hope, 
He dies and makes no fhgne : Oh God forgiue him. 
War. So bada death, argues a monſtrous life. 
King. Forbeareto judge, for we are (1nners all, 
Cloſe vp his eyes, and draw the Curtaine cloſe, 
Andlert ys allto Meditation, Exeunt, 


eAlarum, Fight at Sea. Ordnance goes off, 
Enter Lieutenant, Suffolke, and others. 
"Liew, The gaudy blabbing andremoerſefull day, 
Is crept into the boſome of the Sea : 
And now loud honling Wolues arouſe the Tades 
Thar dragge the Tragicke melancholy night: 
Who with their drowhe, flow,and flagging wings 
Cleape dead-mens graues, and from their mifly Jawes, 
Breati foule contagious darkneſſe in the ayre : 
Therefore bring forth the Souldiers of our prize, 
For whilſt our Pinnace Anchors in the Downes, 
Heere ſhall they make theic rantome on the ſand, 
Or with their blood ſtaine this diſcoloured ſhore, 
Maiſter, this Priſoner freely giue | thee, 
And thou that art his Mate, make boote of this : 
The other #a/ter #hitmore 15 thy ſhare, 
1. Gent, What is my ranſome Maſter,let me know, 
Ma.A thouſand Crownes, orelle lay down your head 
Mate, And ſo much ſhall you giue,or oft goes yours, 
Liew. What thinke you much to pay 2000.Crownes, 
And beare the name and port of Gentlemen ? 
Cut both the Villaines throats, for dy you ſhall : 
The liues of thoſe which we haueloſtin fhght, 
Be counter-poys'd with juch a pettie ſumme, 
1,Gent, le giue it fir, and therefore ſpare my life. 
2.Gent, And ſo will I,and write home for it Rtraight, 
Whitm. I loſt mine eye in laying the prize aboord, 
And therefore to reuenge it, ſhalt thou dye, 
And ſo ſhould theſe, if 1 might have my will. 
Lien. Be not ſo raſh, take ranſome, let him live. 
Suf. Looke on my George, I ama Gentleman, 
Rate me at what thou wile, thou thalt be payed 
Whit. And ſo am I: my name is alter 1hitmore. 
How now?why ſtarts thou? What doth death aftright? 
Saf. Thy name affrights me, in whoſe ſound is death: 
A cunning man did calculate my birth, 
And told me that by Water I ſhould dye: 
Yerletnot this make thee be bloody-minded, 
Thy name 1s G#altier, being rightly ſounded, 
Whit. Gualtier or Walter, which it is 1 care not, 
Neuer yet did baſe diſhonour blurre our name, 
But with our ſword we wip'd away the blot, 
Therefore, when Merchant-like fell revenge, 
Broke be my ſword, my Armes torne and defac'd, 
And [I proclaim'd a Coward through the world. 


Sf. Stay Whitmore, tor thy Priſener is a Prince, 

The Duke of Suffolke, #if5am de la Pole, 

Whit, The Duke of Suffolke, mutfled vp in ragges ? 
Sf. I, but theſe ragges are no part of the Duke. 
Lies, But loue was never (laine as thou ſhalt be, 
Obſcure and lowhie Swaine, King Henries blood. 
Suf, The honourable blood of Lancaſter 

Muſt not be ſhed by ſuch a iaded Groome : 

Haſt thou not kiſt thy band, and held my Rirrop ? 

Bare-headed plodded by my foor-cloth Mule, 

And thought thee happy when I ſhooke my head. 

How often haft thou waiged ar my cup, 

Fed from my Trencher, kneel'd downe at the boord, 

When | haue feaſted with Queene Aſargaret ? 

Remember it, and let it make thee Creſt-falne, 

I, and alay this thy abortiue Pride : 

How in our yoyding Lobby haſtthou ſtood, 

And duly wayted for my comming forth ? 

This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalfe, 

And therefore ſhall it charme thy riotous rongue, 
whit. Speak Capraine, ſhall I tab the forlorn Swain, 
Lieu, Furſt let my words ftab him,as he hath me. 
Sf. Baſe flaue, thy words are blunt, and ſo art thou. 
Lieu. Conuey him hence,and on our long boats fide, 

Strike oft his head. Suf.Thou dar'ftnor for thy owne. 
Lies. Poole, Sir Poole? Lord, 

I kennel], puddle, finke, whoſe filth and dirt 

Troubles the hluer Spring, where England drinkes: 

Now will [ dat vp this thy yawning mouth, 


| For ſwallowing the Treaſure of the Realme, 


Thy lips that kiſt the Queene, ſhall ſweepe the ground : 
And thou that ſmil'dſt at good Duke Hamfries death, 
Againſt the ſenſelefſe windes ſhall grin in yaine, 
Who in contempt (hall hiſſe at thee againe, 
And wedded be thou to the Hagges of hell, 
For daring to affye a mighty Lord 
Vnto the daughter of a worthleſſe King, 
Hauing neyther Subie, Wealth, nor Diadem : 
By diuelliſh policy art thou growne great, 
And like ambitious Sylla ouer-gorg'd, 
With gobbers of thy Mother-bleeding heart. 
By thee Anion and Maine were fold to France, 
The falſe reuolting Normans thorough thee, 
D1ſdaine to call vs Lord, and P:rccardie 
Hath ſlaine their Gouernors, ſurpriz'd our Forts, 
And ſent the ragged Souldiers wounded home. 
The Princely Warwicke, and the Newil all, 
Whoſe dreadfull ſwords were neuer drawne in yaine, 
As hating thee, and riſing vp in armes ; 
And now the Houſe of Yorkethrvſt from the Crowne, 
By ſhamefull murther of a guilcleſſe King, 
And lofty proud incroaching tyranny, 
Burnes with reuenging fire, whoſe hopefvull colours 
Aduance our halfe-tac'd Sunne, ſtriving to ſhine; 
Vnder the which is writ, Inwitss nubibus. 
The Commons heere in Kent are yp in armes, 
And io conclude, Reproach and Beggerie, 
Is crept into the Pallace of our King, 
And all by thee : away, conuey him hence. 

Suf. O that I were a God, to ſhoot forth Thunder 
Vpon theſe paltry,ſeruile,abie& Drudges : 
Small things make baſe men proud, This Villaine heere, 
Being Captaine of a Pinnace, threatens more 
Then Bargulu the ſtrong Ilyrian Pyrate. 
Drones ſucke not Eagles blood, but rob Bee-hiues: 
Ir is impoſſible that I ſhould dye 
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By ſuch alowly Vaſſall as thy ſelfe. 
Thy words moue Rage, and notremorſe in me : 
] oO of Mcllage from the Queene to France : 
I charge thee watr me (ately croſſe the Channel}, 
Lieu, Water : VV , Come Suffolke, I muſt waft thee 
to thy death. 
Suf, Pre gelidus timor occupat ar:ue, \tistheel feare. 
#4]. Thou ſhalt haue cauſe to feare before I leaue thee, 
Whar, are ye danted now? Now will ye ſtoope. 
1 Gent, My gracious Lord intreat im, ſpeak him fair. 
Suf. Suftolkes Imperiali rongue is ſterne and rough: 
Vs'dto command, vntaught to pleade for tauour, 
Farre be it, we ſhould honor ſuch as theſe 
With humble ſuite: no, rather let my head 
Stoope to the blocke, then thele knees bow toany, 
Sauce to the God of iicauen, and to my King : 
And ſooner dance ypon a bloody pole, 
Then ſtand yncouer'd tathe Vulgar Groome. 
True Nobility, is exempt from feare : 
More can |] beare, then you dare execute. 
Lieu, Hale him away, and let him talke no more : 
Come Souldiers, ſhew what cruelty ye can. 
Saf. That this my death may never be forgot, 
Great men oft dye by vilde Bezorions, 
A Romane Sworder, and Bandetro {lue 
Murder'd [weet Fully. Brute Baſtard hand 
Stab'd Inlw Ceſar. Sauage Iilanders 
Pompey the Great, and S#ffo/ke dyes by Pyrats. 
Exit Water with Suffolke. 
Liew. And as for theſe whoſe ranſome we have ler, 
It is our pleaſure one of them dypart : 


Therefore come you wath vs, and let him go. 


Exit Lieutenant, and the veſt, 

CManet the firſt Gent, Enter Walter wth the body, 
Wl. There lethis bead, and liueleſle bode lye, 

Voull the Queene his Mifſtris bury it, Exit Walter, 
1.Gent, O barbarous and bloudy ſpectacle, 

His body will I beare vnto the King : 

If he reuenge it nor, yer will his Friends, 

So will the Queene, that living, held hum deere, 


Enter Bewuis, and Ichn Holland, 


Bewis, Come and get thee a word, though made of a 
Lath, they haue bene vp theſe two dayes. 

Hol, They have the more neede to ilcepe now then, 

Beus, | tell thee, Lacke Cade the Cloathicr, meznes to 
drefſe the Common-wealth and turne it, and ſet anew 
nap vpon it. 

Hol. So he had need, for 'tis thred-bare. Well, I ſay, 
it was nener merrie world in England, fince Gentlemen 
Came VP. 

Beus., O miſerable Age : 
Handy-crates men, 

Hel, The Nobilitie thinke ſcorne to goe in Leather 
Aprons, 

Bentr, Nay more, the Kings Councell are no good 
Workemen. 

Ho!, True : and yetit 15 (aid, Labour in thy Vocati. 
on ; which is as much to (ay, as letthe Magiſtrates be la- 
bouring men, and theretoie ſhould we be Magiſtrates. 

Bemis, Thou haſt hit ut : for there'sno better figne of a 
braue minde, then a hard hand, 

Hel, 1 ſee them, 1 {ce them : There's Beſs Sonne, the 
Tanner of Wingham. 

Bews, Hee Fall have the skinnes of our enemies, to 
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make Dogges Leather of. 
Hol. And Dicke the Butcher. 
Bemis. Then is fan ſtrucke downe like an Oxe, and inj- 
quities throate cut like a Calfe, 
Hcl. And Smith the Weauer. 
Bex. Argo,their thred of life is ſpun. 
Hol. Come, come, lct's fall in with them, 


Drumme. Enter Cade, Dicke Butcher, Smith the Weaer, 
and a Sawyer, wuh infinite numbers. 


: Cade, Wee lohn Cade, ſotearm'd of our ſuppoſed Fa- 
ther. |; 

But. Orrather of ftealing a Cade of Herrings, 

Cade, For our enemies (ball faile before vs, inſpired 
with the ſpirit of putting down Kings and Princes, Com- 
mand ſilence. | 

But. Silence, 

Cade. My Father was a Afortimer, 

But . He was an honeſt n;an, and a good Bricklayer, 

(ade, My mother a Plantagenet. 

Bnich. I knew her well, ſhe was a Midwife, 

Cade, My wife deſcendcd of the Lacies, 

. But. She was indeed a Pedlers daughter,& ſold many 
aces. 

IVeauer, But now of late, nor able totravell withher 
furr'd Packe, ſhe waſhes buckes here at home. 

Cade. Theretore am | of an honorable houſe. 

But, I by my taith, the field is honourable, and there 
was he borne, vnder a hedge: for his Father had neuer a 
houſe but the Cage. 

Cade. Valiaart I aim, 

Weaner* A mult needs, for beggery is valiarr, 

Cad-. Tam able to endure much, 

But, No queſtion of tliat ; for I haue ſeene him whipt 
three Market daycs together, 

Cade. I teare neither (word, nor fire, 

Wea. Hencede not feare the (word, for lis Coate is of 
proofe, 

Ext. But me thinks he ſhould Rand in feare of fire, be- 
ing burat i'ch hand for ſtealing of Sheepe. 

Cade. Be braue then, tor your Caprtaine is Braue, and 
Vowes Retormation, There ſhall be in England, fcuen 
halfc peny Loaues ſold for a peny : che three hoop'd por, 
ſhall ave ten hoopes, and I wil make it Fellony to drink 
{mall Beere, Allthe Realme ſhall be in Common,and in 
Cheaj {ide ſhall my Palfrey goto grafſe: and whenlam 
King, as King I will be, 

Al, God ave your Maieſty, 

Cade, I thanke you good people. There ſhall bee no 
mony, all ſhall cate and drinke on my ſcore, and I will 
apparrell them all in one Livery, that they may agree like 
Brothers, and worſhip me their Lord. 

But. The firſt thing we dog let's kill all the Lawyers. 

Cade, Nay, thatI meaneto do. Isnot this a lamentas 
ble thing, that of the skin of an innocent Lambe ſhould 
be made Parchment; that Parchment being ſcribeld ore, 
ſhould vndoe a man. Some ſay the Bee (tings, but I ſay, 
'tis the Bees waxe : for I did bur ſeale once to a thing,and 
I was ncuer mine owne man fince. How now 2 Who's 
there ? 

Enter a { learke. 
Weaxer, The Clearke of Chartam ; lice can write and 
reade, and caſt accompr, 
Cade, O monſtrous. 
Wea. We tooke him ſetting of boyes Copies, 


(ade, 
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Cade. Here's 2 Villaine. 
Wea, Ha's a Booke in his pocket with red Letters in'c 
{44e, Nay then he is a Coniurer. 

But, Nay, he can make Obligatians,and write Court 
hand, 

Cade. I amforry for't.: The manis a proper man of 
mine Honour : valeſſe I figde him guilty,he ſhall nor die, 
Come hither firrah, I muſt examine thee: What is thy 
name ? 12h 
Clearke. Emannuell, 

But, They vſc to writ it 00 the top of Lewers: 'Twill 


{go hard with you, 


(ade, Let me alone : Doſt thou yſe to write:thy name? 
Or baſt thou a warke to thy (elle, ike a honelt plain dea- 
ling man? | 

(tearks. Sir Lthanke God, I have bin ſo well brought 
vp, that I can, write my name. 

All, He hath coafcſt : away with him ; he's a Villaine 
and a Traitor, 

Cade, Away with him I ſay : Hang him with his Pen 
and Inke-horne abour his necke, 

Exit one with the Clearke 
Enter (Michaol. 

Mich, Where's our Generall ? ; 

Cade. Heere Lam thouparticular fellow..,;. 

Mich, Fly, fly,fly, Sir Huzsfrey Stafordand bis brother 
are hard by, with the Kings Forces, 

Cade, Stand villaine, ttand, or lle fell thee downe ; he 
ſhall be encouncred with aman as good as bimſelfe. He 
is but a Knight, is a? 

Mich, No. | 

Cade. Tocquall him 1 will make my ſelfe a knight pre- 


| ſently ; Riſe vp Sir /ohn CAortimer, Now have at bim. 


Enter Six Humfrey Stafford, and bis Brother, 
with Drum and Soldiers, 


Stef. Rebellious Hinds, the filth and ſcum of Kent, 1 
Mark'd for the Gallowes : Lay your Weapons downe, * 
Home to your Cottages : forlake this Groome, 


| 
| The King is mercifull, if you reuolt, 
| 


Bro, But angry,wrarhfall, and inclin'd ro blood, 
If you go forward : therefore yeeld, or dye. 

Cage. As for theſe filken-coated (laues I paſſe not, 
It is to you good people, that I ſpcake, 
Ouer whom (in time to come) I hope to raigne : 
For I am righcfullheyre ynto the Crowne. 

Staff. Villaise, thy Father was a Playſterer, 
Andthou thy ſelfe a Sheareman, art thou not ? 


Cade, And Adam was a Gardiner. ' 


1 Bro. And what of that? 


| Cade. Marty, this Edmwnd Mortimer Earle of March, 

married the Duke of Clarence daughter, did he not #4 
Staf. 1 br, T4 

Cade. By her he had two children at one birth. 

Bro, That's falſe.: : 

Cade. I,there's che queſtion z Bur 1 ſay;'tis rue ; 

The elder of them being put ro nutle, 

Was by a begger-woman ſtolne away, 

And iggeranc of his birth and parentage, 

Became a Bricklayer, when he cameto age, 

His ſonne am I, deny itif yowgan., 
Bt, Nay,'tis t00 true, therefore he ſhall be King, 
Wea. Sir, he made a Chimney in my Fathers houſe, & 

the brickes are alive at chis day to teftifie 33-4 therefore 


deny it not. 


" Henry the Sixt. 
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Staf. And will you credit this baſe Drudges Worges, 
that ſpeakes he knowes not what, 

eAll. I marry will we: therefore get ye gone. 

Bro. Iache Cade, the D,ot York hath caught youthis; 

Caae. He lyes, for I invented it my ſelfe.” Go roo Sir- 
rah, tell the King trom me, that for his Fathers ſake Her - 
ry the fifre, (in whoſe time, boyes went to Span-counter 
for French Crownes) 1 am content he ſhall raigne,bur lle 
be Proteorouer him: 

Butcher, And furthermore, wee'l have the Lord $ 
head, for ſelling the Dukedome of 1ſaine, 

Cade And goodrea(on : for thereby is England main'd 
And faine to go with a Raffe,bur that my purflauce holds 
it vp, Fellow-Kings, I cell you, that that: Lord Sayhath 
gelded che Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch: & 
more then that, he can ſpeake French,and therefore hee 
a Traitor. ; | F 4 

Staf. O grofle and miſerableignorance.:. | 

Cade, Nay anſwer if you can: The Frenchmen ate out 
enemies ::gotoothen, 1 ask bur chis: Can he that ſpeaks 
with the tongue of an enemy, be a good Councellour, or 
no ? | 4 
All. No, no, and therefore wee'l haue hishead- 
Bro. Well, ſeeing gentle words will notprevayle,” ” 
Aſſaile them withthe Army ofthe King. MA n$ 

Staf, Herald away, and throughout euery Towne, '2 
Proclaime them Traitors that are vp with Cade, 
That thoſe which fye before the battel! ends, 
May ecuen in their Wiues and Childrens fight, 

Be hang'd vp for example at their doores : | 
And youthat bethe Kings Friends follow me” Exit. 
Cade.. And you that loue the Commons, follow me: 

Now ſhew your ſelues men, "tis for Liberty, 
We will not leaue one Lord, one Gentleman: 
Spare none, bur ſuch as go.m clouted ſhooen, | 
For they are thrifty honeſt men, and ſuch 
As would (but that they dare not) take our parts, 
Bat, They are albin order,and march coward vs. 


—— 


— 


— 


Cade; But then are we in order, when we are moſt our | 


of oider. Come, march forward. 


Alarums to the fight , wherein both the Staffords ave [laine. ' 
; Enter Cade and thereſt, 


Cads, Where's D;cke, the Butcher of Aſhford ? 
But, Heere fir. 


Cade. They fell before thee like Sheepe and Oxen, &Þ} 


thou behaued (ft thy ſelfe, as if rhou hadſt beene in thine 
owne Slaughter-houſe: Therfore thus will I reward thee, 
the Lent ſhall bee as long againeas it is , andthou ſhalt, 
have a Licenleto kill for a hundred lacking one, 

Bur. 1 defire no more. 

Cade. And to {peake truth, thou deſeru't no leſle, 
This Monument of the vitory will I beare, and the bo- 
dies ſhall be dragg'd at cy horſe hecles, till I do come to 
London, where we will haue the Maiors {word born be- 
fore vs. 

But, If we meane to thrjue, and do good, breake open 
the.Gacles, and let out the Priſoners, 

Cade. Feare not that I warrant thee, Comeglet's march 
cowards London, Exemnnt . 


Enter the King with a Supplication,aud the Q weene with Suf- 
{2 | | folkgr head, the Duks x} Buckmgham , and he 
bis: Lord $ 


Queene, ft. haue I heard that greefe ſoftens the w__, 
An 
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| it And makes it fearefull and degenerate, And therefore am I bold and reſolute, F xewne. 
"444 Thipke therefore on reuenge, and ceaſe to weepe. | | 
if Bur who can ceale to weepe, and looke on this. Enter Lord Scales pon the Tower walking. Then enters 
+ Heere may his head lye 09 my throbbing breſt: two or three ( itizens below, 
WI! . But where's the body that I thould imbrace? 
FF | Zac, What anſwer makes your Grace to the Rebells Scales, How now? Is Jacke Cade {laine ? | 
474 { Supplication ? : 1.Cit. No my Lord, nor likely to be {laine : 
HAM King. ile ſend ſome holy Biſhop to intreat : For they have wonne the Bridge, 
4 For God forbid, ſo many ſimple ſoules + | Killing all thoſe that withſtand them : 
Should periſh by the Sword, AndI myfelfe, The L. Maior craues ayd of your Honor from the Tower 
yo: Rather then bloody Warre ſhall cut them ſhort, To defend the City from the Rebels. | 
Abt | Will patley with Jacks Cadetheir Generall, Scales. Suchayd as I can ſpare you ſhall command, 
| s | Bur ſtay, lle read it ouer once againe, - But I am troubled heere with them my ſelfe, 
114 . 2m, Ahbarbarous villaines: Hath this louely tace, TheRebels have afſay'd ro win the Tower. 
08 Rul'd ike a wandering Plannet over me, Buc get you ro Smithfield, and gather head, 
ut And could it not inforcethem to relent, And thither 1 will ſend you Mathew Goffe, 
E49. That were vnworthy to behold the ſame, Fight for your King, your Countrey,and your Lives, 
12 King, Lord Say, lacks Cade hath [worneto huae thy And ſo farwell, for I inuſt hence againe, Exewnt 
81.4 | head, 
} I; Say. 1, but 1 hope your Highneſſe ſhall haue his, Enter lacks Cade and the reft, and frikes bis | 
| # c King. How now Madam? ftaffe on London ſtone. | 
Ref Still lamenting and mourning tor Suffolkes death ? 
Y I feareme (Loue) if that I had becne dead, Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of this City, - 
W Thou wonld'ft not haue mourri'd ſo much for me. And hcere fitting vpon London Stone, 
14 .2u, No my Loue, I ſhould not mourne, bur dye for | Icharge and command, that of the Cities coft 
WM; thee, - | The piſſing Conduit run nothing but Clarret Wine 
Mg : Enter a Meſſenger, This firſt yeare of our raigne. | | 
Þ | And now henceforward it ſhall be Treaſon for any, 
p i King. How now? W hat newes ? Why com'ttthou in | That calles me other then Lord Mortimer, 
q' ih ſuch haſte ? Enter 4 Soldier rAuning. 
'% = - . HMeſ. The Rebels are in Southwarke: Fly my Lord Soul. Tacks Cade, Iacke Cade, 
61. Lacke Cade proclaimes himiclfe Lord Mortimer, Cade, Knocke him downe there, They kill bins. ' 
4 [| Deſcended from the Duke of Clarence houſe, But. If this Fellow be wiſe, heel never call yee. Cache: 
[ {1 And calles your Grace V{urper, opevly, Cade more, I thinke he hath a yery faire warning, 
14n And vowes to Crowne himfelfe ina Wettminſter. | Dicke. = Lord, there's an Army gatzeced rogether 
* His Army is a ragged multitude 4 1. Smithfield. 
"th Of Hindes and Pezants, rude and mercilefle : | Cade, Come, then let's gr fight with them : 
= | Sir Humfrey Stafford, and his Brothers death, , Bur firft, go and (er London Bridge on fire, 
| {fk # Hath giuen them heart and courage to proceeder | And if you can, burne downe the Tower too, 
$74 | All 4 gy Lawyers,Courtiers, Gentlemen, Come, let's away. Fxennt omnes. 
WIT They call falſe Catterpillers, and intend their death. | | 
4 | Kin.Oh gracelciic men: they know not what they do, Alarums, t Mathew Goffe is ſlain,and all the reſt, 
; < Buck, My gracious Lord, retire to Killingworth, Then enter Lacke Cade,with bis Company, 
{| Vnrill a power be rais'd to put them downe, | 
Mt £u. Ah were the Duke of Suff. Ike now aliue, { 4de, So firs: now go ſome and pull down the Sauoy : 
Ray | Theic Kentiſh Rebels would be ſoone appeas'd, Others co'th Innes of Court, downe with them all. 
[*'h '| King, Lord Say, the Traitors hateththee, Emt, ] haue a ſuite vnto your Lordſhip. | | 
LARS : Therefore away with vs to Killingworth, Cade. Bee it a Lordſhippe, thou ſhalt haue it for that 
T Say. So might your Graces perſon be in danger ; word, _ | > . | 
The fight of me is odious1n their eyes: | But. Onely that the Lawes of England may come out | 
| And therefore in this Citty will I tay, of your mouth. | F 
hi And live alone as ſecret as | may. Tobn. Maſſe 'rwill be ſore Law then, for he was thruſt | 
in the mouth with a Speare, and *tis not whole yer. | 5 
"mn Enter another Meſſenger. Smith. Nay lobn, it wil be ſtinking Law,for his breath 
j ftinkes with eating toaſted cheeſe, ; | | 
"4.1 7% Meſſ. Tacke {ade hath gotten London-bridge, (de. 1hauc thought ypon it, it ſhall bee ſo, Away, 1 
q 4 The Citjz. cns Aye and forlake their houles : burne all the Records of the Realme, my mouth ſhall be 4 
BY beds - bien : | 
bY 1 AR The Raſcall people, thirltiny, after prey, | the Parliament of England, h : 
Wy ji loyne with the Traitor, and they jioynily ſweare lohn, Then weare like to have biring Statutes ; 
| | | Bd (if To ſpoyle the City, and your Royall Court. Valeſle his teerh be pall'd our, 
WIS. 11 Bunce, Then linger not my Lotd, away, take horſe, Cade, And hence-forward all things ſhall be in Corn» 
| F "| 3 | King. Come Margaret, God our hope will ſuccor vs. | mon. Emter a Meſſenger. 
8 FLY 9, My hope is gone, now Suffolke is deceaſt. Meſ. My Lord, a prize, a prize, heeres the Lord Sap, 
4:8 Þ King, Farewell my Lord, truſt not the Kentiſh Rebels | which ſold the Townes in France. He that made vs pay 
By: ry Bac, Truſtno boy for feare you betraid, | one and rwenty Fiftcenes, and one ſhilling tothe poung, 
? » % l} Say. The truſt I have, is in mine innocence, the laſt Subſidie. | 
(1 oF; | | — "3 BY . A 
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Enter George with the Lord Say, 


Cade. Well, hee ſhall be beheaded for it ren times : 
Ah thou Say, thou Surge, nay thou Buckram Lord, now 
are thou within point-blanke of our Juriſdi&tion Regall. 
What canſt thou anſwer tomy Maicſty, tor giuing vp of 
Normandievnto Mounkheur Bafmecs, the'Dolphine of 
France? Beit knowne vnto thee by thele preſence, even 


the preſence of Lord Afortimer, that T am che B:eſome 


that muſt ſweepe the Court cleane of ſuch. filth as tho 
art: Thou haſt moſt traiterouſly- corrupted the yourtot 
the Realme, injereing a Grammar Schoole : and where- 
25 before, our Fore-fathers had no other Bookes but the 
Score and the Tally, thou haſt cauſed printing to be vs'd, 
and contrary to the King, his Crowne, and Dignity,thou 
haſt built a Paper- Mill. It will be prooucd to thy Face, 
that thou haſt men about thee, ' that viually take of a 
Nowne and a Verbe, and ſuch abhominable wordes, as 
no Chriſtian care can endure to heare, Thou haft appoin- 
ted Iuſtices of Peace, to call poore men before them, a- 
bout matters they were not able to anſwer , Moreover, 
thou haftpur them in priſon, and becauſe they could nor 
reade, thou haſt hang'd them, when (indeede) onely for 
that cauſe they hane beene moſt worthy toliuve. Thou 
doftride in a foot-cloth,doſt thou nor ? 

Say. What of that ? \ 

Cade. Marry, thou ought not toletthy horſe weare 
a Cloake, when honefter menthenthou go in their Hoſe 
and Doublets, 

Dicke, And worke in their ſhirt to, as my ſelte for ex- 
ample, that am a butcher, | 

Say, You men of Kent. 

Dic, What ſay yon of Kent, 

Say. Nothing but this :'Tis bona terra, mala gens, 

Cade, Away with him, away with him, he ſpeaks La- 
tine. 

Say, Heare me but ſpcake, and beare mee wher'e you 

will : 
Kent, in the Commentaries Ceſar writ, ' 
Is term'd the civel'ſt place of all this Iſle : 
Sweet is the Covntry, becauſe full cf Riches, 
The People Liberall, Valianc, A Rive, Wealthy, 
Which makes me hope you are not void of pitty. 
I ſold not Mame, I loft not Normanaie, 
Yer to recouer them would looſe my life : 
luftice with fauour haue 1 alwayes done, 
Prayres and Teares haue mou'd me, Gifts could never, 
When haue [ eught exaQted at your hands ? 
Kent to maintaine, the King,cthe Realme and you, 
Large gifts have 1] beſtow'd on learned Clearkes, 
Becauſe my Booke preferr'd me ro the King, 
And ſeeing Ignorance is the curſe of God, 
Knowledge the Wing wherewith we flye roheauen. 
Valeſſe you be poſſeſt with diuelliſh (pirits, 
| You cannot but forbeare ro murther me : 
This Tongue hath parlicd vnto Forraigne Kings 
For your behoofe, 

Cade, Tuc, when firnck'ſt thou one blow inthe field ? 

$4y. Great men haue reaching bandstoft hgue I firuck 
Thoſc that 1 never ſaw. and firucke them dead. 

Ges, O monftrous Coward! What,to come behinde 
Folkes ? | 
| $ax.Theſe cheekes are pale for watching for your good 

Cade. Giue hieva box o'th'eare, and that wil make 'erm 
red againe. 
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Say. Long hitting to determine poore mens cauſes, 
Hath made me full of fickneſſe and diſeaſes. 

( ade, Ye ſhall have a hempen Candle then, & the help 
of harcher. 

Dicke, Why doft thotiquiuer man ? | 

Sex, The Pallic, and notfeare prouockes me, 

Cade, Nay, he noddes at vs, as who ſhould fay, lebe 
euen with you, Ile ſee if his head will Rand Reddier ' on 
a pole,orno : Take him away, and behead him. 

Say. Tell me: wherein haue I offended moſt ? 

Hauc Laffefted wealth, or honor? Speake. 

Arc my Cheſts fill'd vp with extorted Gold? 

Is my Apparrell ſumptuous to behold ? 

Whom haueÞ-iniur'd, that ye ſeeke my death ? 

Theſe hands axe free from giilcleſſe bloodſhedding, 
This breaft from harbouring foule deceitfull thou i 
Oler meliue, 

Cade. I feele remorſe in my felfe with his words : but 
He bridle ir ; liz (hall dye, and it bee but for pleading fo 
well for his life. Away with him, he ha's # Familiar vn- 
der his Tongue, he ſpeakesmot a Gods name. Goe, take 
him away fry, and firike off his head preſently,and then 
breake into his Sonne in Lawes houſe, Sir James Cromer, 
and ſtrike oft his head, and bring them both vppon two | 
poles hither, 

All. Tc thall be done. 

Say. Ah Countrimen : 1f when you make your prair's, } 
Gad ſhould be fo obdurate as your (clues ; 1 
How would it fare with your departed foules, 

And therefore yet relent, and.ſaue my life, 

Cade. Away with him, and do as I command ye : the 
proudeft Peere in the Realme, ſhall not weare a bead on | 
his ſhoulders, vnlefle be pay me tribute : there ſhallnor 
a maid bemarried, but ſþc ſhall pay to me her Mayden- 
head ere they haueic : Men ſhall hold of meein Capire, 
And we charge and command, that their wives be as tree 
as heart can wiſh, or tongue can tell, | 

Dicke, My Lord, 
When ſhall we go to Cheapſide, and take vp commodi- 
ties vpon our billes ? | 

Cade. Marry preſently. - 

All, O brave. 


Enter one with the beads, 


Cade, But is not this brauer : 
Let them kifſe one another : For they lou'd well 
When they were alive, Now part them againe, 
Leaft they conſult about the giuin 'p 
Of ſome more Townes in France. ;M diers, 
Deferre the ſpoile of che Citie viullnight: | 
For with theſe borne before vs,in fteed of Maces, 
Will we ride throug the ſtreers, & at every Corner 
Hane them kifle. Away. Exit 


eAlarum, and Retreat. | Enter agains Cade, 
and all by rabblement, 


Cade. Vp Fiſh-reete, downe Saint Ma gnes comer, þ 
kill and knocke downe, throw them into Thames: 


Sound a parley. 


What noiſe is this 1 heare? 

Dare any be{obold to ſound Retreat or Parley 

When I command them kill? | 
o Rnev 
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Enter Buckingham ad old Clifford, 
#uc. Theere they be, chat dare and will diſturb thee: 
Know Cade, we come Ambaſſadors from the King 
.V nto the Commons, whom thou haſt miſled; 
And hecre pronounce tree pardon to then all, 
T hat will for/akethee, and gohome in peace, 

Clif, What ſay ye Countrimen, will ye relent 

And yeeld to mercy, whil {t 'us offered you, 

Ur let a rabbic leade you to your deaths, 

Who loues the King, and will imbrace his pardon, 
Fling vp his cap.and lay,God ſaue his Maiefty, 
Who hateth h:m, and honors not his Father, 
Hengy the fitr, that made all France to quake) 
Shake be his weapon at vs, and paſſe by, _ 

eAll. God ſave the King, God laue the King. 

Cade. What Buckingham and Clifford are ye ſo braue? 
And you baſe Pezants, do ye beleeue him,will you needs 
be hang'd with your Pardons about your weckes? Hath 
my ſword therefore broke through London gates, that 
you ſhould leaue me arthe Whitc-heart in Southwarke, 
I chought ye would never have giuen gut theſe Armes til 
you had recovered your ancient Freedome, Bur you are 
all Recreants and Daitards, and delight to hue in{laverie 
tothe Nobility. Let them breake your backes with bur. 
thens, take your houſes ouer your heads, rauiſh your 
Wives and Daughters before your faces, For me, I will 
make ſhift for one, and lo Gods Curſle light yppon you 
all, | 

Al. Wee'l follow Cade, 

Wee'l follow Cade. 

Clif Is (ade the ſonne of Hewry the fift, 
That thus you do exclaime you'l go with him, 
Will he conduct you through the heart of France, 
And make the meancſt of you Earles and Dukes 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fiye too : 
Nor knowes he how to liue, but by the ſpoile, 
Vn!eſſe by robbing of your Frieads,and vs. 
Wer'rvot a ſhame, that whillt you live at jarre, 
The fearfull French, whom you late yanquithed 
Should make 2 ftart ore-ſcas, and vanquiſh you ? 
Me thinkes alreadie in this ciuill broyle, 
I ſee rhem Lording it in London ſtreets, 
Crying Villago ynto all they ameete,” 
Better ten thouſand baſe-borne Cades miſcarry, 
Then you ſhould Rtoope vnto a Frenchmans mercy, 
To France, to France, and ger what you hauc loſt : 
Spare England, for it is your Natiue Coaſt: 
Henry hath mony, you are ſtrong and manly ; 
God on our de, doubt not of Y1iRorie. 

AR. A Clifford, 8 Clifford, 
Wee'l follow the King,and Clifford, 

Cade. Was cuer Feather (o lightly blowne too & fro, 
as this multitude? Thename of Henry the fift,hales them 
to an hundred miſchicfes, and makes them leaue mee de- 
ſolate. lice them lay their heades together to ſurprize 
me, My (word make way for me, for hcere is no ftaying: 
in deſpight of the diuels and hell, haue through the verie 
middeſt of yau, and heauens and honor be witnefle, that 
no want of reſolution in mee, but onely my Followers 
baſe a4d ignominious treaſons, makes me berake meeto 
my he les. Ecit 
Buck, What, is he fl-d? Go ſome and follow him, 

And lie that brings his head yfito the King, 
Shall haue a thoutand Crawnes for his reward. 
Exement ſome of thers. 


_ The ſecond' Part of. Henry the Sixt. 


| Follow me ſouldiers, wee'l deuiſc a meane, 


—_— 


Ce en ——_—_—————. 4 


—_— —J 


To reconcile you all vato the King, Exeunt mnres. 
Sound Trumpets. Enter King, Oucene,aud ' 
Somerſet on the Tarras, | 


King. Wasever King that ioy'd an earthly Throne, 
And could command no more content then 1? 
No ſqoner was I crept out of my Cradle, 
But I was made a King,at nine months olde, 
Was neuer Subie&t long'dto be a King, 
As I dolong and wiſh to be a SubicR, 


Enter Backingbam and ( lifford. 


Buc, Health and glad tydings to your Maiefty. 
Kin. Why Buckingham, is the Traitor Cade lurpris'd ? 
Or is he but retir'd to make him Rrong? 


Enter Mnltitzdes with Halters about their 
Neckes, 


Clif. He is fled my Lord,and all his powers do yeeld, 
And humbly thus with halters on their neckes, 
ExpeR your Highneſſe doome of life,or death. 
King, Then heauen ſer ope thy everlaſting gates, 
To entertaine my yowes of thankes and praiſe, 
Souldiers, this day haue you redeem'd your liuer, 
And ſhew'd how well you loue your Prince & Countrey: 
Continue ſtill in this ſo good a minde, 
And Herry though he be infortunate, 
Aſſure your ſelues will never be ynkinde : 
And ſo with thankes, and pardon to you all, 
I do difniſſe you ro your RR Countries, 
eAf. God iauc the King, God ſauce the King, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 

Mef, Pleaſe it your Grace to be aduertiſed, 
The Duke of Yorke is newly come from Ireland, 
And with a puifſant and a mighty power 
Of Gallow-glaſles and ſtout Kernes, 
Is marching hither ward in proud array, 
And ſtill proclaimeth as he comes along, 
His Armes ate onely to remoue from rhee 
The Duke of Somerſer, whom he rearmes a Traiton, 

King. Thus ſtands my tate, 'twixt Cade and Yorke 

diftreſt, 

Like to a Ship, that hauing ſcap'd a Tempeſt, 
Is firaight way calme, and boorded with a Pyrate. 
But now is Cade driven backe, his men diſpierc'd, 
And now is Yorke in Armes, to ſecond him. 
I pray thee Buckingham go and meete him, 
And aske him what's the reaſon of theſe Armes : 
Tell him, lle ſend Duke Fdmwnd to the Tower, 
And Somerſet we will commir thee thither, 
Vacill his Army be diſmift from him, 

Somerſet, My Lord, 
He yeelde my ſelfe to priſon willingly, 
Or vnto death, to do my Countrey good. 

King. In any caſe, be notto rough intermes, 
For he 15 fierce,and cannot brooke hard Language. 

Bae, 1 will my Lord, and doubt not ſo todeale, 
As *ll things ſhall redound ynto your good, 

Kmyg. Come wife,let's in,and learneto govern better, 
For yer may England curſe my wretched raigne. 

4 Flonrdh. Exeunt, 


Enter 
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Enter Cade. 


{ ade. Fye on Ambitions: fie on my ſelfe, that haue a 
{word, and yet am ready.to famiſh. Theſe five daies haue 
I hid me in theſe Woods, and durſtnor peepe our, for all 
the Country is laid for me : but now am I to hungry,that 
if I might haue a Leate of my life for a thouſand yeares, I 
could ftay no longer. Wherefore on a Bricke wall haue 
I climb?d into this Garden, to ſee if | can eate Graſſe, or 
picke a Saller another while, which is not amiſle to coole 
a mans ſtomacke this hot weather : and I think this word 
Sallet was borne to do me good. for many a time but for 
a Saller, my braine-pan hae bene cleft with a brown Bill; 
and many a time when | haue beene dry, & bravely mar- 
ching, it hath ſeru'd me inftcede of 2 quart pot to erinke 
in : and now the word Sallet mult [erue me to feed on, 


Enter [den, 

Idn, Lord, who would live rurmoyled inthe Court, 
And may enioy ſuch quiet walkes as thele ? 
This ſmall inheritance my Father left me, 

Contenteth me, and worth a Monarchy. 
I ſecke not to-waxe great by others warning, 
Or gather wealth | care not with what enuy : 


1 Sufticech, that L baue maintaines my (tare, 


And ſends the poore well pleaſed from my gate. 

Cade, Heere's the Lord of the foile come to ſeize me 
tor a ſtray, foxentering his Fee-fimple withour leaue. A 
Villaine, thou wilt berray me, and ger a 1000. Crownes 
of the King by carrying my headto him, bur le make 


1 thee eare Iron like an Oftridge, and ſwallow my Sword 


like a great pinere thou and [ part, 

Iden, Why rude Companion, whatſoere thou be,: 

I know thee not, why then ſhould T betray thee ? 
Iv9tnotenough to breake jnto ry Garden, 
Andlike a Theefe to come to rob my grounds : 
Climbing my walles inſpight of me the Owner, 
But thou wilt braue me with theſe ſawcie rermes ? 

Cade. Brauec thee? 1 by the beſt blood that ever was 
broach'd, and beard thee to. Looke on mee well, [ haue 
eate nomeate theſe fiue dayes, yet come thou and thy 
five men, and if I doe not leaue you all as dead as a doore 
naile, I pray God I may never eate graſſe-more. 

Iden. Nay, it ſhall nere be ſaid,while England ſtands, 
That «Alexander Hden an Eſquire of Kent, I 
Tooke oddes to combate 2 poore famiſht man, 

Oppoſe thy ſedfaſt gazing eyes to mine, 

See if thou canſt our-face me with thy lookes: 

Set limbe to limbe, and thou art farre the l:fler:; 
Thy hand is but a finger to my fiſt, 

Thy legge a ſticke compared with this Truncheon, 
My foote ſhall fight with all the firengrh chou haſt, 
And if mine arme be heaued in the Ayre, 

Thy graue is digg'd alceady inthe earth ; 

As for words, whoſe greatnefle anſwer's words, 
Ler this my ſword report what ſpeech forbeares. 


Cade. By my Valour : the moſt compleate Champi- | 


on that euer I heard. Steele, if thou turne the edge, or 
cut not out the burly bon'd Clowne in chines of Beefe, 
ere thou ſleepe in thy Sheath, I beſcech Joue on my knees 
thou mayft be turn'd to Hobnailes, 


Heere they Fight, 


| ten meales I haue loſt, and I'de defie them all, 


OI amſlaine, Famine and no other hath (laine me, let ten | 


thouſand diuelles come againſt me,” and gite me bur;the 
Wither 
Garden, and be henceforth a burying place to all that do 
dwell in this houſe, becauſethe ynconquered ſoule of 
Cage is fled, 

[den. 1s't Cade that Ihauelain,thatmonſtrous traitor? 
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deede, | 
And hang thee o're my Tombe, when I am dead, 
Ne're ſhall this blood be wiped from thy point, 

But thou ſhalc weare it as a Heralds coate, - 
To emblaze the Honor that thy Maſter got, 

(ade. Iden farewell, and be proud of thy viQory: Tell 
Kent from me, ſhe hath lot her beſt man; and exhort all 
the World robe Cowards : For | that never feared any; 
am vanquiſhed by Famine, not by Valour, . Dyes, 

14 How mnch thou wrong'(t me, heauen be my iudge; 
Die damned Wretch, the curſe of her that bare thee : 

And as I thrutthy body in with my ſword, 

So wiſh |, I might thruſt thy ſoule to hell. 

Hence will | dragge thee headlong by the heeles 

Vnto a dunghill, which ſhall be thy graue, 

And there cut off thy moſt vagracious head, | 

Which 1 will beare n triumph tothe King, 

Leauing thy trunke for Crowes to feed ypon, Exit, | 

Enter Torke, and bis «Army of Iriſh, wth | 
Drum and Colours, 


Yer.From Ireland thus comes York toclaim his right, 
And plucke the Crowne from feeble Henries head, 
Ring Belles alowd, burne Bonfires cleare and brighe 
Toentertaine great Englands lawfull King. 
Ah Sanita Marftas) who would not buy thee deere ? 
Let them obey, that knowes not how ro Rule, 
This hand was made to handle nought but Gold, 
I cannot giue dane ation ro my words, 
Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it, | 
A ScepterThall it have, haue I a ſoule, 
On which lle toffe the Fleure-de-Lnce of France, 


Enter Buckingham. | 


Whom haue we heere ? Buckinghamto diſturbe me ? 
The king hath ſent him ſure : ] muſt difſemble. 
ZBuc. Yorke,it thou meaneft wel, [greet thee well. 
Yor. Humfrey of Buckingham. I accept thy greermg.f 
Art thou a Meſſenger, or come of pleaſure, 

Buc, A Meſſenger from Henry, our dread Liege, 
To know the reaſon of theſe Armes in peace. | 
Or why, thou being a SubicR, as I am, 

Againſt thy Oath,and true Allegeance {worne, 

Should raiſe ſo great a power without his leaue ? 

Or dare to bring thy Force ſo neere the Court 2 

Yor, Scarle can ] ſpeake, my Choller 1s ſo grear. 

Ob 1 could hew vp Rockes, and fight with Flinr, 

I am-ſo angry at theſe abieRt rearmes, 

Andnow like Arax Telamoning, 

On Sheepe or Oxen could | ſpend my furie, 

I am farre bercer borne then is the king : 

Morelikea King, more Kingly in my thoughts, 

But I muſt make faire weather yet a while, pe] 

Till Henry be more weakegand | more ſtrong, / 4/4 ©" 

Buckingham, I prethee pardon me, Cl. 

That I haue giuenno anſwer all this while: | 

My minde was troubled with deepe Melancholly. 

The cauſe wby I haue brought this Armie hither, : 
O 2 $ 
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Is to remove proud Somerſet from the King, 
Seditious to his Grace, and to the Stare. 


Buc. Thatis too much preſumption on thy part: 
But if thy Armes be tono other end, 


| The King bath ycelded vnto thy demand ; 


The Duke of Somerſet is in the Tower. 

Yorke. Vpon thine Honor is he Priſoner ? 

Buck. Vpon mine Honor he is Priſoner, 

Yorke, Then Buckingham 1 do diſmifle my Powres. 
Souldiers, | thanke you all : dilperle your telues : 
Meet me to morrow 1n $, Georges Field , 

You ſhall have pay, and cuery thing you wiſh. 
And let my Soveraigne, vertuous Henry, 

| Command my eldeſt ſonne, nay all my ſonnes, 
As pledges of my Fealtie and Loue, 

He {end them all as willing as I live : 
Lands,Goods, Horſe, Armor, any thing I baue 
Is his to vſc,fo Somerſer may die, 

Fe. Yorke, I c6mmend this kinde {ubmiſſton, 
We twainc will go into his Highneſfle Tent, 


| Enter King and «Attendants, 
King, Buckingham, doth Yorke intend no harme to vs 
That thus he marcheth with thee arme in arme ? 
Yorke. In all ſubmiſſion and humility, 
Yorke doth preſent himſelte vnco your Highneſle. 
XK. Then what intends theſe Forces thou doſt bring ? 
Yor. To heaue rhe Traitor Somerlet from hence, 


And fight againſt that monſjrous Rebell Cade, 


Who fince I heard to be dilcomhited. 


Enter Iden with Cadss head. 
Idew. 1f one fo rude, and of to meane condition 
May paſſe into the preſence of a King : 
Loe, I preſent your Gracea Traitors head, 
The head of Cade, whom I in combat ſlew. 
King.The head of Cade? Great God,how iult art thou? 
Oh ler me view his Viſage being dead, 
That living wrought me ſuch exceeding trouble, 
Tell me my Friend, art thou the man that ſlew him ? 
Iden. IT was, an't like your Maieſty. 
King.How arc rhou call'd? And what is thy degree ? 
Iden. eAlexander [den , that's my name, 


| A poore Eſquire of Kent, that lones his King, 


Buc. Sopleaſe ic you my Lord, were not amiſle 
He were created Knight for his good ſeruice, 
Kmyg, Iden, kneele downe, riſe vp a Knight: 
We gwe thee for reward a thouſand Markes, 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on vs, 
Iden, May [den line to merit ſuch a bountie, 
And neuer live but true vnto his Liege, 


Enter Queene and Somerſet. 

K Sce Buckingham,Somerſet comes with th Queene, 
Go bid her hide hun quickly from the Duke. 

Os. For thouſand Yorkes he ſhall not hide his head, 
But boldly Rand, and front himeo his face. 

Yor. How now? is Somerſet at libertie ? 
Then Yorke vnloolethy long impriſoned thoughts, 
And let thy tongue be equall with thy heart, 
Sha'l T endure the fight of 5omerſer? 
Falſe King, why hatt thou broken faith with me, 
Knowing how hardly 1 can &raoke abuſe? 
King did I cal! thee? No: thou art not King : 
Noe tit to governe and rule multitudes, 
\Vhich dar it not, nonor cant not rule a Treitor. 
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. | O're him, whom heauen created tor thy Ruler, 
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That Head of thine doth not become a Crowne : 
Thy Hand is made to graspe a Palmers ſtaffe, 
And not to grace an awefull Princely Sceprer. 
That Gold, muſt round cngirt theſe browes of mine 
Whoſe Smile and Frowne, like to Achilles Speare 
Is able with the change, to kill and cure. 

Heere is a hand to hold a Scepter vp, 

And with the ſame to ate comcrolling Lawes : 

Giue place : by heauen thou ſhalt rule no more 


Som. O monſtrous Traitor ! I arreſt thee Yorke 
Of Capitall Treaſon 'gainft the King and Crowne : 
Obey audacious Traitor, kneele for Grace, 
York, Wold'ſt have me kneele?Firſt ler me ask of thee, 
If they can brooke I bow a knee to man; 
Sirrah, call in my ſonne to be my bale : 
[ know ere they,will haue me go to Ward, 
They'l pawne their ſwords of my infranchiſement, 
2», Call hither Clifford, bid him come amaine, 
To lay, if that the Baſtard boyes of Yorke 
Shall be the Surety fortheir Traitor Father. 
Torke, O blood-beſported Neopolitan, 
Out-caſt of Naples, Englands bloody Scourge, 
The ſonnes of Yorke, thy bercers in their birth, 
Shall be their Fathers baile, and bane ro thoſe 
That for my Surety will retuſe the Boyes, 
Enter Edward and Richard, 
See where they come, Ile warrant they'l make it good, 
Enter Clifford. , 
.2u. And here comes Clifford to deny their baile. 
Clif. Healch,and all happineſle to my Lord the King, 
Yor. ] thanke thee Clifford: Say, what newes with thee? 
Nay, do not fright vs with an angry looke ; 
Wearethy Soueraigne Clifford, 4.4% againe ; 
For thy miſtaking ſo, We pardon thee, 
Clif. This is my King Yorke, | do not miſtake, 
'But thou miſtakes me much tothinke 1] do, 
To Bedlem with him, 15 the man growne mad, 
King. 1 Clifford, a Bedlem and ambitious humor 


— — 


Makes him oppoſe himſelfe againft his ing, 
Clif. He is a Traitor, let him tothe Tower, 

And chop away that faQtious pace of his. 
Qu. He is atteſted, but will not obey : 

His lonnes(he fayes)tha!l give their words for him, 
Yor, Will you not Sonnes ? 
Edw, I Noble Father, if our words will ſerue, 
Rich, And if words will not, then our Weapons ſhal, 
Clif, Why what a brood of Traitors baue we heere ? 
Yorke. Looke in a Glafle, and call thy Image ſo. 

I am thy King, and thou a falſe-heart Traitor : 

Call hither to the ſtake my two braue Beares, 

That with the very ſhaking of their Chaines, 

They may aſtoniſh theſe fell-lurking Curres, 

Bid Salsbury and Warwicke come to me, 


Enter the Eavles of Warwicke, and 
Salubnry, 


( bf Are theſe thy Beares? Wee'l bate thy Bears to death, 

And mangclethe Berard in their Chaines, 

If thou dar'ft bring then to the baycing place, | 
Rich. Ott have I ſeene a hor ore-weening Curre, 

Run backe and bire, becaule he was with-held, 

Who being ſuffer'd with the Beares fell paw, 

. Hath clapt his raile, betweene his legges and cride, 


hn C— 


And ſuch a peece of ſeruice will you do, 


_ It | 
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| If you oppoſe your ſelues ro match Lord Warwicke. 
; Clif. Hence heape of wrath, foule indigeſted lumpe, 
| As crooked 1n thy manners, as thy ſhape. 
Yor. Nay we ſhall heate you thorowly anon, 
Clif. Take heede leaft by your heate you burne your 
ſelues : 
| King. Why Warwicke, hath thy knee forgot to bow? 
; Old Salsbury, ſhame to thy hiluer haire, 
| Thou mad miſleader of thy brain-ficke ſonne, 
| What wilt thou on thy death-bed play the Rufhan? 
And ſeeke for ſorrow with thy SpeQacles ? 
Oh where is Faith ? On, where 1s Loyalty ? 
| If it be baniſhe from the troſtic head, 
Where ſhall it finde a harbour in the earth 2 
W1lt thou go digge a grave to finde our \Varre, 
And ſhame thine honourable Age with blood ? 
Why art thou old, and want'ſt experience ? 
Or wherefore doe(t abuſe it, if thou haſt it? 
For ſhame in dutic bend thy kneeto me, 
That bowes vnto the graue with mickle age. 
Sal. My Lord, I haue conſidered with my lelte 
TheTitle of this moſt renowned Duke, 
And in my conſcience, do repute his grace 
The righttuli heyre to Englands Royall feate. 
King. Halt thou not ſworne Allegeance voto me? 
Sal. I haue, 
Ki, Canft thou diſpenſe with heaven for ſuch an oath ? 
Sal. Tt is great hnne, to ſvieare vnto a hnne : 
But greater finne to keepe a finfull oath : 
W ho can be bound by any folemne Vow 
Todo a murd'rous beede, to rob a man, 
To force a ſpotleſle Virgins Chaſlitie, 
To reave the Orphan of his Patrimonie, 
To wring the Widdow from her cuſtom'd right, 
And have no other reaſon for this wrong, F 
But that he was bound by a ſolemne Oath? 
On, Aſubtle Traitor needs no Sophiſter. 
King. Call Buckingham,and bid him arme himſelfe. 
Yorke, Call Buckingham,and all the friends thou haſt, 
[ am reſolu'd for death and dignitie, 
Old Clf. The firlt I warrant thee,if dreames proue true 
IWar. You were beft to go to bed,and dreame againe, 
To keepe thee from the Tempeſt of the held. 
Old Clif. 1 am reſolu'd to beare a greacer ſtorme, 
Then ary thou canſt conjure vp to day : 
And that Ile write ypon thy Burgoner, 
Might I but know thee by thy houſed Badge, 
War. Now by my Fathers badge, old Nenils Creſt, 
T he rampant Beace chain'd to the ragged itafte, 
This day Ile weare aloft my Burgoner, 
As ona Mountaine top, the Cedar ſhewes, 
That keepes bis leaues inſpight of any (torme, 
Euen io affright thee with the view thereof. 
Old Clif. And from thy Burgonet Ile rend thy Beare, 
| And tread it vnder foot with all contempt, 
Deſpight the Bearard, that protects the Beare. 
Yo.Clif. And ſo to Armes victorious Father, 
To quell the Rebels, and their Complices, 
Rich, Fie, Charitie for (hame,ſpeake not in ſpight, 
For you (ball ſup with leſu Chriſt ro night, 
To Clif, Foule ſtygmaticke that's more then thou 
canſt cell, 
Ric. Ifnot in heanen, you'l ſurely ſup in hell. Exeunt 
Enter Warwiche, 
War. Clifford of Cumberland, 'tis Warwicke calles : 
And if thou doſt not hide thee from the Beare, 


! 


\ 


| 


Now when the angrie Trumpet ſounds alarum, 
And dead mens cries do fill the emprie ayre, 
Clifford I ſay, come forth and fightyith me, 
Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwicke is hoarſe with calling thee to armes. 
Emter Yorke, 
War. How now my Noble Lord? What all a-foot. 
Yor. The deadly handed Clifford ſlew myStecd : 
Bur match to match I haue encountred him, 
And made a prey tor Carrion Kyres and Crowes 
Euen ot the bonnie bealt he loued ſo well, 
Enter Clifford. 
War. Of one or both of vs the time is come. 
Yor, Hold Warwick: fcek thee out ſome other chace 
For I my felfe muſt hunt this Deere todeath. 
#ar.Then nobly Yorke,*tis for a Crown thou fightſt: þ 
As 1 intend Clifford to thriue to day, 
[t preeves my (ouleto leaue theee ynaſſail'd, Exit ar. 
Clif. What ſeeft thou inme Yorke? 
Why doſt thou pauſe? 
Yorke, With thy braue bearing ſhould I be jn loue, 
But that thou art {o faſt mine enemie. 
Cf. Nor ſhould thy proweſle want praiſe & eſteeme, 
Buc that *tis ſhewne 1gnobly,and in Treaſon, | 
Yorke, Solet it helpe me now againſt thy ſword, | 
As! in juſtice, and true right expreſleir, | 
Clif. My ſoule and bodie on the ation both. 
Yor, A dreadfull lay, addrefle thee inſtantly, 
(if. La fia Corrone les emmenes. 
Yor. Thus Warre hath giuen thee peace,for $ art fill, 
Peace with his ſoule, heauen if it bethy will, 
Emer yong Clifford. 
Clif. Shame and Contulon all is on the rour, 
Feare frames diſorder, and diforder wounds 
Where it ſhould guard. O Warre, thou ſonne of hell, 
Whom angry heauens do make their miniſter, 
Throw in the frozen boſomes of our part, 
Hot Coales of Vengeance, Let no Souldier Aye, 
He that is truly dedicate to Warre, 
Hath no ſelfe-loue : nor he that loues himſelfe, 
Hath not eſſentially, but by circumſtance 
The name of Valour. O let che vile world end, 
And the premiſed Flames of the Laſt day, 
Knit earth and heauen together, 
Now let the generall Trumpet blow his blaſt, 
Particularities, and pettic ſounds 
To ceaſe, Was't thou ordain'd (deere Father) 
To looſe thy youth in peace, and to atcheeue 
The Silver Livery of aduiſed Aye, 
And in thy Reuerence, and thy Chaire-dayes, thus 
T odie in Rufhan barrell ? Euen ac this ſight, 
My heart is turn'd to lone: and while 'tis mine, 
It ſhall be tony. Yorke, not our old men ſpares : 
No more will I their Babes, Teares Virginall, 
Shall be to me, even as the Dew to Fire, 
And Beaurie, that the Tyrant oft reclaimes, 
Shall co my flaming wrath, be Oyle and Flax: 
Henceforth, I will not have to do with pitty, 
Meet I an infant of the houſe of Yorke, 
Into as many gobbirs will I cut it 
As wilde (Medea yong Abſirtu did, v 
In cruelty, will I ſecke ont my Fame, 
Come thounew ruine of olde Cliftords houle : 
As did e£neas old Anchyſes beare, 
So beare I thee ypon ny manly ſhoulders : 
Bur then, ./£»eas bare a liuing loade z 
o 3 


Nothing 
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Nothing ſo heauy as theſe woes of mine, 


; Enter Richard, and Somerſet to fi ht. 


| Rich. Solye thou there : 
For vnderneath an Ale-houſe paltry figne, 
The Caſtle in S, «Albons, Somerter 
Hath made the Wizard famous in his death : 
Sword, hold thy temper ; Heart, be wrathfull ill : 
Prieſts pray far enemies, bur Princes kill, 

F wht, E xcwr ſions. 


Enter King, Oncene,ard others, 
On. Away iy Lord, you are{low, for ſhame away, 
King, Can we outrun the Heaueas ? Good Margaret 
ſtay. X 
On What are you made of ? Yow'Inor fight nor fly: 
Now 1s it manhood, wiledome,and defence, 
Tofigiue the enemy way, and to lecure vs 
By what we can, which can.no more but flye, 
| eAlarum a farre off, 
If you be tane, we then ſhould ſee the bottome 
Of all our Fortunes : but it we haply ſcape, 
(As well we may, it hotthrough yourneglect) 
We ſhall to London get, where you are lou'd, 
And where this breachnow 1n our Fortunes made 


May readily be opt, 
Enter Chfford. C 


(if. Bur that my hearts on future miſcheefe ſer, 
I would ſpeake blaſphemy ere bid you flye ; 
Bur flye you mult : Vocureable diſcomhite 
Reignes in the hearts of all our preſent parts. 
Away for your releete, and we will liue 
To ſee their day,and themour Fortune giue, 


Away my Lord, away. Exennt 
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| Alarum, Retreat. Enter Torke, Richard, Warwiche, 
and Soldrers,with Drum & Colours. 

Yorke. Ot Salsbury, who can report of him, 
That Winter Lyon, who in rage forgets 
Aged contuſions, and all bruſh of Time - 
Andlike a Gallant, i the brow of youth, 
Repaires him with Occakion, This happy day 
Is notit ſelfe, nor haue we wonne one foot, 
| If Salsbury be loft. 

Rich, My Noble Father: 
Three times to day I holpe himto his horſe, 
| Three times beſtrid him: Thrice Tled him off, 
Perſwaded him fron any further a; 
But (till where danger was, ſtill there I met him, 
And like rich hangings in a homely houſe, 
So was tis Will, in is old feeble body, 
But Noble as he is, looke where he comes.1 
| Enter Salubury, 

Sl, Now by my Sword, well haſt thou fought to day: 
By'th'Maſle ſo did we all, Ithanke you Rickard. 
God knowes how long itis | haue to liue ; 

Andit hath pleas'd him that three times to da 

| You haue defended me from imminent death, 
Well Lords, we haue not got that which we haue, 
'F15 not enough our foes arethis time fled, 

Being oppoſites of (uch repayring Nature, 

Yorke, I know our (atety is co tollow them, 

For (as I heare) the King 15 fled to London, 

To call a pretent Court of Parliament : 

Let vs purſue him ere the Writs go forth, 

What nan Lord Warwicke,ſhall we after them ? 

War. After them : nay before them if we can : 
Now by my hand (Lords) 'twas a glorious day, 
Saint Albons batrell wonne by famous Yorke, 
Shall be eterniz'd in all Age to come, 

Sound Drunme and Trumpets, and to London all, 
And more {ach dayes as theſe, to vs befall, Exennt, 
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; vwvith the death of the Duke of 
YORKE. 


eAlarium. 
Enter Vlantagenet Edward, Richard, Nor folke, Aſount- 
agne, Warwicke, and Souldiers, 

Warwicke, 
Ton cn King eicap'd our hands? 
EY! P[.\W nile we puriu d the Hot imen ot North, 
£2 He flyly (ole away,and left his men; 

Woonereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Wheſc Warlike earcs could neuer brooke retreat, 
Chear'd vp the drouping Army,and himſclte, 
Lord Cliford and Lord Stafford all a-breſt 
Charg'd our maine Battailes From: and breaking in, 
Were by the Swords of common Souldiers {laine. 
Edw. Lord Sraffords Father, Duke of Puckmgham, 
[s either (laine or wounded dangerous, 
| cleft his Beauer with a down-right blow : 
1 hat this is true (Father) behold his blood, 
Mount. And Brother, here's the Earle of Wilcſhires 
WhomlI encovn:red as the Bactels ioyn'd, (blood, 
Rich, Speake cnou for me,and tell them what I did, 
Plan, Richard hath belt de{eru'd of all my ſonves ; 
But is your Grace dead, my Lazd of Somertet 2 
Nor. Such hope haue all the line of [ohn of Gawnt, 
Rich, Thus do I hope to ſhake King Henries head, 
Warw. And ſodoe 1,victorious Prince of Yorke, 
Before | ſee thee ſeated in that T hrone, 
Which now the Houſe of Lancafter vſurpes, 
I vow by Hceauven,thele eyes (hall n-uer cloſe, 
This is the Pallace of the fearctull King, 
Aad this the Regall Seat : poſleſſe it Yorke, 
For this is thine, and not King Henries Heires, 
Plant, Aſfilt me then,ſweert Warwick, and | will, 
For hither we have brokea m by force. 
Norf. Wecele all aſſiſt you: he thac flyes,ſhall dye: 
Plant.Thankes gentle Vorſolke ftay by me my Lords, 
And Souldiers ſtay and lodge by me this Night. 
| They goe wp. 
Farw. And when the King comes, offer him no violence, 
Vanleſlc he feeke to thruſt you out pertorce, 
Plant.The Queene this day here holds her Parliament, 
Bur lictle thinkes we ſhall be of her counſaile, 
By words or blowes here let vs winne our right, 
| Rich. Arm'd as we are,let's Ray within this Houſe, 
arw. The bloody Parliament ſhall this be call'd, 
Valeſle Plantagexet, Duke of Yorke,be King, 
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And baſhtull Zexry depos'd, vhole Cowardize 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 
Plant, Then leane menor,my Lords bereſolute, 
I meane to take poileſſonot my Right, 
Warw, Nci.her the King,nor he that loues him beſt, 
The prowdefl hee that holds vp Lancaſter, 
Dares ftirre a Wing,it 4Warwick ſhake his Bells. 
lle plant Plantagerct, root him vp who dares: 
Reſolue thee Richard, clayiwe the Eyvlith Crowns, 


Flouriſh. Enter King Henry,Clhfford, Northumberland, 
We/t merlana, Exeter, and the reſt, | 


Henry, My Lords, looke where the ſtiNic Rebell fits, 
Euen in the Chayre of State : belike he meanes, 
Backt by the power of Warwicke, that falſe Peere, 
Toalpirc vnto tne Crowne,and reigne as Kiog, 
Earle of Northumberland, he {ew thy Father, 
And thine, Lord { lifferd.& you both haue vow'd revenge 
On him,his tonnes, [11s tzuorites,and his friends. 
Northemb. 1t lhe not, Heavens be reveng'd on me, 
Cl:/-rd. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in 
Steele, 

Weſtm.\N nar, ſhall we ſutfer this? lets pluck him down, 

My heart for anger burnes, 1 cannot brooke ir. 
Henry, Be patient, gentle Earle of Weſtmerland, 
Clifford. Paticnce is tor Poultroones, ſuch as he; 
He duift not fic there, had your Father liu'd, 
My gracious Lord, here in the Parliament | 
Ler vs afſayle the Family of Yorke. | 
North Well haſt thou ſpoken,Couſin be it ſo. 
Henry, Alh,know you not the Citie favours them, 
And they hauc troupes of Souldiers at their beck? 
Weftm, But when the Duke 1s flaine, they'le quickly 
flye. - 

' Henry, Farte be the thought of this from Ferries heart, 
To make a Shambles ot the Parliament Houle, 
Couſin of Excter, trownes, words,and threats, 
Shall be the W arre that Hemry meanes to vie. 
Thou fatious Duke of Yorke deſcend my Throne, | 
And kneele for grace and mercie at ry teet, 

] am thy Soueraigne, 

Yorke, 1 am thine. 

Exet, For ſhame come downe, he inade thee Duke of 
Yorke, ; 

Torke. It was my Inheritance, as the Earledome was, 
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_ - Exet,Thy Father was a Traytor to the Crowne. 
IVarw Exeter thou art a Traytor to the Crowne, 

| In following this vſurping Hemry. 

| {liford. Whom ſhould hee tollow, but his naturall 

King ? | 
how True {/ifford,that's Richard Duke of Yorke, 
Henr;. And ſhall I ſtand,and thou fit in my Throne ? 
Yorke, It mult and ſhall be ſo,content thy ſelfe, 
Warw. B: Duke of Lancaſter,let him be King. 
Weſtm. He is both King,and Duke of Lancalter, 

And that the Lord of Weltmerland ſhall maintaine. 
Warg. And Warwick ſhall difproue it. You forget, 

That we are thoſe which chas'd you from the field, 

And ſlew your Fathcrs,and with Colours ſpread 

Mar: ht through the Citie to the Pallace Gates, 

Northumb. es 1Varwitke | remember it to my gricfe, 

| And by his Soule,thou and thy Houſe ſhall rue it, 
Weſtm. Plantagenet ,of thee and theſe thy Sonnes, 

Thy Kinſmen,and thy Friends, Ile haue more lives 

Then drops of bloud were in my Fathers Veines. 

(1:7. Vrge itno more, leſt that in Read of words, 

] ſend thee,Varwicke, ſuch a Meflznger, 

As ſhall reuenge his death, before | (tire. 

Warw. Poore Clifford, how 1 ſcorne his worthleſle 

Threats. | 
Plant. Will you we ſhew our Title to the Crowne ? 

If not,our Swords ſhall pleade it 1n the field. 

Henry, What Title haſt thou Traytor to the Crowne? 

My Father was as thou art, Duke of Yorke, 

Thy Grandfather Roger Mortimer, Earle of March, 

I am the Sonne of Henry the Fifr, 

Who made the Dolphin and the French to [toupe, 

And ſciz'd vpon their Townes and Prouinces, 

Warw. Talkenot of France,fith thou haſt loſt ic all, 
Perry. The Lord Protector loſt ic, and not T : 

When I was crown'd, | was but nine moncihs old, 
Rich. Youare old enough now, 

And yct me thinkes you loole : 

Father tcare the Crowne from the Viurpers Head, 
Edward. Sweet Father doe 10,fer it on your Head. 
Aſownt. Good Brother, 

As thou lou'ilt 21d honorett Armes, 

Let's fight it out,and not Rand cawlling thus, 

Richard. Sound Drujmmes and Trumpets, and the 

King will fiye. 

Plant, Sonnes peacc, 

Henry, Pcace thou, and giue King #enry leaue to 
ſpcake. 

arw, Plantagenct (hal ſpeake firft; Heare him Lords, 

And he you flent and atrentiue too, . | 

For he chat interrupts him, ſhall nor Iwe. 

Hen. Think'ft chon,thar 1 will leave my Kingly Throne, 

Wherein my Grandfire and my Father ſat? 

No:futt ſhall Warre voapeople this my Realme; 

I,and their Colours often borne in France, 

And now in England,to our hearts great forrovw, 

Shall be my Winding-ſheer, Why taint you Lords 2 

My Ticle's g00d, and better farre then his, 

Warw, Proue it Hexry, and thou ſhalt be King. 

Hen. Hemry the Fourth by Conqueſt got the Crowne. 
P/aut, 'T was by Rebellion againſt his King 

Ilerry., tknow not what to fay,my Titles weake: 

Tell me,may not a King adopt an Heire ? 

Plaxic, What then? 

Hemy, And it he may,then am I lawfull King: 

| For Richard, in the view of many Lords, 
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Refign'd the Crowne to Hewry the Fourth, 
Whoſe Heire my Father was,and I am his, 
Plant. He roſe againſt him, being his Soueraj gne 
And made him to religne his Crowne perfoxce. : 
Warw. Suppole,my Lords,he did it vnconſtrayn'd, 
Thinke you 'twere preiudiciall to his Crowne ? ' 
Exet, No: for he could not ſoreſigne his Crowne, 
Bur that the next Hzire ſhould ſucceed and reigne, 
Henry. Art thou againſt vs,Duke of Exeter ? 
Exet. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 
Plant. Why whiſper you,my Lords,and anſwer not ? 
Exert.My Conſcience tells me he is lawfull King, 
| Henry, All will reuolt from me,and turne to him, 
| Northumb. Plantagenet,for all the Clayme thou lay'ſt, 
| Thinke not,that Heryy ſhall be ſo depos'd. 
Warw, Depos'd he ſhall be,in deſpight of all, 
Northumb. Thou art deceiu'd ; 
'T1s not thy Southerne power 
Ot Eſſex, Nottolke,Suftolke,nor of Kent, 
W hich makes thee thus preſumpruous and prowd, 
Can ſet the Duke vp in defpight of me, 
Clifford, King Henry, be thy Title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vowes to fight in thy detence : 
May that ground gape,and ſwallow me aliue, 
Where 1 ſhall kneele to him that ſlew my Father. 
| Heny. Oh Clifford, how thy words reviue my heart, 
Plant. Henry ot Lancaſter,religne thy Crowne; 
What mutter you, or what conſpire you Lords ? 
Warw. Doe right vnto this Princely Duke of Yorke, 
Or I will fill the Houſe with armed men, 
And oucr the Chayre of State, where now he fits, 
Write vp his Title with viurping blood, 
He ſlampes with hi foet ,ard the Souldiers 
ſhew themſelucs, 
Henry. My Lord of Warwick,licare but one word, 
Let me for this my life time reigne as King. - 
Plarr,Confirme the Crowne to me and to mine Heires, 
And thou ſhalt reigne in quiet while thou liu'tt, 
[lenry. 1am courent: Richard Plantagenet 
Fnioy th: Kingdome after my deceaſe, 
C/iford. What wrong 1s this vnto the Prince, your 
Sonne? 
IWarw. What good is this to England, and himſelfe? 
Weſtm. Baſe, fearefull,and deſpayring Hemry, 
Clifford, How haſt thou injur'd both thy ſelfe and ys? 
weftm, 1 cannot ſtay co heare theſe Articles, 
Nerthumb. NorT. 
Clifford. Come Coufin, let vs tcll the Queene theſe 
Newes. 
Weſim. Farwell faint-hearted and degenerate King, 
In whole cold blood no ſparke of Honor bides. 
Northumb.Be thou a prey vnto the Houſe of Torke, 
And dye in Bands, for this vnmanly deed. 
Cliff. In dreadfull Warre may'ſt thou be overcome, 
Or liue in peace abandon'd and defpis'd, 
Warw. Turne this way Herry,and regard them not. 
| Exeter. They ſeeke renenge, and therefore will not 
yeeld. 
Henry, Ah Exeter. 
Warw. hy ſhould you high, my Lord ? 
Herry. Not for my ſelfe Lord Warwick, but my Sonne, 
Whom [ vnnaturally ſhall Ciſ-inherite, 
Bur be it as it may: Ihere entayle 
The Crowne to thee and to thine Heires for euer, 
Conditional'y, that heere thou take an Oath, 
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To honor me as thy King ,and Soveraigne: Hemry. Stay gentle Margeret,and heare me ſpeake, 
And neyther by Treaion nor Hoftilitie, Lneene. Thou haſt ſpoke too muchalready: get thee 
To ſeeke to put me downe,and reigne thy ſelfe, gone, | 
Plazt, This Oath Iwillingly wr Donny will performe. Henry. Gentle Sonne Edward,thou wilt ſtay me? 
Warw, Long live King Henry : Plamtagener embrace Qweene. 1,to be murther'd by his Enemies. 
him, Prince, When]T returne with viRtorie tothe field, { 
: Henry. And long live thou, and theſe thy forward | lle ſee your Grace : till then, Ile follow her. 
Sonnes. Queene, Come Sonne away, we may not linger thus, 
Plant. Now Yorke and Lancafter are reconcil'd, Henry. Poore Queene, | 
Exet, Accurſt be he that ſeekes to make thein foes. How loue to me, and co her Sonne, 
Senet. Here they come downe. Hath made her breake out into termes of Rage, 
Plant. Farewell my gracious Lord, Ile to my Caſtle, Reueng'd may ſhe be on that hatefull Dake, 
Warw. And lle keepe London with my Souldiers, Whoſe haughtie ſpirit, winged with defice, 
Norf. And Ito Norfolke with my follower” Will coſt my Crowne, and hke anempric Eagle, 
Mount, And I vato the Sea, from whence 1 came, Tyre on the fleſh of me,and of my Sonne, 
Henry. And I with griefe.and ſorrow to the Court. The loſſe of thoſe three Lords torments my heart ; 
| le write vnto them, and ehtreat them ſire ; 
Enter the Qucene, Come Coulin,you ſhall be the Meſſenger, 
Exeter, Heere comes the Queene, Exe. And1I,1hope,ſhall reconcile them al). Ext, 
Whole Lookes bewray her avger: 
Ile feale away. | Flauriſh, Enter Richard, Edward, and 
Henry. Exeter (0 will T. eV ountague, 
Queene. Nay,goe not from me, I will follow thee, Richard. Brother, though I bee youngeſt, giue mee 
Henry. Be patient gentle Qyeene, and 1 will tay, leaue, 
Oueene.\Who can be patienc 1 ſuch extreames 2 E1tward, No, [ can better play the Orator, 
Ah wretched man,would I had dy'de a Maid © | Mount, Bur 1 haue reafons ſtrong and forceable. 
And neuer ſcene thee, neuer borne thee Sonne, | 
Secing thou haft prou'd fo ynnaturall a Father, Enter the Duks of Yorke. 
Hath he deſeru'd to looſe his Birtherighc thus ? | 
Hadſt thou bur lou'd him halfe ſo well as [, Yorke. Why how now Sonnes, and Brother, at a firife ? 
Or felt that paine which I did for him once, W hat 1s your Quarrel!? how began it firſt? 
Or nouriſht him,as I did with my blood ; Edward. No Qunrrell, but a ſlight Contention, 
Thou would'ſt haue left thy deareft heart-blood there, Yorke, About what 2 
Rather then haue made that fauage Duke thine Heite, Rich. Abour that which concernes your Grace and ys, 
And diſ-inherited thine onely Sonne. The Crowne of England, Father, which is yours. 
Prince. Father, you cannot diſ-inherice me: 3. Yorke. Mine Boy? not till King Hezry be dead. 
If you be King,why ſhould not I ſucceede? +» Richard. Your Right depends not on his life, or death, 
Henry, Pardon me Aargaret,pardon me ſweet Sonne, Edward.Now you are Heire,therefore enioy it now; 
The Earle of Warwick and the Duke enforc't me, By giuing the Houſe of Lencaſter leaue to breathe, 
wee, Entorc't thee? Art thou King,and wilt be forc't? | Ic will our-runne you, Father,in the end, 
I ſhame to heare thee ſpeake: ah timorous Wretch, Yorke, 1 rooke an Oath, that hee ſhould quietly 
Thou haft vadone thy {elfe,thy Sonne,and me, reigne. 
And giu'n vnto the Houſe of Yorke ſuch head, Edward.But for a Kingdome any Oath may be broken; 
As thou ſhalt reigne but by ther: ſufferance. I would breake a thouſand Oathes,to reigne one yeere, 
To cntayle him and his Heires vato the Crowne, Richard. No: (50d forbid your Grace ſhould be for- 
W har is it, but to make thy Sepulcher, - ſworne, 
And creepe into it farre before thy time? Yorke. I ſhall be,if I clayme by open Warre, 
Warwick is Chancelor, znd the Lord of Callice, Richard, Ile proue the contrary, if youle heare mee 
* [Sterne Falconbridge commands the Narrow Seas, ſpeake. | 
The Duke is made Protector of the Realme, Yorke. Thou canſt not,Sonne; it is impoſhble, 
And yet ſhalt thou be ſafe? Such ſafetie findes | Richard. AnOathis of no moment, being not tooke 
The trembling Lambe,inuironned with Wolues, Before atrue and lawfull Magiftrate, 
Had I beene there,which am a filly Woman, That hath authoritie over him that ſweares. 
The Souldiers ſhould haue toſs'd me on their Pikes, | Henry had none, but did vſurpe the place. 
Before I would haue granted to that At. Then ſeeing 'twas he that made youto depoſe, 
But thou preferr'ſ thy Life,before thine Honor. Your Oath, my Lord, is vaine and friuolous. 
And ſeeing thou do Rt,I here divorce my felfe, Therefore to Armes: and Father doe bur thinke, 
Both from thy Table Herry,and thy Bed, How ſweet a thing it is to weare a Crowne, 
Vnctill that Ac of Parliament be repeal'd, Within whoſe Circuit is Elizimms, 
Whereby my Sonne is diſ-inherited, And all that Poers faine of Bliſſe and Toy. 
The Northerne Lords,that have forſworne thy Colours, | Why doe we linger thas? I cannot reſt, | 
Will follow mine,if once they ſec them ſpread ; Vnuill the White Roſe that I weare, be dy'de 
And ſpread they ſhall be,to thy foule diſgrace, Euen in the luke-warme blood of Hewrier heart, | 
And vtter ruine of the Houſe of Yorke: Yorke, Richard ynough: I will be King, or dye. 
Thus doe I leaue thee: Come Sonre, let's away, Brpther, thou ſhalt to London pens | 


Our Army is ready; come,wee'le after them. And whert on #arwick tothis Enterpri _ 
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|Thon Richard ſhalt to the Dake of Norfolke, { Clifford. Hownow? is he dead alreadie 2 | 
And tell him privily of our intent, | Or is it feare,that makes him cloſe his eyes? 
'| You Edward ſhall vrto my Lord Cobham, Ile open them, | 
With whom the Kentiſhmen will willingly riſe, Railand, So looks the pent-vp Lyon o're the Wrerch, | 
\ In them 1 truſt: for they are Souldiors, That crembles vnder his deuouring Pawes: 
Wittig,courteous,liberail,full of {pirit, And ſo he walkes,inſulting o're his Prey, 
Whill you are thus imploy d, what reftcth more ? And ſo be comes,to rend his Limbes atunder. 
But that I ſeeke occalion how to riſe, Ah gentle Clifford, kill me with thy Sword, 
And yet the King net priuie zo my Dritr, And not with ſuch a cruell threatning Looke, 
Nor any of the Houſc of Lancafer. | Sweet Clifford hearc me ſpeake, before I dye: | 
I am too meane 3 ſubicCt for thy Wrath, 
Enter Gabriel. | Bethou reueng'd on men,and let me liue, 
Clifford, In vaine thou ſpeak'ft, poore Boy : 
ſ But ſlay, what Newes? Why commiſt thou in ſuch | My Fathers blood hath opt the paſſage 
ofte ? \W here thy words ſhould enter, 
Gabriel. The Queene, Rutland, Then let my Fathers blood open it againe, 
With all the Northerne Earles and Lords, He is a man,and { lifford cope with him. 
Intend here co beliege you in your Caſtle, Clifford. H2d I thy Brethren here, their lives and thine 
She is hard by, with eweatie thouſand men; Were not revenge jufficient for me : 
And therefore fortifie your Hold,my Lord, No,if I digg'd vp thy fore-fathers Graues, 
Yorke. I,with my Sword, And hung their rotten Cofhns vp in Chaynes, 
What ? think'ſt chouzthat we feare them ? ſt could not {lake mine ire,nor eaſe my heart, 
Edward and Richard, you ſhall ſtay with me, The fight of any of the Houle of Yorke, 
My Brother Aforuntagxe (ha!) polte ro London, Is as a furie to rorment my Soule ; 
Let Noble 1/arwiche,{ cb ham and ihe reſt, And till I root out their accuried Line, 
Whom we haue lefe Protectors of the King, And leaue not one aliue, | liue in Hell. 
With powreful] Pollicie ftrengthen themſclues, Therzfore=-- 
! And truſt nor firple Henry, nor his Oathes. Ruan, Oh let me pray, before T rake @y death : 
Mount. Brother, | goe: Ile winne them,feare it not, | To thee ] pray; ſweet Clifford pity me. 
Andthus moſt humbly 1 doe cake my leaue. | Clifford. Suchpitty as my Rapiers point affords. 
| Exit Mount agne, | Rutland, 1 never did thee harme: why wilt thou flay 
me? 
Enter (Alortimer and bis Brother. Clifford. Thy Father hath, 


Rutland. But 'twas ere | was borne, 
York. Sir John,and Sir Hugh Mortimer,mine Vnckles, Thou haſt one Sonne, for }.is ſake pitty me, 


You are come to Sandall ina happic houre, Leaſt in reuenge thereof, fith God is wit, 
The Armie of the Queene meane to behiege vs. He be as miterably ſlaine as 1, | 
lohn. Shee (hill not neede, wee'le meete her in the | Ah,let me live in Priſon all my dayes, 
held. | And when 1 giue occa(ion of offence, 
Yorke. What,with five thouſar.d men ? Then ler me dye,for now thou haſt no cauſe, 
* Richard. 1, with fiue hundred, Father, tor ancede. { lifferd. No caule? thy Father flew my Fathei:theree 
A Woman's general: what ſhould we feare ? fore dye, 
A March afarre off. Rutland, Dy faciant laudu ſumma fit iſta tne. 
Eward. ] heare their Drummes : Clifford. Plantagenet, I come Plantagenet : 
| Let's ſer ovr men ja order, And this thy Sonnes blood cleaving to my Blade, 
! And iffue forth, and bid them Batrajle ſtraighr, Shall ruſt ypon my Weapon, ti!l thy blood 
| Torke.Fiue men to twentie: though the oddes be great, | Congeal'd with this, doe make me wipe off both. Exir. 
11 i doubt not, Vackle,ot our ViRories 
4 Many a Battaile haue 1 wonne'in France, eAlarum. Enter Richard, Duks of Torkg. : 
"if When as the Enemie hach beene tenne to one: 
* Why ſhould I not now haue the like ſucceſle ? Yorke.The Army of the Queene hath got the field: 
þ | Alarum. Exit, My Vnckles both are laine, in reſcuing me; 
i Po. And all my followers, to the eager foe 
me Enter Rutland, and bis Tutor. Turne back,and fiye,like Ships before the Winde, 
111108 Or Lambes purſu'd by hunger-ſtarued Wolues., 
' ad, Koiland. Al,vwwhither ſhall I lge,to ſcape their hands? | My Sonnes,God knowes what hath bechanced them; 
, i An Tutor, looke where bloody Clifford comes. Burt this I know, they haue demean'd themſclues 
' j | | | | Like men borne to Renowne, by Life orDeath. 
: ht: | | Enter ( lifford. Three times did Richard make a Lane ro me, 
| RErn Clifford Chaplaine away.thy Prieſthood ſaues thy life. | | And thrice cry'de, Courage Father, fight it out ; 
\r Jt As forthe Brat of this accurſed Duke, And tull as oft came Edward tomy fide, 
"1 | | Whole Father flew my Father, he ſhall dye. With Purple Fanlchion, painted to the Hilt, 
0 hh Twtor, And |,my Lord, will beare him company. | In blood of thote that had encountred him : 
v 41 Clifard. Souldiers, away with him, And when the hardyeft Warriors <1d retyre, 


T ator. An Cl;ford,murther not this innocent Child, | Richard cry'de.Charge,and give no foot of ground, 


| Lealt thou be hated both of God and Man, Exws. And cry'de,A Crowne, or elle a glorious Tombe, 
| M... 
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A Scepter,oran Earthly Sepulchre. 

With this we charg'd againe: Js out alas, 

We bodg'd againe, as 1 haue ſcene a Swan 

With bootlefle labour ſwimme againſt the Tyde, 

And ſpend her ſtrength with ouer-matching Waues, 
A ſhort Alarum withis, 

Ah hearke,the fatall followers doe purſue, 

And [ am faint,and cannot flye their furic; 

And were I Rrong,I would not ſhunne their furie, 

The Sands are numbred,toart makes vp my Life, 

Here muſt I lay,and here my Lite muſt end. 


Enter the 2ucene, Clifford, Northumberland, 
the young Prince,and Souldiers. 


| 
Come bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland, 


I dare your quenchlefle furie to more rage ; /* 
I am your Zutt,and labide your Shor. 
Northumb, Yecld to our mercy,proud Plantagenet, 
Clifford. 1,to ſuch mercy,as his ruthleſſe Arme 
With downe-right payment,ſhew'd vito my Father, 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from bis Carre, 
And made an Euening at the Noone-tide Prick. 
Yorke. My aſhes,as the Phcenix,may bring forth 
A Bird,that will revenge vpon you all : 
And in that hope, I throw mine eyes to Heauen, 
Scorning what ere you can afflict me with, 
Why come you not? what, multicudes,and feare 2 
Cl:f. So Cowards fight, when they can flyeno further, 
So Doues doe peck the H———_ Tallons, 
So deſperate T heeues,all hopelefle of their Liues, 
Breathe out InueCtiues 'gainſt the Officers. 
Yorke. Oh (lifford, but bethinke thee once againe, 
And in thy thought ore-run my former time ; 
And if thou canſt, for bluſhing, view this face, 
And bite thy tongue,that flanders him with Cowardice, 
Whoſe frowne hath made thee faint and flye ere this, 
Clifford. 1 will not bandie with thee word for word, 
But buckler withthee blowes twice two for one, 
Queene. Hold valiant Clifford, for 2 thouſand cauſes 
I would prolong a while the Traytors Life: 
Wrath makes him deafe; ſpeake thou Norttmmberland. 
Northumb. Hold Clifford, doe not honor him ſo much, 
To prick thy finger,though to wound his hearc, 
W har valour were it, when a Curre doth grinne, 
For one to thruſt his Hand betweene his Teeth, 
When he might ſpurne him with his Foot away ? 
Itis Warres prize,to take all Vantages, 
And tenneto one,is no impeach of Valour. 
Clifford. I, 1, ſo firives the Woodcocke with the 
Gynne, 
Northumb. So doth the Connie ſtruggle in the 
Net, 
Tork, So triumph Theeues _-_ their conquet'd Booty, 
So True men yeeld with Robbers, fo o're-matche, 
Northumb. \\V hat would your Grace haue done vnto 
him now ? | 
Queene. Braue Warriors, Clifford and Northumberland, 
Come make him ſtand ypon this Mole-hill here, 
That raught at Mountaines with our-ſtretchtd Armes, 
Yer parted but the ſhadow with his Hand, 
What,was it you that would be Englands King ? 
Was't you chat reuell'd i; our Parliament, 
And made a Preachment of your high Deſcent? 
Where are your Meſle of Sonnes,to back you now , 
The wanton Edward,and the luftic George ? , 
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And where's that valiant Crook. back Prodigie, 

Dickie, your Boy,thac with his grumbling yoyce 

Was wont to cheare his Dad in Murinies ? 

Or with the reſt, where is your Darling, Rutland ? 

Looke Yorke, 1 ftzyn'd this Napkin wich the blood 

That valiant Clifford, with his Ropiers poiat, 

Made iflue from the Boſome of the Boy: 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I give thee this todrie thy Cheekes withall, 

Alas poore 7 ore, but that I hate thee deadly, 

I ſhould lament thy miſerable Rate. 

I prythee giicue,to inake me merry, Torke. 

\W hat, hath thy fieric heartſo parche thine entravles, 

That not a Teare can fall,for Rst/ands death ? 

\Why art thou patient,man? thou ſhould'fi be mad: 

And 1,to make thee mad, doe mock thee thus, 

Stampe,raue,and fret,that 1 may fng and dance, 

Thou would'ſt be fee'd,l ſee,to make me ſport ; 

Yorke cannot ſpeake,vnleſſe he weare a Crowne. 

A Crowne for Yorke z and Lords, bow loweto him : 

Hold you his hands,whileſt I doe fer it on, 

I marry Sir, uow lookes he like a Kyng : 

I,this is he that tooke.King Henries Chaire, 

And this is he was his adopted Heire. 

Bur how is it,that great Plantagenet 

Is crown'd fo loone,and broke his ſfolemne Oath? 

As | bethinke me, you ſhould not be King, 

Till our King Henry had (hooke hands with Death. 

And will you pale your head in Eexries Glory, 

And rob his Temples of the Diademe, 

Now in his Life,againft your holy Oath ? 

Oh'tis a fault coo too vnpardonable, 

Of with the Crownezand with the Crowne his Head, 

And whileſt we breathe,take tine to doe him dead. 
Clifford. That is my Office, for my Fathers ſake. 
Queene. Nay ſlay , let's heare the Orizons hee 

makes. . 
Yorke, Shee-Wolfe of France, 

Buc worſe then Wolues of France, 

Whoſe Tongue more poyſons then the Adders Tooth ; 

How ill-beſceming is it in thy Sex, 

To triumph like an Amazonian Trull, 

Vpon their Woes, whom Fortune captiuates e 

But that thy Face is Vizard-like, vnchanging, 

Made impudent with vſe of euill deedes, 

I would aſſay,prowd Queene,to makethee bluſh. 

To tell thee whence thou cam'ft,of whom deriu'd, 

Were ſhame cnough, to ſhame thee, 

Werethounot ſhameleſle, 

Thy Father beares the type of King of Naples, 

Of both the Sicils, uſalem, 

Yet notſo wealth:e as an Engliſh Yeoman, 

Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to inſuly? T 

It needes notnor it bootes thee not,prowd Queene, 

Vnlefie the Adage mult be yerityY, 

That Beggers mounted,runne their Horſe to death, 


| 'Tis Beautie that doth oft make Women prowd, 


| 
[ 


| Oh Tygres Heart, wrapt in a Womans Hide, 


Bur God he knowes, thy thare thercof is ſmall. 
"Tis Verrue,that doth make them moſt admir'd, 
The contrary, doth make thee wondred at. 

Tis Gouernment that makes them ſeeme Diuine, 
The want thereof, makes thee abhominable. 
Thou art as oppoſite to euery good, 

As the pes arevntco vs, 

Or 3s the South to the Seprentrion. 
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How could'ft thou drayne the Life-blood of che Child, 


To bid the Father wipe his eyes withall, 
And yer be ſeene to beare a Womans face ? 
Women are fofc,mil le, pirtifull, and flexible; 
Thou, fterne,obdurate flintic,rough,remorſeleſſe, 
B dit rhou me rage? why now thou haſt thy wiſh, 
Would it have me weep*? why now thou haftthy will. 
For raging Wind blowes vp inceſſant ſhowers, 
And wh:n che Rage allayes,the Raine begins, 
Theſe Teeres are my {weet Rutland; Obſequies, 
And euery drop crycs vengeance for his death, 
'Gunſt thee ic!! Chſſard, and thee falſe French-woman, | 
Northunb. B:\bh:cw me,bdc his paſhons moues me lo, 
That hardly can I check my eyes trom Teares, & 
Yorke. Thar Face of his, 
The hungry Caniba!l; would not have toucht, 
Would not haue ſtzyn'd with blood: 
But you are more inhumane,more inexorable, 
On, tenne times more then Tygers of Hyrcania. 
Sce,ruthleſſe Qeenc,a hapleſle Fathers Teares: 
This Cloth thou dipd't in blood of my ſweet Boy, 
And I with Teares dog waſh the blood away. 
Keepe thou the Napkin,and goe boaſt of this, 
And if thou tell'ft the heauie (torte right, 
Vpon my Soule,the hearers will ſhed Teares : 
Yea,cuen my Focs will ſhed faſt-falling Teares, 
And ſay, Alas, it was a pittious deed, 
There,take the Crowne, and with the Crowne,my Curſe, 
And in thy need, ſuch comfort come to thee, 
As now lI reape at thy too cruell hand. 
Hard-hearted C!ford,take me from the World, 
My Soule to Heauen, my Blood vpon your Heads. 
Northumb.Had he been {laughter-man to all my Kinne, 
I ſhould not for my Life but weepe with him, 
To ſee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soule. | 
Daren, What, weeping ripe,my Lord Northumberland ? 
Thinke bur vpon the wrong he did vs all, 
And that will quickly drie thy melting Tees, 
Clifford. Hecie's tor my Oath, heere's for my Fathers 
Death. | 
= Queene, And hceere's to right our genite-hearted 
ing. 
| Worke Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God, 
My Soule flyes through theſe wounds, ro ſceke our thee, 
Dneene.Oft with 1s Head, and (et it on Yorke Gates, 
So Torke may ouer-looke the Towne of Yorke, 
Flowrih. Exit. 


A March. Enter Edward, Richard, 
and th:ir power, 


Edmgrd. 1 wonder how our Princely Father (cap't: 
Or whether he be {capt away,orno, 
From CliFords 3nd Northymberlands purſuit ? 
Had he been ta'ne,we ſhould have heard the newes; 
Had he beene Naine,we ſhould have heard the newes: 
Or had he ſcop*r,me thinkes we ſhould haue heard 


- —— 


1he nappy 1101195 of h15 good elc ape. 
How tares my Brother? why 15 he lo {ad? 
Richard, cannot ioy, untill 1 be re{olu'd 


| Where our right valiant Father is become. 


; 
, 


. 


| I fawhim inthe Battatle range about, 


And watcht him how he fingled C/rford forth, 
Me thought he bore himin the thickeſt ccoupe, 
As dotha Lyonwina Heard of Near, 

Oc as a Beare ervcompals'd round with Dogges : 
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Who hauing pinch a few,and made themery, 
The reft ſtand all aloote,and barke at him, 
So far'd our Father with his Enemies, 
So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father: 
Me thinkes 'tis prize enough to be his Sonne. 
Sec how the Morning opes her golden Gates, 
And takes her farwell of the glorious Sunne, 
How well reſembles it the prize of Youth, 
Trimm'd like a Yonker, prauncing to his Loue ? 
Ed, Darzle mine eyes, or doe [| ſee three Sunnes ? 
Rich. Three glorious Sunnes,each one a perfe& Sunne, 
Not ſeperated with the racking Clouds, 
Burt ſeuer'd in a pale cleare-ſhining Skye, 
See,lee,they ioyne,embrace,and " ow. to kiſle, 
As if they yow'd ſome League inviolable, 
Now are they but one Lampe,one Light,one Sunne : 
In this,the Heauen figures ſome event, 
Edward. 'T1s wondrous ſtrange, 
The like yet never heard of. 
I thinke it cites vs(Brother)ro the field, 
That wee,the Sonnes ef braue Plautagenet, 
Exch one alreadie blazing by our mecdes, 
Should notwithſtanding ioyne our Lights together, 
And ouer-ſhine the Earch,as this the World, 
What ere it bodes, hence-forward will I beare 
Vpon my Targuet three faire ſhining Sunnes, 
Richard, Nay,beare three Daughters: 
By your leaue, I ſpeake it, 
You loue the Breeder better then the Male, 


Enter one blowing. 7 


But what art thou, whoſe heauie Lookes fore-tell 


| Some dreadtull ory hanging on thy Tongue ? 


Meſſ. Ah,one that was a wofull looker on, | 
When as the Noble Duke of Yorke was ſlaine, 
Your Princely Father,and my louing Lord, 
Edward, Oh ſpeake no more, tor I haue heard too 
much, 
Richard, S1y how he dy'de,for I will heare it all, 
Aeſſ. Enuironed he was with many foes, 
And ſtood againſt them, as the hope of Troy 
Againft the Greekes,that would have entred Troy, 
But Hercules himſelfe muſt yeeld to oddes:; 
And many ftroakes,though with alittle Axe, 
Hewes downe and fell; the hardeſt-rymber'd Oake, 
By many hands your Father was ſubdu'd, 
B it onely (laughr'red by the irefull Arme 
Ot yn-relenting C liford and the Queene: 
Who crown'd the gracious Duke in high deſpight, 
[augh'd in his face : and when with griefe he wepr, 
The ruthleſſe Queene gaue him, to dry his Cheekes, 
A Napkin,fteeped in the narmeleſſe blood 
Of ſweer young Rerland, by rongh Chfford laine ; 
And after many ſcornes, many foule taunts, 
They tooke his Head, and on the Gates of Yorke 
They ſer the ſame,and there it doth remaine, 
The ſaddeti ſpeRtacle that ere 1 yview'd. 
Edward.Sweert Duke of Yorke,our Prop to leane vpon, 


Now thou art gone wee haue no Staffe,no Stay. 


Oh C/fford,boyR'rous Clifford thou haſt Nlaine 

The flowre of Europe, for his Cheualrie, 

And trecherouſly haftthou yanquiſht him, 

For hand to hand he would have yanquiſhe thee. 

Now my Soules Pallace is become a Priſon: 

Ah,would ſhe breake from hence, that this my body 
Might 
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Might inthe ground be cloſed vp inreſt ; 

For neuer henceforth ſhall I ioy againe: 

Neuer, oh never ſhall I ſce more ioy. 

Rich. 1 cannot weepe: for all my bodies moyſture 
Scarſe ſerues to quench my Furmace-burning hart : 

Nor can my tongue vnloade my hearts great burthea, 
For ſelfe-ſame winde that I ſhould ſpeake withall, 

Is kindling coales that fires all my breſt, 

And burnes me yp with flames, that tears would querich, 
To weepe, is to make eſſe the depth of greefe: 

Teares then for Babes; Blowes,and Revenge for mee, 
Richard, 1 beare thy name, Ile venge thy death, 

Or dye renowned by attempring it, 

E4. His name that yaliant Duke hath left with thee: 
His Dukedome, and his Chaire with me is left. 

Rich, Nay,itf thou be that Princely Eagles Bird, 
Shew thy deſcent by gazing 'gainft the Sunne: 

For Chaire and Dukedome, Throne and Kingdome fay, 
Either thac is thine, orelſc thou wer't not his, 


March. Enter Warwicke,Mar queſſe Mountaente, 
and their Army. 
Warwick, How now faire Lords > What faire? What 
newes abroad? 
Rich, Great Lord of Warwicke,if we ſhould recompt 
{ Our balefull newes, and at each words deliverance 
Stab Poniards in our fleſh, rill all were told, 
The words would adde more anguifh thenthe wounds, 
O yaliant Lord,the Duke of Y orke 1s {laine, 
Edw, O Warwicke, Warwicke, that Plantageired 

W hich held thee deerely, as his Soules Redempcion, 
| Is by the ſterne Lord Clifford done to death. 
War. Ten dayes 2go, | drown'd theſe newes in teares, 
{ And nowto adde more meaſure to your woes, 
| Ic ome to tell you things ſith then befalne. 
After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, 
Where your braue Father breath'd his lateſt gaspe, 
| Tydings, as ſwiftly 25 the Poſtes could runne, 
\Vere brought me of your Lofle, and his Depart, 
1 then in London, keeper of the King, 
Multer'd my Soldiers, gathered flockes of Friends, 
Marcht toward S. Albons,to intercept the Queene, 
| Bearing the King in my behalfe along : 
For by my Scouts, ] was aduertiſed 
That ſhe was comming with a full intent 
Todaſh our late Decree in Parliament, 
Touching King Henries Oath, and your Succeſsion : 
Short T ale to make, we at S, Albons met, 
Our Bartailes ioyn'd, and both fides fiercely fought : 
But whether *<was the coldnefle of the King, 
Wholook'd full gently on his watlike Queene, 
| That robb'd my Soldiers of their heated Spleene, 
Or whether 'twas report of her ſucceſle, 
Or more then common feare of Cliffords Rigour, 
Who thunders to his Capriues, Blood and Death, 
E cannot iudge : but to conclude with truth, 
Their Weapons like to Lightning, came and went : 
Gur Souldiers like the Night. Owles lazie flight, 
Or like alazie Threſher with a Flaile, 
Fell gently downe, as if they trucke their Friends, 
I cheer'dchem vp with iuſtice of our Cauſe, 
With promile of high pay,and great Rewards : 
Buf all in yaine, they had no heart to tight, 
And we (in them) no hope to win the day, 
Sothat we fled : the King vnto the Queene, 
| Lord George, your Brother, Nortolke, and my Selfe, 
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In haſte, polt haſte, are come to ioyne with you 
For in the Marches heere we heard you wete, 
Making another Head, to fight againe, 

E4.\W here is the Duke of Norfolke, gentle Warwick? 
And when came George from Burgundy co England? 

Far. Some hs miles oF the D.rke is with the Soldiers, 
And for your Prother he was lately fenc 
From your kinde Aunt Dutcheſle of Burgundie, 

Wirh ayde of Souldiers ro this needfull VWarre, 

Rich, Twas oddes belike, when valiant Warwick fled; 
Otr haue I heard his praiſes in Purſuice, 

Bur ne're till now, his Scandall of Retire. 

War, Nornow my Scandall Richard,dofſt thou heare: 
For thou ſhalt know this flrong right hand of wine, 
C:nplucke the Diadem from faint Henries head, 

And wring theawefu]l Scepter from his Fiſt, 
Were he as famous, and as bold in Warre, 
As heis fam d for Mildneſſe, Peace,and Prayer. 

Rich. 1 know it well Lord Warwick, blame me not, 
Tis loueI beare thy glories make me ſpeake : 

Burt in this troublous time, what's to be done ? 
Shall we go throw away our Coates of Steele, 

And wrap our bodies in blacke mourning Gownes, 
Numb'ring our Aue-Marics with our Beads ? 

Or ſhall we on the Helmets of our Foes 

Tell our Devotion with revengefull Armes ? 

If for the lat, ſay 1, andro it Lords, 

War, Why therefore Warwick cameto ſeek you out, 

And therefore comes my Brother Monnrepne : 
Attend me Lords, the proud inſulting Queene, 
With Clifford, and the haughe Northumberland, 
And of their Feather, many moe proud Birds, 
Haue wrought the eafie-melting King, like Wax. 
He ſwore conſent to your Succeſſion, 

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament, 

Andnow to London all the crew are gone, 

To fruftrate both his Oath, and what beſide 

May make againſt the houfe of Lancaſter, 

Their power (I thinke)is thirty thouſand ſtrong : 
Now, if the helpe of Norfolke,and my ſelfe, 
With all the Friends that thou braue Earle of March, 
Among'the louing Welſhmen can'ſt procure, 
Will but amount to hue and twenty thouſand, 
Why Via, to London will we march, 

And once agine, befride our foaming Stetds, 
And once againe cry Charge vypon our Fozs, 

Bur neuer once againe turne backe and ye, 

Rich, T, now me thinks I heare great Warwick ſpeak; 
Ne're may heliue to ſee a Sun-ſhine day, 

That cries Retire, if Warwicke bid him ſtay. 

E4. Lord Warwicke, on thy ſhoulder will Tleane, 
And when thou failſt( as God forbid the hovre) 

Mult Edward fall, which perill heaven forefend, 

War. No longer Earle of March, but Duke of Yorke: 
The next degree,is Englands Royall Throne : 
For King of England ſhalt thou be proclaim'd 
In euery Burrough as we paſſe along, 

And he that throwes not vp his cap for joy, 
Shall for the Fault make forfeit of his head. 
King Edward, valiant Richard Mountagne : 

Stay weno longer, dreaming of Renowne, 
Buc ſound the Trumpets,and about our Taske, 

Rich. Then Clifford, were thy heart as hard 2s Steele, 
As thou haſt ſhewne it fiimtie by thy deeds, 
I come to pierce it, or to giue thee mine. 


Ed. Then frike yp Drums, God and $,George for vs. } 
p War. 
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Enter a Meſſenger, 
| Var, Hownow? what newes ? 
Aeſ. The Duke of Norfolke ſends you word by re, 
' The Queene is comming with a puiſſant Hoalt, 
| And craues your company,for ſpeedy counlell. 
War. Why then it torts, braue Warriors, let's away, 

| E xennt Omues. 


Flowriſh, Enter the King the Dnrrne, Clifford, Northum- 
ana 1 ong Prince, with Drumme and 
T rumpettes. 


£n, Wclcome wy Lord, to this braue town of Yorke, 
Yonders the head of that Arch-enemy, 
Thc ſought to be incompalt with your Crowne. 
Doth not the obicct chcere your heart, my Lord, 
| K, I,as therockes cheare them that feare their wrack, 
; To1-e this tight, it irkes my very ſoule : 
With-hold reucnge (deere God)'tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly true I infring'd my Vow, 
Cl:f. My gracious Liege, this too much lenity 
And harmfull pitty muſt be layd afide : 
To whom do Lyons caſt their gentle Lookes ? 
Not to the Beatty that would 6 their Den. 
Whoſe hand is that the Forreſt Beare doth licke ? 
Not his that ſpoyles her yong betore her face. 
Who ſcapes the lurking Serpents mortall ſting ? 
Not he that ſers his toot ypon her backe, 
The ſmalleſt Worme will curne, being troden on, 
And Doues will pecke in ſategard of their Brood, 
Ambitious Yorke, Cid level] at thy Crowne, 
Thon {miling, while he knit his angry browes, 
He bur a Duke, would have his Sonne a King, 
And raiſe his iſſue like a loving Sire, 
Thou being a King, bleſt with a goodly ſonne, 
 Did'lt yeeld conſent to diſinherit him : 
Which argued thee a moſt ynlouing Father, 
Vnreaſonable Creatures feed their young, 
And though mans face be fearefull ro their eyes, 
Yer in prote<tion of their tender ones, 
\Vho hathnot ſcene them cuen with thoſe wings, 
Winch ſometime they have vs'6 with tcarfull flight, 
Make warre with him that climb'd vnto their neſt, 
Offering their owne liues in their yongs defence? 
For ſhame,my Liege, mske them your Prefident : 
\\/ere-it nor pitty that this goodly Boy 
Should looſe his Birth-right by his Fathers fault, 
And long heereafter ſay vato his childe, 
W hat my great Grandfather, and Grandhre gor, 
| My carelefle Father tondly gaue away. 
Ah, what a ſhame were this? Looke on the Boy, 
Andlet his manly face, which promiſeth 
Succeſletull Fortune ſteele thy melting heart, 
To hold thine owne, and leave thine owne with him, 
Kg. Full well hath Cifordplaid the Orator, 
Inferring arguments of mighty torce : 
Bur Ckford tell me, did Rt thouneuer heare, 
That chings il] got, had cuer bad fſucceſle, 
And happy alwyyes was it tor that Sonne, 
Whole Father for his hoording went to hell : 
| Tle leaue my Sonne my Vertuous deeds behinde, 
And would my Father had left me no more; 
| For all the reſt is held at ſuch a Rate, 
| As brings 2 thouſand fold more care to keepe, 
| Then in poſſe(hon any ior of pleaſure. 
Ah Cohn Yorke, would tly beſt Friends did know, 
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| How it doth greeue me that thy head is heere. 
Os My Lord cheere vp your ſpirits,our foes are nye, 
And this ſoft courage makes your Followers faint : 
You promiſt Knighthood to our forward ſonue, 
Vnſheath your ſword,and dub bim preſently, 
Edward,kneele downe, 
King. Edward Plantagennt, ariſe a Knight, 
*And learne this Leſlon; Draw thy Sword in righs, 
Prm, My gracious Father,by your Kingly leaue, 
Ile draw it as Apparautto the Crowne, 
Andia that quarrell,vſc it to the death, 
Clif. Why that is ſpoken like atoward Prince, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſſ, Royall Commanders, be in readinefſe, 
For with « Band of thirty thouſand men, 
Comes Warwicke backing of the Duke of Yorke, 
And inthe Townes as they do march along, 
Proclaimes him King, and many fiye to him, 
Darraigne your battell, for they are at hand. 
* Clif, I would your Highneſſe would depart thefield, 
| The Queene hath beft ſucceſſe when you are abſent. 
2s, I good my Lord,and leave vs to our Fortune, 
King. Why, that's my fortune too, therefore Ile ſtay. 
North, Be it withreſolution then to fight. n 
Prin. My Royall Tather,cheere theſe Noble Lords, 
And hearten thoſe that fight in your defence; 
Vnſheath your Sword, good Father: Cry S.George. 


| 


March. Enter Edward Warwicke, Richard,Clavence, 
Norfolke, Monntag ue,and Soldiers. 


Edw. Now periur'd Herry, wilt thou kneel for grace? 
And ſet thy Diadem vpon my head? 

Or bide the mortall Fortune of the field, 

Os, Gorate thy Minions, proud inſulting Boy, 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold intermes, 

Before thy Souerajgne,and thy lawfull King ? 

Ed. 1 am bis King,and he ſhould bow his knee : 
I was adopted Heire by his conſent, 

Cla, Since when, his Oath is broke: for as I heare, 
You that are King, though he do weare the Crowne, 
Haue caus'd him by new Ac of Parliament, 

To blot out me, and put his owne Sonne in. 

Clif. And reaſon too, 

Who ſhould ſucceede the Father, but the Sonne, 

Rich, 'Are you there Butcher? O,l cannot ſpeake. 

Clif, I Crooke-backyhere I Rand to anſwer thee, 
Or any he,the proudeſt of thy ſort. 

Rich, 'T was youthat kill'd yong Rutland,was it not? 

(if. 1,and old Yorke,and yer not ſatisfied, 

Rich. For Gods ſakeLords giue fignall ro the fight, 

War. What ſay'ſt thou Herry, | 
Wilt thou yeeld the Crowne? (you ſpeak? 

#, Why how now long-tongu'd Warwicke, dare 
When you and I, met at S.eA{bons laſt, 
| Your legges did better ſervice then your hands, 

War, Thea 'twas my turne to fly, and now 'tis thine : 

Clif. You ſaid ſo much before,and yet you fled. 

War. "Twas not your valor Cliffora droue me thence, 

Nor.No,nor your manhood*thatidurſt make you ſtay. 

Rich, Northumberland,I bold thee reuerently, 
Breake off the parley,for ſcarſe 1 can reftaine 
The execution of my big-|wolne heart 
Vpon that Cl:fford, that cruell Child-killer. 

Cirf. Iilew thy Father,caſt chou him a Child ? 


Rich, | 
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Rich, Tlike a Daſtara,and a treacherous Coward, 
As thou did kill our tender Brother Rutland, 
Bat ere Sunſet, Le make thee curle the deed. 


me {ocake, | 

Os. Defiz them then,or els hold cloſe thy lips. 

King. I prythee give no limits romy Tongne, 

[ am a King,and priwledg'dto ipeake, 

Chf.My Liege,the wound that bred this meeting here, 
Cannot be cur'd by W ords,therefore be 111. 

Rich, Then Executioner vnſheath thy {word ; 

By him that made vs all, I am refolu'd, 


That Clifords Manhood, lyes vpon his tongue. 


Ed. Say Hery,ſlyall I haue my right,or no: 
A thouſand men have broke their Faſts to day, 
That ne're ſhall dine, vnlefſe chou-yeeld the Crowne, 
War.; If thou deny,their Blood vpon thy head, 
For Yorke in iuſtice-put's his Armour on. 
Pr.Ed. If that beright, which Warwick (ates is right, 
There is no vvronggbur euery thing is right, 
War. Whoeuer'got thee,there thy Mother ſtands, 
For well I vyot,thou haſt thy Mothers congue. 
2s, Burt chou art neyther like thy Sire nor Damme, 
Bur like a foule miſhapen Stygmaticke, 
Mark'd by the Deſtinies to be auoided, 
As v-nome Toades, or Lizards dreadfull fiogs, 
Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Engliſh gilt, 
Whoſe Father beares the Title of a King, 
(As 1f a Channell ſhould be call'd the Sea) 
Sham & thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught, 
To let thy tongue deteQ thy baſe-borne heart, 
Ed. A wiſpe of ſtraw were worth a thouſand Crowns, 
To make this ſhameleſſe Caller know her ſelfe : 
Helen of Greece was fayrer farre then thou, 
Alchough thy Husband may be Menelar ; 
And ne're was Agamemnons Brother wrong'd 
By that falſe W oman,as this King by thee, 
His Father reuel'd in the heart of France, 
And tam'd the King,and made the Dolphin ſtoope ; 
And had he match'd according to his Scate, 
He might haue kept that glory to this day, 
Burt when he tooke a begger to his bed, 
And grac'd thy poore Sire with his Bridall day, 
Euen then that Sun. ſhine brew'd a ſhowre for him, 
That waſht his Fathers fortunes forth of France, 
And heap'd {edition on his Crowne at home : 
For what hath broach'd this tumulr but thy Pride? 
Had'it thou bene mecke,our Title ill had flepr, 
And we in pitty of the Gentle King, 
JHad lipt our Claime, vncill another Age, 

Cla.But when we ſaw, our Sunſhine made thy Spring, 
And that thy Summer bred vs no increaſe, 
We ſerthe Axe to thy yſurping Roote : 
And though the edge hath ſomething hit our ſelues, 
Yer know thou, ſince we haue begun to ſtrike, 
Wee'l neuer leaue, till wehave hewne thee downe, 
Or bath'd thy growing, with our heared bloods, 

Edvw. And inthis reſolution, I defietiice, 
Not willing any longer Conference, 
Since thou denicd'ſt the gentle King to ſpeake, 
Sound Trumpets, let our bloody Colours waue, 
And either Victorie, or clic a Graue, 

Du, Stay Eaward, 

Ed. No wrangling Woman, wee'l no longer Rey, 
Theſe words will colt ten thouſand liues this day. 

E xernt omntes « 
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Alarum, E XCAT, Gons, Enter 3 arwi ke 


King. Hue done with words (my Lords) and heare | 7a. Fore-(pent with Toile, as Runners with a Race, 
Bt 


ay me downe a little while co breath : 
For ftrokes receiu'd,and many blowes repaid, 
Have robb'd my [trong Enic linewes of their ſtrength, 
And [pight of ſpight, needs mult I reſt a-while, 


Enter Edward running. 
E4, Smile gentle heauen, or firike vngentle death, 
For this worke frownes, and Edwards Sunne is clowded. 


Var, How now my Lotd, what happe? what hopeof F 


good? 
Enter Clarence. 
; Cla, Ourhap'iisloſſe, evr hope bur ſad diſpaire, 
Our rankes are broke, andruine tfollowes ys, 
\ har countaile giue you? whether ſhall we flye? 
Ed. Boetleflc is flight, chey follow vs with Wings, 
And weake we are,and cannot ſhun purſuite, 


Enter Richard. 


Rich, Al Warwicke,why haſtY withdrawnthy ſelfe? | 


Thy Brothers blood the thirſty earth hath drunk, 
Broach'd with the Steely point of Cliffords Launce 
And in the very pangs of death, he cryde, 

Like to a diſmall Clangor heard from farre, 

Warwicke, revenge; Brother, reuenge my death, 

So vnderneath the belly of their Steeds, 

That Rain'd their Ferlockes in his ſmoaking blood, 
The Noble Gentleman gaue vp the ghoſt, 

Wer. Thenlet the earth be drunken with our blood: 
Ne kill my Horſe, becaufe I will not flye : 

Why ſtand we like ſoft-hearred women heere, 
Woayling our loſſes, whiles the Foe doth Rage, 
And looke ypon, as it the Tragedie 

Were plaid inleſt, by countertetting Ators, 
Heere on my knee, 1 yow to God aboue, 

Ile neuer pawlſe againe, neuer (tand fill, 

Till either death hath clos'd rheſe eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune giuen me meaſure of Revenge. 

Ed, Oh Warwicke, I do bend my knee with thine, 

And in this vow do chaine my foule to thine : 
Andere my knee riſe from the Earths cold face, 
I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heartto thee, 
Thou ſetter yp, and plucker downe of Kings: 
Beſceching thee (if with thy will it ftands) 
That to my Foes this body muſt be prey, 
Yer that thy brazen gates of heauen may ope, 
And giue ſweet paſſage ro my finfull ſoule, 
Now Lords, take leaue vntill we meete againe, 
Where ere it be, in heauen,or in earth, 

Rich. Brother, 

Giue me thy hand, and gentle Warwicke, 

Let me imbrace thee in my weary armes : 

] that did never weepe, now melt with wo, 

That Winter ſhould cur off our Spring-time ſo. 
War. AWway,away: 

Once more ſweet Lords farwell. 

Cla, Yetler vs altogether to our Troopes, 
And give them leaue to flye, that will not (tay: 
And call them Pillars that will ſtand to vs ; 
And if we thrive, promiſe them ſuch rewards 
As ViRors weare at the Olympian Games, 
This may plant courage in their quailing breaſts, 
For yet 1s hope of Litc and Victory: 
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1451 | orellow no longer, moke we hence amaine. =Exexure , His coldthinne drinke out ot his Leather Botle 
Wo 1 hot. teu His wonted {leepe, vnder a freſh trees ſhade, 
| 1 Exrur/iong. Enter Richard and Clifard. All which lecure, and [weetly he enjoyes, 
AY | Rich, Nov Cliſord,l have ſingled thee alone, Is tarre beyond FO no 
#1 { Suppoſe this arme 1s for the Duke of Yorke, | His Viands [Po 4.9 naizo we up, 
4 Ang :hiz for Rutiand, both bound to revenge, —= oy Ro 5 ton p == & 
'S | Wer't thou inuircn'd with a Brazen wall, | When Care, Miftrutt, and Treaſon waits on him, 
+ = _— ' iT. by 
| C/:f, Now Xichard, ] am with thee heere alone, HET 
| f | This 15 the hand that tabb'd thy Father Yorke, _ we 9 _ his Father, at 
4% And this the hard, that flew thy Brother Rutland, ” ove doore : and 4 Father that hath kill d bis Sonne at ano- 
1% And here's the heart, that triumphs in their death, ther doore. 
# And cheeres theſe hands, that flew thy Sire and Brother, | | ; 
1” To execute the like vpon thy ſelfe, Sov, Ill blowes the winde that profits no body, 
1 And ſo haue at thee. This man whom hand to hand I ſlewjiright, 
ﬀ 1 7 hey Fight jVarwicke cemes, Clifford flier. May be poſſefied with ſome ſtore of Crownes, 
1% Pick Na Warwicke,fingle out {ome other Chace, AndI that (haply) as es __ = now, 
1M Ok 2 0 2 re oo ie kt erroyeryed-or very 
| * Pe Who” bis? Oh G d! Itis my Fathers face, 
I; 1 181 | eAlarum. Enter King Henry alone. "abies Rona wr lima 
| 1 | Hen, This battell fares like to the mornings Warre, Whom in this CON PR killd ; 
| | i : | "When dying clouds contend, with growing light, Sa, _ «my þ. 003 ctr pay" , 
el {metre THe) wag. -——_ xt My Facher being the Earle of W nur ng a 
4 , Il} ect day, nor night, | 
be" | 4 th many yo poin mh Mighey Sea, | Came on the part of Yorke, prefi by his Maſter : 
6 þ  For-'d benkes Tide, to combat with the Winde 2 And I, who at his hands receiud my life, 
bY. | Now ſwayes it chat ways ihe this —— Sen, ' —_ EI __ A _ 
Ti  Forc'd toretyre by furic of the Winde. | ard 700, 1 Xl : : 
13 | Sometime, the Flood preuailes; and than the Winde : And pardon Father, for I — thee. p 
tio \ Now,one the better : then,another beſt ; My Teares (hall wipe away taeſe loocy markes : 
$i | Both rugging to be Vidtors, breſt to breſt: Andno more words, till they haue fow'd their fill. 
1 Yet neither Conqueror, nor Conquered. King. Opitteouspectacle! O bloody Times ! 
\ | & is the equall poiſe of this fell Warre. Whiles Lyons Warre,and batraile for their Dennes, 
bk Heere on this Mole-hill will I fit me downe, Poore harmlefle Lambes abide their enmity. 
=- To whom God will, there be the Victorte: Weepe wretched man : Ile ayde thee Teare for Teare, 
of For CMurgaret my Queenezand Clifford too And let our hearts and eyes, like Ciuill Warre, : £2Y 
r [1 | Haue ch1d me from the Battell : Swearing both, Be blinde with teares,and break ore-charg'd with gricfe 
id | They yrother beſt of all when I am thence. Enter Father bearing of hus Sonne, 
WH Te be, x net dead, if Gods good will were lo; Fa, Thou that fo ftoutly hath reſted me, 
q. } For what 1; in this world, but Greefe 3nd W oce Giue me thy Gold, if thou haſt any Gold : | | 
wh | Oh Gol! merthinkes it were a happy lite, | us have pongee ou Þ mms arr 
| I ' To be no berrer then ooo Swaine, —_ = = ey n vpmadantsrs "ger ace : 
s | To fit vpon a hill, as I donow, ; R$ Wt 4p 1 
| ' . ; , . 
Wo | recmonatgningenbyran, © | | Ate fayiebeknbe, 
«yl 1tes how t : HI" , 
nt | / "1 8a has gory yen full rw. pleate, Blowne with the windie Tempeſt of my heart, 
al | How many Houres brings about the Day, "oe © wr : gm "_ Eye,and Heart, 
_— —_ 00 ren 6 _—_ What Str nes how fell? how Butcher! | 'y 
How many Yeares,a Morrtall man may live. | - gems? pl - Y 
When this is 49 ty IG ” —_ ms Times: —"EHOs | Conn kbas s 
; | , muſt I cend my Flocke ; 
f f | - = <p —_ | rake ue. Reſt: O Boy! thy Father gaue thee life roo ſoone, 
i | $5 many Houres, muſt Contemplate : | Andſhath bereft thee of thy life too late. 
| if Co < Leys eel mu{t 1 Sport my felfe: King. Wo aboue wo:greefe,more the common greefe 
1 if So many Dayes, my Ewes haue bene with yong : O that my death would tay theſe ruchſull deeds ; 
" i So many weekes, ere the poore Fooles will Eane: O piety, pitty, gentle heauen pitty : og 
vl So many yeares, ere I (hall theere the Fleece : The Red Role and the W hite are on his face, 
| 8 So Minutes, Houres, Dayes, Monthes,and Yeares, The fatall Colours of our Rriuing Houſes: 
pal Patt ouer to the end they were created, The one, his purple Blood right well reſembles, 
Wht is _ | Wou'd bring white haires, vnto a Quiet grane. ' The other his pale Cheekes (me =, > EEE £7 
al | Ah! what a life were this? How ſweet? how lovely ? | Wither one Roſe,and let the other flouri : | 
+ Giues not the Hawthorne buſh a ſweeter ſhade | If you contend, a thouſand lives mult wither. 
FAC: } | To Shepheards. po an _ lilly Sheepey | 5 _ "—_ will "7 INES death 
VF Thcn doth a rich Imbroider'd Canopie | 4 aKe on with me, andne re be fat! 
11188 | To kings, that fearetheir SubieRts treacherie ? | Fa, Howwillmy \ fe, for ſlaughter of my Sonne, 
118 ; __ { Ohyes, it doth; a thouſand fold it doth. | Shed ſeas of Teares, and ne're be farisft d? 
1 | And co conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, | King. How will the Country, for theſe _ _ | 
+ 194) i{-thinke 
4 "IEP i on — —— _ — 
l 
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Miſ-thinke the King, and not be lartisfhed ? And much etftule of blood, doth make me faint . : 
Son. Was cuer lonne, ſo rew'd a Fathers death ? Come Yorve,and Richard 3arniche,and the reft, 
Each, Was euer Father ſo bemoan'd his Sonne ? I tab'd your Fathers boto:nes; Split my breft, l 
Fen, Was euer King fo greeu'd for SubieAs woe ?, 
Much is your ſorrow; Mine,ten times ſo much, Alarum & Retreat. Enter Edward Warwiche Richard, and þ 
| Son. le beare thee hence, where | may weepe my hill:, S9/diers, Montagne of Clarence, 
Fath,Theſe armes of mine ſhall be thy winding ſheer: £4.Now breath we Lords, good fortune bids vs pauſe, 
My heart (iweet Boy) ſhall be thy Sepulcher, And imooth che frovnes of \War,with peacefull lookes : | 
For from my heart, thine Image ne're ſhall go, Some Troopes purtu®the bloody-minded Queene, 
My fghing breft, (hall be thy Tunerall bell ; hat led calme Henvy, though he were a King, 
And ſo obſequious will thy rather be, | As dothaSaile, hil'd with afretting Guſt 
Men for the loſle of thee, having no more, Command an Argolie to temmethe Waues, 
As Priam was for all his V ahant Sonnes, Bur thinke you( Lords)that Clifford fled with them? | 
He beare thee bence,and ler them fight that will, Var. No, 'tis impoſsible he ſhould eſcape: 
For 1 have murthered where I ſhould not kill. Exit | (For though before his tace I ſpeake the words) | 
| Hen. $ad-hezrted-men, much ouergone with Care; Your Brother Richard markt him for the Graue. 
Heere fits a King, more wofull chen you are. And whereſoere hes; hee's ſurely dead. (:fford grones | 
Rich .\\ hole foule is that which takes hir heauy leaue? 
, | Alarums, Excurſions. Enter the Qneen the A deadly grone, like life and deaths departing, 
Prince,and Exeter, See who it is, 
Ea. And now the Battailes ended, 
Prin. Fly Father,flye : for all your Friends are fled, It Friend or Foe, let him be gently vſed, | 
And Warwicke rages like a chated Bull : Rich, Reuoke that doome of mercy, for tis Chſford, 
| Away, for death doth hold vs in purſuire. Who not contented that he lopp'd the Branch 
| Qs, Mount you my Lord, towards Barwickepoſt 2. | 1" hewing Rutland, when his leaues pur forth, | 
\ maine ; But fer his murth'ring knife vnta the Roore, 
Edward and Richard like a brace of Grey-hounds, From whence that ceader ſpray d1d ſweetly ſpring, 
| Having the fearfull lying Harein fight, I meane our Priacely Father,Duke of Yorke, 
With fiery eyes, ſparkling for very wrath, | War, From off the gates of Yorke, fetch down F head, 
And bloody teele grafpt in their yrefull hands Your Fathers head, which Cl:fford placed there: 
Arc at our backes,and therefore hence amaine. In ſtead whereof, let this ſupply the roome, 
Exit. Away : for vengeance comes along with them, | Meaſure for meaſure, muſt be anſwered, 
| Nay, tay not to expoltulate, make ſpeed, Ed. Bring forth that farall Schreechowle to our houſe, 
Or elſe come after, Ile away before. That nothing ſung but death, to vs and ours : 
| Hen. Nay take me with thee, good ſweet Exeter : Now death (ſhall flop his difmall chrearning ſound, 
Nor thar I feare to ſtay, bur louero go | And his ill-boading rongue,no more ſhall tpeake, 
Whether the Queene intends, Forward,away, Fxemnt War. I thinke is vnderſtanding 13 bereft : 
| Speake C/ifford doſt thou know who ſpezhes to thee? 
| eA lowdalarum. Enter Clifford Wounded. : Darke cloudy death ore-ſhades his beames of lite, 
| And he nor ſees, nor heares vs, what we ſay. 
C!if. Heere burnes my Candle our; T,heere it dies, Kich, O would he did, and to (perhaps he doth, 
Which whiles it laſted, gaue King Ferry light, "Tis but his policy to covnterfer, 
O Lancafier! ! feare thy overthrow, Becauſe he would anoid ſuch birter raunts 
{ More then my Bodies parting with my Soule: | Which in the time of dezth he gaue our Father, 
My Loue and Feare, glew'd many Friends to thee, Cle It ſo thou think'ſt, 
Andnow 1 fall. Thy cough Commixtures melts, Vex him with eager Words, | 
Impairing Fewry, ſtrength'ning miſproud Yorke ; Rich. Clifford, aske mercy,and obtaine no grace, 
And whether flye the Gnats, but to the Sunne ? Ed, Cl:ford, repent in bootleſſe penitence. 
And who ſhines now, but Ferries Enemies ? War. Clifford, deviſe excuſes for thy faults, | 
O Phocvous! had'ſt chou never'giuen conſent, Cla. While we deviſe fell Tortures for thy faults. } 
That Phaeton ſhould checke thy fiery Steeds, Rich. Thou did lone Yorke,and | am ſonto Yorke, 
| Thy burning Carre neuer had (corch'd the earth, Eqdw. Thou pittied'ft Rutland, ] will pity thee; þ}þ 
And Herryy, had'(t thou ſway'd as Kings ſhould do, Cla, Where's Captaine ©1/avgaret,to fence you now? 
Or as thy Father, and his Father did, War. They mocke thee Elifford, 
Giuing no ground ynto the houſe of Yorke, | Sweare 25 thou was't wonr. 
They never then had ſpreng like Sommer Flyes : Ric. What, not an Oath? Nay then the world go's hard 
I, andten thouſand in this luckleſſe Realme, When C/fford cannot ſpere his Friends an oath : 
Hed left no mourning Widdowes for our dezth, I know by thar he's dead, and by my Soule, 
And thou this day, haſt kept thy Chaire in peace, { If this right hand would bny two boures life, | 
For what doth cherriſh Weeds, bur gentle ayre? That I{in all deſpight) might rayle at him, 
And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity ? This hand ſhould chop ir off +. & with the 1fſuing Blood 
Bootleſſe are Plaints,2nd Cureleſſe are my Wounds : Stifle the Villaine, whofe vnſtanched thirſt 
No way to flye, nor ſtrength to hold out flight : Yorke,and yong Rutland could nor farisfie | 
The Foe is mercilefſe, and will not pitty : War, 1, but he's dead, Of with the Traitors head, 
For at their hands I haue deferu'd no picry, | Andreare it inche place your Fathers ſtands, 
The ayre hath got into my deadly Wounds, | And now to Londop with Triumphant marcl:, 
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* | Thereto be crowned Englands RRogall King : 


| From whence, f1:ali Warwicke cutthe Sea to France, 

| And 25ke the Ladic Goin for wy (Queenc ' 
40 {halt thou now both theſcl ands together, 

| And hauing Irazcethy Friend, thou ſhalt not dread 

The icartred Foe, that hopes to rite againe : 

For though chey cannot greatly ſting to hurt, 

Verlooke to hanethem buz to offerd thine cares : 

Fir, willl lee the Coronation, 

And thenro Britanny llecrofle theSea, 

To effect this mariiage, fo it pleale my Lord. 

| £4. Evenas thou wilt ſweet Warwicke, let it bee : 

For iathy ſhoulder do I builde my Scare ; 

And neuer will I vndertake the thing 

Wheretn thy counſaile and conſent 1s wanting: 

Richard, 1 will create thee Dake of Glouceſter, 

And George ot Clarence IWarwiche as our Selte, 

Shall do, and vndo 35 him pleatech belt. 

Ri: ', Lec me be Duke of Clarence, George of Gloſter, 
For Gloſters Dukedome 15 too ominous, 

War. Tut, that's afooliſh obſeruation ; 
Richard, be Duke vt Glotter : Now to Londen, 
] 0 (ce thele Honors in poſifhon, Exennt 

Enter Sinklo,end Tlamfrey with Croſſe-bowet 
mn their haids, 
(our ſelues: 

Sink. Vader this thicke growne brake, wee'l ſhrowd 
Fur through this L2und anon the Deere will come, 
Andin this couert will we make our Stand, 

Culling theprincipall of all the Deere. 

Hum, le ſtay aboue the hill, ſo both may ſhoot, 

$14, That cannot be, the noile ot thy Crofſe-bow 

Will (carre the Heard,and to my ſhoot 15 loſt ; 

Heere ſtand we both, and ayme we at the beſt: 

And for the t:me ſhall not leeme tedious, 

lie tell thee what betell me on a day, 

[11 this teltc-place, where now we meane to land, 
$11.4, Heere comes a mar, let's (tay till he be paſt; 

| Enter the King with a Prayer booke, 

Hen, From Scocland amlT ftolne even of pure loue, 

To greet mine owne Land with my wiſhfull fight ; 

INo rv, Hy, 'tis no Land of tiune, 

| Thy place 4s fill, thy Scepter wrung from thee, 

Thy Balme waſht oft, wherewith thou was Annointed : 

No bending knee will call thee Ceſarnow, 

No humble ſuters preaſeto ſpeake for right : 

No, not a man comes far redreſle of thee : 

For how can | helpe them,and not my ſelfe? 

Sm. 1, heere's a Deere, whole skin's a Keepers Fee : 
This is the quondam King ; Let's ſejze ypon him. 

Fen. Lec me embrace the ſower Aducilaries, 

For \V ite men lay, it is the wileſt courſe, | 
Hum. \W iy linger we?Lert vs lay hands vpon him, 
Sink, Forbearc a-winile, wee'l hearea littie more. 
Hen, My Queene and Son are gone to France for aid: 

And (as I heare)the great Commanding Warwicke 

I: thither gone,to craue the French Kings Siſter 

To wife for Edward. If this newe: be truc, 

Poore Queene,aad Sonne,your labour is but loſt: 

For Warwickeis a ſubtle Orator : _ 

And Lews a Prince ſoone wonne with mouing words : 

By this account then, Afargaret may winne him, 

For ſhe's a woman to be pittied much : 

Hec ighes will make a batr'ry in his breſt, 

Hec reares will pierce unto a Matble heart ; 
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The Tyger will be milde, wales the doth mourne ; - 

And Nero will be tainted with remorſe, 

To heare and {ee her plaints, her Briniſh Teares, 

I, but ſhee's come to begge, Warwicketo gine : 

Shee on his left (ide, craving ayde for Henrr ; 

He on his right, asking a wite tor Edward. 

Shee Weepes, and layes, her Henry is depos d: 

He Smiles, andjayes, his Edward is inftaul'd; 

That ſhe (poore Wretch) for greefe can ſpeake no mote: 

Whiles Warwickertels his Title, ſmooths the Wrong, 

Interreth arguments of mighty firengrh, 

And inconcluſion winnes the King trom her, 

With promile of his Siſter, and whact elle, 

To ſtrengthen and ſupport King Edwards place, 

O Aargaret, thus twill be,and thou (poore (oulc) 

Art then forſaken,as thou wenr'ſt forlorne. 
Ham, Say, what art thou talk ſt of Kings & Queens? 
King. More then I (ceme,and lefſe then] was bornto : 


A man at leaſt, for leſſe I ſhould not be : 

Ard men may talke of Kings,and why not I ? 
Hum, 1,ourt thou talk'tt, as ifthou wer'ta King, 
King. Why fo 1 am (in Minde)and that's enough, 
Him. Bart it thou be a King,where is thy Crowne ? 
King, My Crowne is in my heart,not on my head ; 

Nor deck'd with Diamonds,and Indian Riones; 

Nor to be ſeene : my Crowne, is call'd Content, 

A Crowne itis, that hldome Kings enioy. 
Hum, Well, if you bea Kipg crown'd with Content, 

Your Crowne Content,and you,muſt be contented 

To goalong with vs. For (as we thinke) 

You arethe king King Edward hath depos'd : 

And we his ſubicts,tworne in all Allegeaace, 

Will apprehend you, as his Enemie, 
King. Burt did you neuer {wearegand breake an Oath, 
Huw. No,neuer ſuch an Oath,nqr will not now, 


X | 
King.Where did you dwell when I was K.of England? 


Hum, Heerein this Country, where we now remaine, 

King, I was annointed King at nine monthes old, 
My Father,and my Grandfather were Kings : 

* And you were {worne true SubieCts vnto me: 
And tell me then,haue you not broke your Oathes ? 
$:n,Nogfor we were Subics,burt while you wer king 
King. Why? Am I dead? Do [ not breath a Man? 
Ah (imple men, you know not what you ſweare ; 
Looke,as I blow this Feather from my Face, 
And as the Ayre blowes it to me againe, 
Obeying with my winde when I do blow, 
And yeelding to another,when it blowes, 
Commanded alwayes by thegreater guſt : 
Such is the lightneſle of you, common men, 
But do not breake your Oathes, for of that anne, 
My milde intreatie ſhall not make you guiltic. 
Go where you will, the king ſhall be commanded, 
And be you kings, command,and lle obey, 
Sink/o, Weare true SubicRs to the king, 
King Edward, 
King. So would you be againe to Herrie, 
Ifhe were (cated as king Edwards. 

Smklo. We charge you in Gods name & the Kings, 
To go with vs vnto the Officers, 

King, In Gods name lead, your Kings name be obeyd, 
And what God will,that let your King pertorme, 
And what he will; I humbly yeeld ynco. Exeunt 

Enter K Edward, Gloſter,C larence Lady Gray. 

King. Brother of Gloſter,at S. Albons ficld 
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This Ladyes Husband,Sir Kchard Grey, was ſlaine, 
His Land then ſciz'd on by the Conqueror, 
Her ſuit is now,to repollefle thoſe Lands, 
\Which wee in luſtice cannot well deny, 
Becauſe in Quatrell of the Houle of Yorke, 
The worthy Gentleman did loſe his Life. 
| Rich. Your Highnefle (hall doe well to graunt her ſuit : 
Ic were diſhonor to deny it her, 
King. It were no lefle, but yer lle make a pawſe, 
Reich, Yea,isit io ; 
I ſee the Lady hath a thing to graudt, 
Before the King will graunt her humble ſuir. 
({arence. Hee knowes the Game, how true hee keepes 
the winde ? 
Rich. Silence. | 
King, Widow, we will confider of yourſuir, 
And come {ome other time to know our minde. 
id. Right gracious Lord,[ cannot brooke delay : 
May it pleaſe your Highneſle to reſolue menow, 
And what your pleaſure is, ſhall ſatisfic me. 
Rich, 1 Widow? then lle warrant you all your Lands, 
And if what pleaſes bim, ſhall pleaſure you : 
Fight cloſer,or good faith you'le catch a Blow, 
Clarence. 1 teare hernot,vnleſſe ſhe chance to fall, 
Rich. God forbid that, for hee'le take yantages, 
King, How many Children haſt thou, Widow ? tell 


me. 
Clarence. Tthinke he meanes toGegge a Child of her. 
Rich. Nay then whip me : hee'le rather giuc her two. 
Wid. Tharee,my molt gracious Lord. 
Rich. You ſhall have toure, if you'le be rul'd by him. 
King. 'Twete pittic clicy ſhould loſe their Fathers 
Lands. 8, 
wid. Be pittifull, dread Lord,and graunc i: then. 
King, Lords giue vs leaue, lle trye thus Widowes 
wit. O21 
Rich, T,good leaue have you, for you will haneleauc, 
Till Youth rake leaue,and leauc you ro the Crutchy 
King, Now tell me, Madame , doc you loue your 
Children ? 
Wid. 1,full as dearely as I loue my ſclfe. 
King. And would you not doe much to doe them 
good? 
Wid, To doe them good, I would ſuſtayne ſome 
harme, 
| King, Then get your Husbands Lands, to doe them 
ood, 
[* wid, Therefore I came vnto your Maicſtie. 
King. lle tell you how theſe Lands are to be got. 
Wid. $o ſhall you bind me co your Highnefle ſervice, 
King. What ſeruice wile thou doe me,if I give them? 
Wid. What you command,that refts in me to doe, 
King. But you will cake exceptions to my Boone, 
Wid. No,gracious Lordzexcept I cannot doe it. 
King. 1,butthoucanſt doe what I meaneto aske. 
Wid, Why then I will doe what your Grace com- 
mands. 
Rich. Hee plyes her hard, and much Raine weares the 
Marble, 
Clar, As red as fixe ? nay then, her Wax muſt meler, 
Wid. Why toppes my Lord ? ſhall I not heare my 


Taske? 
King, Ancalie Taske,'tis but ro loue a King, 
_ That's ſoone perform'd, becauſe ] am a SubieR, 
Kms, Why then, thy Husbangs Lands I freely giue 
thee, 


| Browes, 
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59 
Wid. I take my leaue with many thouland chankes, 
Rich, The Match is made,(hee lcales it with 2 Curke, 
King. Bur tay thee,”cis the truits of Joue [ meane, 
B14, The fruits of Loue,1I meane,my louing Liege, 
King. I,butl teare me in another fence, 
\What Loue,think'tt thou,I fur fo muchrto get ? 
14, My loue till death, my humble thanks, my prayers, 
That love which Vertue begges,and Vertue graunts, 
Kmg. No,by my troci,I did not meane ſuch loue, 

"14. Why then you meanenor,as | thought you did, 
King. But now you partly may perceiue my minde, 
Wia, My minde will neuer graunt what I perceive 

Your Highneſle aymes 2t,if I ayme aright. 
King, Toteil thee plaine,l 2ymeto lye with thee, 
Pd, Totell you plaine,I had rather lye in Priſon. 
King. Why then thou ſhalt not haue thy Husbands 
Lands. | 
Wid, Why then mine Honeſtie ſhall be my Dower, 
For by that lofle, I will not purchale thern, 
King. Therein thou wrong'lt thy Children mightily, 
W:d. Herein your Highnefle wrongs both them & me: 
But mightie Lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the ſadneſle of my ſui : 
Pleaſc you diſmiſſe me,eyther with 1,or no. 
Kg. lf thou wilt ſay Ito my requeſt : 
No,if thou do'ſt ſay No to my demand, 
Wid, Then No,my Lord: my uit isat an end, 
Rich. The Widow likes him not, ſhee knits her 
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Clarence, Hee is the blunteſt Wooer in Chriften- 
dome, 
King. Her Looks doch argue her replete with Modeſty, 
Her Words doth ſhew her Wit incomparable, 
All her perfeQtions challenge Soueraigntie, 
One way,or other,ſhee is fora King, _ 
And thee (hall be my Louc,or elſe my Queene, 
Say,that King Edward take rhee for his Queene ? 
Wid. 'Tis better ſaid then done, my gracious Lord: 
I am a {ubic& hc to jeaſt withall, 
But farre vnfit to be a Soveraigne, 
King. Sweet Widow,by my State I ſweare to thee, 
] ſpeake no more then what my Soule intends, 
And that is,to efioy thee for my Loue, 
W:d, And that is more then I will yeeld ynto : 
I know, 1] am too meane to be your Queene, 
And yet too good to be your Concubine, 
King. You cauill, Widow, did meane my Queene, 
wid. ' [will gricue your Grace, my Sonnes (ſhould call 
you Father, 
King, No mote,then when my Daughters 
Call thee Mother. 
Thou art a Widow,and thou haſt ſome Children, 
And by Gods Mother,] being but a Batchelor, 
Haue other-ſome, Why ws a happy thing, 
To be the Father voto many Sonnes ; 
Anſwer no more, for thou ſhalt be my Queene. 
Rich. The Ghoſtly Father now hath done his Shrifr, 
Clarence. When hee was made a Shriuer,'rwas for ſhift. 
Kmp. Brothers, you muſe what Chat wee two haye 
had. 
Rich, The Widow likes it not, for ſhee lookes very 
(ad. 
King. You'ld thinke it irange, if I ſhould marrie 
her, 
Clarence. To who, my Lord? 
Kmng. Why Clarexce,to my lelfe, 
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Clareace, That's a day longer then a W onder laſts, 

Rich. By ſo much 15s the Wonder in extremes. 

King. Well,jea(t on Brothers: I can tell you both, 
Her {uit is grauned for her Husbands Lands, 


Enter a Noble man, 


Nob, My gracious Lord, Hemry your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Priſoner to your Paliace Gare. 
Kmg. Sce that he be conuey'd vntothe T ower : 
And goe were Srothers to the man that tooke him, 
To quetiton of his apprehenſion, 
Widow goe you along: Lords vſe her honourable, 
Exennt, 
. Manet Richard, 
Fich. 1, Edward will vſe Women honourably: 
W ould he were waſted, Marrow,Bones,and all, 
That from his Loynes no hopetull Branch may ſpring, 
To cro{le me from the Golden time | looke for : 
And yet, berweene my Soules defire,and me, 
The luſtfull Edwards Title buryed, 
is Clarence, Henry,and his Sonne young Edward, 
Aid all the vnlook d-for Iflue of their Bodies, 
To take their Roomes,ere 1 can place my ſelfe; 
A cold piemeditation for my purpoſe, 
Why then I doe but dreame on Soueraigntie, 
Like one that ftands vpon a Promontorie, 
And ipyes a farre-off ſhore, where hee would tread, 
Wiſhing his toor were equall with his eye, 
And chides the Sea,that ſunders him trom thence, 
Saying hee'le lade it dry,to have his way : 
So doe | wiſh the Crowne, being lo farre off, 
And to 1 chide the meanes that keepes me from it, 
And (© (I ſay } Ne cut the Caules off, 
Flattering me with impofhibilities : 
My Eyes too quicke,my Heart o're-weenes too much, 
Valeſſe my Hind and Strength could equall them. 
\Well,lay there 1s no Kingdome then for Richard : 
What other Pleaſure can the World aftoord ? 
[lemake my Heauen ina Ladies Lappe, 
And decke my Body in gay Ornaments, 
And *witch ſweet Ladies with ny Words and Lookes, 
Ol miſerable Thought! and more vnlikely, 
Taen to accomsliſh cwentie Golden Crownes. 
Why Loue foriwore me in my Mothers Wombe : 
And for I ſhould not deale in her ſoft Lawes, 
Shee did corrupt frayle Nature with ſome Bribe, 
To fhrinke mine Arme vp like a wither'd Shrub, 
To make an enuious M ountaine on my Back, 
W here fits Deformitie to mocke my Body; 
To liape my Legges of an vnequall ſhze, 
To dii-proportion me in euerypart: 
Like to a Chaos, or an vn-lick'd Beare-whelpe, 
Thar cartyes no iraprefſion like the Damme, 
And am I then a man to be belou'd? 
Oh monſtrous fault, to harbour ſuch a thought, 
Then fince this Earth affoords no loy to me, 
But to command,to check, to o're-beare ſuch, 
As arc of better Perſon then my {elte : 
Ile make my Heauen,to dreame ypon the Crowne, 
And whiles I livegt'account this World but Hell, 
Vntill my mis-ſhap'd Trunke, that beares this Head, 
Be round 1mpaled with a glorious Crowne, 
And yet I know not how to get the Crowne, 


| For many Liucs ſtand betweene me and home : 


Rich, That would be tenne dayes wonder at the leaft, | 
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Be plaine,Queene Margaret,and tell thy griefe, 
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And 1,like one loſt in a Thornie Wood, 

That rents tne Thornes,and is rent with the Thornes, 
Seeking a way and ftraying from the way, 

Nor knowing how to finde the open Ayre, 

But royling deſperately ro finde it our, 

Torment my citezto catch the Engliſh Crowne: 

And from that torment I will free my ſelfe, 

Or hew my way out with a bloody Axe. 

Why I can {mile,and murther whiles I ſmile, 

And cry,Content,to that which grieues my Heart, 
And wet my Cheekes with artificiall Teares, 

And frame my Face to all accafions, 

Ile drowne more Saylers then the Mermaid ſhall, | 
He ſlay more gazers then the Baſiliske 
Ile play the Orator as well as Nefor, 
Deceive more ſlyly then YV{ifes could, 

And like a Synon,take another Troy, 

I can adde Colours to the Camelion, 

Change ſhapes with Prorexs, for aduantages, 

And ſet the murtherous CAachevill to Schoole. 

Can I doe this,and cannor get a Crowne ? 

Tut,were it farther off, Lle plucke it downe, Exit, 


Flowriſh. 
Enter Lewis the French King, his Sifter Bona, bis 
Admirall, cail'd Bonrbon : Prince Edward, 
Lneene — the Earle of Oxford. 


Lew ſits ,and riſeth Vp Ag AMC, 


Lewis. Faire Queene of England, worthy Afargaret, 
Sit downe with vs : it ill befirs thy State, | 
And Birth, that thou ſhould'ſt Rand, while Lews, doth fit, 

Marg. No,mightie King of France: now Margaret 
Maſt firike her ſayle,and learne a while to ſerue, 

Where Kings conumand, I was(l muſt confeſſe) | 
Great Albions Queene,in former Golden dayes ; 

Bur now miſchance hath trod my Title downe, 

And with dif-honor layd me on the ground, 

Where I mutt take like Seat vnto my fortune, 

And to my humble Seat contforme my ſelfe, 

Lewis. Why ſay, faire Queene, whence ſprings this} 
deepe deſpaire ? | 

Marg.From ſuch a cauſe,as fills mine eyes with teares, 
And ftops my rongue, while heart is drown'd in cares. 

Lewis, What ere it be,be thou ill like thy ſelfe, 
And fitthee by our hide, Seats ber by bims, | 
Yeeld not thy necke to Fortunes yoake, | 
Bur let thy dauntleſſe minde ſtill ride intriumph, 
Over all miſchance. 


It ſhall be eas'd,if France can yeeld reliefe, 
Alarg. Thoſe gracious words 
Reuiue my drooping thoughts, 
And give my tongue-ty'd ſorrovres leane to ſperkes 
Now therefore be it knowne to Noble Lewes, 
Thar Hewry,fole poſſeſor of my Lowe, 
[5,of a King, become a baniſhr man, 
And torc'd toliue in Scotland a Forlorne ; 
While prowd ambitious Edward,Dukepf Yorke, 
Vlurpes the Regall Tirle,and the Se 
Of Englands true anoynced lawful[fing, 
This is the cauſe. that I, poore CMargarer, 
With this my Sonne,Prince Edward, Henries Heire, 
Am cometo cre thy iuſt and lawfull ayde: 
And if thou faile vs,all our hope is doae, 
Scotland hath will ro helpe,burt cannot helpe ; 


Our} 
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Our Pcople,and our Peeres,are both mis-led, 
Our Trealure {eiz'd,our Souldiors pur to flight, 
And (as thou ſeeſt ) our ſeluts in heauie plight, 
Leww, Renowned Queeae, 
W th patience calme the Storme, 
While we bethinke a meanes to breake it off, 
Aarg. The more wee ſtay, the Rtronger growes our 
Foe. 
Lewis. The morel ftay, the more lle ſuccour thee, 
Marg, O,bur impatience waiteth on true ſorrow, 
And ſee where comes the breeder of my ſorrow, 


Emer Warwicke. 


Lewis, What's hee approacheth boldly to our pre- 
ſence ? 
Marg. Our Earle of Warwicke, Edward: greateſt 
Friend, 
Lewis. Welcome braue Warwicke, what brings thee 
to France ? Hee deſcends, Shee ariſeth, 
Marg. 1 now begins a ſecond Storme to riſe, 
For this is hee that moues both Winde and Tyde, 
Warw, From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 
My Lord and Soueraigne,and thy vowed Friend, 
| come (in Kindnefle, and vnfayned Loue ) 
Firſt,ro doe greetings to thy Royall Perſon, 
And then ro craue a League of Armtitic : 
And laftly,to confirme that Amirie 
With Nuptiall Knot,if thou youchlafe to graunt 
That vertuous Lady ZBongs,thy faire Siſter, 
To Englands King.in lawfull Marriage. 
Marg. If that goe forward, 7T:nrier hope is done, 
Warw. And gracious Madame, Sprakmg to Bona, 
In our Kings bchalte, ) 
I am commanded,with your leane and fauor, 
Humbly to kifſe your Hand, and with my Tongue 
To tell the paſſion of my Soueraignes Heart; 
Where Fame, late entring at his heedfull Eares, 
Hath plac'd thy Beauties Image,and thy Vertue. 
Aarg. King Lewis,and Lady Bone,heare me ſpeake, 
Before you anſwer Warwicke. His demand 
Springs not from Edwards well-meant honeſt Loue, 
But from Deceit, bred by Neceſlitie: 
For how can Tyrants ſafely gouerne home, 
Vnleſſc abroad they purchaſe great allyance? 
To proue him Tyranc,this _—_ may ſufhce, 
That Henry liuveth fill: but were hee dead, 
Yet here Prince Edward Rands,King Henries Sonne, 
Looke therefore Lew:s,that by this League and Mariage 
Thou draw not on thy Danger,and Dis-houor : 
For though Vſurpers ſway the rule a while, 
Yer Heav'ns are iuſt,and Time ſuppreſſeth Wrongs, 
WWarw. Tnurious CHMargaret, 
Eaw. And why not Queene ? 
Wrw. Becauſe thy Father Hemry did vſurpe, 
And thou no more att Prince,then ſhee is Queene, 
Oxf. Then #/arwicke difanu!ls great lohn of Gaunt, 
Which did ſubdue the greateſt part of Spaine z 
And after /obn of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
Whole Wiſdome was a Mirror to the wileſt : 
And after that wiſe Prince, Herr the Fift, 
Who by his Proweſle conquered all France: 
From thcſe,our Herry lincally deſcends, 
Warw. Oxford, how haps it in this ſmooth diſcourſe, 
You told not,how Henry the Sixt hath loſt 
All chat, which 7ewvy the Fift nad gorten : 


IG1 


Me thinkes thele Peeres of France ſhould {inile ar that, 
Bur forthe reft: you ell a Pedigree 
Of threeſcors and ewo yeeres,alilly time 
To make prefcription for a Kingdomes worth, 
Orf. \V by # arwicke,canſt thou ſpeak againſt by Liege, 
Whom thou obeyd'tt thirtie and tx yeeres, 
And not bewray thy Treaſon with a Bluſh ? 
Iarw, Can Oxford,chat did ever fence theri oht, 
Now buckler Falſchood with a Pedigree? 
For ſhame leaue Hemry,and call Edward King, 

Orf. Call him my King, by whoſe initurious doome 
My elder Brother,the Lord e Aubrey Vere 
Was done to death ? and more then lo,my Father, 
Euen inthe downe-fall of his mellow'd yeeres, 
When Nature brought him to the doore of Death? 
No W.rwicke,no: while Life vpholds this Arme, 
This Arine vpholds the Houſe of Lancaſter, 

Werw, And 1 the Houſe of Yorke. 

Lews.Queene Margaret Prince Edward, and Oxford, 
Vouchſafe at our requeſt,to ſtand alide, | 
While I vic further conference with U"arwicke, 

T hey ſtand alocfe. 

Mars. Heauens graunt, that Warwickes wordes be- 
witch humnot. 

Lew,Now Warwicke,tell me even ypon thy conſcience 
Is Edward your true King ? for | were loth 
Tolinke with him,that were not lawfull choſen, 

Warw. Thereon I pawne my Credit, and mine Ho- 
nor, 

Lewis. But is hee gracious in the Peoples eye? 

Warw, The more,that Henry was vntortunate, 

Lewis. Then further : all difſembling ſet aſide, 

Tell me for truth,the meaſure ot his Loue 
Vato our Sifter Bone. 
War. Such it ſeemes, 
As may beſeeme a Monarch like himſelfe, 
My ſelte haue often heard him ſay,and (weare, 
That this his Love was an externall Plant, 
W hereof the Root was fixt in Vertues ground, 
The Leaves and Fruit maintain'd with Beautics Sunne, 
Exempt from Enuy, bur not from Difyaine, 
Valeſſe the Lady Bona quit his paine. 

Lewis, Now Siſter, let ys heare your firme refolue, 

Bona. Your graunt,or your denyall,ſhall be mine. 
Yer I confe(Jz, that often ere this day, Speaks to War. 
When | have heard your Kings deſert recounted, 

Mine eare hath tempted judgement to delice, 

Lews, Then Warwicke, thus : 

Our Sifter ſhall be Edward-. | 
And now forthwith ſhall Articles be drawne, 
Touching the Ioynture that your King muft make, 
Which with her Dowrie ſhall be counter-poyr'd: 
Draw neere,Queene Margaret,and be a witneſle, 
That Zona (hall be Wife ro the Engliſh King. 
Pr. Edw. To Edward, but not to the Engliſh King. 
Marg. Deceitfull Warwicke,it was thy geuice, 
By this alliance to make void my fuir : 
Before thy comming, Lews was Henries friend. 

Lewis. And till is friend co him, and Afargaret, 

But if yonr Title to the Crowne be weake, 

As may appeare by Edwards good ſucceſle:; 

Then 'tis but reaſon,that | be releas'd 

From giuing ayde,which late I promiſed, 

Yer ſhall you baue all kindnefle at my hand, 

That your Eftate requires, and mine can yeeld. 
Warw, Henry now lives in Scotland,at his caſe; 
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\Vhete hauing nothing, nothing can he loſe, 
And as tor you your iclte {our quondam Queene) 
You haue a Father able to maintaine you, 
And berter *twere, you troubled him, then France, 
Mar. Pracc impudent,and ſhameleſſe Varwicke, 
Proud ſerter vp, and puller downe of Kings, 
[ will not hence, till with my Talke and Teares 
(Both full of T;uch) 1 make King Lew:s behold 
Thy ſlye conueyance,and thy Lords falle love, | 
Poſt blowmg a horze Fithm, | 
For both of you are Birds of fclfe-ſame Feather, 
Lewes. Warwicke,thisis ſome polte to ys,or thee, 
Enter the Poſie, 
Feſt, My Lord Ambaſſador, 
Theſe Letters are for you. Speakes toIWarwick,, 
Sent from your Brother Marquefſe Montagre. 
Theſe from our King,vato your Maielty, 
And Madam,thele tor you: 
From whom, I know nor. 
They all reade their Letters. 
Oxf. Tlike it well, that our faire Queene and Miſtris 
Smiles at her newes, while arwicke frownes at his, 
Prince Ed. Nay marke how Lews ſtampes as he were 
netled, 1 hope;all's for the beft, 
Lew, Warwicke,what are thy Newes? 
And yours, faire Queene, 
Alar. Mine ſuch,as fill my heart with ynhop'd ioyes. 
War, Mine full of ſorrow, and hearts di\content. 
Lew, What? has your King married the Lady Grey ? 
And new to {ooth your Forgery, and his, 
Sends me a Paper to per{wade me Paticnce ? 
Is this th'Alliance that he ſeekes with France ? 
| Dare he preſume to ſcorne vs in this manner ? 
Mar. 1 told your Maicſty as much before : 
This proueth Zdwards Loue,and Warwickes honeſty. 
Bar. King Lews, 1 heere proteſt in fight of heauen, 
And by the hope I haue of heauenly bliſſe, 
That 1 am cleere from this miſdeed of Edwards; 
No more my King,for he diſhonors me, 
But moſt himſelfe, it he could ſee his ſhame, 
Did 1 forget, that by the Houſe of Yorke 
My Father came yntimely to his death ? 
Did 1 let paſſe th'abufe done to my Neece ? 
Did 1 impale him wita the Regall Crowne ? 
Did 1 put Herry from his Natiue Right ? 
Andam lI guerdon'd at the laſt, with Shame? 


To Lews. 
To Aargaret 


And to repaire my Honor loſt tor him, | 

I heere renonnce nim,and returne to HHewry. 

My Noble Queene, let former grudges paſſe, 

And hencetorth, I am thy true Servitour : 

1 will reuenge bis wrong to Lady Zona, 

And replant Hevyry in his former ſtate, 
Mar. Warwicke, 

Theſe words haue turn'd my Hate, to Loue, 

And I forgiue, and qu: 0, old faults, 

And joy that thou becom'it King Herwries Friend, 
Far. So much his Friend, I,his vnfained Friend, 

Thatet King Lew vouchliafeto furniſh vs 

With ſore few Bands of choſen Soldiours, 

We vndertake to Land them on our Coaſt, 

And force the Tyrant from his ſeat by Warre. 

Tis ngt his new-made Bride ſhall ſuccour him 

And as for Clarence, as my Letters teli me, 

Hee's very likely now to fall from him,' 


Thethird Part of Kimg Hemry the Sixt. 
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Oc then for ftrengun and ſafety of our Country. 
Zona, Deere Brother, how ſhall Borg be reveng'd, 
Bur by thy helpe to this diftreſſed Queene ? 
Aſar., Renowned Prince,how ſhall Poore 1lewry line, 
Valeſle thou reſcue him from foule difpaire? ' 
Bona. My quarrel,and this Engliſh Queens,are one. 
War, And mine faire Lady Bona,toynes with yours 
Lew, And mine, with hers,and thine,and dforgarers. 
Therefore,at laſt, | firmely amreſolu'd 
You ſhall have ayde. 
Afar, Let me giue humble thankes for all,at once, 
Lew. Then Englands Metlenger,returne in Poſte, 
And tell falle £/ward, thy ſuppoied King, 
That Lews of France, is ſending ouer Maskers 
To reuell it with him,and his new Bride. 
Thou feeft what's paſt,go feare thy King withal!, 
Boxa. Tell him,in hope hee”] prove a widower ſhortly, 
I wearethe Willow Garland for his ſake, 
Mar, Tell him,my mourning weeds are layde afide, | 
And I amready =: vs Armor on, 
War. Tell him from me,that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore Ile yn-Crowne him, er't be long. 
There's thy reward, be gone. Exit Poſt. 
Lew. But Warwicke, | 
Thou and Oxford, with fue thouſand men 
Shall crofſethe Seas,and bid falſe Edward battaile: 
And 2s occaſion ſerues, this Noble Queen | 
And Prince, ſhall follow with a treſh Supply, 
Yer erethou go, but eþfeb me one doubt: 


| 


What Pledge baue we þf thy firme Loyalty? 

War. This ſhall aflure my conſtant Loyalty, 
That if our Queene,and this young Prince agree, 
Ile ioyne mine eldeſt daughter, and my Toy, | 
To him forthwith, in holy Wedlocke bands, 

Mar. Yes, I agree,and thanke you for your Motion, $ 
Sonne Edward, (1c is Faire and Vertuous, 
Therefore delay nor, giuethy hand to Warwicke, 
And with thy hand, thy faith irreuocable, 

That onely Warwickes daughter ſhall be thine. 
Prin,Ed, Yes,l accept her,for ſhe well deſcrues it, þ 
And heere to pledge my Vow, I giue my hand, 
He riives his hand to Warw. |} 

Lew.\Why ſtay we now? Thele ſoldiers ſhalbe levied, f 
And thou Lord Bourbon,our High Admirall | 
Shall waft them over with our Royall Fleete, | 
I long till Edward fall by Warres miſcharcce, 
For mocking Marriage with a Damme of France, | 

Exeunt, MAanetWarzicke, | 

War, I came from Edwardas Ambaſſador, 

But Ireturne his ſwornc and mortall Foe : 

Matter of Marriage was the charge he gaue me, 

But dreadfull Warre thall anſwer his demand, 

Had he none elſc to make a tale but me ? 

Then none but I, ſhall turne his Ieſt ro Sorrow, 

I was the Cheefe that rais'd him to the Crowne, 

And [le be Cheete to bring him downe againe : 

Not that I pitty Herries miſery, 

But {ceke Reucnge on Eawards mockery, Ext, 


——. 
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Enter Richard, Clarence, Somerſet, and 
Aonntague. 


Rich, Now tell me Brother Clarence, what thinke you 
Ofchis new Marriage with the Lady Gray? 
Hath not our Brother made a worthy choice? 
C/a. Alas,y ou know,tis farre from hence to France, 
How 
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How could he ſtay till #/arwicke made returne ? 
Som, My Lords,torbcare thus talke ; heere comes the 
King, 
Flouriſh. 
Enter King Edward, Lady Grey, Penbrooke, Staf 
ford, Haſtings : fore ftand on one ſide, 


and foure on the other. 


Rich, And his well-choſen Bride. 
Clarence, 1 minde torell him plainly what I thinke, 
King, Now Brother of Clarence, 
How like you our Choyce, 
That you ſtand penfiue,as halfe malecontent ? 
Clarence. As well as Lewts of France, 
Or the Earle of Warwicke, 
Which are ſo weake of courage,and in iudgement, 
That they le take no offence at our abuſe, 
King. Suppoſe they take offence without a cauſe ; 
They are but Lewts and Warwicks,l am Edward, 
Your King and Warwickes, and muſt have my will. 
Rich. And {hall haue your will, becauſe our King : 
Yet haſtie Marriage ſeldome proueth well. 
King. Yea,Brother Richard,are you offended too ? 
Rich, Not I : no: 
God forbid,rthat I ſhould wiſh them ſeuer'd, 
Whom God hath ioyn'd together : 
],and*rwere pittic, to ſunder them, 
That yoake fo well together. : 
King. Setting your skornes, and your miſlike aſide, 
Tell me ſome reaſon,why the Lady Grey 
Should not become my \Vite,and Englands Queene? 
And you to9, Somerſet,and CMonrtague, 
Speake freely what you thinke. 
Clarence. Then this is mine opinion : 
That King Lewss becomes your Enemie, 
For mocking him about the Marriage 
Of the Lady Bona. 
Rich. And Warwicke,doing what you gaue in charge, 
[Is now dis-honored by this new Marriage. 

King. What, if both Lewis and #arwick be appeas'd, 
By ſuch invention as I can deviſe ? ; 

Monwnt.Yet,to haue ioyn'd with France in ſuch alliance, 
Would more haue ftrength'ned this our Commonwealth 
'Gainſt forraine ſtormes,then any home-bred Marriage. 

Hait. Why,knowes not Mewntagwe,that of it ſelfe, 
England is ſafe,if crue within ic ſelfe ? 
Mount. But the ſafer, when'tis back'd with France. 
Ha#t. Tis better vſing France,then truſting France ; 
Let vs be back'd with God, and with the Seas, 
Which he hath giu'n for fence impregnable, 
And with their helpes,onely defend our ſelues : 
ln them,and in our {clues,our ſafetie lyes, 

Clar. For this one ipeech, Lord Haſtings well deſerues 
To haue the Heire of the Lord FHwnger ford. 

King. I,what of that? it was my will,and graunt, 
And for this once,my Will ſhall Rand for Law. 

Rich, And yet me thinks, your Grace hath not done well, 
To giue the Heire and Daughter of Lord Sce/es 
Vnto the Brother of your loving Bride ; 

Shee better would haue fitted megor Clarence : 
But in your Bride you burie Brotherhood, 
Clar. Orelſe you would not have beſtow'd the Heire 
Of the Lord Zonmil on yournew Wiues Sonne, 
And leaue your Brothers to goe ſpeede eliewhere. 
King, Alas,poore Clarence : is it fora Wite 
That thou art malecontent ? ] will provide thee. 


; 


Clarence, In chuling tor your (ele, 
You ſhew'd your judgement : 
Which being ſhallow, you ſhall give me leane 
To play the Broker in mine owne behalte ; 
And to that end,l ſhortly mindets leaue you, 
Kmg. Leave me,or tarry, Edward will be King, 
And not be ty d vnto his Brothers will. 
Lady Grey, My Lords, before it pleas'd his Maieftie 
Torayſe my State to Title of a Queene, 
Doe me bur right,and you mvſt all confeſle, 
That I was not ignoble of Deſcent, 
And meaner then my ſelfe haue had like fortune, 
Zur as this Title honors me and mine, 
So your diflikes,to whom I would be pleaſing, 
Doth cloud my ioyes with danger, and with ſorrow. 
Kmg My Loue,forbeare to tawne vpon theit frownes: 
Whar danger,or what forrow can befall thee, 
Solong as Edward is thy conſtant friend, 
And their true Soueraigne, whom they muſt obey ? 
Nay,whom they ſhall obey,and loue thee roo, 
Vnleſle they ſeeke for hatred at my hands: 
Which if they doe, yet will I keepe thee ſafe, 
And they ſhall feele the vengeance of my wrath, 
Rich. Theare, yet ſay not much, bur thinke the more, 


Enter 4 Poſle, 


King. Now Meſſenger,what Letters,or what Newes 
from France? 
Poſt. My Soueraigne Liege,no Letters, & few words, | 
But iuchyas I (without your ipeciall pardop) 
Dare not relate, | 
King, Goe too, wee pardor. thee : | 
Theretore,in briefe,tell me their words, 
As neere as thou canſt gueſſe thery, 
What anſwer makes King Lewis vnto our Letters ? 
Poit. Art my depart,theſe were his very words : 


| Goe tell falſe Eadward,the ſuppoſed King, 


That Lewis of France is ſending over Maskers, 
To renell it with him,and his new Bride, 

King. Is Lew (0 brave? belike hethinkes me Henry, 
Burt what ſaid Lady Bona to my Marriage ? 

Poſt, Theſe were her words, vtt'red wich mild diſdaine ; 

Tell him,in hope hee'le prove a Widower ſhortly, 
Ile weare the Willow Garland for his ſake, 

Kirg. 1 blame not her; ſhe could ay little lefſe: 
She had the wrong. But what ſaid Herries Queene ? 
For I haue heard,that ſhe was there-1n place, 

Poft, Tell him(quoth ſhe) 
My mourning \Weedes are done, 
And Iam readie to put Armour on, | 

King. Belike (he minds to play the Amazon, 
Burt what ſaid Farwicke to thele injuries ? 

Pot. He,more incens'd againſt your Maieftie, 
Then all the reſt, diſcharg'd me with theſe words: 
Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore Ile vncrowne him,er't be long. | 

King.Ha?durſt the Traytor breath out ſo prowd woxds? 

Well,] will arme me,being thus fore-warn'd : T 
They ſhall haue W arres, and pay for their preſumption. 
Put fay,is 1Farwicke friends with Margaret? 

Poſt. I, gracious Soueraigne, 
They are ſo link'd in friendſhip, 
That yong Prince Edward marry2s Warwick Daughter, 


Clarence, Belike,the elder; 
Non 


Clarence will haue the younger, 
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164. 
Now Brother King farewell,and fit you faſt, 
For | will hence to #arwickes other Danghter, 
That though I want a Kingdome, yet in Marriage 
I may not proue iaferior to your lelfe. 
Y ou that loue me,and Warwrcke, follow me, 
Exit Clarence and Somer (et follower, 
Rich. Not 1: 
My thoughts 8yme at a further matter : 
' I ſtay not for the Joue of Edward,but the Crowne. 
Kmg. Clarence and Somerſet both gone to Warwickg? 
Yer amI arm'd againſt the worſt can happen : 
And haſte is needfull in this deſp rate caſe, 
Pembrooke and Stafford, you in our behalfte 
Goe leuic men,and make prepare for Warre 
They are alreadic,or quickly will be landed: 
My ſelfe in perſon will traight follow you. 
| Exennt Pembroke and Stafford, 
Bur erc 1 goc, Haſtings and Mowntague 
Reſolue my doubt : you twaine,of all the reſt, 
Are neere to Warwicke,by bloud,and by allyance : 
Tell me,if you loue Warwicke more then me ; 
If it be ſo,then both depart to him; 
I rather wiſh you foes,then hollow friends, 
Burif you minde to hold your true obedience, 
Giue me aſſurance with ſome friendly Vow, 
That I may never haue you in ſuſpeCt, 
eHewn. So God helpe CMonntague, as hee proues 
eruw. 
Hait, And Ha#tings,as hee fauours Edwards cauſe, 
King. Now,Brother Richard,will you ſtand by vs ? 
Rich, 1, in deſpight of all that (ball withſtand you, 
King. Why ſo: thenamlT ſure of ViRorie. 
Now therefore let vs hence,and loſe no howre, 
Till wee mect #/arwicke,with his forreine powre. 
Exennt, 


Enter Warywicke and Oxford in England, 
with French Souldiors. 


Warw. Truſt me,my Lord, all hitherto goes well, 

The common people by numbers {warme to vs. 
Enter Clarence and Somer ſet. 

Bur ſee where Somerſer and Clarence comes : 
Speake ſuddenly,my Lords,are wee all friends? 

Clar. Feare not that, my Lord, 

Warw, Then gentle Clarence, welcome vnto Warwicke, 
And welcome Somerſet : I hold it cowardize, 
To re(t miſtcuRtfull, where a Noble Heart 
Hath pawna'd an open Hand, in t:gneof Loue; 
Elſe might I thinke, that { /arence, Edwards Brother, 
Were bur a fained friend to our proceedings : 
But welcome {weet {7revce,my Daughter ſhall be thine, 
And now,what reſts? bur in Nights Couercure, 
Thy Brother being carcleſſely encamp'd, 
His Souldiors lurking in the Towne about, | 
And bur attended by a (1nple Guard, 
Wee may ſurprize and rake him at our pleaſure, 
Our Scouts haue found the aduenture very cafe : 
Thar as VIyſſes, and Rout Dromedt, 
With fleight and manhood ſtole to Rheſm Tents, 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatall Steeds ; 
$o wee, well couer'd with the Nights black Mantle, 
At vnawares may beat downe Edwards Guard, 
And ſeize himſelfe : I fay not,{laughter him, 
For I intend but onely co ſurprize bie, 


You that will follow me to this attempt, 
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Applaud the Name ot Henry,with your Leader, 
T hey all cry, Henry, 
Why then, let's on our w.y in ſilent fort, 
For JVarwicke and his friends,God and Saint George, 
Exeunt, 


Re 
Enter three IVatrhmen to guard the K ings Tent, 


1.7/atch,Come on my Maſters,each man take his ftand, 
The King by this,is ſet him downe to ſlcepe, 
2. Watch, What, will he not to Bed? 
1. Watch, Why,no: for he hath made a ſolemne Vow, 
Never co lye and take his nacurall Reſt, 
Till #/«rwicke,or bimſelfe,be quite ſuppreſt, 
2-Watch. To morrow then belike ſhall bethe day, 
If Varwicke be ſo neere as men report, 
3. Watch, Bur ſay,I pray,what Noble mangs that, 
That with the King here reſteth in his Tent? 
, LO Tis the Lord Haſtings, the Kings chiefeft 
riends 
3-Watch, O,is it ſo? but why commands the King, 
That his chicfe followers lodge in Townes about him, 
While he himſelfe keepes in the cold field? 
2. atch. 'Tis the more honour,becauſe more dange- 
rous, 
3. Watch. T,but give me worſhip, and quietneſſe, 
T like ir better then a dangerous honor, 
If Warwicke knew in what cſtate he ſtands, 
'Tis to be doubted he would waken him. 
5 1, #atch. Voleſſe our Halberds did (bur vp his paſ- 
ape, 
-— Watch, 1: wherefore elſe guard we his Royall Tent, 
But to defend his Perſon from Night-focs ? 


Enter VWarwicke, Clarence, Oxford, Somerſet, 
and French Souldiors,filemt all, 


Warw. This is his Tent,and ſee where Qand his Guard: 
Courage my Maſters: Honor now, ornever ; 
Bur follow me,and Fdward ſhall be ours, 
1. //atch, Who goes there? 
2.atch. Stay, or thou dyeft, . 
Warwicke and the reft cry all, Warwiche,Warwicke, 
ard ſet vpon the Guard who fhe,errng, Arme, Arme, 
Warwicke and the reſt followmg them, 


The Dramme playing, and Tr ſounding, 
Enter Warwicke, Gon the "oft bring " King 
out mm bis Gowne, fitting im a Chaire : Richard 
and Haſtings flyes oner the Stage, 
Som. What are they that flyethere? 


Warw. Richard and Haſtings : let them goe, heere is 


the Duke. 

K,Edw. The Dake ? 
Why warwicks, when wee parted, 
Thou call 'dft me King, | 

Warw. I,but the cafe is alter'd, 
When you diſgrac'd me in my Embaſſade, 
Then I degraded you from being King, 
And come now to create you Duke of Yorke. 
Alas, how ſhould you gouerne any Kingdome, 
That know not how to vie Embaſſadors, 
Nor how to be contented with one Wife, 
Nor how to vie your Brothers Brotherly, 
Nor how to ſtudie for the Peoples Welfare, 
Nor how to ſhrowd your {c!fe trom Enemics ? 


K.Edw. Yea, 


" _ —_ 


OO” ne I ——— 


 Thethird Part of King Henry the $ ixt. Y 


K.Edw, Yea,Brorher of Clarence, 

Art thou here too? 
Nav then I ſee,that Edward needs muſt downe, 
Yet Warwicke, in deſpight of all miſchance, 
Of thee thy ſelfe,and all thy Complices, 
Edward will atwayes beare himſclfe as King : 
Though Fortunes mallice overthrow my State, 
My minde exceedes the compaſle of her Wheele. 

arw, Then for his minde, be Edward Englands King, 


T akes off his Crowns. - 


Butt Henry now ſhall weare the Engliſh Crowne, 
And betrue King inideede: thou but the ſhadow, 
My Lord of Sometſer, at my was ox. 
See that forthwith Duke Edward be conucy'd 
Vnto my Brother Arch-Biſhop of Yorke : 
When 1 haue fought with Pembroke and his fellowes, 
Ile follow you, and tell what anſwer 
Lewis and the Lady Bona ſend to him, 
Now for a-while farewell good Duke of Yorke, 
T bey leade him ont forcibly. 

K.Ed.W hat Fates impoſe, that men muſt needs abide; 
It boots not to refiſt both winde and tide, Execunt, 

Oxf. What now remaines my Lords for ys to do, 
But march to London with our Soldiers ? 

War. I,that's the firft thing that we haueto do, 
Tofree King Henry from impriſonment, 


And ſce him ſeated in the Regall Throne. exit, 


Enter Riners ard Lady Gray, 


Riu. Madam,what makes you inthis ſodain change? 

Gray, Why Brother Rimers,areyou yet to leatne 
Whart late misfortune is befalne King Edward? 

Ris, What loſſe of ſome pitche barre! 


| Againſt Farwicke? 


Gray. No,but the loſſe of his owne Royall perſon, 

Riv. Then is my Souecraigne ſlaine ? 

Gray. Ialmoſt flaine,for he is taken priſoner, 
Either betrayd by falſhood of his Guard, 

Or by his Foe ſurpriz'd at ynawares : 

Andas I further haue to vnderſtand, 

ls new commitred to the Biſhop of Yorke, 
Fell Warwickes Brother, and by that our Foe. 

Kin, Theſe Newes I muſt confeſle are full of greefe, 
Yer gracious Madam, beare jt as you may, 
Waryicke may looſe, that now hath wonne the day. 

Gray. Till then, faire hope muſt hinder lives decay: 
And 1 the rather waine me from diſpaire 
For loue of Edwards Off. ſpring in my wombe: 

This is it that makes me bridlepafſion, 

And beare with Mildnefſe my misfortunes crofle : 
II, for this I draw in many a teare, 

And ſtop the ring of blood-ſucking hghes, 

Leaſt with my fghes or teares, I blaſt or drowne 


Ris, But Madam, 
Where is Warwicke then become ? 

Gray. I am inform'd that he comes towards London, 
To ſet the Crowne once more on Henries head; 
Gueſſe rhou the reft, King Edwards Friends muſt downe, 
But to prevent the Tycants violence, 
(For truſt nor him that hath once broken Faith) 
Ile hence forthwith ynto the Santuary, 


King Edwards Fruite, true heyceto th'Engliſh Crowne, 
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To ſaue (ac lenit Jthe heire of Edward; righr : 
There (hall Treft ſecure from force and fr2::d : 
Come therefore ler vs flye, while we may flye, 

\ If Warwicketake vs, weare ſure to dye, 
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exennr. 


Enter Richard Lord Haſtings ad Sir t#illiams 


Stazley, 


Rich, Now my Lorl Hafting:,and Sir William Stanlty 
Leaue off co wonder why I drew you hither, 
toto this cheefeſt Thicker of the Parke, 
Thus and the caſe : you know our King,my Brother, 
Is priſoner to the Biſhop herÞ, ar whoſe hands 
He hath good viage,and great liberty, 
And often but atrended with weake guard, 
Come hunting this way to diſport himſelfe, 
I haue aduertis'd him by fectet meanes/ 
Thar if about this houre he make this way, 
Vander the colour of his vſuall game, 
He ſhall heere finde his Friends with Horſe and Men, 
To ſet him free from his Caprivitie, 


Enter King Edward, and Hurtſman 
| with him, 


Huntſman, This way my Lord, 
For this way lies.the Gzme, 

King Eaw, Nay this way man, 
See where the Huntiſmen ftand. 
Now Brother of Glofter, Lord Haſtings,and thereft, 
Stand youthus cloſe to Rteale the Biſhops Deere ? 

R«h, Brother,the time and caſe,requireth haſt, 
Your horſe ſtands ready at the Parke-corner, 

Kino Ed, Bur whether ſhall we then? 

Heh Fo Lyn my Lord, 

And ſhipt from thence to Flanders. 


K,E4d. Stanley, will require thy forwardnefle, 
Fich. Bur wherefore ſtay we? 'tis notimetoralke, 
K,Fd, Huntſman, what ſay'ft chou? | 
Wilt thou go along ? 
Hwntſ. Better do ſo,then tarry and be hang'd. 
Rich, Come then away, lets ha no more adoo, 
K.Ed, Biſhop farwell, 
Sheeld thee from Warwickes frowne, 
And pray that I may re-poſleſſe the Crowne, exeunt 
Flowriſh, Enter King Beury the ſixt, Clarence, Warwick, 
Somer ſet, young Henry, Oxford, Mountagne, 


and Lieutenant, 


K. Hen, M.Licutenant,now that God and Friends 
Haue ſhaken Fdward from the Regall ſeace, 

And turn'd my captiue ſtate to liberrie, 

My feare to hope,my {orrowes ynto _ 

At our enlargement what are thy due Fees ? 
Lieu.Subiefts may challenge nothing of their Sou'rains 

Bur,if an bumble prayer may preuaile, 

I then craue pardon of your Maieſtic, 

K. Hen. For what, Lieutenant ? For well vfing me? 
Nay, be thou ſure, lle well requite thy kindnefle, 
For that it made my impriſonment, a pleaſure: 
I, ſuch apleaſure,as incaged Birds 
Conceiue; when after many moody Thoughts, 
Art laft, by Notes of Houſhold harmonie, 

They quite forget their loſſe of Liberrie. 
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Rich. Wel gueſt belecue me,for that was my meaning 


Put | 


| 
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Bur #arwicke,after God,thou ſer't me free, 
And chiefely therefore,l thanke God,and thee, 
He was the: Author,thou the In(trument, 
Therefore that I may conquer Fortunes ſpight, 
By living low, where Fortune cannot hurt me, 
And that the people of this bleſſed Land 


May not be puniſhe with my thwarting Rarres, 


| Warwicke,although my Head fill weare the Crowne, 


Fhere religne my Gouerniment to thee, 
For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 
Warr, Your Grace hath till beene fam'd for yertuous, 
And now may lcemeas wile as vertuous, 
By (ſpying and auoiding Forcunes malice, 
For few men rightly temper with the Starres : 
Yer in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 
For chuling me, when Clarence is in place. 

C/ar. No Warwickg,thou art worthy of the (way, 

To whom the Heau'ns in thy Natiuitie, 

Adiudg'd an Olive Branch,and Lawrell Crowne, 

As likelyto be bleſt in Peace and Woarre : 
And therefore I yceld thee my free conſent. 

Warw, And | chuſe Clarence onely for Protector, 

K ing Warwick. and Clarence,giue me both your Hands: 
Now ioyne your Hands, & with your Hands your Hearts, 
That no diſſention hinder Gouernment . 

I make you both ProteQors of this Land, 
While I my ſelfe will lead a private Life, 
And in deuotion ſpend my latter dayes, 
To linnes rebuke, and my Creators prayſe. 
Warw, What anſweres Clarence to his Soueraignes 
will ? 

Clar. That he conſents, if Warwicke yeeld conſent, 

For on thy fortune I repole my lelfe, 
Warw.\Vhy then,though loth, yer muſt I be content : 
Wec'le yoake cogether, like a double ſhadow 
To Henrier Body,and ſupply his place 
[ meane,in bearing weight of Government, 
While he cnioyes the Honor,and his caſe, 
And Clarence,now then it is more then needfull, 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a Traytor, 
And all his Lands and Goods confiſcate, 
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| And fled (as hee heares fince) ro Burguadie, 


Clar, Whatelſe ? and that Succeſhon be determined, 


Warw, I,therein Clarence ſhall not want his part. 

King. But with the firſt, of all your chiefe affaires, 
Let me entrear (for I command no more) 
That Margaret your Queene, and my Sonne Edward, 
Be ſent for,to returne trom France with ſpeed : . 
For till 1 ſee them here, by doubtfall feare, 
My ioy of libercie is halte eclips'd, 

Clar. It (ball bee done, my Soueraigne , with all 
ſpeede, 

King. My Lord of Somerſet,what Youth is that, 
Of whom you ſeeme to haue ſo tender care? 

Somerſ. My Liege, itis young Hemry, Earle of Rich- 
mond. ' 

King, Come hither, Englands Hope : 

Layes his Hand en bu Head, 

If ſecret Powers ſuggeſt but truth 
To my diuining thoughts, 


This prettie Lad will prouc our Countries bliſſe, 
His Lookes are full of peacetull Maicftie, 


| His Head by nature fram'd to weare a Crowne, 


His Hand to wield a Scepter, and himſelfe 
Likely in time to bleſſe a Regall Throne : 
Make much of him,mwy Lords ; for this is hee 
Muſt helpe you moregthen you are hurt by mee, 


®. _ 


; Asbeing well content with that alone. } 


Enter 4 Poſte. 


Warw, What newes, my friend ? 
Poſte. That Edward us eſcaped from your Brother, 


Warw. Valavoricnewes: but how made heeſcape ? 

Poſte. He was conucy'd by Richard, Duke of Gloſter, 
And the Lord Haftmgs,who attended him 
In ſecret ambuſh, on che Forreſt fide, 

And from the Biſhops Huncſmen reſcu'd him : 
For Hunting was his dayly Exerciſe. 

Warw. My Brother was too carelelle of his charge, 
But let vs hence,my Soueraigne,to provide 
A ſalue for any ſore,that may betide. Exmnt, 
HManet Somerſet, Richmond, and O xford, 


Som.My Lord,T like not of this flight of Edwards: 

For doubtleſſe, Burgundie will yeeld him helpe, 
And we ſhall haue more Warres befor't be long. 
As Henries late preſaging Prophecie 
Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Richmond: 
So doth my heart miſ-giue me, in theſe Conflicts, 
What may befall hicm,to his harme and ours, 
Therefore, Lord Oxford,to prepent the worſt, 
Forthwith wee'le ſend him hence to Brittanie, 
Till tormes be paſt of Ciuill Enmitie, 

Oxf. 1: for if Edward re-poſleſſe the Crowne, 
'Tis like that Richmond, with the reſt, ſhall downe. 

Sow. It (hall be ſo: he ſhall to Brittanie, 


Come therefore,let's about it ſpeedily, Exemunt, 


Flonriſh. Enter Edward, Richard, Haſtings, 
and Soldiers. | 


Edw.Now Brother Richard, Lord Haftings,and the reſt, 
Yet thus farre Fortune maketh ys amends, . 
And ſayes,that once more I ſhall enterchange | 
My wained ſtate,for Henries Regall Crowne, 
Well have we paſs'd, and now re-pals'd the Seas, 
And brought deſired he]pe from Burgundie., 
What then remaines,we being thus arriu'd 
From Rauecnſpurre Hauen, before the Gates of Yorke, 
But that we enter,as into our Dukedorme ? 

Rich, The Gates made faft ? 

Brother, I like not this, 
For many men that Rumble at the Threſhold, 
Are well fore-told, that danger lurkes within. 

Edw,Tuſh man,aboadments muſt not now affrightys: 
By faire or foule meanes we muſt enter in, 
For hither will eur friends repaire to v8. 
Ha#t, My Liege, Ile knocke once more,to ſummon 
them. 

Enter on the Walls, the CMaior of Yorke, 
and hy Brethren , 
&71aior,, My Lords, 
We were fore-warned of your comming, 
And ſhut the Gates, for ſafetie of our (clues z 
For now we owe allegeance viito Hewry. 
Edw. Bui, Maſter Maior,if Herry be your King, 

Yet Edward,at the leaſt,is Duke of Yorke. 

go"_ True, my good Lord, I know you for no 
leſle. 

Edv.Why,and 1 challenge nothing but my Dukedome, 


Rich. Bur 


— —_ tt 


A 


The third Part of King Henry tbe Sixt. 167 


—_—_—_— ———— —— — —_— A——_ 


Rich, But when the Fox hath once got in his Noſe, — Eadw. Thankes brave Aformtromery, 
Hee'le ſoone finde meanes to make the Body follow, | And thankes vnto you all : 
Haft, Why Maſter Maior,why ftand you in a doubt ? | It fortune ſerue me, Ile requite this kindneſle, 
Open the Gates, we are King Herrtes friends, Now tor this Night,let's harbor here in Yorke: 
Mator. 1, ſay you ſo ? the Gates ſhall then be opened, | And when the Morning Sunne thall rayſe his Carre 
He deſcends. Aboue the Border of this Horizon, 
Rich. A wiſe ſtout Captaine,and ſoone perſwaded. Wee'le forward towards Warwiche,and his Mates; | 
Haſt.The good old man would faine that all were wel, | For well I wor,that Herry is no Souldier, 
So'twere not long of him: but being entred, | Ah froward Clarence how evill it beſeemes thee, 
1 doubt not I,but we ſhall ſoone perſwade * Toflatter Henry, and forſake thy Brother? 
Both him,and all his Brothers,yoto reaſon, | Yet as wee may, wee'le mcet both thee and 1Warwicke, | 
Come on braue Souldiors : doubt not of the Day, 
Enter the ©Maior, and two » Aldermen, And that once gotten,doubt not of large Pay. Execant, 
Edw. So, Maſter Maior: theſe Gates mutt not be ſhur, 
But in the Night,or in the time of Warre, Flouriſh, Enter the King Warwicke, Mountague, q 
Whar, feare not man, bur yeeld me yp the Keyes, Clarence,Orford,and Somerſet. 
Takes bus Keyer. | 
For Edward will defend the Towne,and thee, War. What counfaile, Lords? Edward from Belgia, 
; And all thoſe friends,that deine to follow mee, With haſtie Germanes, and blunt Hollandetrs, | 
Hath paſs'd in ſafetie through the Narrow Seas, 
March. Enter Mountgomerie with Drumme And with bis troupes doth march amaine to London, 
and Souldiers. And many giddie people flock to him, 
| Kich, Brother,this is Sir /ohn Mowntgomerie, | King, Let's levie men,and beat him backeagaine, 
Our cruftic friend, vnleſlc I be deceiu'd, Clar, Alittle fire is quickly trodden our, 
Edw, Welcome Sir /ohu - but why come you in | Which being ſuffer*d, Rivers cannor quench. 
Armes ? War, In Warwickſhire I haue true-hearted friends, 
Monnut, To helpe King Edward in his time of ftorme, | Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in Warre, 
As every loyall Subiect ought to doe. | Thoſe will I muſter vp : and thou Sonne Clarexce 
Elw, Thankes good CMonntgomerie : Shalc ſtirre vp in Suffolke, Norfolke,and jn Kent, 


But we now forget our Title to the Crowne, The Knights and Gentlemen, to come with thee, 


And onely clayme our Dukedome, | Thou Brother Monntague,wm Buckingham, 
Till God pleaſe to ſend the reſt. Northampton,and jn Leiceſterſhire; ſhale find | 
Mount, Then fare you well,tor I will hence againe, Men well enclin'd to heare what thou command ft. | 
I came to ſcrue a King,and not a Duke ; And thou, braue Oxford, wondrous well belou'd, | 
Drummer ftrike vp,and let vs march away, In Oxfordſhire ſhalt muſter vp thy friends, 
The Drumme begins to march. Myv Soueraigne, with the louing Citizens, 
Edw. Nay ſtay,Sir /»hn,a while, and wee'le debate Like to his and, gyrt in with the Ocean, 
By what ſafe meanes the Crowne may be recouer'd, Or modeſt Dyan,circled with her Nymphs, | 
Aount. \hart talke you of debating? in few words, | Shall ret in London,ti!l we come to bim : 
If you'le not hereproclaimie your (clfe our King, Faire Lords take leaue,and land not to reply. l 
He leaue you to your fortune,aud be gone, Farewell my Soueraigne, 
To keepe them back, that come to ſuccour you, Kmg. Farewell my He(tor,and my Troyes true hope. 
1 Why ſhall we fight, if youpretend no Title? Clar. In ligne of truth, 1 kiſſe your Highnefle Hand, 
Rich, Why Brother, wheretore Rand you on nice Kmg. Well-minded Clarezce,be thou fortunate. 
points ? Monnt, Comfort,my Lord,and {o I take wy lcaue, 
Edw. When wee grow ſtronger, Oxf. Andthus I ſeale my truth, and bid adieu, 
Then wee'le make our Clayme : Kg, Sweet Oxford,and my louing Mownague, 
Till chen,'tis wiſdometo conceale our meaning, And all at once,once more a happy farewell, 
Haſt. Away with ſcrupulous Wit, now Armes muft War. Farewell, ſweet Lords,lct's meet at Coventry, 
rule, | Exennt. 
Rich. And fearelefſe minds clyme ſooneſt vnto Crowns, King. Here at the Pallace will I reſt a while. 


Brothier,we will proclaime you our of hand, 
The bruit thereof will bring you many friends, 

Edw. Then be it as you will: for 'tis my right, 
And Henry but vſurpes the Diademe. 


| Couſin of Exerer, what thinkes your Lordſhip ? 
| Me thinkes,tne Pawer that Edward hath in held, 
Should not be able ro encounter mine." 
Exet, The doubt is,that he will ſeduce the reſt, 
Mount, I,now my Soueraigne {peaketh like himſelfe, King. That's nog my feare,my meed hath got me fame: 
And now will I be Edward: Champion. | T haue not ftopt mide eares to their demands, 
Haſt.Sound Trumpet, Edward (hal be here proclaim'd: | Nor poſted oft their ſuites with flow delayes, 
Come,ftellow Souldior, make thou proclamation, My pittie hath beene balme to heale their wounds, 
Flowriſh. Sound. My mildneſſe hath allay'd their (welling grietes, 
| | _ Edward the Fourth, by the Grace of God, King of | My mercie dry*dtheis _ _ 
England and France,and Lord of Ireland, oc. | haue nor been defirous of their wealth, 
, Emi wholoc're ma King Edwards tight, | x much yo_ them = _=_ yrs : 

y tins I challenge him ro fingle fight, Nor torward of reuenge,though they much err'd, 

Throwes downe his Gauntlet, Then why ſhould hey loue Edward more then me? 
All. Long live Edward the Fourth, | No Exeter thele Graces challenge Grace : 


q 2 And! 
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And when the Lyan fawnes vpon the Lamve 
(The Lambe will neuer ceaſe ro follow rwegy 
Shom withm, A Lancaſter, A Lancaſter. 
| Eret. Hearke, hearke, my Lord , what Shout arc 
| thele ? 


Enter Edward and his Souldiers, 


Faw, Seize on the ſhamefac'd Henry, beare bim hence, 
And on-e againe proclaime vs King of England, 
You are the Foun,that makes ſmall Brookes to flow, 
Now ſtops thy Spring,my Seaſhall ſuck them dry, 
And {weil fo much the higher,by their ebbe, 
Hence with him co the Tower,!ec him not ſpeake, 

Exiu with Kmg Ferry, 

\nd Lords, towards Country bend we our courſe, 

TT cre perenptoric Warwicke now remaines : 


(7 he Sunne ſhines ho t,and it we vie delay, . 


| Co!.! biting Winter marres our hop'd-tor Hay. 

| Kich. Away betimes, before his forces ioyne, 

| And take the great-growne Traytor vnawares: 

Braue \W arriors,matrch ainaine towards Couentry, 
E veunt, 


E «ter Farwicke, the Maior of Conentry, two 
Meſſengers and others -1pon the Walls, 


11/ar. Where is the Poſt that came from valiant Oxford ? 
How farce hence 1s thy Lord, mine honeſt fellow? 
Aleſſ.1. By this at Dunimore, matching hitherward, 
IVar. How faire oft is our Brother Mountague ? 
\Where is the Polt that came trom Mountagne ? 
Deſſ.2. By this at Daintry,with a puifſant croope, 
| Enter Somermile, 
War. Say Somermie,what layes my louing Sonne ? 
And by thy x oueſle, how nigh is Clarexce now ? 
Som:rn, At Southam 1 did leaue him with his forces, 
And doe expeRt him here {ome two howres hence. 

WW rr. Then Clarence is at hand, I heare his Drumme. 
Somers, Itis not his,my Lord, here Southam lyes : 
The Drum your Honor heares,marcheth trom Warwicke. 
Iar. \\ lo ſhould that be?belike vnlook'd for friends, 
Somers. 1 hey are at hand,and you thall quickly ENOW. 


- 


Flouriſh, Enter Edward, Richard, 
and Souldzers, 
Faw, Goc,Trumpet,to the \V alls,and ſound a Parle, 
Rich, See how the ſurly #/arwicke mans the \W all. 
War. Oh vnbid {pight,is {portfull Edward come ? 
Where ſlept our Scouts,or how are they leduc'd, 
That we could heare no newes ot his repayre 
Edw. Now} 9; yum thou ope the Citic Gates, 
Speake gentle words,and humbly bend thy Knee, 
Call Edward King,and at his hands begge Mercy, 
And he ſhall pardon thee theſc Outrages 2 
ar, Nay rather, wilt thoudraw thy forces hence, 
Confelle who let thee vp,and pluckt thee downe, 
Call :7arwicke Patron,and be penitent, 
And thou ſhalt {lil remaine the Duke of Yorke, 
Rich. Irchought at leaſt he would haue ſaid the King, 
Or did he make the Ieaft againſt his will ? 
{ #7, Is nota Dukedome,Sir, a goodly gift ? 
| Rib, 1,by my taith,tor a poore Earleto giue, 
[le doe thee ſeruice for ſo good a gitr, 
®xr, 'Twas I that gaue the Kingdome to thy Bro- 
ther. 
Eaw., Why then tis mine,if but by Warwickes gift, 


Alarch. 
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War, Thou art no Atlas for fo; vreat a vw eight : 
And Weakeling, Warwicke takes his gitt againe; 
And Henry is my King, Warwicke his Subject. 

Edw, But Warwickes King is Edwards Pritoner: 
And gallant #arwicke,doe but an{wer this, 

\ hat is the Body,when the Head is off ? 

Rich, Alas,that Warwicke had no more fore-caſt, 
Buc whiles he thought to teale the fingle Ten, 

The King was yly hoger'd from the Deck : 

Youleft poore Hevry at the Biſhops Pallace, 

And tenne to one you le meet him in the Tower, 
Eadw. 'Tis cuen {o,yet you are Warwiche ll, 
Rich. Come Warwicke, a 

Take the time, kneele downe, kneele downe : 

Nay when? ſtrike now, or elle the Iron cooles, 
War, 1 had rather chop this Hand off at a blow, 

And with the other fling it at thy face, 

Then beare fo low a layic,to ſtrike ro thee, 

Edw, Sayle how thou canft, 

Haue \V inde and Tyde thy friend, 

This Hand,faſt wound about thy coale-black hayre, 

Shall, whiles thy Head is warme, and new cut off, 

Write in the duſt this Sentence with thy, blood, 

\Wind-changing Warwicke now can change no more. 


Enter Oxford,with Drumme and Colonrs, 


"ar. Oh chearefull Colours,ſfce where Cxford comes, 
Orf. Orford, Oxford, for Lancaſter. 
Rich. The Gates are open, ler ys enter too, 
Eaw. So other foes may tet ypon our backs, 
Stand we in good array: {or they no doubt 
Will iflue our againe, and bid vs barraile; 
If got,che Citic being bur of ſmail Udfence; 
Wee'le quickly rowze the Traitors in the ſame, 
War. Oh welcome Oxford,tor we want thy helpe, 


Enter Mountapne with Drumme and Colonrs, 


Alounr, Mountanne, Mountagne,tor Lancaſter. 
Rich,Thou and thy Brother both ſhall buy this Treaſon 
Euen with the deare(t blood your bodies beare. 
Edw, The harder matcht, the greater Vidtorie, 
My minde preſageth happy gaine,and Conqueſt, 


Enter Somerſet with Drunmos and Colours, 


Toms. Somerſet Somer ſet,tor Lancaſter, 

Rich, Two of thy Name,both Dukes of Somerſet, 
Haue121d their Liues vato the Houſe of Yorke, 
And thou ſhalt be che third, if chis Sward bold, 


Enter Clarence.with Drumme and Colonrs. 


War. And loe, where George of Clarence ſweepes along, 
Of force enovgh to bid his Brother Bactaile : 
With whom in vpright zeale to right, preuailes 
More then the nature of a Brothers Loue, 
Come Clarence, come : thou wilt,if #arwicke call. 

{ lar. Father ot War'«ick, know you what this meanes ? 
Looke here, I chrow my infamnie at thee : 
I will nor ruinate my Fathers Houſe, 
Who gaue his b1o9d to lyme the (tones together, 
And ie vp Lancaſter, Why,trowelt chou, HWarwicke, 
That Clarence 15 io harſh, fo blur vnnaturall, 


To bend che fatal! Inſtruments of Warre 
Againfi 
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Againſt his Brother,and his lawfull King. 
Perhaps thou wilt obie&t my holy Oath: 
To keepe that Oath, were more impietie, | 
Then /epbah,when he (acrific'd his Daughter, p 
I am fo lorry for my Treipas'made, | 
That ro deſerve well at my Brothers hands, 
I here proclayme my lelfe thy morrall foe: 
With reſolution, whereſoe're I meer thee; 
(As I will meet thee, if thou Rtirre abroad) 
To plague thee, for thy foule mis-leading me. 
And {o,prowd-hearted Warwrche,] defic thee, 
And to my Brother curne my bluſhing Checkes, 
Pardon me Edward, will make amends: 
And Richara,doe not frowne vpon my faults, 
For I will henceforth be no more vnconſtant. 
Edw, Now welcome more,and ten times more belou'd, 
Then if thoy neuer hadft deſeru'd our hate. 
Rich. Welcome good Clarence,this is Brother-like, 
Warw, Oh paſſing Traytor,periur'd and vniuſt, 
Edw. W hat Warwicke, 
Wilt thou leaue the Townezand fight 2 
Or ſhall we beat the Stones about thine Fares ? 
tWarw, Alas,l am not coop'd here for defence : 
I will away towards Barnet preſently, 
And bid thee Battaile, Edward,if thou dar'fſt. 
Edw. Yes Warwicke, Edward dares,and leads the way: 
Lords to the field: Saint George,and Victorie. Erennt, 
March, Warwicks and h:s compante followes. 


- 


eAlarum, and Excurſions, Enter Edward bringing 
forth Warwicks wonnded, 


Edw. So,lye thou there: dye thou,and dye our feare, 
For Warwicke was a Bugge that fear'd vs all, 
Now Mowntagwe fit faft, | ſeeke for thee, 
That Warwickes Bones miy keepe thine companie. 
Exit, 
Warw. Ah,who is nigh? come to me, friend,or foe, 
And tell me who is Victor, Torke,or Warwicke 7 
Why aske I that ? my mangled body ſhewes, 
My blood,my waar of ſtrength,my hicke heart ſhewes, 
That I muſt yeeld my body to the Earth, 
And by my Allzthe conqueſt to my toe, 
Thus yeelds the Cedarto the Axes edge, - 
Waoſe Armes gaue (nelter tothe Princely Eagle, 
| Vnder whoſe ſhade the ramping Lyon ſlept, 
Whoſe top-branch ouer-peer'd /oxes ſpreading Tree, 
And kept low Shrubs from Winters pow'rfull Winde. 
Theſe Eyes,that now are dim'd with Deaths black Veyle, 
Haue beene as piercing as the Mid-day Sunne, 
To learch the ha Treaſons of the World : 
[The Wrinckles in my Browes,now fill'd with blood, 
Were lik'ned oft to Kingly Sepulchers : 
For who liu'd King,bur I could digge his Grave ? 
And who durſt ſmile, when #arwicke bent his'Brow ? 
Loe,now my Glory ſmear'd in dutt and blood, 
My Parkes,my Walkes,my Mannors that I had, 
Euen now forſake me ; and of all my Lands, 
Is nothing left me, bur my bodies length. 
Why, what is Pompe,Rule,Reigne,but Earth and Duſt ? 
And live we how we can, yet dye we mult, 


| 


Enter Oxford aud Somerſet. 


Som, Ah Farwicke,V arwicke,wert thou as we are, 
We might recouer all our Loſle againe; 


. 
——_—_— —_—_ —— 
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| Oh farewell Warwicke. 


The Queene from France hath brought a puiſſane power, 


Euen now we heard the newes : ah,couldſt thou flye, 

Barw, Why then 1 would not flye, Ah Monnregwe, 
If thou be there,{weet Brother,take my Hand, e 
And with thy Lippes keepe in my Soule a while. 
Thou lou'ſt me nor: for,Brother,if thou didft, 
Thy teares would waſh this cold congealed blood, 
Thar glewes my Lippes,and will not let me ſpeake. 
Come quickly Aſountague,or I am dead, 


Som. Ah Warwicke, Mountague hath breath'd his laſt, ? 


And tothe lateſt gaſpe,cry'd out for Warwicke : 
And ſaid, Commend me to my valiant Brother. 
And more he would have faid,and more he ſpoke, 
W hich founded like a Cannon in a Vaule, 

That moughr not be diftinguiſhe : bur at laſt, 

I well might heare, delivered witha groane, 


Warv. Sweet reft his Soule : 


Flye Lords, and faue your clues, 


For Warwicke bids you all farewell,to meet in Heaven. 
Orf. Away,away,to meer the Queenes great power. 
Here they beare away bis Body, Frennt. 


Floauriſh. Enter King Edward in triumph, with 
Richard,Clarence,and the reſt, 

Kiug.Thus farre our fortune keepes ar: vpward courſe, 
And we are grac'd with wreaths of Viftorie : 
But in the mid{t of this bright-ſhining Day, 
I ſpy a black tefpicious threarning Cloud, 
That wil! encounter with our glorious Sunne, 
Erc he attaine his eaſctuli Welterne Bed: 
I meane,my Lords, thole powers that the Queene 
Hath rays'd in Gallia, have arrived our Coaſt, 
And,as we heare,march on to fight with vs. 

Clar. A lictle gale will ſoone diſperſe that Cloud, 
And blow it to the Source from whence it came, 
Thy very Beames will dry thoſe Vapours vp, 
For every Cloud engenders not a Storme, 

Rich, The Queene is valued thirtie thouſand ftrong, _ 
And Semerſet,wvoith Oxford fled to her : 
If ſhe Hauc time to breathe,be well afſur'd 
Her taction will be full as ſtrong as ours. 

King, Weare aduertis'd by our louing friends, 
That they doe hold their courſe toward Tewkibury.: 
We hauing now the beſt ar Barner held, 
Willchither Rraight, for willingneſle rids way, 
And as we march,our fircngth will be augmenced : 
In cuery Countie as we goe along, 
Sctike vp the Drumme,cry courage,and away. Exeant. 


Flonriſh. March, Enter the Q neene, young 
Edward, Somerſet, Oxford, and 
Sowldiers. 

O#, Great Lords,wiſe men ne's fit and waile their lofſe, 
Bur chearely {ceke how to redrefle their harmes. 
What though the Maſt be now blowne over-bootrd, 
The Gable broke,the holding-Anchor loſt, 

And halfe our Say rs ſwallow'd inthe flood ? 

Yer lines our Pilor (till, 1s'r mecr,that hee 

Should leatte the Helme,and like a fearefull Lad, 

With tearefull Eyes adde Water to the Sea, 

And giue more ſtrength to that which hath too much, 
Whhiles in his moane,the Ship ſplits on the Rock, 
Which Induftric and Courage might haue ſau'd? 

Ah what a ſhame, ah what a tault were this, 

Say Warwicke was our Anchor: what of that ? 


S-- ' And 
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And Afowntaguc our Top-Malt: what of 1m? 
Our ſlaugbt'red friends,the Tackles ; what of theſc? 
Why is nor Oxford bere,anocher Anchor ? 
{And Somer ſet, another goodly Mait? 
| The friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklings? 
And though ynskilfull, why not Ned and I, 
For ohte allo w'd the skilfull Pilots Charge? 
We will not from che Helmegro fit and weepe, 
| Bur keepe our Courſe (though the rough Winde ſay no) 
From Shelaes and Rocks,thac threaten vs with Wrack, 
As good to chide the WW aues,as ſpeake them faire, 

And what is Edward, but a ruthleſſe Sea ? 

W hat Clrence, but a Qunck-ſand of Deceu ? 
' And Richard, bur a raged fatall Rocke ? 

All theſe,the Enemies to Our poore Barke. 
Say you can {wim,alas 'tis but a while : 
Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly finke, 
'BeAride the Rock,the Tyde willwath you off, 
Ore!ſe you tamiſh,thar's a three-fold Death, 

This ſpeake I (Lords) to let you vnderſtand, 

If caſe ſome one of you would flyc from vs, 

That there's no hop'd-for Mercy with the Brothers, 
'More then with ruthleſſe Waues, with Sands and Rocks, 
Why courage then, wliat cannot be auoided, 

"T were childiſh weakenefle to lament, or feare, 

Prince, Methinkes a Woman of this valiant Spirit, 
Should if a Coward heard her ſpeake thele words, 
Infuſe his Breaſt wnh Magnanimarie, 

And make hm, naked, toyle a man at Armes. 
I ipcoke nor this, as doubting any here; 

For did I but ſuſpect a fearctull man, 

H- thould haue leave to goe away betiumes, 
Leaſt in our need he might wntect anorher, 
Aad make him ot like {pirit to himfeite. 

It zny ſuch be here, as God torbid, 

Let him depart, before we neede þis helpe, 

Of. Women and Children of {o bigh a courage, 

And Warriors faint, way 'twere perpetuall ſhame. 
Ot braue young Priace : thy famo!s Grandtather 
Doch lue againe in thee; long may'(t thou live, 

To beare his I.nage,and.renew his Glories., 

Som. And he that will not fight for ſuch a hope, 
Goc home to Bed, and like the Owle by day, 
{ 1f he ariſe, be mock'd and wondered at, 

2s, Thankes gentle Somerſet,lweet Oxford thankes, 

Prince. And take his thankes, that yer hath nothing 
elic, 


i. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


| Meſſ. Prepare you Lords, for Edward is at hand, 
Reade co fight: therefore be reſolute. 

Oxf. Ichought no leſle : it is his Policie, 

To baſte thus falt,to finde vs vnprouided, 

Som. But hee's deceia'd, we are in readinefle, 

Os. This cheares my heart,to ſee your forwardneſle. 
Oxf Here pitch our Battaile,hence we will not budge. 


I lonri[þ, and march. Enter E dward, Richard, 
Clarence, and Souldiers. 


/w Braue followers, yonder ſtands the thornie Wood, 

| Which by rhe Heauens affiftance,and your ftrength, 
Mult by the Roots be hew'ne yp yet ere Night, 

I nec not adde more fuell to your hire, 

For well } wor, ye blaze, to burne them our : 

Guue fignal! corhe fight,and to it Lords, 


CO 7 C—_———— _— —— %. _ 
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2s, Lords, Knights,and Gentlemen,whac I ſhould ſay, 
My teares gaine-lay: for euery word | ipeake, 
Ye ſee I drinke the water of my eye. 
Therefore no. mere bur this : Henry your Soueraigne 
Is Priſoner to the Foe, his State vſurp'd, 
His Realme a ſlaughter-houſe, his Subie&ts ſlaine, 
His Statutes canceiPd,and bis Treaſure ſpent : 
And yonder is the Wolte, that makes this ſpoyle. 
You fight in Tuſtice: then in Gods Name, Lords, 
Be valiaot,and giue fignall co the fight, 
Alarnm, Retreat, Excmr ſions. E xennt, 
Flonriſh, Enter Edward, Richard, Qmeene, Clarence 
Oxford, Somerſet. F 


Edv, Now here a period of tumuJtuous Broyles, 
Away with Oxford to Hames Caftle firaight : 
For Semerſet,oft with Þ15 guilcie Head. 
Goe beare them-hence, 1 will not heare them ſpeake, 
Oxf. For my part, Ile not trouble thee with words, 
| Som, Nor], but (toupe wich patience to my fortune, 
Exenar . 
©, Sopart we ſadly inthis troublous World, 
To meet with loy in ſweet Jeruſalem, 
Edw. Is Proclamation made, That who finds Edward, 
| Shall hauea bigh Reward,and he his Life? 
Rach. It is,and loe where youthtull Edward comes, 


Enter the Price, 


Edw, Bring forth the Gallant, let vs heare him ſpeake, 
\\ hat? can ſo young a Thorne begin toprick ? 
| Edward,what ſatisfaction canft thou make, 
For bearing Armes, for ſtirring vp my SubieQs, 
And all the trouble thou haſt rurn'd me to? | 

Prince, Speake like a Subie,prowd ambitious Torke. 
Suppole that I am now my Fathers Mouch, | 
Re{1gne thy Chayre, and where I Rand, kneele thou, | 
Whil(t 1 propoſe the ſelfe-fame words ro thee, 
Winch(Traytor) thou would'ſt haue me anſwer to, 

2», Ah, that thy Father had beene fo refolu'd. 

Rich. That you might Rill haue worne the Perticoat, 
And ne re haue ftolne the Breech from Lancaſter, 

Prince, Letcſop fable in a Winters Nigbt, 
His Curriſh Riddles torts not with this place, 

Rich, By Heauen, Brat, lleplague ye for that word, 

.2u. 1,thou walt borne co be 3 plague tomen, 

Rich, For Gods ſake,take away this Captiue Scold. 

_— Nay,take away this {colding Crooke-backe, 
rather, 

Edw. Peace wilfull Boy,or I will charme your tongue, 

Clar. Vnturor'd Lad,thou art too malapert. 

Prince. I know my dutie, you are all vnducifl ; 
L aſciuious Edward,and thou periur'd George, 
And thou miſ{-ſhapen Dicke,1 tell ye all, 
I am your better, Traytors as ye are, 
And thou vſurp'ft my Fathers right and mine. - 

Edw, Take that,the likenefle of this Rayler here, 


Stabs hi. | 
Rich, Sprawl't thou? take thar,to end thy agonie, 
Rich. ſtabs bem. | 
Clar, And ther's for twitting me with periurie, 
Clar, ſlabs him. 
Og. Oh, kill me too, 
Rich. Marry,and ſhall. Offers to kill ber. 


Edw, Hold, Kichard, bold, for we have done too much, 
| Rich. Why | 
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Rich. Why ſhould ſhee live, to fill the World with 
words, 
Edw. What ? doth ſhee fwowne? yſeremnes for her 
recouerie, 

Rich. Clarence excuſe me to the King wy Brother : 
Ile hence to London on a {erious matter, X 
Ere ye comethere, be ſure toheare ſome newes, 

Cla. What? whar ? 

Rich Tower,the Tower. Exit. 
Qs, Oh Ned,ſ{meer Ned,ſpeake tothy Mother Boy, 
Can'k thounor ſpeake? O Traitors, Murtherers ! 
They that ftabb'd Ceſar,ſhed no blood ar all : 

Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame, 

If this foule deed were by, to equall it, 

He was a Manz this (in reſpe&)a Childe, 

And Men, ne're ſpend their fury on a Childe. 

What's worſe ther Murtherer, that I may name ir ? 
No,no, my heart will burſt, and if I ſpeske, 

And I will ſpeake, that ſo my heart may burſt. 
Butchers and Villaines, bloudy Caniballes, 

How \weet a Plant haue you vntimely cropt : 

You haue no children (Butchers) if you had, 

The thought of them would hane ftirr'd vp remorſe, 
Bur if you ever chance to haue a Childe, 

Looke in his yourhto haue him ſo cur off. 

As deathſmen you have rid this ſweet yong Prince, 

King. Away with her go beare her henceperforce. 
| Ou, Nay, never beare mehence,diſparch me heere : 
Here ſheath thy Sword, lle pardon thee my death: 

W hat? wilt thou not? Then Clarence do it thou, 
(a. By heauen,I will not do thee ſo much caſe, 
#. Good Clarence do: ſweet { larence do thou do it, 
Cla,Did'it chou not heare me ſweare I would not do it? 
Os, 1, but thou vſeſt ro forſweare thy ſelfe., 
'Twas Sin before, but now 'tis Charity. 
What wilt Y not? Where is thar diuels butcher Richard? 
Hard fauor'd Richard? Richard,where art thou ? 
Thou art not heere; Murther is thy Almeſ-deed : 
Petitioners for Blood, thou ne're pur'ft backe. 

Ed. Away I fay,lI charge ye beare her hence, 

©#, Sc, come to you, and yours,as tothis Prince, 

Exit DQucene. 


, 


Fd. Where's Richard gone. 

{1a. To London all in poſt and as] gueſſe,! 
To make a bloody Supper in the Tower, 

£4. He's ſodaine if a thing comes in his head, 
Now march we hence, diſcharge the common ſort 
With Pay and Thankeg,and ler's away to London, 
And ſee our gent]: Queene how well ſhe fares, 
By chis (I hope) ſhe hath a Sonne for me, Exit, 
Enter Henry the ſixt, and Richard gvith the Lientenant 

on the Watles. | 


Rich, Good day, my Lord,what at your Booke ſo 
hard? iy. 

Hen. T my good Lord : my Lord I ſhould fay rather, 

Tis finne to flatter, Good was little berrer : 

"Good Gloſter,and good Deuill, werealike, 

| And both prepoſterous: therefore, not Good Lord, 


Hen, $o (1es the wreaklefſe ſhepherd from y Wolte : 
So firſt the harmleſle Sheepe doth yeeld his Fleece, 
And next his Throate, vnto the Butchers Knife. 
Whart Scene of death bath Roſrime now to Acte ? 
Rich, Sulpition alwayes haunts the guilty minde, 


| 


li. 
4 


| Kichb, Sirra, leaue vs to our ſelues, we muſt conferre... 
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| For I have often heard my Mother ſay, 


The I beete doth teare each buſh an Officer, 
Hen. The Bird that hath bin limed in a buſh, 

With crembling wings miſdoubterh every buſh ; 

And I the hapleſſe Male to one ſweet Bird, 

Haue now the farall Obie in my eye, ' 

Where my poore yong wat lim'd, was cavght,and kill'd, | 
Rich, Why what a peeviſh Foole was that of Creer, | 

Thar taught his Sonne the office of a Fowle, 

And yer tor all his wings, the Foole was drown'd. 
Her. 1 Dedaius, my poore Boy [caras, 


Thy Father Af:nes, that den1'de our courſe, 
The Sunne that ſear'd che wings of my ſweet Boy. I 
Thy Brother Edward, and thy Selfe, the Sea | 


Whole enuious Gulte did {wallow vp his life: 

Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with words, 

My breſt can better brookerhy Daggers point, 

Then can my eares chat Tragicke Hiſtory. 

Bur wheretore doſt thou come? 1s't for my Life? 
Rich, Think'ti thou ] am an Executioner ? 


Hen, A Perſecutor | am tare thou arr, | 
If murtheriag Innacents be Executing. 


Why then thou art an Executioner. 
Rich, Thy Son kill'd for hispreſuryption, 
Hen. Hadſt thou bin kill'd, when firft didit preſume, 
Thou had'tt nor l:u'd to kill a Sonne of mine; 
And thus [ prophefie, that many a thouſand, 
Which now auſtruft no parcell of my feare, 
And many an old mans lighe, and many a'Widdowes, 
And maily an Orphans water-ſtanding-eye, 
Men tor their Sonnes, Wiues for their Husbands, 
Orphans, tor their Parents timeles death, 
Shall rue the houre that euer thou was't borne. 
The Owle ſhriek't at thy birth, an evill Ggne, 
The Night-Crow cry'de, aboding luckleſſe time, 
Dogs howl'd and-liddeous Tempeſt ſhook down Trees: 
The Raven rouk'd her on the Chimnies top, 
And chatt'ring Pies in dilmall Diſcords ſung : 
Thy Mother felc more then a Mothers paine, 
And yet brought forth lefſe then a Mothers hope, 
To wit, an indigeſted and deformed luinpe, 
Nor like the fruit of ſuch a goodly Tree. 
Teeth had'ſt thou in thy head, when thou was't borne, 
To hegnihe, thou can''ft to bire the world; 
Andifthe reſt be true, which I have heard, 
Thou cam'ſt 
Rich. lle heare no more; 
Dye Prophet in thy ſpeech, 
For this (among the reſt) was Tordain'd, 
Hen, L,and for much more (laughter after this, 
O God forgiue my finnes, and pardon thee. 
Rich, What? will the aſpiring blood of Lancaſter 


Stabbes him, 


Sinke in the ground? I thought it would haue mounted, | 
See how my {word weepes tor the poore Kings death, | 


O may ſuch purple teares be alway ſhed 

From thoſe that wiſh the downfail of our houle, 

If any ſparke of Lite be yet remaining, 

Downe,downe to hell,and ſay I ſent thee thither, 
Stab; him againe, 

I that have neyther pitty,loue,nor feare, 

Indeed 'tis true that Hewrie told me of : 


I came into the world with my Legges forward; 


Dyes. | 


"0 Ine 


Had 1 not reaſon (thinke ye)rto make haſt, 

And ſecke their Ruine, that vturp'd our Right ? 
The Midwife wonder'd, and the Women cri'de 
O lelus blefſe ys, he is borne with teeth, 


_ 


ry 


MO OY A  .- "= 


© ——— 


—_— 


— —— aa ee Bd 


172 


Ando | was, which plainly ſignified, 


That I ſhould (narle, and bite,and play the dogge: 


Then fince the Heauens haue ſhap'd my Body lo, 

Let Hell make crook'd my Minde to anſwer it. 

I haue no Brother, I am like no Brother : 

And this word Loue] which Gray-beards call Diuine, 


| Bereſident in men like one another, 


Andnot in me: lammy lelfe alone, 

Clarence beware, thou keept it me from the Light, 

Bur I will ſort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will buzze abroad luch Propheties, 

That Edward ſhall be fearefull of his life, 

And then to purge his teare, Ile be thy death, 

King Henry, and the Prince his Son areigane, 

Clarence thiy turne is next, and then the ref}, 

Counting my ſ#lte but bad, till I be beſt. 

Ilethrow thy body in another roome, 

And Triumph Hevmry,inthy day of Doome. Ext. 

Flowriſh. Enter King, Qucene,Clarence, Richard, Haſtings, 
Nw ſe,and eAttendants, 


King, Once more we fit in Englands Royall Throne, 
Re-purchac'd with the Blood of Enemies : 
What valiant Foe-men, like to Autumnes Corne, 
Haue we mow'd downe intops of all their pride ? 
Three Dukes of Somerlet, threefold Renowac, 
For hardy and vndoubred Champions : 
Two Clifords,as the Father and the Sonne, 
And two Northumberlands : ewo brauer men, 
Ne're ſpurr'd their Courlers at the Trumpers ſound.” 
With them, the rwo braue Beares Harwich & Montague, 
Thar in their Chaines fetter'd the Kingly Lyon, 
And made the Forreſt tremble when they roar'd, 
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The third Part of King Henry the Sixt 
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Thus haue we {wept Suſpicion from our Seate, 
And made our Footſtoole of Security, 
Come hither Beſſe, and let me kifſe wy Boy : : 
Yong Ned, for thee, thine Vnckles,and my ſelfe, 
Haue in our Armors watcht the Wintersnight, 
Went all afoote in Summers ſcalding heate, 
That thou might'(t repofleſſe the Crowne inpeace, 
And of our Labours chou ſhalt reapethe gaine. 
Rich, Ile blaſt his Harueſt, if your head were laid, 
For yet I am not look'd on in the world. 
This ſhoulder was ordain'd ſo thicke, to heaue, 
And heaue it ſhall ſome waight, or breake my backe, 
Worke thou the way,and that ſhalt execute, 
King. Clarence and Gloſter, loue my louely Queene, 
And k1s your Princely Nephew Brothers both, 
Cla, The duty that 1 owe ynto your Maieſly, 
I Seale ypon the lips of this (weet Babe, 
Cla. Thanke Noble Clarence,worthy brother thanks. 
Rich. And that I loue the tree fro whence Y ſprarig'ſt : 
Witneſſe the louing kifſe I giue the Fruite, 
To ſay the truthyſo [das kift his maſter, 
And cried all haile, when as he meant all harme. 
King. Now am I ſeated as my ſoule delights, 


Having my Countries peace,and Brothers loues, 


Cla. What will your Grace haue done with; Margaret, 
Reynard her Father,to the King of France 
Hath pawn'd the Sicils and Ieruſalem, 
And hither haue they ſent it for her ranſome. ' 

King, Away With her, and waft her hence to France: 
And now what refts, but that we ſpend the time 
With Rately Triumphes, mirthfull Comicke ſhewes, 
Such as befirs the pleaſure of the Court. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, farwell ſowre annoy, 
For heere 1 hope begins our laſting toy. Exemnt ome; 


— — 


 FINIS. 


- —— — _ = - . ee 


——_— ——_OO@—©——_—— — — — — — 


| 


| 


—_—_ 


The 


_ 
——— 


eAttus Primus. 


Enter Richard Duke of Gloſter, ſolua, 


Ow is the Winter of our Diſcontent, 

Made glorious Summer by this Son of Yorke: 
And all the clouds that lowr'd vpon our houſe 
[n the deepe boſome of the Ocean buried, 
Now are our browes bound with Viftorious Wreathes, 
Our bruiſed armes hung vp for Monuments ; 

Our ſterne Alarums chang'd comerry Meetings ; 

Our dreadfull Marches, to delighttull Meaſures, 
Grim-viſag'd Warre, hath ſmooth'd his wrinkled Front: 
And now, in ſtead of mounting Barbed Steeds, 

To fright the Soules of feartull Aduerfaries, 

He capers nimbly ina Ladies Chamber, 

Tothe laſciuious pleaſing of a Lute, 

But], that am not ſhap'd for ſporrtiuetrickes, 

Nor made to court an amorous Looking-glaſle: 

[, that am Rudely ftampt, and want loues Maicſty, 

To ſtrut before a wonron ambling Nymph : 

[, that am curtail'd of this faire Proportion, 

Cheated of Feature by diſſembling Nature, 

Deform'd, vn-finiſh'd, ſent before my time 

[Into this breathing World, ſcarle halfemade vp, 
Andthat ſo lamely and vnfaſhionable, 

That dogges barke at me, as I haltby them, 

Why I (in this weake pipiag time of Peace) 

Haue no delight to paſſe away thetime, 

Voleſſe to ſee my Shadow in the Sunne, 

And deſcant on mine owne Deformity. 


And therefore, fince I cannot proue a Lover, 
Toentertaine theſe faire well ſpoken dayes, 
I am determined to proue a Villaine, 


qAnd hatethe idle pleaſures of thele dayes, 


Plots haneT laide, InduRions dangerous, 

By drunken Pcophehies, Libels,and Dreames, 
To (er my Brother Clarence and the King 

In deadly hate, the one againſt the other : 

And if King Edward be as crue and iuſt, 

As I am Subtle, Falle,and Treacherous, 

This day ſhould Clarence cloſely be mew'd vp: 
About a Propheſic, which ayes that G, 

Of Edwards heyres the murtherer ſhall be, 
Diue thoughts downe to my foule, here Clarence comes, 


Emer Clarence, and Brahenbury. »narded, 
Brother, good day : What meanes this armed guard 
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Battell ar Boſworth Field. 
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Scena Prima, 
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That waites ypon your Grace ? 
Cl, His Maiety tendring my perſons ſafety, 
Hath appointed this Condu&t,to conuey me to th'Tower 
Rich. Vpon what cauſe ? 
Cla, Becaule my name is George. 
Reich, Alacke my Lord, thar fault is none of yours + 
He ſhould tor that commit your Godfathers, 
O belike, his Maieſty hath tome iorent, 
That you ſhould be new Chriſtned inthe Tower; 
Bur what's the matter Clarere,may ] know ? 
Cla. Yea Richard, when ] know : but Iproteſt 
As yet] donot: Burt asT can learne, 
He hearkens after Propheſies and Dreames, 
And from the Crofle-row pluckes the letter G ; 
And layes,a Wizard told him,that by G, 
His iflue d1inherited ſhould be. 
And for my name of George begins with G, 
It tollowes in his thought, that Lam he. 
Theie (as 1 leaine)and ſuch hkeroyes as theſe, 
Hath moou'd his Hignnefle tO commit ME NOW, 
Kich, Why this it is, when men are ruFd by Women : 
"Tis nor the King that ſends youtorthe Tower, 
My Lady Grey bis Wite, Clarence 'tis ſhee, 
That temprs him co this harſh Extremity. 
Was it not ſhee, and that good man of Worſhip, 
Anthony Woodenlle her Brother there, 
That made him ſend Lord Haſftmgs tothe Tower ? 
From whence this preſent day he is deliuered ? 
We arc not ſafe { /arence, we arc not lafe. 
Cla. By heauen,1 thinke there is no man ſecure 
But the Queenes Kindred,and night-walkin Heralds, 
That trudge ber wixt the King,ang Miſtris Shore, 
Heard you not what an humble Suppliant 
Lord Haſtings was, tor her delivery ? 
Rich, Humbly complaining to her Deitie, 
Got my Lord Chamberlaine his libertic. 
Ile tell you what, ! thinke it is our way, 
If we will keepe in fauour withthe King, 
To be her men, and weare her Liuery, 
The icalous ore-worne Widdow,and her ſclfe, 
Since that our Brother dub'd them Gentlewomen, 
Are mighty Gofsips in our Monarchy. | 
Bra. I beſeech your Graces both to pardon me, 
His Maieſty hath (traightly given in charge, 
That no man ſhall haue private Conference 
(Of what degree ſoeuer) with your Brother, 


Rich. 
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Rich, Euen ſo,and pleale your Worſhip Brakenbwry, 
You may partake of any thing we lay : 
We (peakeno Treaſon man ; We ſay the King 
Is wilc and vertuous, and his Noble Queene 
Wc<ll ſtrooke 1n yeares, faire,and not 1calious, 
We ſay, that Shores Wite hath a pretty Foot, 
A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye, a patising pleaſing tongue + 
And that the Queenes Kindred are tnade gentle Folkes, 
How ſay you fit? can you deny all this ? 
Bra. \W ith this (my Lord) my lelfe haue nought to 
doo, 
Rich, Naught to do with Miſtris Shere? 
I tell thee Fellow, he that doth naught with her 
(Excepting one) were beſt to do it lecretly alone. 
Bra, What one, my Lord? 
Rich, Her Husband Knaue, would'ſt thou betray me? 
Bra. 1 do beſcech your Grace 
To pardon me, and withall forbeare 
Your Conterencc with the Noble Duke, 
{ta. We know thy charge Prabenbury,and wil obey. 
Rich, We ate the Queenes abieCts,and muſt obey, 
Brother farewell, I wil: voto the King, 
And whatloe're you will imploy me in, 
Wereit to call King Edwards Widdow,Siſter, 
I will performe it ro infranchiſe you. 
Meane time, this deepe diſgrace in Brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine, 
{la. 1 know it pleaſerh neither of vs well, 
Rich. Well,your impriſonment ſhall not belong, 
I will deliver you, or clſc lye for you : 
Meane time, haue patience. 
C/a. 1 muſt perforce : Farewell. Exit Clay. 
Rich Go treade the path that thou ſhalt ne're return; 
Simple plaine ({arence, I do loue thee fo, 
That 1 will ſhortly ſend thy Soule to Heaven, 
If Heauen will take the preſent at our hands. 
But who comes heere? the new delivered Haſtings ? 


Enter Lord Haſtings. | 


Hat, Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Rich. As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlaine : 
Well are you welcomg to this open Ayrc 
How hath your Lorip yrook umptiſonment?. 

Haſt. With patiendefNoble Lord)as priſoners mult: 
But I ſhall live (my Lord) to giue them thankes 
That were the cauſe of my impriſonment. | 

Rich, Nodoubt,no doubt,and ſo ſhall Clarence too, 
For they that were your Enemies, are his, 
And have preuail'd as much on him,as you, 

Haſt, Morepitty,that the Eagles ſhould be mew d, 
Whiles Kites and Buzards play at liberty. 

Rich, What newes abroad ? 

Hat. No newes ({o bad abroad,as this at tome 
The King is fickly,weake,and melancholly, 
And his Phyſitians feare him mightily 

Rich, Now by S.lohn,that Newes 1s bad indeed. 
O he hath kept an cuill Diet long, 
And ouer-much conſum'd his Royall Perion 
'Tis very greeuous to be thought vpon 
Where 1s he, in his bed? 

Haf#, Heis. 

Rich, Go you betore, and I will follow you. 

| Exit Haſitmgs, 

He cannot live Thope, and muſt not dye, 
Till George be pack d with pott-horle vp to Heauen, 
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Ile into vrge his hatred more to Clarence, 

With Lyes well ſteei'd with weighty Arguments, 

And if | faile not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to live : 

\W hich done, God rake King Edward to his mercy, 

And leaue the world tor meto byſlein, | 

For then, Ile marry Warwickes yongeſt daughter, 

Wha: though I kill'd her Husband,and her Father, 
nereadielt way ro make the Wench amends, 

[5 to become her Husband,and her Father : 

The which will 1,not all ſo much for loue, 

As for another ſecret cloſe intent, 

By marrying her, which I muft reach ynto; 

Bur yet | run before my horſe to Marker : 

Clarence (till breathes, Edward ill liues and rai ones, 

When they are gone, then muſt I count my gaines, Exit 
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Scena Secunda. 
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Emer the Coarſe of Henrie the ſixt with Halbert to guard it, 
Lady Anne being the CMonruer. | 


- eAnre. Set downe,ſer downe your honourable load, 
If Honor may be ſhrowded in a Herſe; 
Wolf 1 a-while obſequiouſly lament 
Th'vatimely fall of Vercuous Lancaſter, 
Poore key-cold Figure of a holy King, 
Pale Alhes of the Houle of Lancaſter ; 
Thou bloodlefle Remnant of that Royall Blood, 
Be it lawtull that | inuocate thy Ghoſt, 
To heare the Lamentations of poore Anne, 
Wite to thy Edward, to thy laughtred Sonne, 
Stab'd by the leltefame hand that made theſe wounds, 
Loe,in thele windowes that ler forth thy life, 
| powre the helpleſie Balme of my poore eyes, 
O curſed be the hand that made theſe holes : 
Curled the Heart, that had the heart to do it: 
Cnried the Blood, that let this blood from hence ; 
More diretull hap betide that hated Wretch 
That makes vs wretched by the death of thee, 
ThenI can wiſh to Wolues, to Spiders, Toades, 
Or any creeping venom'd thing that liues, 
[f euer he haue Childe, Abortiue be it, 
Prodigeous, and vntimely brought to light, 
Whofe vgly and vnnaturall Aſpect 
May \right the hopefull Mother at the yiew, 
And that be Heyre to hjs vnhappineſle, 


More miſerable by the death of him, 

Then I am made by my young Lord,and thee, 
Comenow towards Chertſey with your holy Lode, 
Taken from Paules, to be interred there. 

And ſtill as you are weary of this waight, 

Reſt you, whiles 1 lament King Hemries Coarſe. 


Enter Richard Duke of Gloſter. 


Rich, Stay you that beare the Coarſe, & ſet it down, 

An, What blacke Magitian conjures yp this Fiend, 
To ſtop deuored charitable deeds ? 

Rich, Villames fet downe the Coarſe;or by S. Paul, 
Ile make a Coarſe of him chat dilobeyes. 


Gen, 


— 


_— 


_ _— | 
| The Life and Death of Richard the Third. 175 A k 
Gen, My Lord Rand backe,and let che Cofhn paſſe, That laid their guilt, vpon my guilrlefſe Shoulders. þ 
Rich, Vnmanner'd Dogge, An. Thou was't provoked by thy bloody minde, bt 
Stand'ft thou when I commaund : Thar neuer dream'ſt on ought but Butcheries: | 
| Aduance thy Halbert higher theamy breſt, | Did thou not kill chis King ? | 
Or by S, Paul Ile ſtrike thee to my Foote, Rich. I graunt ye, 
And ſpurne ypon thee Begger for thy boldneſle. An. Do'lt grant me Hedge-hopge, 
Anne, What do you tremble? are you all affraid ? Then God graunt me too 
Alas, I blame younor, for you are Morrall, Thou may'Rt be damned for that wicked deede, 
And Mortall eyes cannot endure che Diuell, O he was gentle, milde,and vertuous, 
Auant thou dreadfull miniſter of Hell ; Rich, The better for the King of heaven that hath him, 
Thou had'ſt but power over his Mortall body, An, He is in heauen, where thou ſhalt never come, 
His Soule thou canſt not haue: Therefore be gone, Kieh. Let him thanke me, that holpe to fend him thi- 
Rich. $weert Saint, for Charity,be not ſo curft; ther: | 
An, Foule Diuell, For he was fitter for thar place then earth. 
For Gods ſake hence, and trouble ys not, | An, Andthou vnfit for any plaze, bur hell, 
For thou haſt made the happy earth thy Hell : Kith, Yes one place elfe,if you will heare me name ir, | 
Fill'd it with curſing cries, end deepe exclaimes : An. Some dungeon, 
If chou delight to view thy heynous deeds, Rich. Your Bed-chamber, 
Bchold chis pacterne of thy Butcheries, en. 1llreſt betide the chamber where thou lyeſt, 
Oh Gentlemen, ſee,ſee dead Henmries wounds, . Rich, So will it Madam, ill T lye with you. | 
Open their congeal'd mouther, and bleed afreſh, An. 1 hope ſo. 
{ Bluſh,bluſh, thou lumpe of fowle Deformitie: Kich, 1 know fo. But gentle Lady Anne, |. 
For 'tis thy preſence that exl1ales this blood To leaue this keene encounter of our wittes, | 
From cold and empty Veines where no blood dwels, And fall ſomething intoa ſlower method. 
Thy Deeds inbumane and vnnaturall, Isnot the cauſer of the timeleſſe deaths 
Prouckes this Deluge moſt vnnaturall. Of theſe Plantagenets, Henrie and Edward, 
O God! which this Blood mad'ſt, reuenge his death: | As blamefull as the Execurioner, 
O Earth! which this Blood drink'ft, reuenge his death, An. Thou was't the cauſe, and moſt accurſt effeR, 
Either Heau'n with Lightning ſtrike the murth'rer dead ; Rich, Your beauty was the cauſe of that effeR : 
Or Earth gape open wide, and eate him quicke, Your beauty, that did haunt me inmy ſleepe, 
As thou doſt ſwallow vp this good Kings blood, To vndertake the death of all the wprld, 
Which his Hell-gouern'd arme hath butchered, So I might live one houre in your ſweet boſome, | 
Rich, Lady,you know no Rules of Charity, An. IfIthought that, Itcll thee Homicide, 
Which renders good for bad, Bleſſings for Curſes. Theſe Nailes ſhould rent that beauty from my Cheekes. | 
An. Villaine,thou know'ſt nor law of God nor Man, Rich. Thele eyes could not endure y beauties wrack, 
No Beaſt ſo fierce,þut knowes ſome touch of pitry. You ſhould not blemiſh it, if I food by ; | 
Rich. Bur I know none, and therefore am no Beaſt, Asall the world is cheated by the Sunne, 
An. O wonderfull,when diuelstell the truth! Sol by that : It is my day, my life. 
Rich. More wonderfull, when Angels are ſo angry : An. Blacke night ore-thade thy day,& death thy life. 
Vouchſafe (divine perfeRtion of a Woman) Rich. Curle not thy ſelfe faire Creatwee, | 
Of theſe ſuppoſed Crimes, to giue me leaue Thou art both, 
By circumſtance, but to acquit my ſelfe, An, 1 would I were, to bereueng'd on thee, 
An. Veuchſafe (defus'd infeftion of man) | Kich, It is a quarrel] moſt yrnaturall, 
Of theſe knowne euils, but to giue me leaue To be reueng'd on him that l oueth thee. 
By circumſiance, to curſe thy curſed Selfe, An, It is a quarrell juſt and reaſonable, 
Rich, Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me have | To be reueng'd on him that kill'd = Husband, 
Some patient leyſure to excuſe my ſelfe, Rich, He that bereft the Lady of thy Husband, 
An, Foulecr then heart can thinke thee, Did it to helpe theeto a better Husband, 
Thou can'lt make no excuſe currant, An, His better doth not breach ypon the earth, | 
But to hang thy ſelfe. Rich, He liues,that leues thee becter then he could, 
Rich. By ſuch diſpaire, I ſhould accuſe my ſelfe. An. Name him. | 
Av. Andby difpairing ſhalt thou ſtand excuſed, Rich, Plantagenet. 
For doing worthy Vengeance on thy ſelfe, An, Why that was he, . 
That did'ft ynworthy ſlaughter ypon others. Rich, The ſelfeſame name, but one of better Nature. 
Rich, Say that | ſlew them nor. An. Whereis he? 
An, Then ſay they were not {laine : Kieb. Heere: Spits at bim. 
But dead they are, and divelliſh flave by thee. Why dofſt thou ſpit art me, 
Rich. 1 did not kill your Husband. An, Would it were mortall poyſon, for thy ſake. 
An. Why then he is aliue, : Rich, Neuer came poyſon from (o ſweet a place. 
Rich. Nayghe is dead, and (laine by Edwards hands, An. Neuer hung poyſon on a fowler Toade, 
An. In thy foule throat thou Ly'Rt, Our of my ſight, thou doſt infet mine eyes. NS. 
Queene Margaret faw Rich. Thine eyes ({weet O_— infeted mine. 
Thy murd'rous Faulchion ſmoaking in his blood : An, Would they were Bafiliskes,to ſtrike thee dead. 
The which, thou once didd'ft bend againſt her breft, Kich, 1 would they were, that I might dye at once; 
Bur that thy Brothers beate aſide the point. For now they kill me witha liuing death, 
Rich. 1 was prouoked by her {land rous tongue, Thoſe eyes of thine, from mine have drawne falc _ 2 | - 
| or © 
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Sham'd their Aſpects with ſtore of childiſh drops: 
Theſe eyes,which neuer ſhed remortetull teare, 
No,when my Father Yorke,and Edward wepr, 
To heare the pittious moane that Rutland made 
When black-fac'd Cl:fford ſhooke his {word at him. 
Nor when thy warlike Father like a ChilCce, 
Told the 12d Qorie of my Fatiiers death, 
And twenty times, made paule to ſob and weepe: 
That all the Randers by had wet their cheekes 
Like Trees bedaſh'd with raine. In that {ad time, 
My manly eyes did ſcorne an bumble teare : 
And what theſe ſorrowes could not thence exhale, 
Thy Beauty hath,and made them blinde with weeping. 
I never ſued to Friend, nor Enemy : 
My Tongue could neuer learne ſweet {moothing word. 
But now thy Beauty is propos'd my Fee, 
My proud heart ſucs, and prompts my tongue to ſpeake, 
She lookes ſcornfully at buy, 
Teach not thy lip ſuch Scorne; for it was made 
For kiſſing Lacy, not for ſuch contempt, 
If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgive, 
[ oc heere 1 lend thee this ſharpe-pointed Sword, 
Which if thou pleaſe ro hide in this true dreſt, 
And let the Soule forth that adoreth thee, 
I lay it naked to the deadly firoke, 
And humbly begge the death vpon my knee, 
He layes hus breſt open, ſhe offers at with his ſword, 
Nay do not paule: For I did kill King Henrie, 
Burt 'cwas thy Beauty that provoked me. 
Nay now diſpatch : TwasTI that ſtabb'd yong Eaward, 
But 'owas chy Heauenly face that ſet me on. 
She fals the Sword. 
Take vp the Sword againe,or take vp me, 
An, Ariſe Diſſembler, though I wiſh thy death, 
I will not be thy Executioner. 
Rich. Then bid me kill my (elfc,and I will do its 
An. Thaue aiready, 
Rich. That was in thy rage: 
Speake it againe,and euen with the word, 
This hand, which for thy loue, did kill thy Love, 
Shall for thy louc, kill a farre truec Loue, 
To both their deaths ſhalt thou be acceſlary, 
eAn.. ]I would I knew thy heart, 
Rich, Tis figur'd inmy tongue. 
An. 1 fcare me,both are falſe, 
Rich, Then neuer Man was true, 
An, Well,well,put vp your Sword. 
Rich, Say then my Peace is made, 
en. Thatſhalt thou know heereafter, 
Rich, But (all I liue in hope. 
An. All men Thopeliue lo. 
Vouchſafe tro weare this Ring. 
Rich. Looke how my Ring ncompaſſerch thy Finger, 
Even ſo thy Breſt incloſeth my poore heart : 
VWeare both of them, tor both of them are thine, 
And if thy poore deuoted Seruant may 
Bur beg one fauour at thy gracious hand, 
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{ Thou dolt confirme his happineſle for ever. 


An. Whartisit? 
Rich, That it may pleaſe you leauethele (ad deſignes, 
To him that hath moſt caule ro be a Mourner, 
And preſently repayre to Crosbie Houle z 
Where (after I haue ſolemnly interr'd 
At Chertſey Monaſt'ry this Noble King, 
And wet his Graue with my Repencant Teares) 


1 will with all expedient duty ſee you, 


ms: 
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For divers ynknowne Reaſons, I beſcech you, 
Grant me this Boon. 
An. With all my heart, and much it joyes me too, 
To fce you are become lo penitent, 
Treſſel and Barkley,go along with me. 
Rich, Bid me farwell. 
An. 'T 1s more then you deſerue : 
Bur fince you teach me how toflacter you, | 
Imagine | haue ſaide farewell already. 
Exit two with Anne, 
Gent. Towards Chettſey, Noble Lord? 
Rich, No: to White Friars, there attend my comming} 
Exit {oarſe | 
Was euer woman in this humour woo'd > 
Was cuer woman in this humour wonne ? 
Ile haue her,but I will not keepe her long. 
What? I thar kill'd ber Husband, and his Father, 
To take her in her heartsextreameſt hate, 
With curſes in her mouth, Teares in her eyes, 
The bleeding witnefſe of my hatred by, | 
Hauing Godher Conſcience,and theſe bars againſt me, 
And I, no Friends to backe my ſuite withall, 
But the plaine Diuell,and difſembling lookes ? 
wy yer to winne her? All the world to nothing, 
Hah! 
Hath ſhe forgot alreadie that brave Prince, 
Edward, her Lord, whom I(ſome three monthes ſince) 
Stab din my angry mood, at Tewkesbury? 
A ſweeter, and a louelier Gentleman, 
Fram'd in the prodigallity of Nature : 
—_ Valiant, Wile,and (no doubt)right Royal, 
The ſpacious World cannot againe affoord : 
And will ſhe yer abaſc her eyzs on me, 
That cropt the Golden prime of this ſweet Prince, 
And made her Widdow to a wofull Bed? | | 
On me, whoſe All not equals Edwards Moyrie ? 
On me, that hal:s,and am miſhapen eftus 2 
My Dukedome, to a Beggerly denier ! 
I do miſtake my perſon all this while: 
Vpon my life ſhe findes(alchough I cannot} 
My ſelfe ro be a maru'lious proper man, 
He be at Charges for a Lookingoglaſle, 
And entertaine a {core or two of Taylors, 
To ſtudy faſhions to adorne my body : 
Since I am crept in fauour with my ſelfe, 
I will maintaine it with ſome little coft, 
But firft Ile turne yon Fellow in his Grave, 
Andthen returne lamenting tomy Lone, 
Shine out fajre Sunne, till I have bought a glaſſe, 


That I may ſee my Shadow as I paſle. exit, 


Scena T ertia. | 
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Enter the Queene Mother Lord Riners, 
and Lord Gray. 


Kia.\{ave patience Madam, ther's no doubt his Maieſty 
Will ſoone recouer his accuſtom'd health. 

Gray. In that you brooke it ill, it makes himworſe, 
Theretore for Gods ſake entertaine good comfore, 
And cheere his Grace with quicke and merry eyes 

On, If he were dead, what would bertide on me ? 
Gray, | 
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ds. ad 


The Life and Deathof Richard the Third Ky IN 


Ifhe were dcad, what would betide on me ? 
Gray. No other harme, bur loffſe of fuch a Lord. . 
2s. The lofie of fuch a Lord,includes all harmes. 
Gray. The Heavens have bleſt you with a goodly Son, 
To be your Comforter, when he is gone. 
©n, Ali heis yong ; and his minority 
Is put vnto the truſt of Richard Glonſer, 
A man that loues not me, nor none of you. 
F 4#. 1s it concluded he ſhall be Protector ? 
2s, It is determin'd,not concluded yer ; 
But {o it muſt be, if the King milcarry. 


Enter Buckingbam and Dtrby, 


Gray,Here comes the Lord of Buckingham & Derby, 
Buc. Good timeot day vnto your Royall Grace. 
Der. God make your Maieſty joyful,as you haue bin 
Qu. The Counteſſe Richmond, good my L.of Derby. 
To your good prayer, w'll icarlely ſay, Amen. 
Yer Derby,norwith{landing ſhee's your wite, 
And loues not me, be you good Lord afſur'd, 
l hate not you for her proud arrogance. 
Der. I do beſeech you,cither nor belecue 
The enuious ſlanders of her falſe Accuſers: 
Or if ſhe be accus d on true report, 
Beare with her weakneſle, which 1thinke proceeds 
From way ward {icknefle, and no grounded malice. 
Qu«, Saw you the King to day my Lord of Derby. 
Der. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 
Are come from viliting his Maieſty, 
Que, Whar likelyhood of his amendment Lords. 
ZBuc, Madam good hope, his Grace ſpeaks chearfully. 
Os, God grant him health,did you confer with hin? 
Buc, I Madam,he defires to make attonement; 
Berweene the Duke of Glouſter,and your Brothers, 
And betweene them, and my Lord Chamberlaine, 
And ſent to warnEthem to his Royallpreſence, 

9s. Would all were well,but that will never be, 
lfeare our happineſle is at the height, 


Enter Richard, 


Rich, They do me wrong,and I will not indure it, 
Who is it that complaines vatothe King, 
Thar 1(forſooth) am ſterne,and love themnot ? 
By holy Paw, they loue his Grace bur lightly, 
That fill his eares with ſuch diſſentious Rumors, 
Becaule I cannot flatter, and looke faire, 
Smile in mens faces, ſmooth,deceiue,and cogge, 
Ducke with French nods,ard Apiſh curteſie, 
I muſt be held a rancorous Enemy. 
Cannot a plaine man live, and thinke no harme, 
But thus his ſimple truth muſt be abus'd, 
With fi|ken,flye,infinvating Iackes? 
Grey. To who inal] this preſence ſpeaks your Grace ? 
Rich, To thee, that haſt nor Honeſty,nor Grace : 
| When haue [ iniur'd thee? When done thee wrong ? 
Or thee? or thee? or any of your Fation ? 
A'plague vpon you all, His Royall Grace 
(Whom God preſerue better then you would wiſh) 
Caonot be quiet ſcarſe a breathing while, 
But you muſt crouble him with lewd complaints, 
Lu; Brother of Glouſter, you miſtake the matter : 
The King on h1s owne Royall diſpoſition, 
(And not prouok d by any Sutor el{e) 
Ayming (belike)at your interiour hatred, 
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That in your outward aftion ſhewes ic {elfe 
Againſt my Children, Brothers,and my Selte, 
Makes him to ſend, that he may learne the ground. 

Rich, 1 cannot tell,the world is growne {o bad, 
Thar Wrens make prey, where Eagles darc not pearch, 
Since cveric lacke became a Gentleman, 

T here's many a gentle perſon made a lacke. 

Qu, Come, come, we know your meaning Brother 
You enuy my ac{uancemeut,and wy friends: (Gloſter 
God grant we never may have neede of you. 

R:ch, Meanetime, God grants that I have need of you. 
Our Brother is impriſoi”d by your meanes, | 
My felfe diſgrac'd, and the Novilitie 
Held in contempt, while greas Promotions 
Are daily giuen to ennoble thoie | 
That ſcarſe {ome two dayes ſince were worth a Noble. 

Qs. By him that raig'd me to this carctull height, 
From that contented hap which I inioy'd, 
| never did incenſe his Maieſtie 
Againſt tie Duke of Clarence,but have bin 
An earneſt aduocate to plead for him. | 
My Lord you do me ſhametull injurie, | 
Fallely ro draw me in thele vile ſuſpects, 

Rich. You may deny that you were not tae meane 
Of my Lord Haſtings late imprifoament, | 

Riu. She may my Lord,for | 

Kicb, She may Lord Riners, why who knowes not fo? þ 
She may do more fir then denying that : 

She may helpe you to many faire preferments, 
And then deny her ayding hand therein, 

And lay thoſe Honors on your high deſert. 
What may ſhe not, ſhe may, I marry may ſhe, 

Rin, What marry may ſhe ? 

Ric. What marrie may ſhe? Marrie with a King, 
A Batcheller, and a handiome ſripling too, 

I wis your Grandam had a worler match. 

Ln. My Lord of Glouſter, I haue too long borne 
Your blunt vpbraidings,and your bitter tcoffes : 

By heauen, 1 will acquaint his Maieftie 
Of thoſe groſſe taunts that oft I haue endur'd, 

| had rather bea Countrie ſeruant maide 
Then a great Queene, with this condition, 
To be (o baited, ſcorn'd, and formed ar, 
Small joy haue1 in being Englands Queene, 


Enter old Aneene Margaret, 


Mu, Ang leſned be that ſmall, God I beſeech him, 
Thy honor, ftate,and ſeate,is due to me. 
Rich, What? threat you me with telling of the King ? | 
] will auoucht in preſence of the King : 
[ dare aduenture to be (cht to th'Towre. 
Tis time to ſpeake, 
My paines are quite forgot. 
Margaret, Out Diuell, 
I do remember them too well : 
Thou killd't my Husband Hernriein the Tower, 
And Edward my poore Son,at Tewkesburic. 
Rich, Ere you were Queene, 
I,or your Husbagd King : 
I was a packe-borle in his great affaires : 
A weeder out of his proud Aduerſarics, 
A liberall rewarder of his Friends, 
Toroyalize his blood, ] ſpent mine owne, 
Margaret. ] and much betrer blood 
Then his,or thine. 
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Rich. Tn all which time, you and your Husband Grey 
Were factious,for the Houſe of Lancaſter ; 
And Rmers,lo were you ; Was not your Husband, 
In Margarets Battaile,at Saint Albons,(laine ? 
Ler me put in your mindes, if you forget 
What you haue beene ere this, and what you are: 
Wirthall,what I haue beene,and what I am, 
9,4. A murth'rous Villaine, and ſo ſtill thou art, 
Rich. Poore {larence did forſake his Father Warwicke, 
I,and fortwore himleife (which Ieſu pardon.) 
Q. M, Which God revenge. 
Rich, To tight on Edwards partie, for the Crowne, 


| And for his meede,poore Lor.he is mewed vp: 


I would to God my heart were Flint,like Edwards, 

Or Edwaras loft and pitrifull,like mine ; 

1 amroo childiſh fooliſh for this World. 

9.M High thee to Hell for ſhame, & leaue this World 
Thou Cacoiemon,there thy Kingdome is. 

Riv. My Lord of Gloſter: in thoſe bufie dayes, 
Which here you vrge,to proue vs Enemies, 

We follow'd then onr Lord,our Soveraigne King, 

So ſhould we you, if you ſhould be our King. 

Rich. 1 1 ſhougdd be? I had rather be a Pedler : 
Farre be it from my heart,the thought thereof, 

Os. Avlittle ioy (my Lord) as you fuppole 

You ſhould enioy,were you this Countries King, 

As little ioy you may tuppole in me, 

That I eaioy,being the Queene thercof, 

O.M. Alitle joy enioyes the Queene thereof, 

For 1 am ſhee,and alcogether 1oyleſle : 

T c2anno longer hold me patient. 

Heare me,you wrangling Pyrares,that fall out, 

In (ſha:11g that which you have piil'd fromme : 

Which off you trembles not, that lookes on me ? 

If aot,that Iam Q wene, you bow hke SubieRts; 

Yet that by you depos'd,you quake like Rebclls. 

Ah gentle Villaine,doe not turne away» (Gght ? 
Rich. Foule wrinckled Wirch,what mak'ſt thou in my 
9.M. But repetition of what thou haſt marr'd, 

That will L make, betore I ler thee goe, 

Rich, Wert thou not banithed, on paine of death? 

Q.24. I was: but TI doe find more paine in banuthment, 

Then death can yeeld me here, by my abode, 

A Husband and a Sonne thou ow ſt to me, 

And thou a Kingdome all of you, allegeance : 

This Sorrow that I haue, by right 1s yours, 

And all che Pleatures you viurpe,are mine. 

Rich. The Curſe my Noble Father layd on thee, 
When thou dif Crown his Warlike Brows with Paper, 
And with thy ſcorves drew'{t Rivers from his cycs, 
And then to dry them, gau'ſt the Duke a Clowr, 

Steep'd in the tavllefſe bload of prettic Rutland - 

His Caries then, from bitterneſle of Soule, 

Denounc'd againſt thee,are all falne vpon thee: 

And God,nor we,hath plagu'd thy bloody deed, 

On. Sow is God,to right the innocent, 
Haf. O,cwas the fouleſt deed to (lay that Babe, 

And the moſt mercilefle, that ere was heard of, 

Riu, Tyrants themiclues wept when it was reported, 
Dorſ. No man but prophecied revenge for it. 
Buck. North»mberland,then preſent, wept to ſee ir. 


©, M. Wnt? were vou ſnarling all before I came, 
Ready ro catch cach other by the throat, 
And turne you all your hatred now on me ? 
Did Torkes dread Curſt prevaile fo much with Heauen, 
That Hers death, wy louely Edwards death, 
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Their Kingdomes loſſe,my wofull Baniſhmentg, 
Should all but anſwer for that peeviſh Brat ? 
Can Curſes pierce the Clouds, and enter Heaven ? | 
Why then giue way dull Clouds to my quick Curics, 
Though not by Warre, by Surfer dye your King, 
As ours by Murther,to make hima King. 
Edward thy Sonne,that now is Prince of Wales, 
For Edward our Sonne,that was Prince of Wales, 
Dye in his youth, by like vntimely violence, 
Thy ſelfe a Queene, for me that was a Queene, 
Our-live thy glory,like my wretched ſelte : 
Long may'tt thou live,to wayle thy Childrens death, 
And ſee another,as I ſeerhee now, 
Deck'd in thy Rights,as thou art ſtall'd in mine. 
Long dyethy happie dayes, before thy death, 
And after many length'ned howres of griefe, 
Dye neyther Mother, Wife,nor Englands Queene. 
Rmers and Dorſet, you were ſtanders by, 
And ſo wift thou, Lord Haſtmgs, when my Sonne 
Was ſtab'd with bloody Daggers:God,]I pray him, 
That none of you may live his naturall age, 
But by ſome vnlook'd accident cut off. 
Rich. Haue done thy Charme,y hateful wither'd Hagge. 
2.21. And leaue out thee? ay Dog, for y ſhalt hearc me, 
It Heauen haue any grieuous plague in ſtore, 
Exceeding thoſe that I can wiſh vpon thee, 
O ler them keepe ir,till thy Lena ripe, 
And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee, the troubler of the poore Worlds peace, 
The Worme of Conſcience fill begnaw thy Soule, 
Thy Friends ſuſpeCt for Traytors while thou liv'ſt, 
And take deepe Traytors for thy deareſt Friends : 
No ſleepe clole vp that deadly Eye of thine, 
Valeſſe ic be while ſome trormenting Drceame 
Afﬀrights thee with a Hell of ougly Deuills. | | 
Thou eluiſh mark'd, abortige rooting Hogge, 
Thou that waſt ſeal'd in thy Nativitie | 
The ſlave of Nature,and the Sonne of Hell; 
Thou (Jander of thy heauie Mothers Wombe, 
Thou loathed Iſſue of thy Fathers Loynes, 
Thou Ragge of Honor, thou deteſted-= 
Rich. Margaret, 
Q.M. Richard. 
Q.M. 1 call thee nor. 
Rich, I cry thee mercie then: for I did thinke, 
Thar thou hadſt call'd me all theſe bitter names, 
2.44, Why ſo 1did,but look'd for no reply, 
Oh let me make the Period ro my Curſe. 
Rich. Tis done by me,and ends in Margaret, 
Q«,Thus þaue you breath'd your Curſe againſt your ſelf, 
O.M.Poore painted Qyeen, vain flouriſh of my fortune, 
Why ttrew'ft thou Sugar on that Botcel'd Spider, 
W hoſe deadly Web enſaareth thee about ? 
Foole,toole,thou wher'ſt a Knife to kill thy ſelfe : 
The day will come, that thou ſhalt wiſh for me, 
To helpe thee curſe this poyſonous Bunch-backe Toade, 
Haſt,Falſe boding Woman,end thy frantick Curſe, 
Leaſt to thy veg. 2: moue our patience, 
.L.M. Foule ſhame vpon you, you haue all mou'd mine. 
Ki, Were you wel feru'd, you would be taught your duty, | 
2. To ſerue me well,you all ſhould do me duty, 
Teach me to be your Queene,and you my Subiects ; 
O ſerue me well,and teach your ſelues that duty, 
Dorſ. Diſpute not with her,ſhee is lunaticke. 
.M, Peace Maſter Marqueſſe, you are malapert, 
Your fire-new ſtampe of Honor is ſcarce currant. 


Rich. Ha, | 
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O that your yong Nobility could wdge 
Whart 'twere to loſe it,and be miſerable. 
They that Rand high, haue many blaſts to ſbakethem, 
And if they fall, they daſh themlelues to peeces, 
Rich. Good counſaile marry, learne it, learne it Mar- 
queſſe, | | 
Dor, It touches you my Lord,as much as me. 
Rich, I, and much more : but L was borne fo high: 
Our ayerie buildeth in the Cedars top, 
And gdallies with the winde, and ſcornes the Sunne; 
May. And turnes the Sun to ſhade : alas, alas, 
Witneſſe my Sonne, now in the ſhade of death, 
Whoſe bright our-ſhining beames, thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternall darkneſle folded vp, 
Your ayery buildeth in our o __ Neſt: 
O God thar ſeeſt ir, do not (uffer it, 
As itis wonne with blood, loſt be it ſo, 
Buc. Peace,peace for ſhame : Itnor, for Charity, 
Mar. Vrge neither charity,nor ſhame to me ; 
Vncharitably wich me haue you dealt, 
And ſhamefully my hopes (by you) are butcher'd, 
My Charity is outrage, Lite my ſhame, 
And in that ſhame, (till live my ſorrowes rage, 
Bac, Haue done, haue done, 
Mar. O Princely Buckingham, Ile kifſe thy hand, 
In ſigne of League and amity with thee : 
Now faire befall thee, and thy Noble houſe : 
Thy Garmen«s.are not ſpotted with our blood : 
Nor thou within the eompaſle of my curſe. 
Buc. Norno one heere : for Curles neuer paſſe . 
The lips of thoſe thar dreath them in the ayre. 
Mer. I will not thinke but they aſcend the sky, 
And there awake Gods gentleſleepiog peace. 
O Buckingham, take heede of yonder dogge: 
Looke when he fawnes, he bites; and when he bites, 
His venom tooth will rankle to the death, 
Hauenotto do with him, beware ofhim, 
Sinne, death,and hell baue ſet rheir markes on him, 
And all their Miniſters attend on him, 
Rich, What doth ſhe ſay,my Lord of Buckingham, 
Buc, Nothing that I reſpe& my gracious Lord, 
Mar. What doſt thou ſcorne me 
For my gentle counſell? 
And ſooth the diuell that I warne thee from, 
O but remember this another day : 
When he ſhall ſplit thy very heart with ſorrow : 
And ſay (poore Margaret )was a Propheteſſe; 
Liue each of you the ſubieAsto his hate, 
wg” he to yours,and albof you ro Gods, Exit, 
Buc, My haire doth ftand an end to heare her curſes, 
Rin And ſodoth mine, I muſe why ſhe's ar hbertie, 
Rich. 1 cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, 
She hath had too much wrong,and I repent 
My part thereof, that I haue done to her, 
Mar. 1 neuer did her avy to my knowledge. 
Rich, Yer you have all £ vantage ot her wrong: 
I was too hot, todo ſomebody good, 
That is too cold inthinking of it now : 
Matry as for Clarence, he 13 well repayed: 
He is frank'd vp to farting for his paines, 
God pardon ther, that are che cauſe thereof, 
Rix. A vertuous,and a Chriſtian-like concluſion 
To pray for them that haue done ſcath to vs, 
KRicb. So do I cuer, being well aduis'd. 
Speakes to bimſelfe, 
For had I curſt now, I had curſt my ſeife. 


Enter Catesby. 


Cates, Madam, his Maieſty doth call for you, 
And for your Grace, and yours my gracious Lord, 
2. Catesby 1 come, Lords will you go wich mee. 
Ri, \Ne wait vpon your Grace, 
Exeant all but G lofter, 
Rich, I do the wrong.and firſt begin to brawle, 
The ſecret Miſcheefes that I ſet abroath, 
I lay vnto the greevous charge of others. - 
Clarence, who I indeede haue calt in darknefſe, 
I do beweepe to many {imple Gulles, 
Namely to Derby, Haſtings, Buckingham, 
And tell chem *tis the Queene, and her Allies, 
That Rirre the King againſt the Duke my Brother, 
Now they belecue it, and withall whet me 
To be reueng'd on Riners, Derſet,Grey. 
But then I gh, and with apeece of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids vs do good tor euill ; 
And thus I cloath my naked Villanie 


Wirth odde old ends, ſtolne forth of holy Writ, F 


And ſeeme a Saint, when molt I play the deuill, 


Enter two murtherers. 

But ſoft, heere come my Executioners, 
How now my hardy Rout refolued Mares, 
Are younow going to diſpatch this thing ? 

Ui,We are my Lord,and come to hauz the Warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Ric, Well chought vpn, I have it heare about me ; 
When you haue done, repayre to Crosby place; 
But firs be ſodaine in the execution, 
Wirhs!l obdurate, donot heare him pleade; 
For Clarence is well ſpoken, and pernappes 
May move your hearts to pitty, if you marke him, 

Ur. Tut,tut, my Lord, we will nor ſtand to prate, 
Talkers are no good dooersy, be aflur'd: 
We goto vie our hands,and not our tongues. 

Rich, Your eyes drop Mill-(tones, when Fooles eyes 
fall Teares : 
I like you Lads,about your buſineſſe ſtraight, 
Go,g0,diſparch, 

Ui, Wewillmy Noble Lord, 


Scena Quarta. 


a 
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Enter Clarence and Keeper. 
Keep. Why lookes your Grace fo heauily today, 
C/z, O,I haue paft a milerable night, 
So full of fearefu!l Dreames, of ygly fights, 
Thar as I am a Chrithan faichfull man, 
I would not ſpend another ſuch a night 
Though 'twere to buy a world of happy daies: 
So full of diſmall terror was the time. 
Keep. What was your dream my Lord,I pray youtel me 
Cla. Me thoughts that I had broken from the Tower, 
And was embark'd to croffe to Burgundy, 
And in my company my Brother Gloufter, 
Who from my Cabin tempeed me to walke, 
Vpon the Hatches : There we look'd roward England, 
And cited vp athouſand heauy times, 


r 2 Durin 
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| During the warres of Yorke and Lancaſter 
| That had befalne vs, As we pac dalong 
| Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 
| Me thought that Gloutter ſtumbled,and in falling 
Strooke me {that thought to ſtay him)ouer-boord, 
Into the cumbling billowes of the maine, 

O Lord, me thought what paine it was to drowne, 
\W hat dreadfull noiſe of water in mine eares, 
What ſights of vgly death within mire cyecs. 

Me thoughts, I ſaw a thouſand feartull wrackes: 
A thouſand men that Fiſhes gnaw'd vpon : 
Wedges of Gold, great Anchors, heapes of Peatle, 
Ineftimable Stones, ynvalewed Jewels, 

All ſcattred in the bottome of the Sea, 

Somelay in dead-mens Sculles, and in the holes 
Where eyes did once inhabir, there were crept 
(As'twere in ſcorne of eyes) reflecting Gemmes, 
That woo'd the ſlimy bottome of the deepe, 

And mock'd the dead bones that lay ſcattred by, 

Keep, Had you ſuch leyſure inthe time of death 
To gaze vpon theſe ſecrets of the deepe ? 

Cla, Me thought I had,and often did I firiue 
To veeld the Ghoſt : bur ſtill the envious Flood 
Stop'd in my ſoule, and wouldnor let jt forth + 
To find the empty, vaſt,and wand'ring ayre:; 

But ſmether'd it within my panting bulke, 
Who almoſt burſt, ro belch it in the Sea, 

Keep, Awak'd younot in this ſore Agony? 

Clar, No,no,my Dreame was lengthen'd after life, 
O then, began the Tempeſt ro my Soule: 

[ paſt (me thought) the Melancholly Flood, 
Wirh that ſowre Ferry-man which Poets write of, 
Vnto the Kingdome of perpetuall Night. 

The firſt that there did greet my Stranger-ſoule, 
Was wy great Father-in-Law,renowned Warwicke, 
Who ſpake alowd ; What ſcourge for Periurie, 
Can this darke Monarchy affoord falſe (larence? 
And ſo he vaniſh'd. Then came wand'ring by, 

A Shadow like an Angell,with bright hayre 
Dabbel'd in blood, and he ſhriek'd out alowd 
Clarence 13 come, falle,fleeting,periur'd Clarence, 
That tabb'd me in the field by Tewkesbury : 
Seize on him Furies, take him vnto Torment. 
\Wirh that {me thought)a Legion of foule Fiends 
louiron'd me, and howled in mine cares 

Such hiddeous cries,that with the very Noiſe, 

I (crembling) wak'd, and for a ſeaſon after, 

Could not belceue, bur that I was in Hell, 

Such terrible Impreſsion made my Dreame. 

Keep. No maruell Lord,though it aftrighted you, 
I am affraid (me thinkes) to heare you tell it. 

Cla. Ah Keeper, Keeper, haue done theſe things 
(That now gine cuidence againſt my Soule) 

For Edwards ſake, and ſee how he requits mee. 

O God! it my deepe prayres cannot appcale thee, 
But thou wilt be aueng'd on my miſdeeds, 

Yer execute thy wrath in me alone : 

O ſpare my-guiltleſle Wife,and my poore children, 
Keeper, I prythee (it by me a-while, , 

My Soule is heauy,and I faine would ſleepe, 


Enter Brakenbury the Liewtenaxt. 


| Bra. Sorrow breakes Seaſons,and repoſing honres, 


] Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tidenight : 


+4. -—t > 


Keep.1 will my Lord, God giue your Grace good ref, 
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Princes haue but their Titles for their Glories, 
An outward Honor, for an inward Toyle, 
And for vnfelt Imaginations 

They often feele a world of reſileſſe Cares : 
So that betweene their Titles,and low Name, 
There's nothiag differs,bur the outward fame. 


Enter two EHurtherers. 


1.Mur. Ho,who's heere? 
Bra, What would ſt thou Fellow? And how camm'ſt 
thou hither, 
2. Mur. I would ſpeak with Clarence, and I care his 
ther on my Legges, 
Bra, What lo breefe? 
rt. Tis better (Sir) then to be tedious : 
Let him ſee our Commiſſion, and talke no more, 
Bra. Ilamin this, commanded to deliuer 
The Noble Duke of Clarence to your hands. 
I will not reaſon what is meant heereby, 
Becauſe I will be guiltleſſe from the meaning. 
There lies the Duke aſleepe,and there the Keyes, 
lleto the King, and fignitic to him, 
That thus I have refign'd to you my charge. Ex. 
1 You may fir, tis a point of wiſedome ; 
Far you well. 
2 What, ſhall we ſtab himgs he ſleepes. | 
1 No: hee'l ſay 'twas done cowardly,when he wakes 
2 Why he ſhall never wake, yntill the great Iudge- 
ment day. 
1 Why then hee'l ſay, we ſtab'd him ſleeping. 
2 The vrging of that word Iudgement, hath bred a 
kinde of remorſe in me. 
1 What? artthou affraid? 
2 Not to kill him, hauing a Warrant, 
But to be damn'd for killing him, from the which 
No Warrant can defend me. 
1 Ithought thou had'ft bin reſolute, 
2 Solam, tolet him liue. 
1 Ile backe to the Duke of Glouſter,and tell him fo, 
2 Nay, Iprythee ſtay alittle: 
I hope this paſſionate humor of mine, will change, 
It was wont to hold me but while one tels twenty, | 
1 How do'ſt thou feele thy ſelte now ? 
2 Some certaine dregges of conſcience are yet with-} 
in mee, 
1 Remember our Reward, when the deed's done, 
2 Come, he dies: I had forgotthe Reward, 
1 Where's thy conſcience now, 
2 O, in the Duke of Gloufters purſe. 
1 When hee opeis his purſe to giue vs our Reward, 
thy Conſcience flyes our, | 
2 'Tis no macter,ler it goe : There's few or none will 
entertaine it. 
1 What ifit cometo thee againe ? 
2 lienot meddle withit, itmakes a man a Coward : 
A man cannot ſteale, but it accuſeth him : A man cannot 
Sweare, but it Checkes him: A man cannot lye with his 
Neighbours Wife, but ir dereRts him, 'Tis a bluſbing 
ſhamefac'd ſpirit, that mutinies in a mans boſome : Ir 
filles a man full of Obſtacles, It made me once reſtore a 
Purſſe of Gold that (by chance) I found: It beggars ary 
man that keepes it : Iris turn'd out of Townes and Cir. 
ties for a dangerous thing, andeuery man that means co 
live well, endeuours ro cruſt to himſelfe, and liue vviths 
our it, 
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kill che Dkue. 
2 Take the diuell in thy minde,and belecue him not : 
He would infinuate with thee but tro make thee ſigh. 
1 1 amftrong fram d,he cannor preuaile with me. 
2 Spoke hke a tall man, that reſpe&s thy repucation, 
Come, ſhall we fall to worke? 
1 Take him on the Coftard, with the hiltes of thy 
Sword, and then throw him into the Malmeſey-Burte in 
the next roome. 
2 Oexcellent device; and tnake a {op of him, 
1 Soft,he wakes, 
2 Scerike. 
1 No,weel reaſon with him. 
la. Where art thou Keeper? Giue me a cup of wine, 

2 You ſhall have Wine enough my Lord anon, 
Cla. In Gods name, what art thou ? 
1 A man,as you are. 
Cla. Bur not as I am Royall, 
1 Nor'you as we are, Loyall. 
Cla. Thy voice is Thunder,but thy looks are humble. 
1 My voice is now the Kings,my lookes mine owne. 
Cla. How darkly,and how deadly doſt thou-ſpeake? 
Your eyes do menace me: why looke you pale ? 
Who tent you hither? Wherefore do you come ? 

2 T0,t0,t0 ,—— 

Cla, T o murther me ? 

Both. 1,I. 

Cla, Youſcarſely hane the hearts to tell nie ſo, 
And therefore cannot haue the hearts ro do it, 
Wherein my Friends have 1 offended you ? 

1 Offended ys you haue not, but the King, 

Cla, 1 ſhall bereconcil'd to him againe, 

2 Neuer my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. 

Cla. Are vou drawne forth among a world of men 
To lay the innocent? What is my offence ? 
Where is the Euidence that doth accuſe re ? 
Whar lawfull Queſt haue giuen tbeir Verdict vp 
Vntothe frowning Judge? Or who pronounc'd 
The bitter ſentence of poore Clarence death, 
Beforc I be conuiftby courſe of Law? 
To threaten me with death, is moſt vnlawfilll, 
I charge you, as you hope for any goodneſſe, 
That youdepart,and lay no hands on me : 
The deed you vndertake is damnable, 

1 What we will do, we do vpon.command, 

2 Andhe that hath commanded, is our King, 

C/4, Erroneous V aſſals,the great King of Kings 
Hath in the Table of his Law commanded 
That thou ſhalt do no murther, Will you then 
Spurne at his Edict,and fulfill a Mans ? 
Take heed : for he holds Vengeance in his hand, 
To hurle vpon their heads that breake his Law, 

2 And that ſame Vengeance doth he hurle on thee, 
For falſe Forſwezring,and for murther too 1 
Thou did'ſt receiue tic Sacrament, to fight 
In quartell of the Houſe of Lancaſter, 

1 Andlike a Traitor to the name of God, 


{Did'ſt breake that Vow,and with thy treacheious blade, 


Varip'ſt the Bowels of thy Sou'raignes Sonne, 

2 Whom thou was't {worne to cheriſh and defend. 
r How canſt thou vrge Gods dreadfull Law to ys, 
When thou haſt broke it in ſuch deere degree ? 

Cla. Alas! for whole fake did I chat 1H] deeds ? 

For Eaward, for my Brother, for bis ſake, 

He {ends you not to murcher me for this : 


1 Tis cucn now at my elbow, periwading me not ro | 


—— 


nr ———_  —_ 
nn. 
— 


For in that ftinne, he 1s as deepeas | 
If God will b- atenged for the decd, 
O know you yet,he doth it publiquely, 
Take not the quarrell from his powreful! are ; 
He needs no indireQ, or lawleſſe courſe, 
To cut off thoſe that nue offended him, 
1 Who made thee then a blondy miniſter, 
Whea gallant fpringing brane Plantagener, 
That Princely Nouice was {irucke dead by thee ? 
Cla. My Brothers loue,the Divell,and my Rage, 
1 Thy Brothers Loue,our Duty, and thy Faults, 
Prouoke vs hither now,to ſlaughter thee, 
C/a. If you ds loue my Brother, hate not me: 
] am his Brother, and I louc him well, 
If you are hyr'd for meed, go backe againe, 
And I will tend you to my Brother Gloutter : 


| Who ſhall reward you better for my life, 


Then Edward will for tydings of my death, 
2 Youaredecciu'd, 
Your Brother Glouſter hates you. 
Cla., Oh no,he loues me, and he holds me deere ; 
Go you to him from me, 
1 Ifowe will, | 
Cla, Tell him,when that our Princely Farher Yorke, 
Bleſt his three Sonnes with his viRtorious Arme, 
Helittlethought of this diuided Friend{bip + 
Bid Glouftet thinke on this, and he will weepes 
1 I Milftones,as he leſloned vs to weepe. 
C/z. O donot ſlander him, for he js kinde, 
1 Right, as Snow in Harueſt; 
Come, you deccine your ſelfe, 
'Tishe that ſends vs to deſtroy you heere, 
Cla, It cannot be, for he bewept my Fortune, 
And hugg'd me in his armes, and {wore with ſobs, 
That he would labour my deliuery. | 
1 Why ſohedoth, when he deliu*rs you 
From this earths thraldome, to the ioyes of heauen, 
2 Makepeace with God, for you muſt die my Lord. 
C[a. Haue you that holy feeling in your ſoules, 
To counſaile me to make my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your owne ſoules ſo blinde, 
That you will warre with God, by mur@'ring me, 
O (irs conſ:der, they that ſer you on 
To do this acede, will hate you for the deede, 
2 What ſhall we do? 
Clar, Relent,and ſave your ſoules : 
Which of you, if you were a Princes Sonne, 
Being pent from Liberty,as I am now, 
If rwo ſuch murtherers as your ſelues came to you, 
Would not intreat for life, as you would begge 
Were you in my diftrefſe, 
1 Relent? nv: Tis cowardly and womaniſh, 
C/a. Notto relent, is beaſtly,fanage,diuclliſh 2 
My Friend, I ſpy ſome pitty in thy lookes : 
O, if thine eye be nota Flaccerer, 
Come thou on my fide, and intreate for mee, 
A begging Prince, what begger pirries not, 
2 Lookebehinde you, my Lord. | 
1 Take that,and thar,if all this will not do, Srabs bim, 
Ile drowne you in the Malmeſey-But within, Ex. 
2 Abloody deed,and deſperately diipatcht : 
How faine (like Pilate) would 1 waſh my hands 
Of this moſt greeuous murther, Enter 1. Murtherer 
1 How now? what mean'{t thou that rhou help'ſt me 
not? By Heauen the Duke ſhall know how fQlacke you 
hauec becne, 
r3 2 i 
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2.\ Afar] would he knew that] had ſau'd bis brother, 


Take thou the Fee,and tell him —_ | lay, | Enter Ratcliffe, and Gloſter, 
Fo For I repent me that the Duke isNaine, Exit. | 
1:fnr. Sodonotl: go Coward as thou art. ' Rich.Good morrow to tny Soueraigne King & Queen 
Well,lle go hide the body in ſome hole, \ AndPrincely Peeres,a happy time of day. 
Till that the Duke giue order for his buriall : King, Happy indeed,as we have ſpent the day: 
is And when I haue my meede,] will away, | Glofter, we haue done deeds of Charity, 
i". | For this will out, and then I muſt not ſtay. Exit | Made peaccof enmity, faire loue of hate, 


Berweene theſe ſwelling wrong incenſed Peeres. 

; | Rich, Ableſſedlabour my moſt Soueraigne Lord: 
. | Among this Princely heape, if any heere 

Actus Secundus, Scand Prima. By falſe intelligence, or wrong ſurmize 

Hold mea Foe: It I vnwillingly,or inmy rage, 

| Haue ought committed chat is hardly borne, 


- autres | 


i.e eee. Oe — 


Wo _ Flouriſh. To any in this preſence, I deſire 
W | | Enter the King ſiche the Durene, Lord eMarqueſſe To reconcile me to bis Friendly peace :; 
| Dorſet, Riners, Haſt mgs, Catesby, 'Tis death to me to be at enmitie : 
Buckmgbam, Woodmll, I hate ir, and deſire all good mens loue, 


Firſt Madam, I intreate true peace of you, 
King. Why ſo: now haue I done a good daies work, | Which 1 will purchaſe with my dutious ſeruice. 


1| You Peeres,continue this vnited League; Of you wy Noble Coſia Buckingham, 
| | 1, every day expect an Embaſſage If ever any grudge were lodg'd berweene ys, 
From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence, Ot you and you, Lord Kers and of Dorſet, 
+58 And more to peace my ſoule ſhall part to neauen, That all without deſert haue frown'd on me : 
Wh. | Since I have made my Friends at peace on carth. Of you Lord Woodwil, and Lord Scales of you, 
if | Dorſet and Rivers, take each others harid, Dukes, Earles, Lords, Gentlemen,indecd of all, 
Ditlemble not your hatred, Sweare your loue, I do not know that Engliſhman aliue, 


Kin By heauen,my ſoule is purg'd from grudging hate With whom my ſoule is 2ny iot at oddes, 
And with my hand 1 ſcale my true hearts Loue, More then the Infant that is borne to night: 


Hoſt. So thrive 1,as I cruly tweare the like. I thanke my God for my Humility, 


- - Kg. Take heed you dally not betore your King, Qs. A holy day ſhall this be kept heereafter : 
Leſt he that 1s the ſupreme King of Kings I would to God all firites were well compounded, 
My Soueraigne Lord, Ido beſeech your Highneſſe 


+ | Contound your hidden falſhood, and award | 
1$ Either of you to be the others end, To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace, 
i Il aft, So proſper l,as | [weate perfeRtloue, Rich. Why Madam, haue I oftred loue for this, 
4# Ri. Andli,as1loue Haſtmgs with my heart, To be (o flowted in this Royall preſence? 
| King. Madam,your (elte i$noc exempe trom this : Who knowes not that the gentle Duke is dead? They | 
by 1! Nor you Sonne Dorſet, Buckingham nor you z You do him iniurie to ſcorne his Coarſe, all tart, 
You hauve bene fachous one againſt the other. King, Who knowes not he is dead? 
yt Wife, loue Lord Haſtings,let him kifle your hand, Who knowes he 13 ? 
13 : And what you do,do it vafcignedly. * Qs, All-ſeeing heauen, what a world is this? 
| Ls. There Haſtings,[ will neuer more remember Buc, Looke Ifopale Lord Dorſet,ns the reſt? 
ba Our tormer hacred,{o thriue I,and mine. Dor, I my good Lord,and no man in the preſence, 
g.- King. Dorſet, imbrace him: But his red colour hath forſooke his cheekes, | 
; Haſtings, love Lord Marqueſſe, King. 1s Clarence dead 2 The Order was reverft. 
F Dor. This interchange of loue,] heere proteſt Rich. But he (poore man) by your firſt order dyed, 
7! | IVpon my pare, ſhall be inuiolable, And that a winged Mercurie did beare: ' 
is Faſt, Aad fo ſweareT. Some tardie Cripple bare the Countermand, 
4 | Xmg. Now Princely Puckingham,(cale\ this league | That came too lagge to ſee him buried. 
ith With thy embracements to my wiues Allies, God grant, that ſome leſſe Noble,and leſſe Loyall, 
And make me happy in your vnity, Neerec in bloody thoughts,and not in blood, 
4 Bac. When ever Euckmgham doth turne his hate Deſerue not worſe then wretched Clarence did, 
* Vpon your Grace, but with all dutious loue, And yet go currant from Suſpicion, 
t* Doth cherilh you, and yours, God puniſh me 
hh With hate in thole where ] expect moſt loue, | Enter Earle of Derby. 
| When T haue moſt need to imploy a Frieny, Der, A boone my Soueraigne for my {eruice done. 
And moſt alfured chat he is a Friend, King. I prethee peace,my loule is full of forrow. 
RE Deepe,hollow,treacherous,and full of guile, Der. I will not riſe, vnlefle your Highnes heare me, 
W Be he voto me : This do | begge of heaven, King Then ſay at once, what 1s it thou requeſts. 
WT | When I am cold in loue, to you, or yours, Emorace Der. The forfeit (Soveraigne)of my {eruants life, 
# | King, Apleafing Cordiall, Princely Buckingham, Who {lew to day a Riotous Gentleman, 
=. ; Is this thy Vow, vnto my hckely heart: Lately attendant on the Duke ot Nortolke, 
| There wantecth now our Brother Gloſter heere, King. Haue I atongue to doome my Brothers death? 
To make the bleſſed period of this peace. And ſhall that tongue giue pardon to a ſlave? 
Buc, And in good time, My Brother kill'd no man, his favle was Thought, 
; | Heere comes Sir Richard Rarchfe,and the Duke. | And yet his puniſhment was birter death, _ 
= F 
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Who tyedtome for him ? Who (in my wrath) 
Kneel'd and my teert, and bid me be aduis'd? 
Who ſpoke ot Bcother-hood? who ſpoke of loue ? 
Who told me how the poore ſoule did forſake 
The mighty Warwicke,and did fight for me? 

\ Who told mc inche field at Tewkesbury, 

When Oxford bad me downe, he reſcued me: 
And ſaid deare Brocher hue, and be a King 2 

Who told me,when we both lay in che Field, 
Froxcn(almoBt)ro death, how he did lap me 

Euen in his Garments, and did giue himſclfe 

(All rhin andnaked) cothe numbe cold night? 

All this from my Remembrance, brutiſh wrath 
Siofully pluckr, and not a man of you 

Had ſo much grace topur it in my minde. 

But when your Carters,or your wayting V aſſalls 
Haue done a drunken Slaughter,and defac'd 

The precious Image of our deere Redecmer, 

You ſtraight are on your knees tor Pardon, pardon, 
AndI (vniufily coo) muſt grant it you. 

But for my Brother, not a man would ſpeake, 

Nor I (yngracious) ſpeake vnto my ſelte 

For him poore Soule, The proudelt of you all, 
Haue bin beholding to him in his life : 

Yet none of you, would onze begge for his life, 

O God! | feare thy juſtice will take hold 

On me, and you; and mine,and yours for this. 
Come Haſtings helpe me to my Cloſſer, 

Ah poore Clarence, Exenunt ſome with K.G Dneen. 
Rich. This is the fruits of raſhnes: Markt you not, 
How that the guilry Kindred of the Queene 


| Look'd pale, when they did heare of C/arence death. 


O! they did vrge it (till vnco the King, 
God willreuenge it. Come Lords will you go, 
To comfort Edward with our company, 


Buc, We wait ypon your Grace, exennt. 


—_— 
—— 


C —— _ — 


Scena Secunda. 


— 


Erter the old Dutcheſſe of Yorke, with the two 
children of Clarence, 


Edw, Good Grandam tell vs,is our Father dead ? 
Dutch, No Boy. 
Daxgh, Why do weepe {o oft? And beate your Breſt? 
| And cry, O Clarence, my vnhappy Sonne. 

Boy. Why do you looke on vs,and ſhake your head, 
And call vs Orphans, Wretches,Caſtawayes, 
If chat our Noble Father were aliue ? 

Dut, My pretty Cons, you milta 
I do lament the (1cknefſe of the King, 
As loath to loſe him, not your Fathers death: 
It were loſt ſorrow to waile one that's loft, 

Boy. Then you conclude, (my Grandam) he is dead: 
The King mine Vnckle is too blame for it, 
God will reuenge it, whom I will importure 
With earneſt prayers,all to that effect, 

Daugh. Andio will, 

Dat Peace children peace,the King doth loue you wel. 
Incapeable,and ſhallow Innocents, 
You cannot gueſſe who caus'd your Fathers death, 

Boy. Grandam we can: for my good Vokle Gloſter 


| e both, 


Ln 


_—— — — 
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Told me,the King prouok'd to it by the Queene, 
Deuis'd impeachments ro 1mprifon him; 
And when my Vnckle told me fo, he wept, 
And pittied me,and kindly kift my checke: 
Bad me rely on him, as on my Father, 
And he would loue me deerely as a childe. 
Dwut. Ab! that Deceit ſhould fteale ſuch gentle ſhape, | 
And with a vertuous Vizor hide deepe vice, 
Heis my ſonne, I,and therein my ſhame, 
Yer from my dugges,he drew not this deceit. 
Boy. Thinke you my Vakle did diſſemble Grandam ? 
Dat. 1 Boy, 
Boy, I cannot thinke ir, Hearke,what noiſe is this ? 


Enter the Q ueene with ber haire about hey earr, 
Kmers & Dorſet after her, 


2s. Ah! who ſhall tunder me to waile and weepe ? 
To chide my Fortune, and torment my Sclte, 
Ile ioyne with blacke diſpaire againſt my Soule, 
And to my lelfe, become an enemie. 
Dxut, What meanes this Scene of rude impatience 2 
Qs, To make an act of Tragicke violence. 
Edward my Lord, thy Sonne,our King is dead. 


| 


Why grow the Branches, when the Rooce is gone? 


| Why wirher nor the leaues that want their lap? 


If you will live, Lament : if dye, be breefe, 

That our ſwitt-winged Soules may catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient SubieCts follow him, 

To his new Kingdome of nere-changing night, 
Dxt, Ah ſo much intereſt haue 1n thy ſorrow, 

As I had Ticle inthy Noble Husband : 

[ haue bewept a worthy Husbands death, 

And liu'd with looking on his [mages: 

But now two Mirrors of his Princely ſemblance, 

Are crack'd in pieces, by malignanc death, 

And I for comtort, have bur one faife Glaſle, 

Thar greeues me, when | ſee my ſhame in him. 

Thou art a Widdow: yet thou art a Mother, 

And haſt the comfort of chy Children letr, 

Bur death hath ſnatch'd my Husband from mine Artes, 

And pluckt two Crutches trom my feeble hands, 

Clarence,and Edward, O, what cauſe haue TI, 

(Thine being bur a moity of my moane ) 

To over-go thy woes, and drowne thy cries. 
Boy, Ah Aunt! you wept not for our Fathers death : 

How can we ayCe you with our Kindred teares ? 
Dazgh, Our fatherleſſe diſtreſſe was lefe vynmoan'd, 

Your widdow-dolour, l\kewiſe be vnwepr. 
Qs. Giue meno helpein Lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring forth complaints: 

All Springs reduce theit currents to mine eyes, 

Thar ] being gonetn'd by the waterie Moone, 

May ſend forth plenteous teares rodrowne the World. 

Ah, for my Husband,for my deere Lord Edward. 
Chil. Ah for our Father, for our deere Lord Clarence. 
Dut. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 
Du, What ftay bad 1 but Edward, and hee's gone? 
Chil. What ftay had we bur C/arence? and he's gone. 
Dat. Whet ſtayes had I, bur they ? and they are gone, 

#. Was neuer widdow bad ſo deere alofle , 

Chil. Were neuer Orphans had fo deere a loffe, 
Dut, Was never Mother had ſo deere alofle, 

Alas!  amthe Mother of theſe Greetes, 

Their woes are parcell'd, mine is generall, 


She for an Edward weepes,and ſodol : 
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Ifor a Clarence weepes, [o doth not (hee : 
Theſe Babes tor C/arence weepe, ſo do not they, 
Alas! you three,on ive threetold ciltreſt ; 
Power all your reares, I 2m your forrowes Nurſe, 
And 1 will pamper it with Lamentation. 
Dor. Comfort deere Myther,God is much diſpleas'd, 


'| That youtake with vathankfulnefle bis doing. 


In common worldly things, 'tis call'd vngratefull, 
With dull vewillingaeſle to repay a Cebr, 

W hich with a bounteous hand was kingly lent : 

Mu@: moreto be thus oppolite with heauen, 

For itrequires the Royall debt it lent you, 

_ * Riners. Madam, bethinke you like a carefull Mother 
Of the young Prince your ſonne: {end firaight for him, 
Let him be Crown'd, in him your comfort lives, 
Drowne deſperate {orrow in dead Eawards grave, 
And plant your ioyes ia living Edwards Throne, 


F ner Richard , Buckingham, Derbie Ha- 
ſongs na Ratcliffe. 


* Rich. Siſter. have comfort, all of vs have cauſe 
To waile the dimming of our ſhining Starre : 
Bur none can helpe our harmes by wayling them, 
Madam,my Morher, I docry you mercie, 
I did not {ee your Grace. Humbly on my knee, 
I crauc your Blethng, | 

Ds:. God blefſe thee, and put meeknes in thy breaſt, 

Loue Charity, Obedience, and true Durie. 

Rich, Amen,and make nic diea good old man, 
That is the burt-end of a Mothers bicfling ; 

I maruell chat her Grace did leave it out, 

Err, You clowdy-Princes,& hart-forowing-Peexes, 
That beare this heauie mutuall loade of Moane, 
Now cheere each other,in cach others Loue: 

Though we haue ſpent our Harveſt of this King, . 
\\/e are to reape the Harveſt of his Sonne, 

The broken rancour of your high.ſwolne hates, 
Buc lately ſplinter d, knit, and 10yn'd together, 
Muſt genily be preferu'd,cheriſhr,and kept : 


| Mc feemeth good, that with lome little T raine, 


Forthwith from Luclow, the young Prince be tet 
Hicher to London to he crown'd our King, 
" Riners, Why with tome little Traine, 
My Lord of Buckingham ? 
Bruce. Marrie my Lord,leaſt by a multitude, 

The new-heal'd wound of Malice ſhould breake our, 
\Which would be 1o much the more dangerous, 
By how much the eftate is greene, and yet v2gouery'd, 
\Where cuery Hotte beares bis commanding Reine, 
And may direct his courle as pleaſe himſelte, 
As well che feare ot harme, as harme apparant, 
In my opinion, ought to be prevented, 

Rich, 1 hope the King made peace with all of ys, 
And the compaQt 1s hirme,and true in me, 

Kiu. And ioinme,and lo (I rhinke)1in all, 
Yer fince it is but greene, it ſhould be put 
To no-apparant hikely-hood of breach, 
\V hich haply by much company might be vrg'd : 
Therefore | fay with Noble Buckingham, 
That it is mieere fo tew ſhould ferch the Prince, 

Haft. And fo layl. 

Rich, Then be it fo, and go we to determine 
Who they [hall be that ſtrait ſhall poſte to London. 
M adam,and you my Siſter, will you go 
Exewnt. 


| To giue your centures un this bulinefle. 


ro —_ 


Enſuing | 
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AManer Buckingham, and Richard, 
Bnc. My Lord, who cuer tournics to the Prince, 
For God ſake leznot vs wwo ftay at home ; 
| For by the way, le fort occafien, 
As Index to the (tory we late talk'd of, 
To part the Queenes proud Kindred from the Prince, 
R.cb, My other (elfe, my Counſailes Confiſtory, 
My Oracle, My Prophet,my deere Cohin, 
I,as a childe, will go by thy direRion, 
Toward London then,tor wee”! not ſtay behinde. Exewnt 


_—_— 


— — -—— — 


Scena T ertia, 


—_— — — 


Enter one Citizen at one doore, avd another at 
the other, 


; 1 (. Good morrow Neighbour, 'wherher away fo 
aft ? 

2.Cit. T promiſe you, 1 ſcarſely know wy (clfe : 
Heare you the newes abroad ? 

1. Yes,thart the King is dead, 

2. Ill newes byrlady,ſcldome comes the better : 
Ifeare, I feare, 'twill proue a giddy world, 


3. Neighbours,God ſpeed, 
1. Giue you good morrow fir, 
3- Doth the newes hold of good king Edwards death? 
2, 1fir, it is too true,God helpe the while, 
3. Then Maſters looke to fee a troublous world. 
1, No,no,by Gods good grace, his Son ſhall reigne. 
3- Woetothat Land that's gouern'd by a Childe, |} 
2+ In himthere is a hope of Gouernmeat, 
Which in his nonage, counſell ynder him, 
Andin his full and ripened yeares, himſelfe 
No doubt ſhall then,and till then gouerne well. 
1. Softood the State, when Henry the fixr 
Was crown'd in Paris, but at vine months old. 
3- Stood the State ſo? No,no,good friends,God wot 
For then this Land ws famouſly entich'd 
With politike graue Counſell; then the King | 
Had vertuous Vnkles toproteRt his Grace, 
1. Why ſo hath this, both by his Father and Mother, 
3. Better it were they all came by his Father ; 
Or by his Father there were none at all : 
For emulation, who ſhall now be neereſt, 
Will couch vs all roo neere,if God prevent not, 
O full of danger is the Duke of Gloutter, 
And the Queenes Sons, and Prochers,haught ang proud : 
And were they co be ruPd,andnot to rule, | 
This fickly Land, might ſolace as before, 
1. Come,come,we feare the worſt : all will be well. 
2. When Clouds are {een,wiſemen pur on their clokes; 
\V hen preat leaves fall, then Winter is at hand ; 
When the Sun ters, who doth not looke for night ? 
Vnrimely Rormes, makes menexpe&a Dearth : 
All way be well; butif God fort it fo, 
"Tis more then we deſerue,or I expe, 
2, Truly, the hearts of men are full of feare: 
You cannot reaſon { almoſt)with a man, 
That lookes not heavuily,and full of dread. 
3- Before the dayes of Change, ftill is it ſo, 


Emer annther Citizen, A 


By a divine inftindt, mens mindes miſtruſt 


— 
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'Purſning danger : as by proofe we ſee 
The Water {well before a boyſt'rous Rorme : 
Bur leaue it all to God. Whither away? 

2 Marry we were ſent for to the luſtices, 


3 And ſo was I: lle beare you company, Exewnt, 


OO IEEE. oO — 


Scena Quarta. 


gy —_— = 


Enter Arch-biſhop ,yong Yorke, the Queene, 
and the Datcbeſſe 


Arch, Laſt nightTI heard they lay at Stony Stratford, 
And at Northampton they do reſt to night : 
Tomorrow, or next day,they will be heere. 

Dat. I long with all my heart co {ee the Prince : 

I hope he is much growne tince laſt I ſaw him. 

Qs, Burt I heareno, they lay my ſonne of Yorke 
Ha's almoft ouertane him in his growth. 

Yorke. 1 Mother, but I would not haue it ſo, 

Dut. Why my good Cofin,it is good to grow, 

Yor. Grandam, one night as we did fit at Supper, 
My Vnkle Riwers talk'd how 1 did grow 
More then my Brother, I.quoth my Vnkle Glouſter, 
Small Herbes haue grace,great Weeds do grow apace, 
And fince,me thinkes I would not grow fo faſt, 
Becauſe ſweet Flowres are {low,and Weeds make haſt. 

Dat, Good faith,good faith,the ſaying didnot hold 
In him that did obied the ſame to thee. 

He wa the wretched'ft thing when he was yorg, 
So long a growing,and fo leylurely, 
That if his rule were true, he ſhould be gracious, 

Yor, And ſo no doubt he is,my gracious Madam, 

Dut, 1 hope hes, bur yer let Mothers doubt. 

Yor, Now by my troth.,if I had beene remembred, 
I could haue giuen my Vokles Grace, a flout, 

To touch his growth, neerer then he toucht mine, 

Dat, How my yong Yorke, 

[ prythee let me heare it, 

Yor. Marry (they ſay) my Vnkle grew ſo faſt, 
That he could gnaw a cruſt at two houres old, 
'Twas full two-yeares ere I could get atooth, 
Grandam,this would haue beene a byting Ieſt, 

Dt, I prythee py Yorke, who told thee this ? 

Yor, Grandarm, his Nurſle, 

Dat. His Nurſe? why ſhe was dead,ere} waſt borne, 

Yoy. It 'twere not the, I cannot tell who told me, 

Os, Aparlous Boy:go too,you are too ſhrew'd. 

Dut. Good M34am,be not engry with the Chile. 

Qu, Pitchers haue eares, 


Enter 4 Meſſenger, 


Arch. Heere comes a Meſſenger: What Newes ? 
Meſ. Such newes my Lord,as greeues me to report, 
Qs How doth the Prince ? 
CHMeſ. Well Madam,and in health, 
Dut. What is thy Newes? 
Meſſ. Lord Riners,and Lord Grey, 
Are ſent to Pomfret, and with them, 
Sir Thomas Vaughan,Priloners. 
Dmt. Who hath committed them ? 
| Meſ. The mighty Dukes,Glowfter and Buckingham. 


| 
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Arch. For what offence ? 4 
CMeſ, Theſumme of all I can, I have diſclos'd ; 
Why,or for what, the Nobles were committed, 
Is all enknowne to me, my gracious Lord. 
#, Aye me! [ſee the ruine of my Houſe : 
The T yger now hath ſeiz'd the gentle Hinde, 
Inſulting Tiranny beginnes to Jute 
Vpon the ivnocent and aweleſſe Throne: 
Welcome Deſtruction, Blood,and Maſſacre, 
I ſce (as ina Map) theend of all, 


Dut, Accurted,and vnquiert wrangling cayes, | 


How many of you haue mine eyes vcheld ? 
My Husband loſt his life, to ger the Crowne, 
And often vp and downe my {cuncs were toſt 
For me to ioy,and weepe, their gaine and lofſe, 
And deing ſcated, and Domeſticke broyles 
Cleane ouer-blowne, themlclues the Conquerors, 
Make warre vpon theatelues, Brother to Brother; 
Blood to blood, {elfe againſt lelfe : O prepoRtorous 
And franticke outrage, end thy damned ſpleene, 
Oc let me dye, to looke on earth no more, 

£u. Come,come my Boy,we will to SanQuary. 
Madam,farwell, 

Dmt, Stay, I will go with you. 

Yu. Youhaue no cauſe. 

Arch, My gracious Lady go, 
And thether beare your Treature and your Goodes, 
For my part, lle nile vnto your Grace 
The Seale 1 keepe,and fo betidero me, 
As well I tender you, and all of yours. 


Go,lle conduRt you to the Sanuary, Exeunt 


——— * —— 


Atdns Terttus, Scena Prima. 


The Trumpets ſound, 
Enter youg Prince the Dukes of Gloceſter, and Buckingham, 
Lord ( ardugll, with others. 


Bac. Welcome {weete Prince to London, 
To your Chamber. 
Rich, Welcome deere Cofin, my thoughts Soueraign 
The wearie way hath made you Melancholly. 
Prin. No Vnkle, but our croſſes on the way, 
Haue made it tedious, weariſome,and heauie., 
I want more Vnkles heere to welcome me, 
Rich.Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertue of your yeers 
Hath not yer diu'd into the Worlds deceit ; 
No more can y-udiflinguiſh of a man, 
Then of his ourward ſhew, which God he knowes, 
Seldome or neuer iampeth with the heart. 
Thoſe Vnkles which you want,were dangerous ; 
Your Grace attended totheir Sugred words, 
But look'd not on the poyſon of their hearts : 
God keepe you from them,and from ſuch talſe Friends, 
Prin, God keepe me from falſe Friends, 
But they werenone, 
Rich. My Lord,the Maior of London comes to greet 
you, 
Enter Lord Maior, 


Lo.CMaior, God bleſſe your Grace, with health and 
happie dayes, 
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Frm. | thanke you, good my Lord,and thank you all : 
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I thought my Mother,and my Brother Torke, 
Would longyere this, haue met vs on the way, 
Fie, what a Slug is Haft1ngs,that he comes not 
To cell ys, whether they will come,or no, 


Enter Lord Haſtings. 
Buck, And in good time, heere comes the ſweating 
Lord, 
Prince, Welcome,my Lord : what, wil! our Mother 
come* 

Haff. On what occaſion Ged he knowes,not I; 
The Queene your Mother,and your Zrother Torke, 
Haue raken SanCtuarie : The tender Prince 
Would faine haue come with me,co meer your Grace, 
But by his Mother was perforce with-held. 

Buck. Fie,what an indireR and peeviſh courſe 
Is this of hers ? Lord Cardinall, will your Grace 
Perſwade the Queene,to ſend the Duke of Yorke 
Vato his Pcincely Brother preſently ? 

AT (he denie, Lord Ha#timgs goe with him, 
And from her jealous Armes pluck him petrforce, 
Card. My Lord of Buckingham,if my weake Oratorie 
Can from bis Mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 
Anon expe& him here : bur if ſhe be obdurate 
To milde entreaties,God forbid 
We ſhould infringe the holy Priuiledge 
Of bleſſed Sanctuarie : not for all this Land, 
Would I be guiltie of ſo great a finne. 

Buck, You are too ſenceleile obſtinate,my Lord, 
Too ceremonious, and traditionall, 

Weigh it but with the groſſeneſle of this Age, 
You breake not SanCQuuarie,in ſcizing him : 
The benefit thereof 1s alwayes granted 
To thoſe, whoſe dealings haue deſcru'd the place, 
And thoſe who haue the wit ro clayme the place? 
This Prince hath neytber claym'd it,nor deſervu'd it, 
And rheretore,in mine opinion,cannot haue it, 
Then taking him from thence, that is not there, 
You breake no Priuiledge,nor Charter there ; 
Ofc haue I heard of SanCtuarie me:, 
Bur Sanctuarie children,ne're til] now, 

Card. My Lord,you thall o're-rule my mind for once. 
Come on, Lord Haſtings, will you goe with me? 

Haſt, 1 goe,my Lord, Exit Cardimall and Haſtings. 

Prince.Good Lords,make all che ſpeedie haſt you may. 
Say, Vackle Glecefter, if our Brother come, 

Where ſhall we ſviourne, till our Coronation ? 

Glo.Where it think'ſt beft vnto your Royall ſelfe, 

If I may connlaile you, foine day or two 

Your Highneſle (hall repoſe youat the Tower: 
Then where you pleaſe, and ſhall bethought mot fic 
For your beſt health,and recreation, 

Prmce. 1 doe notl;ke the Tower,of any place: 
Did 1/18 Ceſar build that place, my Lord? 

Buck, He did,my gracious Lord,begin that place, 
Which fince, ſucceeding Ages haue re-edity'd. 

Prince. Is it ypon record? orelic reported 
Succeiſiuely from age ro age,he built it ? 

Buck, Vpon record,my gracious Lord, 

Prince. But ſay,my Lord,it werenot regiſtred, 

Me thinkes the zruch ſhould live from ageto age, 
As'rwere retayl'd to all poſteririe, 
Euen to the generall ending days 
Glo. So wile, {fo young,they ſay doe never live long, 
Prince. What {ay you, Vockle ? 


| 
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Glo. 1 ſay,wirhout CharaGers, Fame liues long, 
Thus,like the formall Vice, Iniquirie, 
I morallize two meanings in one word, 

Prince, That /alinge Ceſar was a famous man, 

With what his Valour did enrich his Wir, 
His Wit ſet downe,to make his Valour liue : 
Death makes no Conqueſt of his Conqueror, 
For now he liues in Fame,though nor in Life, 


| le tell you what, my Couſin Buckingham, 


Buck, What, my gracious Lord ? 
Prixce. And if Ilive vntill Ibeaman, 
Tle win ovr ancient Right in France againe, 
Or dye a Souldier,as I liu'd a King. 
Glo. Short Summers lightly haue a forward Spring. 


Enter young Yorks, Haftingr,and Cardinal. 


Buck, Now in good time, heere comes the Duke of 

Yorke. 
A Prince. Richard of Yorke, how fares our Noble Bro- 

ther ? 

Yorke. Well,my deare Lord,ſomuſt I call you now. 

Prince. I,Brother,to our griefe,as it is yours : 
Too late he dy'd,that might haue kept that Title, 
Which by his death hath loſt much Maieſtie. 

Glo, How fares our Couſin, Noble Lord of Yorke? 

Porks. I thanke you, gentle Vnckle, O my Lord, 
You ſaid,that idle Weeds are faſt in growth : 
The Prince,my Brother, hath out-growne me farre, 

Glo. He hath, my Lord, 

Yorke. And therefore is he idle? 

Glo. Oh my faire Couſin, I muſt not ſay ſo. 

Yorke, Then he is more beholding co you, then I, 

Glo, He may command me as my Soueraigne, 
But you haue power in me,as in a Kinſman, 

Yorke. I pray you, Vackle,giue me this Dagger, 

Glo. My Dagger,little Couſin? with all my heart, 

Prince. A Begger,Brother ? 

Yorks. Of my kind Vnckle,thae T know will giue, 
And being but a Toy, which is no griefe to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that, Ile giue my Couſin, 

Yoree. A greater gitt ? O,that's the Sword to it. 

Glo, I,gentle Coulin, were it light enough, 


Yorke, O then I ſee, you will part but with light gifts, 


In weightier things you'le ſay a Begger nay. 
Clo. It is too weightie for your Grace to weare. 
vrkg. I weighit lightly, were it heavier, 
le. What, would you haue my Weapon, little Lord? 
Yorke. I would that I might thanke you, as, as, you 
call me. 
Glo. How? 
Torke. Little, 
Prince, My Lord of Yorke will till be crofſe in talke : 
Vackle,your Grace knowes how to beare with him. 
Yorke. Y ou meane to beare me, not to beare with me : 
Vackle,my Brother mockes both you and me, 
Becauſe that I am little, like an Ape, 
Hethinkes that you ſhould beare me on your ſhoulders, 
Buck, With what a ſharpe prouided wit he reaſons: 
To mittigate the ſcorne he gives his Vnckle, 
He prettily and aptly taunrs himſelte : 
So cunning,and ſo young,is wonderfull, 
Glo. My Lord,wilt pleaſe you paſſe along ? 
My ſelfe,and my good Couſin Buckzngham, 
Will to your Mother,to entrear of her 


To meet you at the Tower,and welcome you, _ 
Yorks, Whar, 


| 
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Prince, My Lord ProteRtor will have it ſo. 
Yorke. 1 ſhall not ſleepe in quiet at the Tower, 
Glo. Why,what ſhould you feare? 

Yorke. Marry,my Vockle Clarence angry Ghoſt : 


|My Grandam told me he was murther'd there, 


Prince. Ifeare no Vackles dead. 
Gls. Nor none that liue,l hope. 
Price, And if they liue,1 hope I need not feare, 
But come my Lord: and with a heauic heart, 
Thinking on them, goe | vnto the Tower. 
A Senet, Exennt Prince, Yorke, HaſImgs,and Durſer. 


Manet Richard, Buckingham,and Catesby. 


Buck. Thinke you,my Lord,this lietle prating Torke 
Was not incenled by his lubtile Mother, 
To taunt and ſcorne you thus opprobriouſly ? 

Glo, No doubr,no doubt : Oh *cis a perillous Boy, 
Bold,quicke,ingenious, forward, capable : 

Hee is all the Mothers, fromthe top to toe. 

Buck. Well,let them reft: Come hither {atesby, 
Thou art ſworne as deepely to effe what we intend, 
As cloſely to conceale what we impart : 

Thou know'(t our reaſons vrg'd vponthe way. 
What think thou ? is it not an eaſie matter, 
To make William Lord Haſtings of our minde, 
For the inſtzllment of this Noble Duke 

In the Seat Royall of this famous Ile? 

Cates, He for his fathers ſake ſoloues the Prince, 
That he wiil not be wonne to ought againſt him, 

Buck. What think't thou then of Stanley > Will 
not hee ? 

Cates, Hee will doe all in all as Haſtings doth, 

Buck, Well then, no more but this : 

Goe gentle {atesby, and as it were farre off, 
Sound thou Lord HaStings, 

How he doth ftand aftected to our purpoſe, 
And ſummoa him to morrow to the Tower, 
To fit about the Coronation. 

If thou do'ſt finde him eraQable to vs, 
Encourage himgvnd tell him all our reaſons : 
If he be leaden, ycie,cold, vnwilling, 

Be thou fo too, and fo breake off the talke, 
And giue ys notice of his inclination : 

For we to morrow hold diuided Councels, 
Wherein thy ſelfe ſhalt highly be employ'd. 

Rich. Commend me to Lord ivilliam: tell him Catesby, 
His ancient Knot of dangerous Aduerſaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caſtle, 

And bid my Lord,for ioy of this good newes, 
Giue Miftrefſe Shore one gentle Kifle the more. 

Buck, Good Cate:by,goe effeRt this bulineſſe ſoundly. 

Cater. My good Lords both, with all the heed I can. 

Rich, Shall we heare from you, Catesby,ere we ſleepe? 

Cates, You ſhall, my Lord. 

Rich. Ar Cresby Houlegthere ſhall you find vs beth, 

Exit Catesby, 

Buck, Now, my Lord, 

W hat ſhall wee doe, if wee perceiue 

Lord Haſtmgs will not yeeld to our Complots ? 
Rich Chop off his Head: 

Something wee will determine : 

And looke when 1 am King,clayme thou of me 

The Earledome of Hereford,and all the mouecables 

Whereof the King,my Brother, was poſleſt, 


| 


| Torke, What, will you goe vnto the Tower, my Lord? 


—_— 
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| 
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Back, lle clayme that promiſe ac your Graces hans). 
Rich, And looke to have it yeelded with all kindact[- 

Come, let vs ſuppe berimes, that afterwards 

Wee may digeſt our complots in ſome forme, 

| Exemunt. 


SA 
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Scena Secunda. 
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Evnter a £1eſſenger ts the Doore of Haſtmgs. 


CMeſ. My Lord, my Lord, 

Hait, Who knockes ? 

Meſſ. One from the Lord Menley. 
Haſt. What is'ta Clocke? 

Meſſ. Vpor. the ſtroke of foure, 


Enter Lord Haſtings, 

Hait, Cannot my Lord Stanley (lcepe theſe tedious 
Nights? 

Meſſ. Soit appeares, by that I haveto ſay ; 

Firſt, he commends him ro your Noble telfe, 

Haſt, What then ? 

Meſſ. Then certifies your Lordſhip, that tliis Night 
He dreamt, the Bore had raſed off his Helme : | 
Belides,he ſayes there are two Councels kepr ; | 
And that may be derermin'd at the one, | 
Which may make you and him to rue at th'other. 
Therefore he ſends to know your Lordſhjps pleaſure, 

If you will preſently rake Horſe with him, 
And with all ſpeed poſt with him toward the North, 
To ſhun the danger that his Soule diuines. 

Haft, Goe fellow,goe,returne vnto thy Lord, 

Bid him nor feare the ſeperated Councell : 

His Honor and my ſelfe are at the one, 

And at the other,is my good fricnd Catesby ; 

W here nothing, can proceede, that toucheth vg, 
Whereof I ſhall not haue intelligence : 

Tell him his Peares are ſhallow, withour inſtance, 
And for his Dreames,[ wonder hee's ſo ſimple, 
To truſt the mock'ry of vnquiet ſlumbers, 

To flye the Bore, before the Bore purſues, 
Were to incenſe the Bore to follow vs, 

And make purſuit, where he did meaneno chaſe, 
Goe, bid thy Maſter tiſe, and come to me, 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Wi here he ſhall ſee the Bore will vſe vs kindly. 

Meſſ. Ile goe,my Lord,and tell him what you ſay, 

| Exit, 
Enter Catesby, 


Cates, Many good morrowes to my Noble Lord, 
Hait, Good morrow Catesby,you are early ſtirring: 
What newes, what newes, in this our tott'ring State ? 
Cates. Itisa reeling World indeed,my Lord: 
And I beleeue will never ſtand vpright, 
Till Richard weare the Garland of the Realme, | 
Haſt. How weare the Garland ? 


| Doeſt thou meane the Crowne ? 


Cates. I,my good Lord, 

Haſt,Ile haue this Crown of mine cut fr6 my ſhoulders, 
Before lle ſee the Crowne fo foule mif-plac'd : 
But canft thou gueſſe,thar he doth ayme ar it ? 

Cates, 1 | 


lt 
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Cates. |, on my lite, and hopes to find you forward, 
| Vpos 115 partie, for the gaine thereot : 
And thereupohs he tends you this good newes, 
{ That this [ame very day your enemies, 
| The Kindred of the Queene, mutt dyz at Pomfrer. 
Faft. Indecd I am no mourner toi that ewes, 
Becaute they have beene f111} my aduerfaries : 
Bur,that ile giue my voice on Krchards fide, 
To barre my Maſters Hewes in true Detcent, 
od knowes I will nor doe it,to the death, 
Cates, God keepe your Lordſhip in that gracious 
minde. 
Hat. But l (hall laugh at this atwelve-month hence, 
That they which brought me 1n my Maſters hate, 
[ 1:ve to looke vpon their I ragedie, 
Well Catesby,cre 2 tort-night make me older, 
lie fend ſome packmg,,that yet thinke not on't. 
Cates. *Tisavilething to dye,my gracious Lord, 
When men are vnprepar'd,and looke not for it, 
I11f, O monRrous.monſtrous! and (© falls it out 
\W nth Rewer's UVanchan,Grey : and 1o 'twi}l doc 
With ſome men el{c,that thinke themſclucs as [afe 
| As thou and 1,who(as thou know'ft) are deare 
To Princely Richard, and to hut rrmoham, 
Cates, The Princes both make high account of you, 
For they account his Head vpon the Bridge. 
- Haft. 1 know they doc,and I have well deſcru'd it, 


Enter Ld Stanley. 


| 
| 
| Come on,come on,where is your Bore.{peare man ? 
| Feare you the Bore,and goe ſo vnprouided ? 
Stan, My Lord good morrow,good morrow ( aterby: 
You may icaſt on, but by the holy Rood, 
[ doe not like theſe feucrall Councels, I. 
Hoft. My Lord. hold my Lite as deate as yours, 
And neuer in my dayes,l doe proteſt, 
\Was it ſo precious to meas 'tis now : 
Thinke you, but that 1 know our ſtate ſecure, 
I would be ſortriumphant as 1 am? 
Sra.The Lords at Poinfrer, whe they rode from London, 
Were iocund, and [uppos'd their ſtates were fure, 
And they indeed had no caule to rwiltruſt : 
Burt yer you ice, how {oone the Day o recaſt. 
This fadden Rab of Rancour I mildoubt ; 
Pray God (I ſay) 1 proue a needleſle Coward, 
What,ſhall we toward the Tower? the day is ſpent, 
Haſ#. Comc,come,hauc with you : 
\Wor you what, my Lord, 
To day the Loris you talke ot,are beheaded, 
Sta. They, for their truth, might better wear their Heads, 


{| Then ſome that haue accus'd chem, weare their Hats, 


Bur come,my Lord,let's away. 
Enter a Pur ſninart, 


Haſt. Goe on before, Ile talke with this good fellow, 
Exiu Lord Stanley ,and Catesby. 

How now, Sircha ? how gocs the World with thee? 
Pw(.The berter,that your Loraſhip pleaſe co aske, 

| Hef. 1tcllthee mantis berrer with me naw, 

' Then when thou mer'{t me laſt, where now we meet ; 

Thea was | going Priloner to the Tower, 

By the ſuggeſtion of the Queenes Allyes, 

But now 1 ell thee (keepe it to thy lelte ) 

| This day thoſe Enemies are put to death, 


The Life and Death of Richard the Third, 


Farewell,vntill we meet againe in Heauen, 
4 
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And] in better Rate then erc I was. 
Purf. God hold it, to your Honors good content. 
Haſt, Gramercie fellow : there,drinke that for me, 

Throwes him hu Par (+, 
, Pwurſ. I thanke your Honor, Exit Parſninant, 


Enter a Prieſt. 


Prieſt. Well met,my Lord,1 am glad to ſce your Ho. 
nor, 

Fatt. Ithanke thee,good Sir Jobn, with all my heart, 
I am in your debr,for your laſt Exercite : 
Come the next Sabboth,and I will content you, 

Prieſt, 1le wait ypon your Lordſhip, 


Enter Buckingham, 


Bue. \\' hat, talking with a Prieft, Lord Chamberlaine? 
Your triends at Pomtret,they doe need the Prieft, 
Your Honor hath no ſhriving worke in hand, 
Haſt. Good faith,and when I mert this holy man, 
The men you talke of,came into my minde, 
What, goe you toward the Tower ? 
Bac, I doe,my Lord,but long 1 cannot ſtay there: 
i ſhall returne before your Lordſhip,thence. 
Haſft. Nay like enough,for I ſtay Dinner there. 
Buc. And Supper too, although thou know'ſt it not, 
Come, will you goe? 
Haſt, Ile wait vpon your Lordſhip. 


E xennt , 


- 
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Scena T ertia, 


A, 
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Enter Sir Richard Ratcliffe, with Halberds,carrying 
the Nobles to death at Pomfret, 


Rivers. Sir Richard Ratcliffe,let me tell thee this, 
To day ſhalt thou behold a Si bie& die, 
For Truth,tor Dutic,and for Loyalue. 
Grey. God bleſle the Prince fromall the Pack of you, 
A Knot you are,ot damned Blood-ſuckers, 
Uargh, You hue, that ſhall cry woe for this beere- 
afrer, 
Rat, Diſpatch,the limit of your Liues is out. 
Riners. OPomtrer,Pomtrec! O thou bloody Priſon ! 
Fatall and ominous to Noble Peeres : 
Within the guiltie Cloſure of thy Walls, 
Richard the Second here was hack to death : 
And for more {lander to thy diſmall Sear, 
Wee gine to thee our gviltlefſe blood to drinke, 
Grey. Now Margarets Curſe is falne vpon our Heads, 
When ſhee exclaim'd on HafFmgs,you,and I, 
For Randing by, when Richard (tab'd her Sonne, 
Riners, The curs'dſhee Richard, 
Then curs'd ſhee Buckingham, 
Then curs'd (hee Haitings, Oh remember God, 
TT heare her prayer for them,as now for vs ; 
And for my Siſter,and her Princely Sonnes, 
Be fatisfy'd,deare God, with our true blood, 
W hich, as thou know'(t,voiuttly muſt be ipilt, 
Rat. Make haftezthe houre of death is expiate. 
Riners. Come Grey.come Vawghan,let vs here embrace, 


E xemnt. 
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Scena (Quarta. 
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Enter Buckingham D avby, Haftings,Biſk op of Ely, 
Norfolke, Ratcliffe, Lowell, with others, 
at 4 T able, 


Haft. Now Noble Peeres,the cauſe why we are met, 
Is to determine of the Coronation : 
In Gods Name (peake, when is the Royg!! day ? 

Buck, Is all things ready for the Royail time ? 

Darb. It is, and wants but nomination. 

Ely, Tomerrow then I iudge a happie day, 

Buck. Who knowes the Lord Protectors mind herein? 
Who is moſt inward with the Noble Duke? 

Ely. Your Grace, we thinke, ſhould ſooneſt know his 
minde. 

| Buck, We know each others Faces: for our Hearts, 


f 


{| He knowes no more of mine,then I of yours, 


Or I of his, my Lord,then you of mine : 

Lord Haſtings,you and he are neere in loue. 

| MHaft. I thanke his Grace, I know he loues me well: 
Burt for his purpoſe in the Coronation, 

I have not ſounded him,nor he deliuer'd 

His gracious pleaſure any way therein : 

But you,my Honorable Lords,may name the timg, 
And in the Dukes behalf* Ile give my Voice, 

Which I preſume hee'le rake ja gentle part. 


Enter Glouceſter, 


Ely. In happie time,here comes the Duke himſelfe. 
Rich.My Noble Lords,and Coufins all, good morrow: 
{ [ have beene long a ſleeper: bur I eruſt, 
My abſence doth negle& no great deſigne, 
Which by my preſence might haue beene concluded, 
Buck, Had you not come vpon your Q my Lord, 
Fillam,Lord Haftmgr,had pronounc'd your part; 
| meane your Voice,for Crowning of the King, 
Rich. Then my Lord Haſtmgs,no man might be bolder, 
His Lord{nip knowes me well,and loves me well, 
My Lord of iy,when I was laft in Holborne, 
I ſaw good Strawberries in your Garden there, 
[ doe beſeech you,ſend for ſome of them, 
Ely. Mary and will, my Lord,with all my heart, 
Eccit Biſhop, 
ich, Coufin of Buckingham,a word with you, 
Catesby hath ſounded Haftings in our buſineſle, 
And findes the teftie Gentleman ſo hor, 
That he will loſe his Head,ere giue conſent 
His Maſters Child,as worſhipfully he tearmes it, 
Shall loſe the Royaltie 4 Englands Throne, 
Buck, Wirtdraw your felte a while, lle goe with you. 
E xeunt. 
Darb.We inuenot yet ſet downe this day of Triumph: 
To morrow,in my iudgement,is too ſudden, 
For I my (elfe am not {o well provided, 
As elſe I would be, were the day prolong'd. 


Enter the Biſhop of Ely. 


Ely, Where is ty Lord, the Duke of Gloſter ? 
1 have ſent for theſe Strawberries, 
Ha. His Grace looks chearfully & ſmooth this morning, 


i —— uw__ 
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There's ſome conceit or other likes him well, 
When that he bids good morrow with {uch ſpirit. 
I thinke there's neuer a man in Chriſtendome 
Can leſſer hide his loucyor hate,then hee, 
For by his Face ſtraight ſhall you know his Heart. 
Darb.W hat of his Heart perceiue you in his Face, 
By any liuelyhood he ſhew'd to day ? 
Haſt. Mary,that with no man here he is offcaded: 
For were he, he had ſhewne it in his Lookes. 


Enter Richard,and Buckingham, 


Rich, 1 pray you all,tell me what they deſerve, 
That doe conſpire my death with divell;ſh Plors 
Of damned Wirchcraft,and that haue preuail'd 
Vpon my Body with their Helliſh Charmes. 
Haſt. The tender loue Þ beare your Grace,my Lord, 
Makes me moſt forward,in this Princely prelence, 
To doome th'Oftendors, wholoe're they be : 
I ſay,my Lord,they haue deſerued death. 
Kich. Then be your eyes the witoeſlſe of their evill, 
Looke how 1 am bewirch'd : behold, mine Arnic 
Is like a blaſted Sapling, wither'd vp : 
And this is Edwards Wite,that monſtrous Witch, 
Conforred with that Harlot,Strumper Shore, 
Thar by cheir Witchcraft thus have marked me, 
Haft. It they haue done this deed, my Noble Lord, 
Rich If? thou ProteRtor of this damned Strumpet, 
Talk'{t chou to me of Ifs : thou art a Traytor, 
Off with his Head ; now by Saint Pawd I \weare, 
I will not dine, vnrill I ſee the ſame, 
Lowell and Ratcl:ffe,looke that it be done ; 
The reſt that loue me, riſe, and follow me. 


Exennt, 


CAanct Lowell and Ratcliffe, with the 
Lord Haſtmgs. 


Haſt. Woe,woe for England, not a whit for me, 
For [,too fond, might have prevented this : 
Stanley did dreame,the Bore did rowſe our Helmes, 
And 1 did (corne it,and diſdaine to flye: 
Three times to day my Foort-Cloth-Horſe did tumble, 
And ſtarted, when he look'd ypon the Tower, 
As lothtobeare me to the ſJaughter-houſe., 
O now I need the Prieſt, that ſpake tome : 
I now repent Itold the Purſuivant, 
As too triumphing, how mine Enemies 
To tay at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd, 
And 1 my felfe ſecure,in grace and fauour, 
Oh Margaret, Margaret,now thy heavie Curſe 
Is lighted on poore Haftings wretched Head, 
Ra.Come,come,difpatch,the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a ſhort Shrift,he longs to ſee your Hezd, 

Haſt. O momentarie grace of mortall men, 
Which we more hunt for,then the grace of God! 
Who builds his hope in ayre of your good Lookes, 
Lives like a drunken Sayler on a Maſt, 

Readie with every Nod to tumble downe, 
Into the fatall Bowels of the Deepe. 

Loa, Come,come,diſpuch,'tis bootleſſe ro exclaime. 

Hait, O bloody Richard: miſerable England, 
I prophecie the fearefull {t rime ro thee, 
That ever wretched Age hath look d vpon, 
Come, lead meto the Block, beare him my Head, 
They ſmile at me, who ſhortly ſhall be dead. 

E xeunt. 
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Enter Richard,and Buckingham, rotten Armour, 
war uellous ill-fanonred. 
Richard. Come Couſin, 
Canſt thou quake, and change thy colour, 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 
And then againe begin,aud ſtop againe, 
As if thou were diftraughr,and mad with terror? 
Buck, Tut, | can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 
Speake,and looke backe,and prie or; euery (ide, , 
Tremble and ftart at wagging of a Straw : 
Intending deepe ſuſpition, gaſtly Lookes | 
Are at my ſeruice,like entorced Smiles ; 
And both are readie in their Ofhces, 
At any time to grace my Stratagemes, 
Bur what, is Catesby gone ? 
Rich. He is,and ſee he brings the Maior along, 


Erter the Maior and Caterby, 
Buck. Lord Maior, 
Rich. Looke to the Draw-Zridge there, 
Buck. Hearke,a Dcumme. 
Rich. Catesby,o're-looke the Walls, 
Buck, Lord Maior,thereaſon we haie ſent. 
Rich, Looke back,defend thee, here are Enemies. 
Buck, God and our Janocencie detendgand guard vs, 


Enter Lowell and Ratcliffe with Haſtings Head. 


Rich. Be patient,they are friends: Rarcliffe,and Lowell, 

Loxell. Here is the Head of that ignoble Traycor, 
The dangerous and vnſuſpeQted Haſtmgs. 

Rich. Sodeare I lou'd che man, that I muſt weepe ; 
I xooke him for the plaineſt harmelefle Creature, 

That breath'd ypon the Earth, a Chriſtian, 

Made him my Booke,wherein my Soule recorded 
The Hiſtoric of all her ſecrer thoughts. 

So ſmooth he dawb'd his Vice with ſhew of Vertue, 
That his apparant open Guilc omitted, 

| meane,his Conucrſation with Shores Wife, 

He liu'd from all attainder of ſuſpe&ts. 

Buck, Well,well,he was the couertit ſheltred Traytor 

That euer l1u'd, 

Would you imagine,or almoſt belceue, 

Wert not,that by great preſervation 

We liue to tell it,that the ſubrill Traytor 

This day bad plotted, in the Councell-Hovſe, 

To murther me,and my good Lord of Gloſter, 
' Miaior, Had he done [o? 

Rich, What? thinke you we are Turkes,or Infidels? 
Or that we would, againſt the forme of Law, 
{Proceed thus raſhly in the Villaines death, 

But that the extreme perill of the caſe, 
The Peace of England, and our Perſons ſafctie, 
Entorc'd vs to this Execution, 

AMaior, Now taire befall you, he deſeru'd his death, 
And your gon Graces both haue well proceeded, 
To warne tale Traytors from the like Attempts, 

Buck. 1 never look'd for better at his hands, 

Afterhe once fell in with Miſtreſle Shore : 

Yet had we not determin'd he ſhould dye, 

Vartill your Lordſhip came ro fee his end, 

Which now the loving haſte of thele our friends, 
Something againſt our meanings, haue prevented z 
Becanie,my Logd,l would hauc had you heard 
The Trayrtor {peake, and timoroully confefle 

The maxaer and che purpoſe of his Treaſons : 
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j That you might well haue fignify'd the ſame 
Vnto the Citizens, who baply may 
Miſconſter vs in him,and wayle his death, 
Ma.But,my good Lord,your Graces words ſhal ſerue, 
As well as I had ſeene,and heard him ſpeake : 
And doe not doubt,right Noble Princes both, 
Bur lie acquaint our dutious Citizens 
With all your iuſt proceedings in this caſe, 
| Rich, And tothat end we wiſh'd your Lordſhip here, 
T'auoid the Cenſures of the carping World, 
Buck, Which ſince you come too late of our intent, 
Yet witneſle what you heare we did intend ; 
And ſo,my good Lord Maior,we bid farwell, 
Exit Maior, 
Rich. Goe after,after, Coufin Buckinghans, 
The Maior towards Guild-Hall byes him in all poſte ; 
There,at your meeteſt yantage of the time, 
Inferre the Baftardie of Edwards Children: 
Tell them,how Edward put to death a Citizen, 
Onely tor ſaying, he would make his Sonne 
Heire tothe Crowne,meaning indecd his Houſe, 
W bich,by the Signe thereof, was tearmed ſo, 
Moreouer,vrge his hatefull Luxurie, 
And beattiall appetite in change of Luft, 
Which ſtretcht ynto their Seruants, Daughters, Wiues, 
Euen where his raging eye,or ſauage licarr, 
Without controll, luſted ro make a prey. 
Nay, for a need,thus farre come neere my Perſon: 
Tell chem, when that my Mother weot with Child 
Of that inſatiate Edward; Noble Torke, 
My Princely Father,then had Warres in France, 
And by true computation of the time, 
Found,that the {ſue was not his begor : 
Which well appeared in bis Lineaments, 
Being nothing like che Noble Duke,my Father : 
Yet touch this ſparingly,as'twere farre off, 
Becauſe,my Lord,you know my Mother lives. 
Buck. Doubt not,my Lord, lle play the Orator, 
As 1t the Golden Fee,for which I plead, 
Were for my {elfe : and ſo,my Lord,adue, 
Rich, If you thriue wel, bring them to Baynards Caſtle, 
Where you ſhall inde me well accompanied 
Wirth reverend Fathers,and well-learned Biſhops, 
Buck. I goc,and towards three or foure a Clocke 
Looke for the Newes that the Guild-Hall affoords, 
Exit Buckingham. 
Rich, Goe Lowell with all ſpeed to Doctor Shaw, 
*Goe thou to Fryer Penkey, bid them both 
Meet me withia chis houre at Baynards Caſtle, Exit. 
Now will 1 goe to take ſome privie order, 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of hight, 
And to giue order,that no manner perſon 
Haue any time recourſe vnto the Princes. Exennt, 
Enter 4 Sermmener. 
Ser. Here is the Indi&tment of the good Lord Haſtings, 
Which 1n a ſet Hand fairely is engrols'd, 
That it may be to day read o're in Parwles. 
And marke how well the ſequell hangs together * 


Eleuen houres I haue ſpent to write it ouer, 
For yeiter-night by Catesby was it ſent me, 
The Precedent was full as long a doing, 

And yet within theſe five houres Haſtmy-s liu'd, 
Varainted, ynexamin'd,free,at libertic, 


Who is fo groffe, that cannot ſee this palpable device? 
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Bad is the World,and all will come to nought, % 
When ſuch ill dealing muſt be feene in chought, Exx, 


Enter Richard and Buckingham at ſeuerall Doores. 


Rich, How now, how now,what ſay the Citizens ? 
Buck, Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 

The Citizens are mum,fay not a word, 
Rich. Touchr you the Baſtardie of Fdwerds Children? 
Buck 1did,wirh his Contrat with Lady Lacy, 

And his Contract by Depurie in France, 


Yet who ſo bold, bur fayes he ſees itnot? ® | 


Th'vnſariate greedinefle of his defire, 
And his enforcement of the Citie Wives, 
His Tyrannic for Trifles, his owne Baſtardie, 
As being got,your Father then io France, 
And his reſemblance,being not hike the Duke, 
Withall,I did inferce your Lineaments, 
Being the right /dea of your Father, 
Both in your forme, and Noblenefſe of Minde ; 
Layd open all your ViQtories in Scocland, 
Your Diſcipline in Warre, Wiſdome in Peace, 
Your Bountie, Vertve faire Humilitie : 
Indeed,left nothing fitting for your purpoſe, 
Vatoucht, or {[cightly handled in difcourſc, 
And when my Oratorie drew toward end, 
| bid them that did loue their Countries good, 
Cry,God faue Richard, Englands Royall King. 
Reich, And did they fo? : 
B*ck. No,lo God helpe me, they ſpake not a word, 
Bur like dumbe Statuey,or breathing Stones, 
Star'd each on other,and look'd deadly pale ; 
Which when I law, I reprchended chem, 
And ask'd the Mator, what meant this wilfull Glence? 
His anſwer was,the people were not vſed 
To be ſpoke to,but by the Recorder. 
Then he was vrg'd totell my Tale againe : 
Thus ſayth the Duke, thus hath che Duke inferr'd, 
Bur nothing ſpoke,in warrant from himſelte. 
When he had done, ſome followers of mine owne, 
At lowerend of the Hall, horld vp their Caps, 
And ſome tenne voyces cry*d,God faue King Richard: 
And thus I tooke the yantage of thoſe few. 
Thankes gentle Cirizens,and friends, quoth I, 
This generall applauſe,and chearefull ſhow, 
Argues your wifdome, and your loue to Richard : 
And ever. here brake off,and came away. 
Rich. What tongue-leſſe Blockes were they, 
Would they not ſpeake? 
Will not the Maior chen, and his Brethren, come ? 
Back. The Maior is here at hand: intend ſome feare, 
Be nor you ſpoke with, but by mightie ſuit : 
Aad looke you get a Prayer-Booke in your hand, 
And ftand betweene two Charch-men, good my Lord, 
For on that ground le make a holy Defcane : 
And be noreatily wonne ro our requeſts, 
Play the Maids part, ftil! anfwer nay,and cake it. 
Rich, 1 goe; and if youplead as well for them, 
As I can ſay nay to thee for my ſelfe, 
No doubt we bring it to ahappie iſſue, 
Buck. G9,g0 vp tothe Leads,the Lord Maior knocks, 


Enter the (Major, and Citizens. 


Welcome, my Lord, I dance attendance here, 


[ thinke the Duke will nor be ſpoke withall, 
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Enter C aterby, 


- " 

Buck, Now Caterby, what ſayes your Lord co my 
requeſt ? 

Catesby, He doth entreat your Grace,my Noble Lord 
To viſit him co morrow,or next day : 
He is withia,with rwo right reuerend Fathers, 
Diuinely bent co Meditation, 
And in no Worldly ſuites would he be mou'd, 
To draw him from his holy Exerciſe. 

Buck, Returne,good Catesby,to the gracious Duke, 
Tell brm,my felfe,the Maior and Aldermen, 
ln deepe defignes,in matrer of great moment, 


| 


 Noleſle importing then our general! good, | 


Are come to haue {ome conterence with his Grace. 
Catesby. lle fignifie fo much vnto him firaight, Fri. 
Buck. Ah ha,my Lord,this Prince is not an Edward, 

He is not lulling on a lewd Loue-Bed, 

But on his Knees,art Meditarion : 

Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 

Bur meditating with two deepe Diuines : 

Not ſleeping,to engroſle his idle Body, 

But praying,toenrich his watchfull Soule. 

Happie were England, would this vertuous Prince 

Take on his Grace the Soueraigntie thereof, 

Bur ſure I feare we ſhall not winne him to it. 

Maior, Marry God defend his Grace ſhould fay vs 
nay, 

Buck, I fearc he will : here Catesby comes againe. 


Enter Catesby. 

Now Catesby, what ſayes his Grace? 

Caterby. He wonders to what end you haue aſſembled 
S1ch troopes of Citizens, to come to him, | 
His Grace not being warn'd thereot before : | 
He feares,my Lord,you meane no good to him, 

Buck. Sorty I 19, my Noble Couſin ſhould 
Suſpect me,thac I meane no good to him : 
By Heaven, we come to him in perfit loue, 
And lo once more returne, and tell his Grace, 
\When holy and deuout Religious men 
Are at their Beades,'rtis much co draw them thence, 
So ſweet is zealous Contemplation, 


F 


Exit. 


Enter Richard aloft, betweene two Biſhops. 
Maier, See where his Grace ſtands,tweene two Clergie 

men, 

Buck. Two Props of Vertue.for a Chriftian Prince, 
To ſtay him from the fall of Vanitie : 
And fce a Booke of Prayer in his hand, 
True Ornaments to know a holy man, 
Famous P/antagenet,moſt gracious Prince, 
Lend fauourable ezre to our requeſts, 
And pardon vs the inrerruption 
Of thy Deuotion,and right Chriſtian Zeale, 

Rich. My Lord,there needes no ſuch Apologie : 
[ doe belcech your Grace to pardon me, 
Who earneſt in the ſervice of my God, 
Deferr'd the viſitation of my friends. 
Bur leaving this, what is your Graces pleaſure ? 

Buck, Euen that(I hope )which pleaſeth God aboue, 
And all good men,of this vngouern'd le, 

Rich, 1 doe ſu{pe& 1 have Cone ſome offence, 
That ſeemes di\ſgracjous in the Ciries eye, 
And that you come to reprehend tny ignorance, j 

{ 2 | Buck. You 
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Buck. You haue,my Lord: 
W ouid 1: might pleate your Grace, 
Oc our entreaties, to amend your fault, 

Rich. Elle wherctore breathe 1 in a Chriftian Land, 

Buck, Know then,it js your fault, that you rehigne 
The Supreme Seat, the Throne Maieſticall, 
The Sceptred Ofhce of your Anceſtors, 
Y our S:ate of Fortunezand your Deaw of Birth, 
The Lincall Glory of your Royall Houſe, 
To the corruption of a blemiſht Stock ; 
| Whiles ia the mildneſle of your ſlcepic thoughts, 
\V hich here we waken to our Countries good, 
The Noble Ile doth want his proper Limmes : 
His Face defac'd with skarres of Infamie, 
His Royall Stock graftt with ignoble Plants, 
And almoſt ſhouldred in the ſwallowing Gulfe 
Of darke Forgetfulneſſe,and deepe Obliuion, 
Which to recure, we heartily ſolicite 
Your gracious ſelte to take on you the charge 
And Kingly Government of this your Land : 
Not as Protector,Steward, Subſticute, 
Or lowly FaQtor,tor anothers gaine ; 
Par as ſuccefſiucly,from Blood ro Blood, 
Your Right of Birth, your Empyrie,your owne, 
For this, conſorrted with'the Citizens, 
Your very Worſhipfull and loving fricnds, 
And by gheir vehement inſtigarion, 
In this iuſt Cauſe come I to moue your Grace, 

Rech. I cannot tell,if to depart in filence, 
Or bitterly to ſpeake in your reproofe, 
Beſt firterh my Degree,or your Condition, 
If not to anſwer, you might haply thinke, 
Tongue=ty'd Ambition,not replying, yeelded 
To beare the Golden Yoake of Soucraigntie, 
Which fondly you would here impoſe on me. 
If ro reproue yau for this ſuit of yours, 
So {eaſon'd with your fairhfull love come, 
Then on the otner ſide | check'd my friends. 
Therefore to ſpeake,and to auoid the firſt, 
And then in ſpeaking,not to incurre the laſt, 
Defiaitinely thus I anſwer you. 
Your love deferues my thankes, but my deſert 
Vameritable,ſhunnes your bigh requeſt, 
Firſt, if all Obftacles were cut away, 
And that my Path were cuen to the Crowne, 
As the ripe Reuenue,and due of Birth : 
Yet ſomuch is my pouertie of ſpirit, 
So mightie, and ſo manie my defeRs, 
That I would ratker hide nie from my Greatneſle, 
Being a Barke ro brooke no mightie Sea z 
Then in my Greatneſſe couetto be hid, 
And in the vapour of my Glory ſmother'd. 
But God be thank'd, there is noneed of me, 
And much I nced to belpe you, were there need : 
The Royall Tree hath left vs Royall Fruit, 
Which mellow'd by the ficaling howres of time, 
Will well become clie Seat of Maieftic, 
And make (no doubt) vs happy by his Reigne, 

n lim 1 ly that, you would lay on me, 
The Right and Fortune of his happie Starres, 
Which God detend that I ſhould wring from him. 
' FBacy,My Lord,this argues Conſcience in your Grace, 
| But the reipeRs thereof are nice, and triviall, 
Ail circ:ipBRances well conſidered. 
You fay,that Fdward is your Brothers Sonne, 
j So ſay we toogbut not by Edwaras \V ite; 
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For firſt was be contraQt to Lady Lucie, 
Your Mother liucs a Witneſle to his Vow; 
And afterward by ſubſtitute betroth'd 
To Bona,Siſter to the King of France. 
Theſe both put off,a poore Petitioner, 
A Care-cras'd Mother to a many Sonnes, 
A Beautie-waining,and diſtreſſed Widow, 
Euen in the after-noone of her beſt dayes, 
Made prize and purchaſe of his wanton Eye, 
Seduc'd the pitch,and height of his degree, 
To bale declenfion,and loath'd Bigamnue, 
By her,in his vnlawfull Bed, he got 
This Edward, whom our Manners call the Prince, 
More bitterly could I expoſtulate, 
Saue that for reuerence to ſome aliue, 
| giue a ſparing limit tomy Tongue. 
Then good, my Lord,take to your Royall ſelfe 
This proffer'd benefit of Dignitie ; 
[f not to bleſſe vs and the Land withall, 
Yer to draw forth your Noble Anceftric 
From the corruption of abuſing times, 
Vnrto a Lineall true derived courſe, 
HMainr, Do good my Lord, your Citizens entreat you. 
Buck, Refuſe not,mightie Lord,this protter'd loue, 
Cate:b, O make them ioyfull, grant their lawfull ſuir, 
Rich, Alas,why would you heape this Care on me? 
I am vofir for State,and Maieſtie : 
I doe beſcech you rake it not amiſle, 
I cannoc,nor ] will not yeeld to you. 
Buck, If yourefule it,as in loue and zeale, 
Loth to depoſe the Child, your Brothers Sonne, 
As well we know your tenderneſle of heart, 
And gentle, kinde,cffeminate remorſe, 
Which we haue noted in you to your Kindred, 
And egally indeede to all Eſtates ; 
Yet know, where you accept our ſuit,or no, = 
Your Brothers Sonne ſhall never reigne our King, 
Bur we will plant ſome other in the Throne, 
To the diſgrace and downe-fall of your Houſe : 
And in this reſolution here we leauc you, 
Come Citizens,we will entreat no more, E xeunt. 
(atesb.Call him againe, ſweet Prince,accept their luit: 
If you denie them, all the Land will rue it, 
Rich. Will you enforce me to a world of Cares, 
Call them againe,I am not made of Stones, 
Bur penetrable to your kinde entreaties, 
Albeit againſt my Conſcience and my Soule. 
Enter 'Buckingham,and the reſt. 
Coulin of Buckingham, aud ſage graue men, 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 
To beare her burthen,where I will or no, 
I muft have patience to endure the Load : 
But if black Scandall, or foule-fac'd Reproach, 
Attend the ſequell of your Impoſition, 
Your meere enforcement ſhall acquittance me 
From all che impure blots and Rtaynes thereot; 
For God doth know,and you may partly (ce, 
How farre I am from the defire of this. 
Maior, God bleſle your Grace, wee ſee it, and will 
fay it. 
Rich. In ſaying ſo,you ſhall bur ſay the truth, 
Buck. Then I {alute you wich this Royall Title, 
Long hue King Richard Englands worthic King. 
All. Amen. 
Buck.To morrow may it pleaſe you to be Crown'd, 
Rich. Even whenyou pleaſe, for you will have lo. 
Bunk, To 
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Buck, To morrow they we will attend your Grace, | If thou wilt out-ftrip Death, goe croſic the Seas 
And ſo moſt joytully we take our leaue. | | And liue with R:cbwond, from thereach of Hell. 
Rich. Come, lervs ro our hely Worke againe. Goe bye thee, hye thee from this {{aughter-houſe, 
Farewell my Coulins, farewell gentle friends. =E&xeunt, Leſt thou encreale the number ot the dead, 

And make medye the thral! of Afavgarers Curſe, 


—_ oem et pn w_— = | Nor Mother, Wite,nor Englands counted Queene, 
zd Stanley. Full of wite care,is this your counſaile, Madame: 
Atlus (uartus. Scena Prima. Take all che ſwitt aduantage of the howres: | 
"> | You ſhull have Leiters trom me to my Sonue, 
BSA 3 ah gid ue i ngt am! vin gia | In your behalfe,to meet you onthe way : 
11 Be nor ta'ne tarde by vawite delay, 
Enter the Oncene, Arine Ducheſſd of Glouceſter, the Duh. Yorks. O ill dilperting W inde of Miſerie, 
Dwcheſje of Yorke, aud Margqueſſe Dorſet, O my accurſed Wombe,the Bed of Death : 
A Cockatrice haſt thou hatchit tothe World, 

Dnxch.Yorke. Who meetes ys heere ? \Vhoſe vnauoided Eye 1s murrberous, | 
My Neece Plantagenet, Sr:mley, Come, Madame,come,l inall haſte was ſent. 
Led in the hand of her kind Aunt of Gloſter ? Aune. And I with all vawillngnefle will goe, 

Now, for my Life, ſhee's wandring rothe Tower, O would to God, that the inclutue Verge : | 
On pure hearts louc,to greet the tender Prince, Ot Golden Mettall,chac muſt round my Brow, | 
Daughter, well mer. Were red hor Steele, to ſeare me to the Braines, | 

Anne. God cue your Graces both, a happie Anoynted Jet me be with deadly Venome, | 
And a joyfull time of day. And dye ere men can {ay,God {avethe Queene, 

Qs, As much to you, good Siſter: whither away? Lu, Goe,goe,poore ſoule,l envienotiby glory, | 

| Arne. No farther then the Tower,and as I gueſle, To teed my humos,wiſh thy felfe no harme. | 
Vpon the like denorion as your felues, Anne. No: why? When hethar is my Husband now, 
To grarulate the gentle Princes there, Came to me,as I follow'd HKenries Corle, | 


Qs, Kind Sifter thankes, wee'le enter all rogether? When ſcarce the blood was well waſht from his hands, "© 
W hich iffued from my other Angell Husband, | 


| Enter the Liewtenant. And that deare Saint, which then | weeping follow 'd : 
C O,when I ſay I look'd on Richard: Face, 
And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes, This was my Wiſh: 3e thou (quoth 1) accurſt, 
Maſter Lieutcnant, pray you, by your leaue, For making me,ſo young,ſo old a Widow : 
How doth the Prince,and my young Sonne of Yorke ? And when thou wed'R,let ſorrow haunc thy Bed ; 
Liz, Right well,deare Madame : by your patience, | And bethy Wife,if any be ſo mad, 
I may not ſuffer you ro vifit them, More miſerable, by the Life of thee, 
The King bath Rrily charg'd the contrary. Then thou haſt made me, by my deare Lords death, | 
2sn. The King? who's that? Loe,ere | can repeat this Curſe againe, 
Liew, I meane,the Lord ProteRor, Within ſo ſmall a time, my Womans heare 


2u, The Lord proteR him from that Kingly Title. | Groſlely grew captive to his honey words, 
Hath he fer bounds berweene their loue,and me? And prou'd the ſubie& of mine owne Soules Curſe, 
I amtheir Mother, who ſhall barre me from them ? Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from reft : 
Dwxcb, Torke, 1 am their Fathers Mother, 1 will ſec | For neuer yet one howre in his Bed 
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them, Did Ienioy the golden deaw of (leepe, 
Arne.Their Aunt I am in law, in loue their Mother: But with his timorous Dceames was fhll awak'd, 
Then bring meco their ſ1ghts, lle beare thy blame, Beſides, he hates me for my Father Warwicke, 
And take thy Office fromthee,on my perill. And will (no doubt) ſhortly be rid of me. 
Liew, No, Madame, no; I may not leaue it ſo : Ou. Poore heart adicu,] pirtie thy complaining. 
I am bound by Oath,and therefore pardon me, «Anne. No more, then with my ſoule I mourne for 
Exit Lieutenant, yours, 
Dorſ. Farewell,thou wofull welcommer of glory, 
Enter Stanley. . e Anne. Adieu , poore ſoule, that tak'ſt thy leaue 
or Its | 
Stanley. Let me but meet you Ladies one howre hence, | D#.7.Go thou to Richmond, & good fortune guidethee, 
And lle ſalute your Grace of Yorke as Mother, Go thou to Richard,and good Angels tend thee, 
. | And reverend looker on of two faire Queenes, Go thou to SanQuarie, and good thoughts poſleſle thee, 
Come Madame,you muſt ſtraight ro Weltminſter, I to my Graue,where peace and reſt lye with mee. 
There to be crowned Richards Royall Queene, Eightie odde yeeres of ſorrow haue I ſcene, 
Ln. Ab,cutmy Lace aſunder, And each howres joy wrackt with a weeke of teene. . | 
Thar my pent heart may haue ſome ſcope to beat, Ls. Stay, yer looke backe with me vnto the Tower, | 
Orelſc I ſwoone with this dead-killing newes. Picty,you ancient Stones, thoſe tender Babes, 
Anne. Deipighttull ridings,O vopleafing newes, Whom Enuie hath immur'd within your Walls, 
Dorſ. Be of good cheare: Mother, bow faces your | Rough Cradle for ſuch little prertie ones, 
Grace ? Rude ragged Nurſe,old (ullen Play-tellow, | 
Qu. O Dorſet, ſpeake not tome, get thee gone, For tender Princes : vie my Babies well ; K 
| Death and Detiruction dogges thee at thy hceles, | So fooliſh Sorrowes bids your Stones farewell, 
| Thy Mothers Name is ominous to Children, | E xeunt. | 2 
| ( 3 Sand 'e) 
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Sound a Sennet, Enter Richard in pompe, Bus - 
hingham, Catesby, Ratcliffe, Lovel. 


Rich. Stand all apart, Couſin of Buckingham, 
Buck, My gracious Soneraigne, 
Rich, Give me thy hand, Sourd. 
Thus high, by thy aguice,and thy affittaace, 
Is King Richard (cated: 
But ſhall we weare theſe Glories fora day? 
Or (hall they laſt,and we reioyce in them? 
Back. 'Sull live they,and for ever let them laſt, 
Rich. Ah Buckingham,now doe play the Touch, 
| To tric if thou be currant Gold indeed : 
Young Edward lives,thinke now what | would ipeake. 
Puck, Say on my louing Lord, 
Rich, Why Buckimgham, 1 (ay I would be King. 
' Buck, Why ſoyouare,my thrice-renowned Lord, 
' Rich. Ha? am I King ?'tis ſo: but Edward lives. 
| Buck True, Noble Prince, 
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I will cake order for her keeping cloſe. 
Inquire me out ſome meane poore Gentleman, 
Whom I will marry firaight to Clarence Daughter: | 
The Boy is fooliſh,and I teare not him. 
Looke how thou dream'ft : I ſay againe, giue out, 
That Amre,my Queene,is ficke,and like ro dve, 
Abour it,for it ſtands me much vpon 

To ſtop all hopes,whoſe growth may darwmage we. 
I muſt be matrryed ro my Brothers Daughter, 

Or elle my Kingdome ſtands on brittle Glafſe : 
Murther her Brothers,and ther. marry her, 
Vncertaine way of gaine, ButIamin 

So farre in blood,that finne will pluck on finge, 
Tearc-talling Pittie dwells not in this Eye. 


Dd 


Enter Tyrrel. 


Is thy Name Tyrrel ? 
Tyr. lames Tyrrel,and your moſt obedient ſubie. 
Rich, Artthou indeed ? 
Tyr. Proue me,my gracious Lord, 
Rich, Dar'ſt chou reſolue to kill a friend of mine ? 
Tyr. Pleaſe you : 

Bur I had rather kill rwo enemies, 


— _— 


Rich. O bitter contequence ! | 

That Edvard ill ſhould live true Noble Prince. 

Coufin,thou waſt not wont to be lo dull. 

Shall I be plaine? I wiſh the Battards dead, 

And I would have it ſuddenly pertorm'd, 

Whar ſay'f thou now? ſpeake {uddenly,be briete, 
Fuck, Your Grace may doe your pleaſure, 

Rich, Tur,rut,thou art all Icegthy kindneſle freezes: 

Say,haue I thy conſent,that they ſhall dye? 

Buc.Giue me ſome litle breath, ſome pawlſe,deare Lord, 

Before | poſitively ſpeake in this : 

I will reſolue you herein preſently. Fxit Buck, 
Caterby, The King is aagry,ſee he gnawes his Lippe. 
Rich, 1 will conuecrſe with Iron-witted Fooles, 

And vnreſpeRiue Boyes : none are for me, 

Thar looke into me with conſiderate eyes, 

High-reaching Buckmgham growes circunſpect. 

Boy. 

Page. My Lord. ; 

Rich, Know'lt thou not any, whom corrupting Gold 

Wl cempr vnto acloſe exploit of Death? 

Pare. 1 know a diſcontented Gentleman, 

Whoſe humble meanes match not his haughtie ſpirit ; 

Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will (no donbt) tempt him ro any thing. 

Rich. What is his Name? 

Page, His Name,my Lord,is Terrell, 

Rech, I partly know the man : goe call him hither, 

Boy, | , Exit, 

The deepe reuoluing wittic Buckmobam, 

No more ſhall be the neighbor to my counlailes. 

Hath he ſo long held out with me,vntyr'd, 

And ſtops he now for breath? Well,be it {o. 


Enter $ taniey, 


How now, Lord Stasley, what's the newes? 
Stanley. know my louing Lord,the Marqueſſe Dorſet 
| As1 heare, i5 fled ro Richmond, 
In the pazts where he abides, 
K1ch, Come hither Catesby, rumor it abroad, 
That Anze my Wite is very grieuous ſicke, 


| Foesto my Reſt,and my ſweet {lcepes difturbers, 


; 


Rich, Why then thou haſt it; two deepe enemict, 


Are they that I would haue thee deale ypon: 
Tyrrel,| meane thole Baſtards in the Tower, 

Tyr. Let me haue open meanes to come to thery, 
And {oone le tid you fromthe teare of them. 

Rich, Thou ing ſweet Mulique ; 
Hearke,come hither Tyrrel, 
Goe by this token: rile,and lend thine Eare, Whyſers, 
There is no more but ſo: ſay it is done, | 
And I will love chee,and preferre thee for it, 

Tyr. | will diſpatch it ſtraight, Exit. | 


Enter Buckinghans. 


Buck, My Lord, T have confider'd in my minde, 
The lace requeft that you did ſound mein. X 

Rich. Well,let that reft : Dorſet is fled to Richmond. 

Buck, I heare the newes,my Lord, | 

Kich, Stanley, hee is your Wiues Sonne : well, looke 
ynto it, 

Buck, My Lord,I clayme the gift,my due by promiſe, 
For which your Honor and your Faith is pawn'd, 
Th'Earledome of Hertford,and the moueables, 

Which you have promiſed I ſhall poſſeſſe. 
Rich, Stanley looke to your Wike : if ſhe conuey 
Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it, 
Back, What ſayes your Highnefſe to my iuſt requeſt ? 
Rich. 1 doe remember me, Henry the Sixt 
D1d prophecie,that Richmond ſhould be King, 
When Richmond was a little peeuiſh Boy, 
A King perhaps. 

Buck, May it pleaſe you to reſoJue me in my ſuit, 

Rich, Thou troubleſt me,I am not inthe vaine, Exit. 

Buck. And is it thus? repayes he mypadeepe ſervice 
With ſuch contempt ? made I him King for this ? 

O let me thinke on Haſtirgs,and be gone 
To Brecnock,while my teatefull Head is on, Ext#. 


——_———— 


Enter Tyrrel. 
Tyr. The ryrannous and bloodie At is done, 


| The mott arch deed of pictious maſſacre 
That 
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Th at cuer yet this Land was gvilty of ; 

Dightan and Forraftwho I did fuborne 

T o do this p cece of rurhfull Butchery, 

Albeit.chey were fleſht Villaines, bloody Dogges, 
Melted with tenderneſſe, and milde compaſhon, 
FWepr like ro Children, intheir deaths 1ad Story. 
O thus (quoth Dighten)lay the gentle Babes : 
Thus,thus (quoth Forref) girdling one another 

| Within their Alablafter innocent Armes : 

| Their lips were foute red Roſes on a ſtalke, 

Andin their Surtiner Beauty kiſt each other, 

A Rooke of Prayerson their pillow lay, 

Which one (quoth Forres?) almoſt chang'd my minde : 
But oh the Diuell, there che Villaine Rope : 

When Digbton thus to!d on, we (mothered 

The moſt repleniſhed ſweet worke of Nature, 

That from the prime Creation ere ſhe framed, 
Hence both are gone with Conſcience and Remorle, 
They could not tpeake, and (oT left them both, 

To beare this :ydings to the bloody King. 


Enter Richard. 


And heere be comes. All health my Soneraigne Lord. 
Ric. Kinds Tirrell, am TI happy in thy Newes, 

Tir. Ifto have done the thing you gaue in charge, 
Beger your happineſle, be happy then, 

For it is done, 

Rich. But did'tthou fee them dead, 

Tir, 1did my Lord. 

Kich, And buried gentle Tirrel, 

T:r, The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them, 
But where (to (ay the truth) I donot know, 

Rich, Come to me Tirrel loone, and after Supper, 
When thou ſhalr tell the proceſle of their death, 
Meane time, but thinke how I may dothe good, 
And be inheritor of chy dehire. 
Farewell till then, 

Tir. I humbly cake my leaue. 

Rich, The Sonne of Clarence haue I pent vp cloſe, 

His daughter meanly haue I matchr 1n marriage, 

| The Sonnes of Edward {leepe in Abrahams botome, 
And Anne my wife hath bid this world good night, 
Now for | know the Britaine Richmond aymes 
At yong Elizabeth my brothers daughter, 
And by that knot lookes proudly on the Crowne, 
|To her go L,aiolly thriving wooer, 


Enter Ratcliffe, 


Rat. My Lord, 
Rich. Good or bad newes,that thou com'ſt in fo 
bluntly ? 
Rat. Bad news my Lord, CMourton is fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welſhmen 
Is in the fic}d,and (Il his power encreaſeth, 
R&b, Ely with Richmond troubles me more neere, 
Then Buckingham and his rath levied Strength, 
Come, [ have learn'd, that fearfull commenting 
Is leaden ſeruitor to dull delay. 
Delay leds impotent and Snaile-pac'd Beggery : 
Then fierie expedition be my wing, 
Toues Mercury,and Herald for a King : 
Go muſter men : My counlaileis my Sheeld, 
We mult be breefe, when Traitors braue the Field. 
Exenn, 


| —_— _— 


| 


— —— 


— ——_— 


Scena T ertia. 


Enter old QOueene Margaret. 


Afar. So now proſperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death : 
Heere in theſe Contfines lily have I lurke, 
1o watch the waining of mine enemies. 
A dire indution,am | witneſlſe to, 
And will to France, hoping the conſequence 
Will prove as birter,blacke, and Tragicall, 
Wirhdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes heere ? 


Enter Dmtcheſſe and Q ucene, 


Qs. Ah my poore Princes! ah my tender Babes : 
My vnblowed Flowres, new appearing ſweets : 
It yer your gentle ſoules flye in the Ayre, 
And be not tixt in doome perpetual, 
Houer about me with your ayery wings, 
And heare your mothers Lamentation. 

Mar. Houer about her, ſay that right for right 
Hatch dim'd your Infant morne,to Aged night 

Dat, So many miſeries have craz'd my voyce, 
That my woe-wearied tongue is till and mute. 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ? 

Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward, payes a dying deb. 


Lu, Wilt thou,O God, flye from ſuch gentle Lambs, 


And throw them in the intrailes of the Wolfe ? l 


When didft thou fleepe, when ſucha deed was done ? 
Mar. When holy Harry dyed,and my ſweet Sonne. 
Dit Dead life, blind ſight, poore morrall living ghoſt, 

Woes Scene, \V orlds ſhame,Graues due, by life ylurpt, 

Breefe ab(traCt and record of tedious dayes, 

Reſt thy vnreft on Englands lawfull earth, 

Volawtully made drunke with innocent blood, 

Qu. Ah that thou would'ſt afſoone affoord a Graue, 

As thou canſt yeeld a melancholly ſeare: 

Then would I bide my bones,not reft them heere, 

Ah who hath any cauſe to mourne but wee ? 

Mar. It ancient ſorrow be moſt reuerenr, 

Giue mine the benefit of figneurie, 

And let my greefes frowne on the ypper hand 

If forrow can admit Society. 

I had an Edward,till a Ricbard kill'd him ; 

I had a Husband, till a Richard kill'd him : 

Thou had'ſt an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him : 

Thou had a &Kichard, till a Richard kill'd him, 

Dwt. | had a Richard coo, and thou did'ſt kill bim; 

I had a K«t/and oo, thou hop'ft ro kill him. 
Mar. Thou had'Rt a Clarence too, 

And Richard kill'd him. 

From forth thekenaell of thy wombe hath crept 

A Hell-hound that doth hunt ys all to death: 

That Dogge, that had his teeth before his eyes, 

To worty Lambes, and lap their gentle blood : 
That foule defacer of Gods handy worke : 

That reignes in gauled eyes of weeping ſoules ; 

That excellent grand Tyrant of the earth, 

Thy wombe let looſe to chaſe vs to our graues. 
O vpright,iuſt,and crue-diſpoling God, 


How do I thanke thee, that this carnall Curre 
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Prayes on the iſiue of his Mothers body, 
And makes her Pue-fcllow with others mone. 
Dut, Oh Harries wife, triumph not in my woes : 
God witneſſe with me, I haue wept tor thine. 
Mar, Beate with me: am hungry for reuenge, 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. 
Thy Edward he is dead, that ill d my Edward, 
The other {dard dead, to quit my Edward: 
Yong Yocke,he is but boote, becauſe both they 
Marcht nor the high perfetion of my loſle, 
Thy Clarence he is dead, that Rab'd my Edward, 
And the beholders of this franticke play, 
Th'adulterate Haſtimgs ,Riners Uanghan,Gray, 
Vntime!ly ſmother'd in their dusky Graues, 
Richard yec lines, Hels blacke Intelligencer, 
Onely referu'd their Fator, to buy ſoules, 
And ſend them thither : Bur at hand,at haad 
Inſues his pittious and vnpirtied end. | 
Farth'gapes, Hell burnes, Fiends roare, Saints pray, 
To haue him ſodainly conney'd from hence : 
Cancell his bond of life, deerc God I pray; 
That may liue and ſay, The Dogge is dead. 
'2y, O thou did't prophefie,the time would come, 
That | ſhould wiſh for thee ro helpe me curſe 
That bortel'd Spider,thar foule bunch-back'd Toad, 
Mar, | call'd thee then,vaine flouriſh of my fortune: 
T call'd thee then,poore Shadow,painted Queen, 


| The preſentation of but what T1 was; 


The flattering Index of a direfull Pageant; 

One heau'da high, ro be hurl'd downe below: . 

A Mother onely mockrt with two fzire Babes ; 

A dreame of what thou waſt, 9 gariſh Flagge 

To be the ayme of euery dangerous Shot z 

A figone of Dignity, a Breath,a Bubble; 

A Queene in ie iſ, onely ro fill the Scene, 

Where is thy Husband now? Where be thy Brothers ? 

Where be thy two Sonnes? Wherein doſt thou Toy ? 

\Vho ſ{ues,and kneeles,and ſayes,God faue the Queene ? 

Where be the bending Peeres that flattered thee? 

\\ here be the thronging Troopes that followed thee? 

Decline all this,and ſee what now thou art. 

For happy Wife,a moſt diflrefſed Widdow : 

For ioytull Mother, one that wailes the name : 

For one being ſued roo,one that humbly ſues ; 

For Queene, 1 very Cayrtitte, crown'd with care : 

For ſhe that ſcorn'd at me, now (corn'd of me ; 

For (he being feared of all, now fearing one; 

For ſhe commanding all, obey'd of none 

Thus hath the courle of Iuſtice whirl'd about, 

And lefc thee bur a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more but Thought of what thou waſft. 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art, 

Thou didft vſurpe my place, and doft thou cot 

Viurperhe iuft proportion of my Sorrow ? ; 

Now thy proud Necke,beares balfe my burthen'd yoke, 

From which,cucn heere I ſlip my wearied head, 

And leaue the burthen of it all,on thee, 

Farwell Yorkes wife, and Queene of ſad miſchance, 

Theſe Engliſh woes, ſha!l make me {mile in France. 
©, Orhou well skill'd in Curſes, ſtay a-while, 

Andrteach me how to curſe mine enemies, 

- Mar, Forbeare tofleepe the night,and faſt the day : 
Compare dead happinefſe, with living woe : 
Thinkethat: hy Bibes were (weerer then they were, 
And hcihar flew them fowler then he 1s: 

Bert ring thy loſſe, makes the bad cauſer worle, 
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Reuoluing this, will ceach thee how to Curſe.) 
Lu, My words are dull, O quickenthem with thine. 
Mar. Thy woes will make them ſharpe, 
And picrce like mine, Exit Margaret. 
Dui. Why ſhould calamity be full of words? 
Qs. Windy Atturnies to their Clients Woes, 
Ayery ſucceeders of inteſtine ioyes, 
Poore breathing Orators of miſerics, 
Let them haue |cope, though what they will impart 
Helpe nothing els, yer do they eaſe the hart, 
Dm. Ifſothen, benor Tongue-ry'd:go with me; 
And in the breath of bicter words, ler's {mother 
My damancd Son,that thy two ſweet Sonnes ſmother'd, 
The Trumpet ſounds, be copious in exclaimes, 


Enter King Richard, and his Traine. 
Rich, Who intercepts me in my Expedition ? 
Dm, O ſhe, that might have intercepted thee 
By ſtrangling thee in her aceurſed wombe, 
From all the flaughters{Wretch)chat thou haſt done. 
Q#, Hid'ft chou that Forhead with a Golden Crowne 
Where'c ſhould be branded, if thatright were right ? 
The (laughter of the Prince that ow'd that Crowne, 
And the dyre death of my poore Sonnes, and Brothers. 
Tell me thou Villaine-flaue, whereare my Children ? 
Dx#t. Thou Toad, thou Toade, 
Where is thy Brother Clarence? 
And lutle Ned Plantagenet his Sonne ? 
Ln. Whereis the gentle Rmers,Vangban Gray t 
Dnut. Where is kinde Haſtmgs? . 
Kich, A flouriſh Trumpets, (ftrike Alarum Drommes ; 
Let not the Heavens heare theſe Tell-tale women 
Raile on the Lords Annointed, Strike | ſay, 
Flawrilh. eAlarums, 
Either be patienc,and intreatme fayre, 
Or with the clamorous report of Warre, 
Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 
Dur. Art thou wy Sonne? 
Rich, 1,1rhanke God, my Father,and your ſelfe, 
Dwt. Then patiently heare my impatience. 
Rich. Madam,]I hauc a touch of your condition, 
That cannot brooke the accent of reproofe, 
Dut, O let me ſpeake, 
Rich, Dothen,bur Ile not heare, 
Dst: 1will be milde, and gentle in my words. 
. Rich. And breefe (good Mother)for Iamin haft, 
Dat. Artthou lo hatty? I have Raid for thee 
(God knowes)in torment and in agony, 
Rich, And came TI nor at laſt to comfort you? 
Dwt. No by the holy Rood, thou know'ft it well, 
Thou cam'ſt on earth, ro make the earth my Hell, 
A greegous burthen was thy Birth to me, 
Tetchy and wayward was thy Infancie. 
Thy School-daies frighttull,deſp'rate,wilde,and furious, 
Thy prime of Manhood, daring, bold,and venturous; 
Thy Ageconfirm'd, proud, ſubtle,ſlye,and bloody, 
More milde, but yer more harmfull ; Kinde in harced : 
What comfortable houre canſt thou name, 
That ever grac'd me with thy company ? 
Rich, Faith none,but Humfrey Hower, 
That call'd your Grace 
To Breaketaſt once, forth of my company. 
If I be fo dilgracious in your eye, 
Let me march on,andnot offend you Madam. 


Strike yp the Drumme, 
Dut, I prychee heare me ſpeake, 
Rich, 


| 
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Rich, You ſpeake roo birrerly, 
Dmx:. Heare me a word : 
For I ſhall never ſpeake to thee againe, 
Rich. So, 
Dmt, Either thou wilt dye, by Godsiuft ordinance 


Ere from this warre thou turne a Conqueror : 


Or 1 with greefe and extreame Age ſhall periſh, 

And neuer more behold thy face againe. 

Therefore take with thee my moſt greeuous Curſe, 

Which in the day of Batcell ryre thee more 

Then all che compleat Armour that thou wear t. 

My Prayers on the aduerſ: party fight, 

And there the little ſoules of Edwards Children, 

Whiſper the Spirits of thine Enemies, 

And promiſe them Succefle and Victory : 

Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end: 

Shame ſerues thy life, and doth thy death attend, Exit. 
2n.Though far more cauſe, yer much lefle ſpirit to curſe 

Abides in me, I ſay Amen to her, 

Rich. Stay Madam,I mult ta}ke a word with you, 

92s, T haueno more ſonnes of the Royall Blood 
For thee to (laughter. For my Daughters(Ricbara) 
They ſhall be praying Nunnes,not weeping Queenes : 
And therefore leuell not to hic their liues, 

Kicb, You haue a daughter call'd Elizabeth, 
Vertuous and Faire, Royall and Gracious? 

Qs, And muſt ſhe dye for this? Olet her liue,' 
An4lle corrupt her Manners,ftaine her Beauty, 
Slauder my Selfe, as falſe to. Edwards bed : 

Throw ouer her the vaile of Infamy, 
So ſhe may liue vaſcarr'd of bleeding (laughter, 
I will confefſe ſhe was not Edwards daughter. 

Kich. Wrong not her Byrth,ſhe is a Royall Princeſſe, 

Os. To fave her life, 1le {ay ſhe is nor ſo, 

Rich, Her life is ſafeſt onely in her byrth. 

Qs. And onely in that ſafery,dyed her Brothers, 

Rich, Loe at their Birth, good ſtarres were oppoſite. 

, No, to their lives, ill friends were contrary, 

Fich: All vnauoyded is the doome of Deſtiny, 

Qs. True : when auoyded grace makes Deſtiny, 
My Babes were deftin'd to a fairer death, 

If grace had bleſt thee with a fairer life. 
Rich, Y ou ſpeake as if that I had {laine my Cofins? 

2%. Cofins indeed, and by their Vnckle couzend, 
Of Comfort, Kingdome, Kindred, Freedome, Life, 

V hole hand ſocuer lanch'd their tender hearts, 
Thy head(all indicealy)gaue direction. 

No doubt the murd'rous Knife was dull and blunt, 
Till it was wherted on thy ſtone-hard hear, 

To reuell in the Intrailes of my Lambes. 

But that ftill v(c of greefe, makes wilde greefe tame, 
My tongue ſhould co thy eares not name my Boyes, 
Till that my Nayles were anchor'd'in thine eyes : 
And 1 in ſucha deſp'rate Bay of death, 

Like a poore Burke, of failes and rackling refer, 
Ruſh all to peeces on thy Rocky boſome. 

Rich, Madamy{othrmel in wy enterprize 
And gangerous ſucceſle of bloody warres, 


As lintend more good ro you and yours, 


Then euer you and yours by me were harm'd. 
2, What good is couer'd with the face of heauen, 


To be diſcouered,that can dome good, 
| Rich. Th'aduaricement of your children,gentle Lady 
' .. Ou, Vp to ſome Scaffold,thereto lole their heads, 


Rech, Vrto the digniry and height of Fortune, 
The high Imperiall Type of this earths glory, 
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Qs. Flatter my ſorrow with report of it: 

Tell meywhat Stare, what Dignity, what Honor, 
Canſt thou demile to any childe of mine, 

Rich, Even all I haue; I,and my ſelfe and all, 

Will I withall indow a childe of thine: 

So in the Lethe of thy angry ſoule, 

Thou drowne the ſad remembrance of thoſe wrongs, 
Which thou ſuppoſeſt 1 haue done tothee., 

Lu. Be breete, leaft that the proceſle of thy kindnefſe 
Laft longer telling then thy kindneſſe date. 

Rich. Then know, 

That from my Soule, I lovethy Daughter, 

Qs. My daughters Mother thinkes it with her ſoule, 

Rich. What do you thinke ? 

Lu. That thou doſt love my daughter from thy ſoule 
So from thy Soules loue didfſt thou loue her Brothers, 
And from my hearts loue, I do thanke thee for it. 

Rich, Be nor ſo haſty to confound my meaning 
I meane that with my Soule | loue thy daughter, 

And do intend to make her Queene of England, 
2" Wellghen,who doſt ymeane (ballbe her King. 
Rich, Even he that makes her Queene : 
Who elſe ſhould bee? 

Lg. Whar,thou ? 

Rich, Even ſo: How thinke you of it ? 

Qs, How canſt thou woo her ? 

Rich, That I would learne of you, 

As one being beſt acquainted with her humour. 

Qs. And wilt thoulearne of me ? 

Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 


w_ 


*, Sendto her by the man that ſlew her Brothers, 

A paire of bleeding hearts : thereon ingraue 
Edward and Yorke, then haply will ſhe weepe : 
Therefore preſent to her,as ſometime Margaret 
Did to thy Father, ſteept inRutlands blood, 
A hand-kercheete, which ſay to her did dreyne 
The purple ſappe from her ſweet Brothers body, 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withall, 
If this inducement moue her not to loue, 
Send her a Letter of thy Noble deeds : 
Tell her,thou mad'ſt away her Vnckle Clarence, 
Her Vnckle Riwers, I (and for her ſake) 
Mad'ft quicke conueyance with her good Aunt Awe. 

| Rich, You mocke me Madam, this not the way 
To win your daughrer, 

2s. There is no other way, 
| Vnlefle thou could'ft put on ſome other ſhape, 
And not be Richard, that harh done all chis. 

Kic, Say that I did all this for loue of her, 

Ou, Nay then indeed ſhe cannot chooſe bur hate thee 
Having boughe loue, with ſucha bloody ſpoyle. 

Rich. Looke whar is done, cannot be now amended : 
Men ſhall deale vnaduiſedly ſometimes, 
Which after-houres gives leyſure to repent, 

If F did takethe Kldran fam your Sonnes, 
To make amends, Ile giue it to your daughter : 
If | haue kilFd the iſſue of your wombe, 

To quicken your encreaſe, I will beger 

Mine yſſue of your blood, ypon your Daughter: 
| A Grandams name is little lefle in loue, 

Then is the doting Title of a Mother ; 

They are as Chileren bur one Geppe below, 
Euen of your mertall,of your yery blood : 

Of all one paine, ſaue for a night of groants 
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like ſorrow, 
Your Children were yexation to your youth, 


— 
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| Therefore accept ſuch kindnefle as I can. 
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But mine ſhall be a comfort ro your Age, 4 
The lofle you hauc, is but a Sonne being King, 


And by that lofle, your Daughter 1s made Qireene. 
| cannot make you what amends I would, 


Dorſet your Sonne, that with a feartull ſoule 
Leads dilcontented Rteppes in Forraine ſoyle, 
This faire Alliance, quickly ſhall call home 


To high Promotions,and great Dignity, 
The King that calles your beautcous Daughter Wife, 


| Familiarly (hall call thy Dorſer,Brother : 


Againe ſhall you be Mother roa King ; 
And all the Ruines o diftreſlefull Trumes, 
Repayr'd with double Riches of Contenr, 
W hat? we haue many goodly dayes to ſee : 
The liquid drops of Teares that you have ſhed, 
Shall come againe, transform'd to Orient Pcatle, 
Aduantaging their Loue, with 1atereſt 
Often-times double gaine of happineſle, 
Gorthen (my Mother )to thy Daughter go, 
Make bold her baſbfull yeares, with your experience, 
Prepare her eares to heare a Woers Tale. 
Put in hertender heart, th'alp1rimg Flame 
OfGolden Soueraignty : Acquaint the Princeſſe 
With the ſweet hlent houres of Martiage loycs: 
And when this Arme of mine hath chaſtiled 
The petty Rebell,dull-brain d Puckingham, 
Bound with Triumphant Garlands will I come, 
And leade thy daughter to a Conquerors bed : 
To whom 1 will retaile 11y Conquelt wonne, 
And ſhe ſhalbe ſole Victorclle,Ceſars Caſar. 
On. What were I belt to ſay, her Fathers Brother 
Wo.Ald be her Lord ? Or ſhall | fay her Vakle ? 
Or hethuc flew her Brothers, and her Vaklcs ? 
Vader what Title ſhall I woo for thee, 
That God,che Law,my Honor,and her Loue, 
| Can make iecme pleating to her cender yeares? 
Rich Voferre taire Englands peace by this Alliance. 
Ou Which ſhe ſhall purchafe with itil latting warte. 
Rich Tell hergthe King that may command, 1ntreats. 
Qu. That at her hands, which the kings King torbids, 
Rich, Say ſhe ſhall be a High and Mighty Queene, 
 2u, To yale the Title,as her Mother doth, 
Rich, Say | will loue her eucrlattingly. 
| Or. Burhowlong (hall that title euer laſt ? 
Rich, Sweetly in force,vnto her taire lives end. 
.2u, Byt how long faircly (hall her ſweet life laſt ? 
Rich. As long as Heauenand Nature lengthens it, 
| Qs As long as Hell and Richardlikes of it, 
Rich. Say, 1 her Soucraigne,am her Subiect low. 
Qs, Bur ſhe your Subicc,lothes ſuch Soucraignty. 
Rich, Boeloquent in my bebalteto her, 
Qs Anhonelt ale ipecds belt, being plainly rold. 
' Rich. Thenplatoly to her, cell wy louing tale, 
Ou, Plane andnor honeſt,is too harth a fiyle, 
| Rich, YourRealons are roo ſhallow,and to quicke, 
Os. Ono, my Reatons aretoo deepe and dead, 
09 deepe and dead (poore Intants )in their graues, 
Harpe on je Rl fall 4,nll beart-ftrings breake. 
R:ch, Harpe not on that firing Madan, that is paſt, 
Now by my George.wy Garter, and my Crowne. 
O:: Prophan'd, diſkoaor'd,and the thixd viurpt, 
K-cb, I {wene. | 
©#, By nothing, for this is no Oath : | 
Thy George prophan'd, hath loſt his Lordly Honor; | 


Lt 


| Thy Garter bleniſh' d, pawn'd his Kiightly Vertue ; 


z —_ 


. Selues of therplclues, to your recomforture, 


Qs. Thy Selte,is ſelfe-miſys'd, 
Rich, Now by the World, 
Lu. Tis full of thy foule wrongs. 
Kich, My Fathers death, 
Qs. Thy life hath it diſhonor'd, 
Rich. Why then, by Heauen, 
Os, Heanens wrong is moſt of all : 
If thou didd  feare to breake an Oath with him, 
The vnity the King my husband made, 
Thou had ft nor broken, nor my Brothers died. 
Ifthou had & fear'd to breake an oath by him, 
Th'imperiall mettall, circling now thy head, 
Had grac'd the tender temples of my Child, 
And both the Princes had bene breathing heere, 
Which now two tender Bed-fellowes for duſt, 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Wormes, 
W hat can'{t thou {weare by now, 
Rich, Thetime to come, 
2u, Thatthou haſt wronged in the time ore-paſt; 
For | my lelfe have manyteares to waſh 
Heereafter time, for time paſt, wrong'd by thee, 
The Children live, whole Fathers thou haſt ſlaughter'd, 
Vngouern'd youth, to waile it withtheir age: 
The Parents l1ve, whoſe Children thou haſt butcher'd, 
O1: barren Plants, to waile it with their Age, 
Swearc not by time to come, for that thou haſt 
Mitvs'd ere vs'd, by times ill-vs'd repaſt, 
Kich. As I entend to profper,and repent ; 
So thriue I in my dangerous Aﬀayres 
Ot hoſtile Armes : My ſelfe, my telfe confound ; 
Heauen,and Fortune barre me happy boures: 
Day,yeeld me not thy light; nor Night,thy reſt, 
Be oppoſite all Planets of good lucke | 
Tomy procecding, it with deere hearts loue, 
Immaculate deuorion, holy thoughts, 
I tender not thy beautious Princely daughter. 
In her, conhilts my Happineſle,and thine : 
Without her, followes co my ſelfe, and thee 
Her ſelfe, the Land,and many a Chriſtian ſoule, 
Death, Deſolation,Ruine,and Decay : 
It cannot be auoyded, but by this : 
It will not be auoyded, but by this. 
Therefore deare Mother (1 mult call you fo) 
Be the Atturney of my loue to her : 
Pleade what I will be, not what I have beene; 
Not my deſerts, bur what I will deſcrue ; 
Vrge the Neceflity and ſtate of times, 
And be nor peeuiſh found,in great Dehgnes, 
0s, Shall I be rempred of the Diucl thus? 
Ricb, I,if the Diucll cempt you to do good, 
.2n, Shall 1 torger my ſelfe,to be my ſelfe. 
Rich, T,if your (elfes remembrance wrong your ſelfe, 
2u. Yerthoudidlt kil my Children, 2 
Rich, But in your daughtcrs wombe I bury them, 
Where in that Neſt of Spicery they will breed 


2, ShaliI go winmy daughter to thy will? 
Rich, And be a happy Mother by the deed, 
- 2», lgo,write tome very ſhortly, 
And you ſhal vnderſtand from me hermiad. Ex Q, 
Rich, Beare her my true loues kifſe,and ſo farewell. 
Relenting Foole,and ſhallow.changing Woman. 


How 
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How now, what newes ? 
Enter Ratcliffe, 


Rat. Moft mightie Soueraigne,on the Weſterne Coaſt 
Rideth a puifſant Navie : ro our Shores 
Throng many doubrfull hollow-hearted friends, 
Vnarm'd,and vnreſolu'd to beat them backe. 
'Tis thought,that Richmond is their Admiral : 
And there they bull,expeCting bur the aide 
Of Backingham,to welcome them aſhore. 
Rich.Some light-foot friend poſt to y Duke of Norfolk: 
Ratcliffe thy (elfe, or Catesby,where is hee ? 
(at. Here,my good Lord. 
Rich. Catesby, flye tothe Duke. 
Cat. I will,my Lord, with all convenient hafte. 
Rich. Caterby come hicher,poſte to Salisbury: 
When thou com'ſ thither: Dull vynmindfull Villaine, 
Why Ray'ft thou here, and go'ſt not to the Duke ? 
Car. Firſt, mighty Liege,tell me your Highneſle pleaſure, 
Whar from your Grace I ſhall deliver to him. 
Rich. O crue,good { atesby, bid him leuie ſtraight 
The greateſt ſtrength and power that he can make, 
And meet me ſuddenly at Salisbury, 
Cat, I goe, Exit. 
Rat. What, may it pleaſe you, ſhall I doe at Salis- 
bury ? 
Rich. Why, what would'ſt thou doe there, before 1 
oe ? 
, Rat. Your Highneſſe told me 1 ſhould poſte before, 
Rich. My minde is chang'd: 


Enter Lord Stanley, 
Stanley, what newes with you ? 


Nor none ſo bad, but well may be reported. 

Rich, Hoyday,a Riddle,neither good nor bad: 
What need'ſt chou runne ſo many miles about, 
When thou mayeſt tell thy Tale che neereſt way ? 
Once more, what newes ? 

Stan, Richmond is on the Seas, 

Rich, There lct him ſinke,and be the Seas on him, 
White-liuer'd Runnagate, what doth he there ? 

Stan, 1 know nort,mightie Soueraigne, but by gueſle, 

Rich. Well,as you gueſle. 

Stan. Stirr'd vp by Dorſet, Buckingham, and Morton, 
He makes for England,here co clayme the Crowne. 

Rich. Is the Chayre emptie? is the Sword vnſway'd ? 
Is the King dead? the Empire vnpoſleſt? 
What Heire of Yorke is there aliue, but wee ? 
And who is Englands King,but great Yorkes Heire ? 
Then cell bats, 2 makes he vpon the Seas ? 

Stan, Vnleſſe for that,my Liege,I cannot gveſle. 

Rich, Vnlefle for that he comes to be your Liege, 
You cannot gueſſe wherefore the Welchman comes, 
Thou wilt reuolt,and flye to him, feare. 

Stan. No;my good Lord,therefore miftruft me not. 

Rich. Where is thy Powerthen,to beat him back? 
Where be thy Tenants,and thy followers? 
Are they not now vpon the Weſterne Shore, 
Safe-condutting the Rebels from their Shippes ? 

Sian, No, my good Lord, my friends are in the 
Narth. 

Rich. Cold friends to me; what do they in the North, 
When they ſhould {erue their Soueraigne inthe Weſt? 


_— 


Sta.None, good my Liege,to pleaſe you with 5 hearing, | 


| 


Stax. They baue not been commanded,mighty King: 
Pleaſeth your Maieſtic to give me leaue, 
He muſter vp ry friends, and meer your Grace, 
Where,and what time your Maicſtie ſhall pleaſe, 
Rich. ],thou would'ſt be gone,to ioyne with Richwoyd: 
Bur lle not cruſt chee. | 
- Stan, Moſt mightie Soueraigne, | 
You haueno cauſe to hold my friendſhip doubefull, 
[ never was,nor neuer will be falſe, 

Rich. Goethen,and muſter men: but leane behind 
Your Sonne George Stanley : looke your heart be firme, 
Or elſe his Heads aſſurance is but fraile. 

Stan. So deale with him,as I proue trueto you, 

Exit Stanley, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. My gracious Soueraigne,now in Deuon(bire, 
As I by friends am well advertiſed, | 
Sir Edward ( oxrency, and the haughtie Prelate, 
Biſhop of Exerer,his elder Brother, 
With many moe Confederates,are in Armes, 


Enter another Meſſenger, 


Me:ſ. In Kent,my Liegg,tbe Gwi/fords are in Armes, 
And every houre more Competitors 
Flocke to the Rebels,and their power growes ſtrong, 


Enter another Meſſenger, 
Ae. My Lord,the Armie of great Buckingham. 


He ſtriketh bins. 

There, take thou that, rill chou bring better newes, 

AMeſſ. The newes I haue to tell your Maieſtie, 
Is,that by ſudden Floods,and fall of Waters, 
Buckinghams Armie is diſpers'd and ſcatter'd, 
And he himſelfe wandred away alone, 
No man knowes whither. 

Rich. Icry thee mercie : 
There is my Purſe,to cure that Blow of thine, 
Hath any well-aduiſed friend proclaym'd 
Reward to him that brings the Trayrtor in ? 

Meſſ. Such Proclamation hath been made, my Lord, 


Enter another Meſſenger. 
Meſſ Sir Thomas Lowell, and Lord Marqueſſe Dorſet, 


'Tis ſaid, my Liege,in Yorkeſhire arc in Armes : 

But this good comfort bring I ro your Highnefle, 

The Brittaine Nauie is diſpers'd by TempeRt, 

Richmond in Dortetſhire ſent out a Boar 

Vmto the ſhore,to aske thoſe on the Banks, 

If they were his Aſſiſtants, yea,orno? 

Who anſwer'd him, they came from Backingham, 

Vpon his partie : he mifiruſting them, 

Hoys'd fayle,and made his courſe againe for Prittaine, 
Rich. March on,march on,fince we are vp in Armes, 

If not to fight with forraine Enemies, 

Yer to bear downe thefe Rebels here at home, 


Enter Catesby. 


Cart. My Liege,the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 


| 


| 


Rich. Our on ye,Owles,nothing bur Songs of Death, 


That is the beſt newes : thatthe Earle of Richmond i 
Is 
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4% Is with a miglity power | Landed at Milford on Hath curn'd my fained Prayer on my head, 
{Is co\der Newes, bur yet they muſt be told, And giuen in carnefſt,whar I begg'din ieft. 
Rich, Away towards Salsbury,while wereaſon here, | Thus doth he force the ſwords of wicked men 


* <P. 


þ { A Royall barteil might be wonne and loſt: To turne their owne points in their Maſters boſomes. 

I Some one take order Buckingham be brought Thus Margaret: curſe falles heauy on my necke : 
* ToSal»bury, the reſt march on withme. Flor;h.Exennt | When he (quoth ſhe)ſhall ſplit thy heart with ſorrow, 
| «1 | | Remember Margaret wasa Propheteſſe: 


Come leade me Ofhcers to the blocke of ſhame, 
Wrong hath but wrong,and blame the due of blame. 


| | 
f 
% 
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| Enter Derby and Sir Chriſtopher, Scena Secunda. 
Wit | Der, Sir Chriſt opher,tell Richmond this from me, | PH ' 3 
| | That in the ſtye of the moſt deadly Bore, Enter Richmond,Oxford Blunt, Herbert, and 
_ 14161: My Sonne George Stanley is frankt vp in hold: others with drum and colowrs. 
35; Tf I reuolt, off goes yong Georges head, | 
WW! 1 The feare of that,holds oft my preſent ayde. Richm Fellowes in Armes,and my moſt louing Frends 
i# So get thee gone: commend me tothy Lord. Bruis'd vnderneath the yoake of Tyranny, 
j 'n ; Withall ſay, thor the _— hath heartily conſented | Thus farre intothe bins of the * ory _ 
Wt He ſhould eſpoule Elizabeth hir daughter. Hate we marcht on without impediment ; 
ki | Bur cell gels is Princely "rs now ? ; | And hicere receiue we from our Father Stanley 
{ | { Chri. ArPenbroke,or at Hertford Weſtin Wales Lines ot faire comfort and encouragement : 
oF Der, What mer of Name reſort to him, The wretched, bloody,and vfurping Boare, 
18 . Chri, Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Souldier, (Thar ſpoyl'd your Summer Fields, and fruirfull Vines ) 
| J Sir Gulbert T albot, Sir Will-am Stanley, Swilles you warm blood like waſh, & makes h1s trough 
Wo | Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt, In your arena) _— Se foule Swine 
TT. - And Rice ap Thomas, With a valiant Crew, Is row cuea 11 the Centry of this Ifle, 
Mt | | And D—_ other of great name and worth: Ne'retothe Towne of Leiceſter,as we learne : 
9 | Andtowards London do they bend their power, | From Tamworththither,is but one dayes march. 
i. If by the way they be not fought withall. In Gods namic cheerely on, couragious Friends, | 
[2 Der. Well m_ _ to Lord : : kiſſe his hand, i _ #1 —_ of pany p_ 
4E My Letrer will celolue him of my minde. this one bloody tryall of ſhar arre, 
, we. "3 ary f Exeunt ” Oaf, Every _ {pas a thouſand men, 
i 3] To ſ:ght agaioſt this geulty Homicide, 
1952 — — Her, | doubt not but bis Friends will turne to vs. 
4 | } . | . Blunt He hath no friends, but what are friends for fear, 
mew o Atlus Qumtus. Scena Prima. Which in lus deereſt neede will flye from him, 
: lh j Richm. All tor our vantage,then in Gods name march, 
[6 2) WE 22 + OE TOA 8 —— —— | True Hope is ſwift, and flyes with Swallowes wings, 
| 4 | Kings it makes Gods,and nieaner creatures Kings, 
1'% Enter Buckingham with Halberds,led Excunt Onmes, 
{Fes to Execution. 
Yd: i ' | Enter King Richard in «Armes,with Norfolke, Ratchſſe, 
4 Wt Buc, Will not King Richard let me ſpeake with hing? and the Earle of Surrey, 
'$þ6) Sher, No my g00d Lord, therefore be patient. | : 
1084 Buc, Haſtings, and Edwards children,Gray & Rimers, | R«h Here pitch our Tent,cuen here in Boſworth field, 
Fri ing | hy looke you ſv ſad ? 
TIHY Holy King Hevry, and thy faire Sonne Edward, | My Lord of Surrey,why looke y 
F e i) Uanghan, and all that have miſcarried Sur, My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes, 
þ þ By vnder-hand corrupted toule injuftice, Rich. My Lord of Norfolke. 
[F- If that your moody diſcontented ſoules, Nor. Heere moſt gracious Liege. 
if Do through the clowds behold this preſent houre , Rich. Norfolke,we muſt haue knockes : 
| ll Euen tor revenge _—_— deſtruction. | ay ny" _ CY 
| Fi 2 gong - 45 ON ag Rich, Vp with hen wil Itye ro _, | 
9.4 Puc.Why then Al-ſoules day,is my bodies doomſday | Bur where to morrow ? Well,all's one for that. 
| This is the day,wich in King Edwards time Who hath deſcried the number of the Traitors ? 
ot | wi ſh'd might tall on me,when | was found Nor. Six or (euen thouſand is their vemoſt power. | 
'F jt = lleto = ma "wry ger - mw -__ Fa _ = "y = _—_ —_— ;—_ _ 
| | T his is the dav,whecenn I wilt to fa 10es, n , 
| Ws By the falſe Faith of him whom moſt I trufled. Which they —_ the aduerſe Faction want, 
IS This, this All-fotiles Cay to my fearfull Soule, Vp with the Tent : Come Noble Gentlemen, 
5 Y Is the determin'd relpit of my wrongs : ' Let vs (uruey the vantage of the ground. 
' 46 | That high All-ſcer,which I dallied wich, Call for ſome men of taund direction : 
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Let's lacke no Diſcipline, makeno delay, '' | Nor cheere of Minde that 1 was wont to —_ 
For Lords, to Morrow is a butie day. | Exeune , Setit downe. Is Inke and Paper ready ? 


Rat. Irs my Lord. 
Rich, Bid my Guard watch, Leaue me, | 
Ratcliffe, 1bout the mid of mght come to my Tenet | 
And helpe goarme me. Leaueme I fay. Exit Retclif.) 


Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandow,O x- 
fora, and Dorfet. | 
Richm. The weary Sunve, hath made a Golden ſet, 
And by the bright TraQt of bis ftery Carre, 
Giues token of a goodly day tomorrow, 
Sir Wikiam Eranden, you (hall beare my Standard : 
Giue me (ome Inke and Paper in my Tent: 


Enter Derby to Rechmond tn bus Text, | | 


_ 


| 

i 

| 

| 

| Der. Fortune,and ViRory fit on thy Helme. 

[le draw the Forme and M odell of our Batraile, | Rich. Ail comtort that the darke night can aftoord, 

| Lirvit each Leader to his {eucrall Charge, Be to thy Perſon, Noble Father in Law. 

And part in ivſt proportion our {mall Power. I'c!iine, how fares our Noble Mother ? 

My Lord of Oxford, you Sir #illzam Brendon, Der. Iby Attourney, bleſſe thee trorathy Mother, | 

And your Sir Walter Herbert tay with me : \V ho prayes continually for Richmonds good: i 

The Eels of Peaibroke keepes his Regitnent ; | Su much for thats. The hilent houres fteale on, 

Good Captaine Blunt, beare my goodnight ro him, | And flakie darkenefiſe breakes within the Eaſt: | 

Andby the ſecond houre in the Morning, 1a breefe, tor to the {calon bids vs be, | 

Defire the Earle to fee me in my Tenc : ; Prepare thy Batteli early inthe Morning, | 

Yet onething more (gaod Captaine) do for me ; { Andput thy FortunetotlArbitremeat | 

Where is Lord Stanley quarter'd, do you know? ' 
Blunt. Volefſe 1 have miſtane bis Colours much, | I ,2s | may, that which I would, I cannor, 

(Which well I amaſſur'd I hauenot done) | With beſt 2duamtage will deceive ther ire, 

His Regiment lies haite a Mile at leaft | And 3yde thee in this doubctull ſhocke of Armes, 

South, from the mighty Power of the King, Buc on thy fide} inay not be too forward, 


Of bloodv troakes,and mortall Raring Warre : 


Richm, 1t without periil it be poſſible, | Leaſt being leene, thy Brother, tender George 

Sweer Blunt,make forme good meanes to ſpeak with him | Be executed in 1115 Fathers fight, 

And give him from me, this moſt needtull Note, Fareweil: the leyſure, and the fearfull rime 

f _ es wy life, my _ le agony ity —_ otk the Ru anne —_— - _— 

nd ſo God giue you quiet reſt co night. nd amplc enterchange of ſweet Diſcourſe, 
Richm. Good night good Captaine Blunt : Which fo long ſundred F riends ſhould dwell vpen: 

Come Gentlemen, God give vs leyſure forthele rires of Loue, . 

Let vs conſult ypon to morrowes Bulineſſe ; Once more Adieu, be valiant,and ſpeed well.-' 

lnaco my Tent, the Dew is rawe and cold. Kicbhm. Good Lords condutt him to his Regiment: 

They withdraw into the Text. Ile ftriue with troubled noiſe, to take a Nap, 
: Leſt leaden fumber peize me downe to morrow, 
Enter Richard, Ratcliffe, Norſolke ,& ( «terby, When I ſhould mount with wings of Viftory : 
Once more, good night kinde Lords and Gerclemen. | 
Rich, What is ta Clocke? Exennt. Manet Richmond, 
Cat. It's Supper time my Lord, it's nine a.clocke. O thou, whoſe CaptaineT account my ſelfe, 
Kmyg, 1 wilinot ſup tonight, Looke on my Forces with a gracious eye : 

Give me lome Ioke and Paper : Pur in their hands thy bruiſing Irons ot wrath, 

What, is my Beaver caſter then it was ? Thar they may cruſh downe with s heavy fall, 

And all my Armour laidinto my Tent? | Th vfurping Helmets of our Aduerfaries ; = | 
Cat, Itis my Liege: andall thingsare in readineſſe. | Make vs thy miniſters of Chaſticement, | 
Rich, Good Nottolke,hyetheeto thy charge, That we may pratle thee in thy victory 2 | 

Vie carefull Watch, chooſe truſty Centinels, To thee I do commend my watchfull ſoule, 

Nor. I go my Lord. | EreI letfall che windowes of mine eves : 

Rich, Scir withthe Larke to morrow, gentle Norfolk. | Sleeping,and waking, ob defend me ftill. Sleeps. 
Nor. I warravt you my Lord, Exit | Enter the Choſt of Prince Edward, Sonneto ' | 
Rich. Ratcliffe, Henry the ſixt, 

Rat. My Lotd. | Uh.te Ki, Let mefic heauy on thy ſoule to morrow ; 
Rich, Send our a Purſuiuant at Armes Thinke how thou (tab'ſt mein my prime of youch 

To Stanleys _—_— : bid him bring his power At Teukesbury : Diſpaire therefore,and dye. 

Betore Sun-rifing, leaſt his Sonne George fall | Choſt to Richm. Be cheareful Richmond, 

Into the blinde Caue of eternall night. For the wronged Scules 

Fill me a Bowle of Wine: Give me a Watch, Of butcher'd Princes, fight in thy behalfe : 

Saddle white Surrey for the Field ro morrow: King Henries flue Richmond comforts thee, 

you _ my _ be ſound, & not too heauy.Katcif. WL m_ = Ghoſt of __ a" fxt, PF 

at. My Lord, oſt. nen 1 Was mortail, my Annoint ody 
Kich.S1w'(t the melancholly Lord Northumberland? | By thee was punched full of holes ; | 
Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surtey, and himſeltc, Thiake on the Tower, and me: Diſpaire,and dye 

Much about Cockſhur time, from Troope to Troope Harry _— bids thee diſpaire,and dye. : 

Went through che Army,chearing vp the Souldiers. To Richm, Vertnous and holy be thou Conqueror : * 
King. So, I am ſatisfied : Giueme a Bowle of Wine, Harry) that prophefied thou ſhovl.'fl be King, 

y haue not that Alacrity of Spirit, | Doth comfort thee in fleepe : Liue,and loutiſh, | 


t Emer 


þ 


has 
NR 


| 
xt 
4 
U 
\ 
a 


| 202 


Enter the Ghoſf of Clarence, 

Got. Let me inc heauy 10thy toule tomorrow, 
[ thac was waſh'd ro death with Fullome Wine : 
Poore ( larence by thy gu le becray'd ro death; 

To marrow 10 the battell take on me, 
And tall thy ed2clefie Sword, dilpaire and dye. 

To Rithm. Thou oft-ipriig of the howie of Lancaſter 
The wronged heyres of Yorke do pray forrhee, 
Good Angels 2uard thy baccell, Live and Flouriſh, 

Enter the Ghoſ?s of Riners,Gray,and V anghan. 

Riu Lec me hit heauy 1n thy foule ro morrow, 
Rivers that dy*ve at Powtrer : diſpaire,and dye, 

Grez. Thinke vpon Grey, and ler thy foule diſpaire. 

Vizh. Thinke vpon Vaughan,and with guilty teare 
Let tall thy Lance, diſpairc and dye. 

All to Rich. Awake, 

And thiake our wrongs in Rrchards Boſome, 
Wl! conquer him. Awake,and win the day. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Lord Haſtmos. 

Gho. Bloody and guilty : guiltily awake, 
And in a bloody Battell end thy dayes. 
Thinke on Lord Haftings: diſpaire,and dye. 

Haſt. to Rich, Quiet vncroubled ſoule, 
Awake, awake : 

Arme, tight,and conquer. for faire Englands ſake. 
Enter t he Ghofts of the two youg Princes, 

Ghoſts. Dreame on thy Coulias 

Smotinered in the Tower : 

Let vs be laid within chy boſome Richard, 

And weigh thee downe to ruine,ſhame,and death, 

Thy Nephewes ſoule bids thee diipaire and dye. 

{ Ghoſts ro Richms. Sleepe Richmond, 

Sleepe in Peace,and wake in loy, 

Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy , 

Live, and beger a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards wnhappy Sonnes, do bid thee flouriſh. 

Enter th: Ghvit of «Anne bis Wife, 

Ghoſt to Rich, Richard, thy Wife, 

That wretched Anne thy Waite, 

That never ſlept a quiet houre with thee, 

Now filles thy fleepe with perturbations, 

To morrow in the Battaile, thinke on we, 

And fall thy edgeletle Sword, diſpaire and dye. 

Ghoſt to Richms. Thou quiet foule, 

Sleepe thou a quiet leepe : 

Dreame of Succefſe, and Happy ViRtory, 

Thy Aduerſaries Wife doth pray for thee, 
Enter the Ghoit of Buckingham, 

Ghoſt to Rich, The firſt was | 

That help'd thee ro the Crowne : 

The laſt was ] that fel: thy Tyranny. 

O, in rhe Batraile think oa Buckingham, 

And dye it terror of thy gwlrineſle, 

Dreame on, dreame 0n, of bloody deeds and death, 
! Fainting diſpaire ; dilparring yecld thy breath. 
Ghoſt to Richm, 1 dyed tor hope 


—— 


| Ere I could lend thee Ayde; | 
| But cheers thy heart, and be thou not difinayde: 
| God.and good Angels ficht on Richmonds fide, 
| And Richard fall in hctght of all his pride, 
| Richard ffarrs out of his dreame. 
| Rb, Giveme another Horle, bind vp my Wounds : 
| Have mercy leſn, Soft, I did but Areame. 
| O coward Conſcience! how dott thou af flit me ? 
| The Lights burne blew. It is not dead midnight, 
Cold fearefull drops Rand en my trembling flcſh, 
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' Hath twice done falutation to the Morne, 


Have TI fince your departure had my Lords. 


\V hat? do fearemy Selfe? There's none elſe by, 
Richard loues Richard, that is; Lam 1. 

Is there a Murtherer heere? No; Yes, I 2m: 
Then flye ; What from my Selfe? Great reaſon: why ? | 
Leſt I Revenge. What? my Selfe vpon my Selfe ? 
Alacke, love my Selte. Wherefore ? For any good 
That | my Selfe, have done voto my Selfe? 

Ono, Alas, I rather hatemy Selfe, 

For hatetull Deeds commitced by my Selfe. 

I ama Villaine : yer I Lye, lamnot, 

Foole, of thy Selfe ſpeake well : Foole, donot flatter, 

My Conſcience hath a thouſand ſeuerall Tongues, 

And every Tongue brings in a ſeuerall Tale, 

And everic Tale condemnes me for a Villaine ; \ 
Periuriein the high'ſt Degree, 

Murther, flernemurther, mn the dyr'ſt degree, ; 
All ſeuerall finnes, all vs d in each degree, 

Throng all co'th Barre, crying all, Guilty,Guilty, 

[ ſhall diſpaire, there 18 ns Creature loues me ; 

And if I die, no ſoule ſhall pirtie me. 

Nay, wheretore ſhould they ? Since that I my Selfe, 

Finde 10 my Selfe, no pittie ro my Seife, 

Me thought, the Soules of all that I had murther'd 
Cameto my Tent, and every one did threat | 
To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard. 


Emer Ratcliffe. 


Rat, My Lord. 
Kmg Who's there? 
Kut. Ratchiffe my Lord tisT : the early Village Cock 


Your Friends are vp, and buckle on their Armour, 
King. O Ratcliffe, [ feare, 1 feare, 
Kat. Nay good my Lord, be nor affcaid of Shadows. 
King. By the Apoſtle Pau/\ſhadowes tro mghe 

Hauec (troke more terror 7o the ſoule of Richard, 

Then can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand Sovldiers 

Arined in proofe, and led by thallow Richmond. 

'Tisnotyerneere day, Come go with me, 

Vnaer our Tents lle play the Eaſe.dropper, 

To heare it any meanc to ſhrinke from me, 


Exeunt Richard + Ratliffe, 


Enter the Lords to Richmond ſitting 
mn bu Tent. 


Richm. Good morrow Richmand, 
Kich, Cry mercy Lords and warchfull Gentlemen, |} 

That you haue cane a tardie ſluggard heere ? 
Lords. How hue you (l-pt my Lord? 
Rich, The (weetefi ſlcepe, 

Aod faireſt boading Diceames, 

That cuerentred in a drowhe head, 


Me thought their Soules, whoſe bodies Rich. murther'd, 
Came to my Tent, and cried on Victory : 
I promile you my Heart is very iocond, 
In the remembrance of lo fairc a dreame, | 
How facre intothe Morning is it Lords ? 

Lor, Vpon the troke of foure. 

Rich, Why then 'tis time to Arme,and giue direRion, 

Hu Oration to bu Souldiers. | 

More then have ſaid, louing Countrymen, 
The leyſure and inforcement of the time 
Forbidsto dwell ypon : yet remember this, 


God 


| 


Al 
————_— 


Bm. A. nn CO FO RISE 
- _ — ———_— 


——_— —— 4 


| The Life, and de, death of Richard the T hird. 


— — —2D0O4.DA0—_—_ ——D—_ ooo - —— 


203 


God, and our goode cauſe, fight ypon our (ide, 

The Prayers of holy Saints and wronged foules, 
Like high rear'd Bulwarkes, Gand ballin our Faces, 
(Richard except) thoſe whom wefight againſt, 

Had rather haue vs win, then him they follow, 

For, what is he they follow ? Truly Gentlemen, 

A bloudy Tyrant, and a Homicide : 

One r2is'din blood, and one in blood eſtabliſh'd x 
One that made meanes to come by what he hath, 
And {laughter'd thoſe thac were the meanes to help him : 
A baſe foule Stone, made precious by the foyle 
OfEnglands Chaire, where he 1s faltely ſer: 

One that hath cuer beene Gods Enemy. 

Then if you fight againſt Gods Enemy, 

{ God will in 1uſtice ward you as his Soldiers. 
Ifyoudo {weare to put a Tyrant downe, 

You (;-epe in peace, the T yrant being Qaine : 

If you do fhzht againſt your Countries Foes, 

Your Countries Fat ſhall pay your panes the byre, 
If you do fight in ſafegard of your wiues, 

Your wives ſhall welcome home the Conquerors. 

If youdo free your Children fromthe Sword, 

Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age, 
Then in thename of God and all theſe rights, 
Aduance your Standards, draw your willing Swords. 
For me, the ranſome of my bold atrempt, 

Shall be this cold Corpes on the earth's cold face. 
Bur if I thrive, the gaine of my attempt, 

The leaſt of you ſhall (hare his part thereof, 

Sound Drummes and Trumpets boldly, and cheerefully, 
God,and Saint George, Richmond, and Viftory. 


Enter King Richard, Ratcliffe and Catesby. 


K.\V hat ſaid Northumberland as touching Richmond? 
Rat. That he was never trained vp in Armes. 
King, He ſaid che truth : and what {aid Surrey then? 
Rat, Heſmil'd and (aid, rhe becter for our purpole. 
King. Hewas in the right, and ſo indeed it is, 
Tell the clocke there, ( locke ſtrikes. 
Giue me a Kalender : \Vho ſaw the Sunne to day? 
Rat. NectI my Lord., 
King. Then he diſdaines to ſhine: for by the Booke 
He ſhould have brau'd the Faſt an houre 2go, 
A blacke day will it be to ſomebody, Karclrfe, 
Rat. My Lord. 
King, The Sun will not be ſeeneto day, 
The sky doth frowne, and lowre vypon our Army, 
I would theſe dewy teares were from the ground. 
Not ſhine to day ? Why, whart is that to me 
More then to Richmond ? For the felfe-ſame Heauen 
That frownes on me, lookes ſadly ypon him. 


Enter Norſolke. 
Nor. Arm6,arme,my Lord: the foe vaunts in the field, 
Kiag, Come, buſtle, buſtle. Capariſon my horſe, 
Call vp Lord Stanley, bid hira bring his power, 
I will leade forth my Soldiers to the plaine, 
And thus my Batte!! ſhal be ordred. 
My Foreward ſhall be drawne in length, 
Conſiſting equally of Horſe and Foor: 
Our Archers ſhall be placed inthe mid't ; 
[obn Duke of Nortolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 
Shall haue the leading of the Foot and Horſe. 
They thus directed, we will fllow 


lo the maine Bartell, whole puifiance on either fide 
Shall be well-winged wich our cheeteſt Horſe : 
This, and Saint George to boore, 
V hat thiak't thou Nortolke, 
Nor, A good direction warlike Soueraigne, 
This tound 1 on my Tent this Morning. 
lockey of Norfolke, be not ſo bold, 
For Dickon thy marſber i bought and (old. 
King. A thing devited by the Enemy. 
Go Gentlemen, euery inan ro his Charge, 
Let not our babling Dreames affright our foules: 
For Conſcience is a word that Cowards vſe; 
Deuis's at firit co keepe the ſtrong in awe, 
Our itrong armes be our Conſcience, Swords our Law, 
March on, ioyne brauely, let vs too't pell mel], 
lt not to neauen, then hand in hand to Hell, 
What ſhall 1 ſay more then I have inferr'd? 
Remember whom you aret9 cope withall, 
A tort of Vagabonds, Raſcals, and Run-awayes, 
Aicum of Brietoinonend baſe Lackey Pezants, 
Whom their © 're=cloyed Country vomits forth 
To deſperate Adventures ,and aflur « Deſtruction, 
You ſlceping lafe, they bring o youto ynrelt ; 
You hawvg Lands, and ble(t with beauteous wines, 
They would tefiraine the one, <1{ta1ne the other, 
!' And who doth leade them, bas a pa try Feliow ? 
| Long kept in Britaine at our Mothers cc ft, 
A Milke-ſop, ove that never, in his lifc 
Felc fo much cold, as ouer ſhones in Snow : 
Let's whip theſe Rraglers o're the Seas againe, 
L aſh hen ce the & OUeT=Weenny Rap Ces Of F; ance, 
Theſe famiſh'd Beggets, weary -f then hues, 
Wh ( but for dreaming on this (ond exvloit) 
For want of meanes (poore Rars )had hang dit.emlelves, 
| f we be conquered, ler men conquer vs, 
And not theſe baltard Britaines, whom our Fathers 
Haue in their owne Land beaten, bobb'd,.and thump'd, 
And on Record, I:tr them the hetoms of ſhame. 
Shall theſe enioy our Lands? lye with our Wiues ? 
Rauiſh our davghters? Drum afarre of 
Hearke, I heare their Drumme, ; 
Right Gendemen of England, fight boldly yeomen, 
Draw Archers draw your Arrowes to the head, 
Spurre your proud Horles hard, and 1ide in blood, 
Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaucs, 
| Enter a Meſſenger, 
What ſayes Lord Stanley, will he bring his power ? 
All. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 
Kig. Off with his ſorne Ceorges head. 
Nr. My Lord,the Enemy 1» ; paſt the Marln : 
After tlie battaile, let George St.awley dye 
Ki17. Athouſand hearts are great within my boſom, 
Aduance our Standards, ict vponour Foes, 
Our Ancient word of Courage, faire $. George 
[nſpire vs with the {pleene of fiery Diagons ; 
Vpon chem, Victorie fits on our helpes, 
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| Alarum excurſions. Enter Catesby, 


Cat, Reſcue my Lord of Narfolke, 
Reſcue, Reicue:; 
The King enacts more wonders then a man, 
Daring an oppoſite to euery danger : 
| His hocſe isſNaine, and all on foc t hie fights, 
| Seeking for Richmond inthe throat at death : 
| Reſcue | taire Lord ,orelic thic day is loft, 
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Enter Richard. 
1 


Rich. A Horſe, a Horle, my Kingdome fora Hotle. 
Cates, Withdraw my Lord, lie heipe y 010 a Horle 
Rich. Slaue, I haue let my lite vpon a catt, 

And 1 will (tand the haz ord of the Dye: 

I thinke there be txze Richmonds in the field, 

Fie hane I Qaine to day, in ftead of him, 

A Hotlc,a Horle, my Kingdome tor a Horle. 


Alaturs, Enter Ait lard and Richmond, they fight, Richard 
'& 412. 


Retreat aud Flonriſh, Enter Richmind, Derby bearing the 
Crowne, with auters other Lords. 


Richm. God,and your Armes 
Be prais'd Victorious Friends ; 
The gay is ours, the bloudy Dogge is dead, 
Der. Couragious Richmond, 
Well haſt chou acquit thee : Loe, 
Heerctheſe long viurped Royalties, | 
From the dead Temples of this bloudy \Wretch, 
Haue | pluck'd off, to grace thy Browes withal!, 
Weare it,and make much of ir. 
Richm. Great God of Heauen, ſay Amen to all, 
Butceil me, is yong, George Stanley luing ? 
Der. He is my Lord, and fafe in Leiceſter Towne, 
Whither (if you pleaſe) we may withdraw vs. 
Richm, What men of name are (laine on ether fade? 


OO > ———_ ___ _—- 


The Life and death of Richard the T hird. 


| 


| 
| 
| 


[ 
! 
4 


= a> ———_— —O—  — -- 


FINIS. 


Der. 1:hn Duke of Norfolke, Walter Lord Fercis, 
Sir Robert Brokenbury, and Sir Williams Brandon, 
Kichm, Joterre their Bodies, as become their Births, 
Proclaime a pardon tothe Soldiers fled, 
That in tubtmiſs10n will returne to vs, 
And then as we haue tane the Sacrament, 
We will vnite the White Role,and the Red, 
Smile Heauen vpon this faire ConjunGtion, 
That long haue trown'd ypon their Enmity : 
What Traitor heares me, and fayes not Amen ? 
England hath long beene mad, and icarr'd her ſelfe; 
T he Brother blindely ſhe&#the Brothers blood ; | 
The Father, raſhly {laughtered his owne Sonne; 
The Sonne compell'd, beene Butcher to the Sire x 
All this divided Yorke and Lancafter, 
D:uided, in cheir dire Diujhon, 
O now, let Richmend and Elizabeth, 
The true Succeeders of each Royall Houle, 
By Gods faire ordinance, conioyne together ; 
And let thy Heires (God it thy will be to} 
Enrich the time to come, with Smooth-fac'd Peace, 
With ſmiling Plenty, and faire Proſperous dayes, 
Abate the edge of Traitors, Gracious Lord, 
That would reduce thele bloudy dayes againe, 
And make poore England weepe in Streames of Blood ; 
I er them nor hwe to taſte this Lands increaſe, 
That would with Treaſon, wound this fare Lands peace. 
Now Ciuill wounds areſtopp'd, Peace lings agen ; 
That ſhe may loog live heere, God fay, Amen, Exennt 


— - 
_ —__— _—_— —— _ - —————— 


—— ww ow --. o- -—-< 


_ —O ——__— — 


; 


The Famous Hiltory of the Life of 


— —O_—__ RR — RR _— RI 


— 


v0 "Ort 0 010 t0 _ yu lignh Things pow, | 
T04at beave 4 "wag hty,ant a Serzous Brow, | 
Sad ,hroh,and w Sis 2, full of State anawoe: ; 
$#ch Noble Scanes, as draw the Eyeto flow | 
We now preſent. Thoſe that can P:tty heere 
May (tf they thinke it well) let fall aTeare, 
The Subictt will deſerue it. Such as g1ne 
The:r Money ont of hope they may beleeue, 
Mey heere finae Truth tos. Treſe that come to ſee 
wg a ſhow or two, and [0 4 pree, 

T'12 Play may paſſe : If they beſt/1l,and willing, 
He wndertake may ſe away their ſhillmz 

Richly in two ſhort honres, Onely they 
That com: to heave a Merry, Raway Play, 
A noyſeof Tirgets : Or to ſee a Fellow 
In along Motity Coate, garced with Yellow, 
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T HE PRO LOGUE. 


I be deceyn'd, Fer gentle Heart s, krow 
To ranke our choſen Ir«th with fach a ſhow 
As Foole, and Fight u, beſide forferting 
Our owne Pr 4:nes,and the Opinion ! that we brins 
To make that axcly irve, we now intend, 
Mill leane VS nener 47 wonder ſtanding Friend, 
Ther: fore, for Gooda' Ul ſake,avd as jou are kyuowne 
T.e Firſt ava Happiei! Hearers of the Towne, 
Be {a4, as we wouta make ye. Thmikeye ſee 
Te very Perſons of our Noble Story, 
As they were Lauine : Thinke you ſee them Great, 
And follow d with the generall throng, and ſweat 
Of ithor-fand Friends : Then, in 4 moment ſee 
How foone this Mig btineſſe, ments Miſery : 
Anaif you can bemerey then, 1 'e fay, 
A Man may weepe </pon his Weadin? day. 


Scana Prima. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolke at one doore. At the other, 
the Duke of Buchimcham, and the Lord 
7 Win 
Abmurgauenny. 


Buckingham. 
Ood morrow,and well met. How have ye done 
zZince latt we law in France ? 

Mort. Ithanke your Grace : 
Healthfull, aad eucr Hacea freth Admirer 
Of what I ſaw there, 

Bruck, An vntimely Agne 
Staid mea Priconer in my Chamber, when 
Thole Sunnes of Glory, thoſe evo Lights ot Men 
Met in the vale of Andren. 

Nor. 'Twixt Guynes and Arce, 

I was then preſent, ſaw them (alute on Horſebacke, 
Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung 
In their Embrace:nent,as they grew together, 
Which had they, 

\W hat toure Thron'd ones could hauc weigh'd 
Such a compounded one ? 

Buck. Allthe whole time 
I was my Chambers Priſoner. 
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. Thenyculofl 
A view of carthly glery : Men might ſay 
Til} chis ttme Pompe was Ingle, but now married 
To one aboue ic telfe, Each following day 
zecamethe next dayes maſter, ti!] the laſt 
Made tormer Wonders, it's. To day the French, 
All Cl;nquant all in Gold, like Heathen Gods 
Shone downe thc Engliſh ; and to morrow, they 
Made B:itaine, India : Every man that Rlood, 
Shew 4 like a Mine Then Dwarfiſh Pages were 
As Cherubins, all gilt: the Madams too, 
Not vi*d totoyle, 01d almoſt ſweat tobenre 
The Pride vpan them, that their very labour 
W 25 to them,a2s a Painting. Now this Maske 
\\ as cry de incompareable ; and th'entuing night 
Madeita Foole,and Begger. The two Kings 
tquall in luftre, were now beſt, now worſt 
As prelence did preſent them) : Himin eye, 
Se:1] him in praiſe, and being prefent both, 
"Twas 121d they {aw but one, atid no Diſcerner 
Durſt wagg* bs Tongue in cenſure, when theſe Sunnes 
{ For ſo they phrale 'em) by their Heralds cballeng'd 
The Noble Spirits to Armes, they 61d pertotme 
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Beyond thoughts Compaſſe, that former fabulous Storie 
Being now feene, polliblc enough, got credit 
That Zeus was belecu'd. 

Bnc, Ohyou pgotarre, 

Nor. As] belong to worſhip,and affeRt 
In Honor, Honeſty, the traft of ery thing, 
Would by a good Ditcourtcr loole lome lite, 
Winch Actions feite, was tongue too, 

Zu:, All was Royall, 
To the diipoling of it nought rebell'd, 
Order pgaue cc thing view, The Office did 
DiftinCtly his full Function : veho d1d guide, 
| meane who tet the Body, and the Limbes 
Of this great Sport togecher? 

Nor, As you puctle: 
One certes, that promiles no Element 
Ia ſuch a buftzeſte. 

Buc. I pray you who, my Lord? 

Nor. All this was ordred by the good Diſcretion 
Of theright Reverend Cardinall of Yorke. 

Buc, The diuell ſpeed him: No mans Pye is freed 
From his Ambitious finger. What had he 
To 0» in theſe fierce V anities? I wonder, 
That (uch a Keech can with his yery bulke 
Take vp the Rayes o'th'b.ncticiall Sun, 
And ke-pe ittrom the Earth, 
Nor. Surely vir, 
There's in h1m Rtofte, that putr's him to theſe ends : 
For being not propt by Aunceſtry, whole grace 
Chalkes Succeſlors their way ; nor call'd vpon 
For high feats done to'th'Crowne ; neither Allied 
To eminent Aſſiſtants ; but Spider-hike 
Oar of his Selte?drawing Web. O giues vs note, 
The force of his owne mcrit makes his way 
A guift that heauen giues for him, which buyes 
A place next tothe King, 

«Abuy. | cannor tell 
What Heauea hach giuen him: let ſome Grauer eye 
Pierce into that, but I can {ce bis Pride 
Peepe through each part of him : whence ha's hethat, 
Ifnot from Hell? The Divell is a Niggard, 
Or h1's giuen all before, and he begins 
A new ileil in himſelfe. 

'Buc, Why the Diuell, 
Vpon this French going out, tooke he ypon him 
(Without the priuity o'ch'King) Vappoint 
Who ſhould attend on him? He makes vp the File 
Of all the Gentry; for the moſt part fuch 


| To whom as gteat a Charge, as little Honor 


He meantto lay vpon : and his owne Letter 
The Honourable Poord of Councell, our 
Muſt ferch tim in, he Papers. 

Abur. 1 do know 


11n7c, three at the leaſt, that haue 


- 
+ C% 3% , B q 
ALEEEEEEYEY \ i» 


| 


| 


/ 


By 145,10 ticken'd rhe Eftares, that neuer 

&y fot abound as tormerly. 

Eur, many 

Huic broke their backes with laying Mannors on 'em 


For this neat lourney. VV har did this yanity 
But minor communtcation of 
\ (3\« 1 (-1Hue, 


Yor, Greemnoly I thinke, 
The Peace berweene the French and Vs, not yvalewes 
1he Coll that &:d conclude it. 

Bruc. Luery mai, 
After the hideous Rorme that follow'd,was 
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A thing Inſpir'd, and not conſulting, broke 
Into a generall Prophefie; That this Tempeſt 
Daſhing che Garment of this Peace, aboaded * 
The lodaine breach ow'c. 
Nor. Which is budded our, 
For France hath flaw'd the League,and hathattach'd 
Our Merchants goods at Burdeux, 
Abnr. Is it therefore; 
Ti\Ambaſſador is filenc'd? 
Nor, Marry is't. 
Abyr. A proper Title of aPeace,and purchas'd* 
Ata ſuperfluous rate. : 
Zue, Why all this Buſineſſe 
Our Reverend Cardinall carried, 
Nor, Like it your Grace, 
The State takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you, and the Cardinall. I aduiſe you 
(-And take it from a heart, that wiſhes towards you ' 
Honor, and plenteous ſafety) that you reade 
The Cardinals Malice, and his Potency 
Together ; To conlider further, that 
What his high Hatred would effteC&t, wants not 
A Miniſter in his Power. You know his Narure, 
That he's Revengefull; and I know, his Sword 
Hath a ſharpe edge : It's lony, and'c may be ſaide 
It reaches farre, and where 'twill not extend, 
Thither be darts tt, Boſome vp my counſell, 
You'l finde ic wholeſorze. Loe,where comes that Rock 
Thar I aduice your ſhunaing, : 


Enter Cardinal Walſey, the Purſe borne before him, certaine 
of the Guard, and iwo Secretaries with Papers : The 
Cardmall m his paſſage, fixetb bis eye on Buck- 
ham,and Buckingham on bum, 


both full of diſdazre. 
(ar. The Duke of Buckingbams Surueyor? Ha ? 


Where's his Examination? 

Secr. Heere lo pleaſe you. 

(ar. 1s he in perlon,ready ? 

Secr, 1, pleaſe vour Grace, 

'. Car. Well,we ſhailthen know more, & Buckingham , 
Shall leffen this bigge loc ke. E240 
 Exennt Cardinall, and his Traine, 

Buc. This Butchers Curre is vecom'd-mouth'd, and I 
Have notthe power to muzzle him, therefore beſt * 
Not wake hum in his lumber, A Beggers booke, 
Out-worths a Nobles blood. 

Nor. What are you chaff'd? | 
Aske God for Temp'rance, that's th'appliance onely 
Which your difeafe requires. 

Buc. I read m's looks 
Matter againſt me, and his eye reuil'd 
Me as his abie& obicR, at this inſtane 
He bores me with ſome tricke; He's/gone to'th'King : 
Ie follow,and our.ftare him. l 

Nor. Stay my Lord, 

And let your Reaſon with your Choller queſtion | 
What 'ris you go about :toclimbe ſteepe hilles 
Requires flow pace at fift. Anger is like | 
A full hot Horſe, whobeing allow d his way 
Selfe-mertle tyres him : Not a man in England 
Can adviſe me like you: Be to your ſelfe, 

As you would to your Friend. 

Buc, lletothe King, 

And from a mouth of Honor, quite cry downe 
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This /pſwich tellowes inſolence; or proclaime, 
There's difference inno perſons, 
Norf. Be aduiſ'd; 
He2t not 2 Furnace for your foe ſo hor 
Thar it do findge your felte, We may out-runne 
By violent [wittneſſe that which we run at; 
And loſe by over-running : know you not, 
The fire that mounts the liquor til't run ore, 
In ſeeming to augment it, waſts it: be aduiſ'd; 
I fay againe there is no Engliih Soule 
More (tconger to dire&t you then your fel fe; 
}f with the lap of realon you would quench, 
Or bur 81lay the fire of paſſion, 
Buck. Sir, 
I am thankfull ro you, and Ile goe along 
By your preſcription: bur this top-proud fellow, 
Whom from the flow of gail I name nor, but 
From lincere motior:s, by Intelligence, 
And prootes as cleere as Founts in /yly, when 
Wee ſcecach graine of grauel!; I doe know 
To be corrupt and treaſonous, 
Norf. Say not treaſonous. 
Buck, To th'King le ſay't,& make my vouch as ſtrong 
As ſhore of Rocke: attend, This holy Foxe, 
Or Wolte, or both (tor he is equall rau'nous 
As he is ſubtile, 2nd 45 prone to miſchiefe, 
As able toperform't) his minde, ard place 
infefting one another, yea reciprocally, 
Only to ſhew his pompe, as well in France, 
As here at home, luggeſts the King our Maſter 
To this laſt coſtly Treaty: Th'enterujew, 
That ſwallowed ſo much creafure, and like 2 glafſe 
Did breakeirh*wrenching. 
Norf. | Faith ,and ſo it did, 
| Buck, Pray giue me fauour Sir: This cunning Cardinall 
The Articles o'th' Combination drew 
As himſclfe pleas'd;and chey wereratified 
As he cride thus let be, to as much end, 
As givea Crutch to thidead. Bur our Count-Cardinall 
Has done this,and tis weli: for worthy Wolſey 
(Who cannoterre) be did it. Now this followes, 
(Which as I take it, is a kinde of Puppie 
To th'old dam Treaſon) Charle; the Emperour, 
Vnder pretence to {ce the Queene his Aunt, 
(For twas indeed his colour, but he came 
To whiſper Folſey)here makes viſitation, 
His feares were that the [nterview betwixt 
England and France, might through their amity 
Breed him ſome preindice; for from this League, 
Peep'd harmes that menac'd him. Privily 
Deales with our Cardinal, and as [ troa 
Which doe well; for ! 2m ſure the Emperovr 
Paid ere he promis'd, whereby his Suit was granted 
Ere it was ask'd. Bnt when the way was made 
And pavu'd with gold : the Emperor thus defit'd, 
Tha - he would pleale to alter the Kings courle, 
And breake the foreſaid prace, Let the king know 
(As ſoone he ſhs!l by me) that thus the Cardinall 
Does buy and ſell his Honour as he pleaſes, 
And for his owne advantage, 
Norf. 1am ſorry 
To heare this of him; and could wiſh he were 
Somthing miſtaken in't, 
Back. No, not a fillable: 
I doe pronounce him 1n that very ſhape 


| He ſhall appeare in proofe, 


| 
| 
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Enter Brandon, a Sergeant at Armes before him, ard: 
two or there of the Gaard, 
Brandon. Y our Office Sergeant: execute it, 
Sergeant, Sir, 
My Lord the Duke of Backimgham,and Earle 
Ot Hertford Stafford and Norchampton, | 
Arrelt thee of High Treaton, in the name 
Ot our molt Soueraigne King, 
Buck, Loyoumy Lord, 
The net has falne vpon me, 1 ſhall periſh 
Vader deuice, and practiſe; 
Bran, lam ſorry, 
To ſee you tane from liberty, to looke on 
The butines preſent. Tis bis Highnes pleaſure 
You ſhal! ro th' Tower. 
Buck, It will helpe me nothing 
Toplead mine Innocence; tor that dye is 61 me 


Which makes mp whir'ft pair, black. The will of Heau'a}' 


Be done in this and all things: I obey, 
O my Lord Abwroaxy : Fare you well, 
Bran, Nay, he mutt beare you company. The Xing 
Iz pleas'd you ſhall toth Tower, till you know 
How he derermines furcher, 
Abur. As the Duke 1{a1d, 
The will of Heauen be done, and the Kings pleaſure 
By me obey'd. 
Bran. Here 1s a warrant from 
The King t'acrach Lord Morntacute, and the Bodies 
Of the Dukes Confeffor, lobn de la Car, 
One Gilbert Pecke,his Councellour, 
Buck, So, lo; 
Theſe are the limbs o'rh* Plot: no more 1 hope. 
Bra, A Monke o'th' Chartreny., 
Buck; O Michael Hopkins? 
Bra, He. | 
Buck. My Surneyor is falce : The ore-preat Cardinal 
Hath ſhew'd him gold; my lifeis ipand already: 
] am the ſhadow of poote Buckingham, 


- Whote Figure even chis inflane Clowd purs on, 


By Datkning wy cleere Sunne, My Lords tarewell. Exe. 
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Scena $ ectnda. 


Cornets. Enter King Henry, leaning on the Card:nals ſhoul- 
der, the Nobles, axd Sir Thomas Lome!!: the Cardmall 
places himfelfe vnder the Kings feete on 
his 110ht ſide. 


King. My life it ſelfe, and the beſt heart 6f it, 
Thankes you for this greatcare: T flood i'ch leuell 
Of a ful}-charg'd c-ntederacie, and give thankes 
Toyou that choak'd it; Let be caid before vs 
That Gentleman of Backinghams, in perſon, 

Ic heare him his conteſt ions 1ultifie, 

And point ty point the Treafons of his Maiſter, 

He ſhall againe relate. ; 

A oyſe within crymg Y 00000 for the ueene, viher'd by the 

Duke of Norfolhe. Enter the Queene, Norfolks and 

Snffolke:ſhe bneels, King r1ſeth from bus State, 
take: her wp, kiſſes and placerb 
her b bum. 

Queen, Nay we muſt longer kneele;l am a Suitor. 

King. Arile,and rake place by vs; halte your Sir 
Neuer vame to,ys; you haue halfe our power; 


; 
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| The other moity ere you as ke is giuen, Card, And for me, 
Repeat your will, and take it, 6 | haueno further gone in this, then by 
Lneen, Thanke your Maicity A lingie yoice, and that net paſt me, but | 
| | Thac you would louc your leite,and in that loue By learned approbation of the Judges: J[f ] am 
f 3 Not vaconfidered leauc your Honour, nor Traduc\ by 1gnorant Tongues, which neither know 
23 The dipnity of your Ofhice; is the poynt My faculties nor perſon, yet will be | 
Ot my Petition. | The Chronicles of my doing : Letmeſay, / 
; Kin. Lady mine proceed: 'T13 but the fate of Place, and the rough Brake | 
8 Oneen, 1 am told not by afevr, Thac Vertue muſt goe through : we mult not ſtint 
) Cl And hole of cre condition; 1 hat your Subiects Our neceſlary aQtions, in the feare 
; Ate 1n great grieuance: T:irrehaue beene Commiſhons | To cope malicious Cenſurers, which euer, 
Sent downe among 'tin, which hath flaw'd the heart AsSrau'ſnous Fiſhes doe a Veſlell follow 
Of xl their Loyaliics; wherein, although = 1 t1at 15 new trim'd ; but benefit no further 
My good Lord Cardinall, they vent reproches Then vainly longing. What we oft doe beſt, 
Moit bitterly on youg 4s putter on By (icke Interpreters (once weake ones) js 
Ot chelſeexactions: yet the King, our Maiſter (not | Not ours,or not allow'd; what worſt,as oft 
Whole Honor Heauen ſhield from foilezeuen he eſcapes | Hirt.ng a grofſer quality, is cride vp 
Language vamannerly ;yea,luch which breakcs For our beſt AR: if we ſhall Rand (till, 
Che f1des of loyalry,and almolt appeares In m_ wr my wy be pore op. at, 
| In lowd Rebellion. We ſhould take roote here, where we fit; 
| Norf. Not almolt appeares, Or fit State- Statues onely, 
v7 [t doth appearc; tor, vpon theſe Taxations, Kin. Things done well, 
' The Clorhiecs all not able to mainraine Ard with a cate, exempt themſeluecs from feare : 
s | The many to them longing, haue pur off | Things done without example,in their ifſue 
if | The Spintters, Carders, Fullers, Weauers, who | Are to be fear d, Have you a Preſident 
| | Vnir tor other life, compeld by hunger Of this Commiſhon? 1belceue,not any, 
.-v And lack of other meanes, in deſperate manner We muſt not rend our Subiects from our Lawes, 
| j me s.. Daring th'ezent too th'ceeth,are all in vprore, And fticke them in our Will, Sixt part of each? 
F- ' And danger ſerues among them. Artrembling Contribution; why we take 
F Kin, Taxation From euery Tree, lop, barke,and part o'h* Timber :; 
wn, Whereinand what Taxation? My Lord Cardcinall, And though we leauc jt witha roote thus hackt, 
1 | q : You that areblam'd tor it 21ke with vs, The Ayre will drinke the Sap, Toeuery County 
Wi Know you ofthis T2ax1tion? Where this 1s queſtion'd, ſend our Letters, with 
= Cod. Plcaſeyou Sir, Free pardon to each man that has deny'de 
| 7 I know bur of a fingle part 11 qu9he \ The torce of this Commithon: pray looxe too't; 
#6 Percaines toth State: and front but in that File I pur it to your care, 
WISE « Where others tell ſteps wich me. Card, A word w:th you. | 
l If Oneen, No,my Lord ? Ler there be Letters winc to euery Shire, 
[ nt Yu know no more then others? But you frame | Ot the Kings grace and parcon : the greeued Commons 
191} Things that are knowne alike, which are not wholſome | Hardly conceive of me, Leritbe nois'd, 
Ml: Tothoſe which would not know them, and yet mult | That through our Interceſtion, this Reuokement 
| i Perforce be their acquaintance. Thele exactions And pardon comes: 1 thall anon aduiſe you 
Il} (\V hereof my Soucraigne would haue note) they are Further inthe proceeding, Exit Secret, 
|. +3 Mott pe!llent to th'bearing,ant to beare 'em, 
blk | The Backe is Sacrifice toth'load ; They lay Enter Suruezor, 
b:- They are deuis'd by you, cr clic you luftec Omer, Tam ſorry, that the Duke of Buckinghans 
| { - Too hard an exclamation, Is run in your di'picature, 
| 1 Kh, Stull Exattion: Kin. It grievesmany : 
"4; | The nature of it, in what kinde let's know, The Gentleman is Learn'd,and a moſt rare Speaker, 
IT is his Exaction?! . To Nature none more bound ; his crayning ſuch, 
it; O#cen. 1am much too venturous That he may furniſh and infiruct great Teachers, 
Wy In tempting of your patience, but am boldned : And neuer lecke for ayd out of himlſelte: yetiee, 
15 Vnder your promis'd pardon, The SubicQts griefe When theſe io Noble benetits ſhall proue = 
| t Comes throngh Commuſhons, which compels fromeach | Norwell diſpos'd, the minde growing once corrupt, 
| Mo | The xe nate of his Subftence,to be levied They turnetc vicious formes, ten times more vgly 
17% | Without deſayz; and the pretence for this Then ever they were faire. This man ſo complear, 
\s | {Ind your werres in France: this makes bojd mouths, Vho was enrold 'monrgſt wonders; and when we 
| 1 ; | Tongues {pit their duries our, and cold hearts freeze Almoſt with raviſh'd litning,could not finde 
$5) [ Ailegerceinthemy their curles now His houre of ſpeech, aminure: He, (my Lady) 
$821 | ] ine where cheirnravers did; and it's come to paſſe, Hath into monſtrous habits put the Graces | 
Wk ' Thi: traftable obedience is a Slave That once were his,andis become as blacke, 
'T. | , ' , . f 
Meik TH. Loch inoohted Will | would your Highnefſe As f beſmear d in hell. Sit by Vs,you ſhali heare 
in | | V41ld gue it quic .c contideration; for (This was his Gentleman in truſt} of him 
at | There is no primer bafenefle. Things to ſtrike Honour (ad. Bid him recounc 
it .- #- Boareiit. | The fore-recited praQtiſes, whereot | 
\ et This i; 304inRt our pleaſure , We cannot teele too little, heare coo much, & 
KT # 5 Card... 
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Moſt like a caretull SubieQhaue collecd 
Our of the Duke of Backmgham, 
Km, Speake treely, 
Sur. Firtt,it was viuall with him; everyday 
It would infect! ils Speech; That PCD! King 
Should without flue dye; heel carry it ſo 
To make the Scepter his, Thele very words 
Fuc heard him viter to h1s Sonne 1n Law, 
Lord Aburgany,to whom by oth he menac'd 
Reuenge vpon the Carazrall. 
Cu4. Pleaſe your Highneſſe notre 
Tis dangerous conception 1n this point, 
Nor t rended by his with to your High perſon; 
His will is mott malign ant,and it Rrerches 
Beyond youto your friends, 
Ducen, My learn'd Lord 
Deliver all with Charity. 
peake 0N3 
How grounded hee his Title to the Crowne 
Vpon our taile; to this poynt haſt thou heard him, 
Arc any time [peake ought? 
Swr , He was brought to this, 
By a vaine Propheche of N icbalas Henton. 
Kin, W hat was that Henton ? 
Swr. Sir, a Chartrenx Fryer, 
His Conteſſor, who fed him eucry minuce 
W :th words of Souersignty. 
Kin, How know'ſt thou this ? 
Swr. Not long before your Higneſle iped to France, 
The Duke being at the Roſe, within the Pariſh 
Saint Laurence Poultney, did of me demand 
W hat was the ſpeech among the Londoners, 
Ce Mncerning the French lournev. 1 replide, 
Men feare the French would prove perfidious 
To the Kings danger : preſently, the Duke 
Said,'twas the feare indeed, and that he doubted 
'T would prove the yerity of certaine words 
jw by a holy Monke, that oft,fayes he, 
latch ſent to me, wiſhing me to permit 
Tohn de la Car, my Chaplaine,a choyce howre 
Toheare from him a matter of lome moment: 
Whom after ynder the Commiſhonrs Seale, 
He follemnly had \worne, that what he ſpoke 
My Claplaine co no Creature Jwing, bur 
To me, ſhould vrter, with demure Confidence, 
This pauſingly enſu Je; neither the King, nor's Hewres 
(Tel! you the Duke) {hall proſper, bid him firiuc 
To rl. loue o'th* Commonalty, the Duke 
Shall governe England, 
Oneer, It1 know you well, 
You were the Dukes Surueyor,andloſt your Office 
On the complaint o'th' Tenants; take good need 
You charge not in yeur ſpleene a Noble perſon, 
And {poy le your nobler Soule; I fay,take heed; 
Yes, heartily vefeech you, 
Km, Lethim on: Goe forward. 
Sar, "On my Soole, [lc {peake but cruth, 
I told my L ord the Duke, by th'Diaels iljutions 
The Monkem ichrbe deceis' d, and that 'twas dangerous 
For this rorumnate on this fo lates; vorill 
It forg'd him {ome defigne, which being belceu'd 
It was much like to doe: He anſwer'd,Tuſh, 
It can dar meno damage; 2dding further, 
That had the King in his laſt Sickneſle faild, 
The Cardinals and Sir Thomas Lowels heads 


| Car amal,, 


in. 5 


Card. Stand forth \& with bold ſpirit relate what you 
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Should have gone off, 
Kin, Ha? What,fo rancke? Ahgha, 
There's miichicte in this man; conſt thou ſay further ? 


Sur, I canmy Liedyge, 
Kin. Procced, | 
Sor. Bcing at Greenwich, | 


After your thighnefle had rexrou'd the Duke 


About Sit Hillam £ lumer. 


"(uanc, 


Kin, I remember of ſuch atime, being my ſworn fer- 
The Duke retein'd him his, Bur on: what hence? 
Ser, It (quoth he) [ tor this had beene commirted, 
As to the Tower, I thought; 1 would have plaid 
The Part my Father meant to act vpon 
Ti'V ſurper Richard, who being at Salzbrry, 
Made luit ro come in's prefence;which it gramed, 
(As he made temblance of his duty) would 
F ate put his knite into him, 
Kin. A Gyan T rayrocr. 
Crd. Now Midam,may his Highnes live in freedome, 
And this man out of Prilon. 
DLucen, God mend all, (tay? 
Kin, Ther's ſomthing more would out of thee; what 
Sur, After the Duke bs Father, with the knife 
He ſtrerch'd him ,ang with one band on his dagger, 
Another ſpread on s breaſt, mounting his eyes, | 
He did diſcharge a horrible Oath, whole tenor * 
\V as, were be ewll vs'd, he would ourgoe 
His Father, by as much as a performance 
Do's an irreſolute purpole. 
Kin, There 5 hisperiod, 
To ſheath his kmife ia vs; heis atrach'd, | 
Call him to prefenttryall: it he may 
Finde mercy in tHe Law, 'tis his; it none, | 
Let him nor feek't of vs: By day and vight 
Hee's Traytortoth' height, Exennt. 
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CACnd Tertia. | 


Fnter L. Chamberlaine and L. Sandys. 
L.Ch, 1s poſſible the ſpels of France ſhould ivupgle |) 
Men iro ſuch ſtrange myſtcries ? 
L. San. New cultomes, 
hough they be never fo ridiculous, 
(Nay let 'em be yumanly) yet are follow'd. 
L.Ch, As farre as I ſee,a!l the good our Engliſh 
Have got by the late Voyage, is but meerely 
A fit or two o'th' face, (but they are ſhrewd ones) 
For when they ho!d 'em,you would ſweare directly 
Their very noſes had been Councellovurs 
To Pepin or Clotharing they keepe State (o, 
L,. Sas, They haue all newlegs, 
And lame ones ;one would rake it, 
[hat neuer {ee 'em pace before, the Spauen 
A Spring-halt rain'd among 'cm. 
L. Ch. Death my Lord, 
Their cloathes are atter ſuch 2 Pigan cut too'r, 
That ſure ch'haue worre out Ch 1fteudome;how now? 
What newes, Sir Thomas Louel? | 
Enter Sir Thomas Lowel. 
Louel, Faith my Lord, 
I heare of none but the new Proclamation, 
That sclapt vypon the Court Gate, 


L. Cham. 


+ EL. Chim, What is'c tor? 
Los. The retormation of our travel'd Gallants, 
That hil the Court with quarcels, talke,and Taylors. 
L. Cham. I'm glad 'wus there; 
Now 1 would pray our Monheurs 
To thinke in Englith Courtier may be wile, | 
And ncuez lee the Lomnure, 
Low: I hey muſt ether 
(For fo run tlie Condifcions)leaue thoſe remnants 
Ot Foole and Featherthat they got in France, 
With all cheir hyuaourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunty; as Fights and Fire-workes, 
Abultng better men then they can be 
Out ot a torreigne wile done, renouncing cleane 
The taith chey have in Tennis and tall Stockings, 
Short bliſt:ed Breeches, and thoſe types of Trauell ; 
And vaderſtan4 again: like honeſt men, 
Or pack to their old Playfellowes; there, I rake it, 
They may (um Praulegio, wee away ; 
The lag end of their lewdneſſe, and be laugh'd at, 
L, $a. T15 time to giuc*em Phylicke, their diſeaſes 
Are growne (o catching. 
L. Cham What a lofſe our Ladies 
W1ll have of theſe trim vanities? 
Loxell, | marry, 
| There will be woc indeed Lords, the ye whorſons 
Haue got a ſpeeding tricke to lay downe Ladies, 
A French Song, and a Fiddle, ha's no Fellow. 
L, San. The Divell hddle 'erm, 
Tam glad they are going, 
For (ure there s no conuerting of 'em: now 
An honeſt Country Lord as | am, beaten 
Along time out of play, may bring his plaine ſopg, 
And haue an houre of hearing,and by't Lady 
Held currant Muſlcke too, 
L. Cham, Well laid Lord Sands, 
Your Colts tooth is not caſt yet? 
[..5an. No my Lord, 
Nor (hall not while I haue a tumpe, 
L, Cham. Sir Thomas, 
Whither were you 3 going? 
Lou. Tothe Cardinals; 
Your Lordſhip is a gueft too. 
L, Cham. O, tis true; 
| This night he makes a Supper,and a great one, 
To many Lords and Ladies ; there will be 
The Beauty of this Kingdome lle aſſure you, 
Lon, That Churchman 
Beares 2 bounteous minde indeed, 
A hand 8s fruitfull as the Land that feeds vs, 
His dewes fall euery wheie, 
L. Cham, No doubchece's Noble ; 
We lad 2 blacke mouth chat ſaid other of him, 
L. Say. He may my Lotd, X 
Ha's wherewi:haillinkim ; 
Sparing would thew a w oric ſinne, then ill DoArine, 
Men ot his way, ſhould be moſt hiberall, 
T hey are fer heere for examples, 
L. Cham, 1] rue, they arc lo; 
ur few now give 10 great ones: 
My Barge fiayes ; 
Your Lordſlip ſhall along : Come, good Sit Thomas, 
\WVe {hall be late lie, which I would nor be, 
For | was ſpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford 
This ntgbtto be Comprtrollers. 


L.Sas. 1 am your Lozdſhips, 


Exeunt, 
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| And {aue me lo much talking. 
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Scena Quarta. 
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Hobores, A ſmall Table under a State for the Cardmall, a 
longer T able for the Gueſts, Then Enter Anne Bullen , 
and diners other Ladies, Gentlemen as Gueſts 
at one 'Doore; at an other Doors enter 

Str Henry Guilford, 


S. Hen, Guilf. Ladyes, 
A generall welcome trom his Grace 
Salutes ye all; This Night he dedicates 
To faire content,and you: None heere he hopes | 
In all this Noble Beuy, has brought with her 
One care abroad ; hee would haue all as merry: 
As firſt, good Company, good wine, good welcome, 
Can make good people, 


Eu RT IE 


Enter L,Chamberlaine L, Sands and Lowek. 
O my Lord, y'are tardy ; | | 
The very thought of this faire Company, 
Clapt wings to me, 
Cham. Touare young Sir Harry Geilford. 
San, Sit Thomas Lowell, had the Cardinall 
But halte my Lay-thovghts in him, ſome of theſe 
Should finde a running Banket,ere they refted, 
| thipke would better pleaſe 'em: by my life, 
They are a ſweet ſociety of faire ones, 
Lon, Othat your Lordſhip were but now Confeflor, 
To one or two of thele. 
$ar, I would I were, 
They (hovld finde eafie pennance, 
Low, Faith how eaſte? 
San. Asealic as a downe bed would affoord ir. 
Cham, Sweei Ladies will it pleate you kit; Sir Harry 
Place you that fide, Ile rake the charge of this; 
His Grace is entring. Nay,you muſt not freeze, 
Two women plac'd together,makes cold weather: 
My Lord Sand;,you are one will keepe 'em waking, : 
Pray ht betweene theſe Ladies. YE Ws 
San, By my faith, A 
And thanke your Lordſhip : by your leave ſweet Ladies, 
It I chance to talke alittle wilde,torgiue me: 
I had it from my Father. 
An. Bul. \Nas he mad Sir ? 
San. O.very mad, exceeding mad,in loue too; 
But he would bite none, jult as I doe now, 
H- would ifle you T wenty with a breath, 
Cham, Well (aiq wy Lord: 
So now y'are fairely leated : Gntlemen, 
The penoance lyes on you; it thele faire Ladies 
Paſle away frowning. 
San. Formy little Cure, 
Let me alone. 


Hoboyes, Enter C ardinall Wo!ſey, andtaker by State. 
Card Y'are wel. ome my faire Gueſts;that noble Lady 
Or Gentleman that is not freely merry 
Is not my Friend. This to coofirme my welcome, 
Andto you all gaod health. 
Saw, Your | is Noble, 
Let me hauc ſuch a Bowle may hold my thankes, 


Card, My Lord Sawd;, 
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I am behotding to you : cheete your neighbours : 
Ladics youare not merry; Gentlemen, 
| Whoſe fault ischis? 
San, The red wine ficſt muſt riſe 
In their faire cheekes my Lord, 
| Talke vs to flence. | 
An.B.Yoware a merty Gamfter , 
My Lord Sards, 
San. Yes, if lmakertiy play: 
Heer's to your Ladiſhip, aud pledge it Madam: 
-For tis to ſuch athing. Tf 
An B, You! cannot ſhew me.” 
Drum and Trumpet, Chambers diſcharod. 
San, 1 told your Grace, they would talke 30h, 
Card. "What's that ? 
Cham. Locke out there,fome of ye, 
Card. What watlike voyce, 
And to whatend is this > Nay, Ladies, feare not 
By all che lawes of Watre y'arc priviledg'd. 


Enter a Sernart. 

(bam. How now,what is't? 

Serw, A nobletroupe of Strangers, 
For ſo they ſeeme; th'have left rheir Barge and landed, 
And hither make, as great Embaſſadors 
From forraigne Princes, 

Card. Good Lord Charaberlaine, 
Go,giue 'em welcome;you can ſpeake the French rongue 
And pray receive 'em Nobly, and conduQ 'em 
Into our preſente, where this heauen of beaury 
Shall ſh.ne ar full ypon them. Some atrend him- 

All riſe, and Tables remow'd. 

You haue now a broken Banket, bur wee'l mend it. 
A good digeſtion to you all; and once more 
I ſhowre a welcome on yee : welcome all. 


Hoboyes, Enter King and others as Markers, habited like 
Shepheards, wſher'd by the Lord Chamberlaine. They 
paſſe direltly before the Cardinall, and graceſnlly [4- 
lure bim. 

A noble Company : what are their pleaſures? 

Cham. Becauſe they ſpeak no Engliſb, thus they praid 

To tell your Grace : That having heard by fame 

Of this ſo Noble and ſo faire aflembly, 

This night to meet heere they covld doenolefſe, 

(Our of the great reſpe&rhey beare to beauty ) 

But leaue their Flockes,and vnder your faire Condut 

Craue lcaue co view theſe Ladies,and entreat 

An houre of Revels wich 'em. 

(ard. Say, Lord Chamberlaine, 

They haue done my poote houſe grace : 

For which | pay *ema thouſand thankes, 

And pray 'em take their pleaſures, 

Chooſe Ladies, King and An Bullen, 
Kin. The faireſt hand I cuer couch'di O Beauty, 

Till now I never knew thee. 

Aſuſtche, Dance. 
Card. My Lord. 

Cham, \ our Grace. 
Card, Pray tell *em thus mach from me: 
There ſhould be one amongſt 'em by his perſon 
More worthy this place then my ſelfe, ro whom 

(if 1 bit knew him) with my loue aud daty 

1 would ſurrenderit. Whiſper. 
Cham. 1 will my Lord. 

Card, What fay they ? 


| 


then wee ſhall have 'em, | 


| You hold a faire Aſſembly; you doe well Lord: 
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"I feare, with dancing is x little heated, 


— 


Cham. Such 2 one, they all confeſle 
There is indeed, whichthey would haue your Grace 
Find out, and he will cake it, 

Card. Letmeſcethen, 
By all your good leaves Gentlemen; beere Ile make 
My royall choyce. 

Kim, Ye haue found him Cardinall, 


You are a Churchmaa,or !letell you Cardinall, 
{ ſhould indge now vnhappily, 
Card. Tam glad 
Your Grace js growne fo pleaſant, 
Nm, My Lord Chamberlaine, 
Piethee come hither, what faire Ladie's that ? 
Com, An't plesfe your Grace, 
Sir Themas Builens Daughter,the Viſcount Rochford, 
One of het H1ghnefle women. 
Xin. By Heauen ſhe is a dainty one, Svycer heart, 
] were vnmannerly to take you our, © * 
And nor tokifle you, A health Gentlemen, 
Let it goe round, 
Card, Sir Thomas Lou:!,is the Banket ready * 
I th' Priy Chamber? | 
Low, Yes, my Lord, 
Card. Your Grace 


” 
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Km. I feire roo much. 

Card, There's freſher ayre my Lord, 
In the next Chamber. 

Kin, Lead in your Ladies ev'ry one : Sweet Partner, 
I muſt nor yer forfake you ; Let's be merry, 
Good my Lord Cardina!l : I haue halfe a dozen healths, 
To drinke to theſe faire Ladies,and a meaſure 
T9 lead '*em once againe,and then let's dreatie 
Who's beſt in fauour, Let the Muſicke knock it. 

Exexn with Trumpets. 


—  ————— - 
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Enter two Gentlemen at ſenerall Daores. 

1. Whether away ſo faſt? 

2. O, Godſaue ye: 

Eu'n to the Hall, to heare what (hall become 
Ot the great Dake of Buckingham. 

1. Ue ſauce you 
Thar labour Sir, All's now done but the Ceremony 
Ot bringing backethe Priſoner, 

2. Were you there? 

1. Yes indeed was 1, 

2. Pray fpeake what ha's happen'd, 

1. You may gueſle quickly hat 

2. Is he found guilty ? 

1. Yestruely is he, 

Ang condemn'd ypon't, 

2, 1 am ſorry fort, 

1. Soare a number more. 

2+ But pray how paſt ir? 

1. He cell you in alittle. The great Duke 
Came to the Bar; where, to his accuſations 
He pleaded ſtill not guilty, and alleadged 
Many ſharpe reaſons to defeatthe Law, 

The Kings Arrurney on the contrary, 
Vrg'd on the Examinations, proefes, confeſſions 
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Of divers witneſſes, which the Duke defir'd 


To tum brought vise voce to his face ; 

At which appear'd agailt him, his Surveyor 
$1c Gilbert Pecke his Chancellour,and /obn Car, 
Confeflor to lum, wich that Diuell Monke, 
Hopkins, that made this miſchiefe, 

2- That was hee 
That fed 11 with his Prophecies, 

1- Theſamwe, | 
All thele accus'd him flrongly, which be faine 
W ould haue flung trom hum; but indeed he couldnot; 
And fo his Peeres vpon this evidence, 

Haue found him guilty of high Treaſon. Mu.h * 
He ipoke,andlearnedly for life : Bur all 
Was either pitried in him, or forgoctey, 

2- After allthis, how did he beare himſelfe ? 

1. When he was brought agen to th' Bar, toheare 

His Knell ruag out, his ludgemenc, he was ftir'd 
With ſuch an Agony,he ſweat extreamly, 
And ſomthing ſpoke in choller, ill, and haſty; 
But he fcil to him(ſelfe againe; and ſweetly, 
In all the reſt ſhew'd amoſt Noble patience, 

2. I doenor thinke he feares death, 

1. Sure he does not, 

He neuer was ſo womaaiſh, the cauſe 
He may alncle grieue at, 

23. Certainly, | 
The Cardina!l 1s the end of this, | 
$1 1. Tis likely, 

By all coniectures : Firſt Ki/dares Attendute; 
Thea Deputy of Ireland, who remou d 

Earle Swrrey,was ſent thither, and in haſt too, 
Leaſt he ſhould helpe his Father. 

2, That tricke of State 
Was a deepe envious one, 
| 'rt. Athisrecuroc, 

No doubt he will requite it; this 1s noted 
(And generally) who cuer the King fauours, 
The Cardnall inſtantly will inde iwployment, 
And farte evough from Court too, 
z:. Alithe Commons . 
Hue him pernictouſly,a1l o' my Confcience 
Wiſh him ten'faddoin deepe: This Duke as wuch 
They loue and doate on: call him bounteous Buckmgham, 
The Mirrot of all courtctic. 


— 


Enter Buckingham from his Arraignment, Tipftanes before 
bin the Axe with the edge towards hrm, Halberds on each 
fide, accompanied with Sir Thomas Lowell, Ser Nicholas 
Vaur, Sir Walter Sands, and common people,>c. 


T7. Stay tnere Sir, 
And ſee the noble ruin'd man you ſpeake of. 
2. Let's and cloſe 2nd behold him, 
Buck Ali good people, 
| You tha: thus farre have come to pitty me; 
Heare what fay,and then goe home and loſe me, 
I have tiiis day re ceiu'd a Traitors indgement, 
And by that name muſt dye; yer Heanen beare witnes, 
And if 1 have a Conſcience, let it kncke me, 
Fucn as the Axe zalls, if 1 be not faichfull. 
| The Law I beare no mallice for my death, 
Thas done vponthe premiſes, bur Iuſtice: 
Burt thoſe that ſought it, I could wiſh more Chriſtians: 
(Be what they will) T heartily forgiue*'em; 
Yet let 'em looke they glory notin miſchiefe; 


— 
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| And muſt needs ſay a Noble one; which makes me 
| Aliccle happier then ny wretched Father : 
| Yet thus tarre we are one in Fortunes;both 


Nor build their evils on the graues of great men ; 
For then, my guiltleſſe blood muſt cry againſt 'e, 
For furtherlite in this world I ne're hope, 
Nor will Ifue,although the King baue mercies 
More then I date make faults. 
You few that lou'd me, 
And dare be bold to weepe:for Buckingham, 
His Noble Friends and Fellowes; whom to leaue 
Is only ditrer to him, only dyiog : 
Goe with me like good Angels tomy end, 
And as the long divorce of Stecle fals on me, 
Make of your Prayers one ſweet Sacrifice, 
And lift my Soule to Heaven. 
Lead on a Gods name, 
Loxell. 1 doe beleech your Grace, for chaxity 
If cuer any malice in your heart 
Were hid agaiaft me, now to forgiue me frankly. 
Buck, Sir Thomas Loxel, | as tree forgiue you 
As ] would be forgiven : I forgive all, 
Tnece cannot be thoſe numberleſle offences 
Gaintt me, that I cannot take peace with: | 
No blacke Enuy ſhall make my Grave, 
Commend mee to his Grace : 
And if he {peake of Buckmgham ; pray tell him, 
You met him halfe in Heauen: my vowes and prayers 
Yet are the Kings; and till my Soule forſake, 
Shall cry for bleſſings on him. May he live 
Longer theo I have time to tell his yeares; 
Euer belou'd and louing, may his Rule be; 
And when old Time ſhall lead him to his end, 
Goodaefle and he,fill vp one Monument, 


Low. Toth' water [ide I muft conduct your Grace; | 


Then give my Charge vp to Sir Nicbelas Vawx, 
Who vadertakes you to yout end, 
Vanx. Prepacethere, 

The Duke is comming : Sce the Barge be ready; 
And fic it with ſuch furniture as ſuites 

The Greatneſle of his Perſon, 

Buck, Nay, Sir Nicholas, 

Let it alone; my State now will but mocke me, 
When I came hither, 1 was Lord High Conſtable, | 
And Duke of Buckingham : now,poore Edward Bokun; | 
Yer amricher then my baſe Accuſers, 

That neuer knew what T ruth mcant : I now fealeit; 
And with that bloud will make 'em one day groane for't, 
My noble Father Henry of Backingham, 

Who fiſt rais'd head againſt Vſurping Rickard, 

Flying for ſuccour to his Seruart Banter, 

Being difireſt; was by that wretch berraid, 

Ard without Tryall, fell; Gods peace be with him, 
Henry the Seanenih ſucceeding, truly pittying 

My Fathers loſe; like a moft Royall Prince 

Reftor'd me ro my Honours : and out of ruines 

Made my Name once more Noble, Now his Sonne, 
Heury the Eight, Life, Honour,Name and all 

That mace me happy; at one ftroake ha's taken 
For cuer from the World. I had my Tryall, 


Fell by our Seruants, by choſe Men we lou'd moRt : 
A molt yanaturall and fauthleſle Seruice. 

Heauen ha's an end jo all ; yer, you that heare me, 
This from a dying man recezue as certaine : 

Where you are liberal] of your loucs and Councels, 


Be lure you be noc looſe; tor thoſe you make friends, 


And | 
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And giue your hearts to; when they once perceive 
The leaft rub in your tortunes, fall away 
L'ke water trom ye, never tound againe 
But where they meane to finke ye: all good people 
Pray for me, I muſt now forizke ye;the laſt houre 
Ot my long weary life is come vpon me: 
Farewell; and when you would tay ſomthing that is fad, 
Speake bowl tel!. 
I haue done;and God forgive me. 
Exennt Duke and Traine, 

1. O,this is full of pirty; Sir,it cals 
I feare,too many curſes on their heads 
That were the Authors. 

2. lt the Duke be guilcleſſe, 

'Tis full of woe: yer | can giue you inckling 
Ofan enſuing euill, if ir tall, 
Greater then this. 

1. Good Angels keepe it from vs; 

What may it be? you doe not doubt my faith Sir? 
2+ This Secret is ſo weighty, twill require 

A firong faith co concealc ir, 
1: Letrmehaveit: 

I doe not talke much. 

2. 1 am confident; ? | 
You ſhall Sir: Did you not of late dayes heare 
A buzzing of a Separation 
Berweene the King and Katherine ? 

1. Yes,but it held not; 

For when the King once heard ir,out of anger 
He ſent command tothe Lord Mayor ſtraight 
To flop the rumor;and allay thole tongues 
Thar durſt diſperſe it, 

2+ Butthat (lander Sir, 

Is found a truth now: for it growes agen 

Freſher then e'ce it was; and held for certaine 
The King will venture at it. Either the Cardinall, 
Or ſome about him neere, haue our of malice 

To the good Queene, poſleſt him with a icruple 
That will vadoe her: To confirme this too, 
Cardinal! Campeius is arriu'd, and lately, 

As all thinke for this bukoes, 

1. Tis the Cardinall; 

And meerely to reuenge him on the Emperour, 
For not beſtowing on him ar his asking, 


| The Archbiſhopricke of Toledo,this is purpov'd, 


2. Ithinke 
You haue hit the marke z bur is't not cruel, 
That ſhe ſhould feele the ſmart of this : the Cardinall 
Will have his will, and ſhe muſt tall. 
1. 'Tis wofall. 
Wee are too open heere to argue this : 
Ler's thinke in priuate more. Exennt. 
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 Scena Secunda. 
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Emer Lord Chamberlaine, reading thus Letter, 


Y Lord, the Horſes your Lordſhip ſent for, with all the 
care Þ had, I ſaw well choſen, riddew, ard furniſh a. 
They were young and handſeme, and of the beſt breed m the 
North. When they were ready to ſet ont for London, 4 man 
of my Lord Cardinalis b» Commiſſion, and mane poxer tocke 
em from me, with thus reaſon: hu maiſter would bee ſern abt 


Fi 
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Ha's crept too neere his Conſcience. 
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fore a Subieft,if not before the King, which ftop” d our mouthes 
Sir, 

I feare he will indeede ; well, let him haue them; hee 
will haue all I thinke. 


Enter to the Lord ( bamberlaine, the Dakes of Nor- 
folke and Stffolke, 

Norf. Well met my Lord Chamberlaine, 

Cham. Good Cay to both your Graces, 
Saf. How is the King imployd ? 

Cham. 1 lett him priuate, 

Full of (ad chovghts and troubles, 

Norf. What's the cauſe ? 
Chas, It ſeemes the Marriage with his Brothers Wife 


Suff. No, his Conſcience 
Ha's crept too neere another Ladje: 
Norf. Tis lo; 
This is the Cardinals doing : The King-Cardinall, 
That blinde Prieſt, ike the eldeſt Sonne of Fortune, 
Turnes what helift, The King will know bim one day. 
Suff. Pray God he doe, 
Hee never know himſelfe elſe. | 
Norf. How holtly he workes In all his bufineſle, 
And with what zeale? For now he has crackt the Leagne 
Berweea vs & the Emperor (the Queens great Nephew) 
He Giues into the Kings Soule, and there ſcatters 
D angers,doubts, wringing of the Conſcience, 
Feares, and deſpaires, and all theſe for his Marriage, 
And out of all theſe,to re(tore the King, 
He counſels a Divorce, a lofle of her 
That like a Jewell, ha's hung twemty yeares 
About his necke, yet never loſt her luſtre; 
Ot her that loues him with that excellence, 
That Aagels love good men with : Even of her, 
That when the greateſt Nroake of Fortune falls 
Wil blefethe King : and is not this courſe pious ? 
Cham, Heauen keep me from ſuch councel:tis meft true 
Theſe newes are evety where. every tongue ſpeaks'em, 
And euery true heart weepes fort. All that da re 
Looke into theie affaires, {ce this maine end, 
The French Kings Sifter, Heauen will one day open 
The Kings eyes,thac ſo long haue ſlept vpon 
This bold bad man, 
Suff. And free vs from his ſlavery, 
Norf. We had need pray, 
And heartily, tor our deliverance; 
Orthis imperious man will worke vs all 
From Princes into Pages: all mens honours 
Lie itke one lumpe betore vim,to be faſhion'd 
Inco what pitch he pleaſe. 
Suf, For me,my Lords, 
I loue him not,nor feare him, there's my Creede: 
As I am made without him, ſo Ile ſtand, 
If the King pleaſe : his Curſes and his bleſſings 
Touch me alike: th*are breath I not beleeve in, 
| knew him,and | know him: fo | leave him 
To him that made him proud - the Pope, | 
Norf. Let's in 
And with ſome other buſines,pur the King 
Fr« 1n cheſe fad thoughts, that work too much vpon him: 
My Ld, youle beare vs company? 
Chem. Excuſe me, 
T!.e King ha's ſerit me otherwhere : Beſides 
Y ou'l fnde amoſt vofit time to diſturbe hims 
Health to your Lorditups., 
| y Nor. 
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| Norfolke, Thankes my good Lord Chambertarne. 

Exit Lord Chamber/ame, and the Kmg drawes the Curtaine 
* and /its reading penſinely. 

Suff, How ſad telookes; lure he is much afflicted. 

Kin. Who sthere? Ha? 

Norff, Pray God he be not angry. 


Ince my priuate Mcditations ? 
Whoam I? Ha? 
Norff., A gracious King, that pardons all offences 
Malice ne'ce ment : Our breach of Dwy this way, 
Is bulineſle of Etate; in which, we come 
To know your Royall pleaſure, 
Kin, \e are too bold : 
Go too; ile make ye know your times of buſineſle : 
Is this an howre for teniporall affaires ? Ha ? 
; Enter Wolſey and Campers with a ( ommrſſion. 
Who's there? my good Lord Cardinall? O my wolſey, 
The quiet of my wounded Conſcience ; 
Thou att a cure fit for a King; you'r welcome 
Moſt learned Reverend Sir,ioto our Kingdome, 
Vie vs,and it: My good Lord, haue great care, 
I be not found a T alker. 
Wol. Sir, you cannot; 
I would your Grace would giue vs but an houre 
Of priuate conference. 
Kin. \Weare buhicz goc, 
Naorf. This Prie(t ha's no pride ia him? 
Saff. Not to ſpcake of ; 
I would noc be {o ſicke though for his place: 
But this cannot continue, 
Norff. It it doe, Ile venture one; haue at him. 
SufF. 1 another. 
Exeunt Norfolke and $1fſotke. 
Wol. Your Grace ha's ginen a Preſent of wiſedome 
Aboue all Princes,in committing freely 
Your ſcruple to the voyce of Chriſtendome : 
Who can be angry now? What Enuy reach you ? 
The Spaniard tide by blood and fauour to her, 
Mult now confeſle, if they haue any goodneſle, 
The Tryall,iuſt and Noble. All the Clerkes, 
(1 meane the learned ones in Chriſtian Kingdomes) 
Haue their free voyces. Rome (the Nurle of Judgement) | 
Inuiced by your Noble lelte,hath ferit 
One generall Tongue vnto ys, This good man, 
Thus wht avd learned Prieſt, Cardnall Camperma, | 
Whom once more, I preſent vnto your Highneſle, 
Kin. And once more in mine armes I bid him welcome, 
And chanke the holy Conclaue for their loves, 
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(ſclues : 
| Km, Who's therel lay? How dare you thruſt your | 


| 
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They haue ſent me ſuch a Man, I would have wiſh'd for, 
Cam.Your Grace mutt needs deſerve all trangers loues, 

You ate lo Noble; To your Highneſle hand 

I render my Commiſſiou;z by whole vertue, 

The Court of i\ome commending. You my Lord 

Cardinall ot Terke, are toyn'd with me their Seruant, 

In the vnparcial] 1udging of this Buſineſſe, (red 

Km. Twocquall men ; The Queene ſhall be acquain- 
Forthwith tor what you come. Where's Gardmer? 


Wel. 1 know your Maieſty,ba's alwayes lou'd her 
So Heare 1 heart, not co deny her that 
A Woman of leiTe Place might aske by Law; 
Scho'lers ailow'd treely to argue tor hers 

Kim, 1, and the beſt ſhe ſhall have ; and my fauour 


To him that does beſt, God foibid els: Cardinall, 
| Prethee call Gardiner to me,my new Secretary, 


Emer Gardiner. 
Wol, Giue me your hand: much ioy & fauour toyou; 
You are the Kings now, 
Gard. Burt to be commanded 
For cuer by your Grace, whoſe hand ha's rais'd me, 
Km. Come hither Gardiner. 
Walkes and whiſpers, 
Camp. My Lord of Torks, was not one Door Face 
Inthis mans place before him? 
Wol. Yes,he was. | 
Camp. Was he not held a learned man ? 
Wol. Yes ſurely, 
Camp. Belecue me,there's an ill opinion ſpread then, 
Even of your ſelfe Lord Cardinall. 
Mol, How? of me? 
Camp They will not ſticke to ſay, you enuide him; 
And fearing he would riſe ( he was ſo vertuous ) 
Kept him aforraigne wanfſtill, which ſo greeu'd bim, 
That he ran mad, and dide, 
Wol, Heau'ns peace be with him: 
That's Chriſtian care enough for living Murmurers, 
There's places of rebuke, He was a Foole; 
For he would needs be vertuous. That good Fellow, 
If [ command him followes my appointment, 
] will have none ſo neere cls. Learne this Brother, 
We liue not to be grip'd by meaner perſons. 
Kin, Deliver this with modefiy roth' Queene, 
Exit Gardiner. 
The moſt convenient place, tharT canthinke of 
For (uch receipt of Learning, is Black-Fryers : 
There ye (hall meece about this waighty bufines. 
My Wolſey , ſee it furniſh'd, O my Lord, 
Would it not gricue an able man to leaue 
So {weet a Bedtellow? Bur Conſcience, Conſcience; 
O *tis a tevder place, and I muſt leave her, Exewnt, 


—_——— I _ ns. a 


Scena T ertia. 


-— — 
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Enter Anne Bullen, and an old Lady. 


An. Not for that neither;here's the pang that pinches. 
His Highneſſe, baving liu'd ſo long with her, and ſhe 
So good a Lady, that no Tongue could ever 
Pronounce diſhonour of her ; by my lite , 

She veuer knew harme-doing : Oh,now after 
So many courſes of the Sunenthroaned, 

Scull growing ina Maicſty and pompe,the which 
Toleaue, a thouſand fold more bitter, rhen 

'Tis ſweer at firſt Cacquire. After this Proceſle. 
To giue her the auaunt,it is a pitty 

Would moue a Monſter. 

O!d La. Hearts of moſt hard temper 
Melt and lament for her, 

An. Oh Gods will, much better 
Shene're had knowne pope; though't be temporal, 
Yet if that quarrell. Fortune, do diuorce 
Ic from the bearer, 'tis a ſufferance, panging 
As ſoule and bodies (cuering. 

O/dL. Alas poore Lady, 

Shee's a ſtranger now againe. 

An. So mach the more 
Mutt pitry drop vpon her; verily 
I ſwearetis better to be Jowly borne, 


And 


——— 
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And range with humble lwers in in Content, 
Then to be perk'd vpina glitring gricte, 
An4 weare a golden {orrow. 
Old L. Our content 
Is our beſt having, 
Anne. By my troth, and Maidenhead, 
| would net be a Queene, 
Old. L. Beſhrew me, I wonld, 
And venture Maidenhead for't,and io would you 
For all this ipice of your Hipocrife: 
Y ou that haue {o laice parts of Woiwan on you, 
Haue (t00) a Womans l1cart, whict\ euer yer 
Aﬀe&ed En inence, Wea'th,Sourraignty; 
Which, to ſay ſooth,are Bicthngs; and which guitts 
(Sauing your mincing) the capacity 
Of your tott Chiuerell Conicience, would receiue , 
If you might pleaſe to ftretch ic, 
Anne. Nay, good troth. 
Old L, Yes troth, & troth;you would not be a Queen? 
Arne. No. not tor ail the riches vader Heaven. 
Old.L.T is ftrangeza threepence bow'd would hire me 
Old as I am, to Queene it : but I pray you, 
\V hat thinke you of a Dutchefle ? Haue you licabs 
To beare that load of Title? 
No in truth, 
Old. L. Thenyou are weakly made;plucke off a little, 
I would not be a young Count in your way, 
For more then bluſhing comes to: 1t your backe 
Cannot vouchſate this burthen, tis too weake 
Euer to get a Boy, 
An. How youdoe talke 
I ſweare againe, I would nas ihe a Queene, 
For all the world: 
Old. L. 1n faith, for hitele England 
You'ld venture an emballing : t my lelte 
W ould for Carnaruan/bire, although there long'd 
No more to th' Ciowne but that : Lo, who comes here ? 


Enter Lord (hamberlaine, (know 

L.Cham. Good morcow Ladies; what wer't worth to 
The ſecret of your conterence? 

An. My g-0d Lord, 

Not your demand; it values not your asking : 
Our Miſtris Sorrowes we were pittying, 

Cham, Ic was a gentle buftinefle, and becomming 
The action of good women, there is hope 
All will be well, 

An. Now I pray God, Amen. 

Cham, Y ou beare a gentle minde,& heav'nly blefſings 
Follow ſuch Creatures. T hat you may, faire Lady 
Percciue I [peake fincerely, and high: notes 
Tane of your many vertues; the Kings Maicfty 
Commends his good opinion of you,to you; and 
Doe's purpoſe honour to you no Ic{ſe flowing, 
Then Marchioneſfle of Pembrooke; to which Title 
A Thouſand pound 3 yeare, Annuall tuppore, 
Our of his Grace, ke addes, 

An, ] doe not know 
What kinde of my obedience,I ſhould render; 
More then my All,is Nothing : Nor my Prayers 
Are not words duely hallowed; nor my Wiſhes 
More worth,thenea.pty vanities : yet Prayers & Wiſhes 
Are all Ican r-turne. 'Beleech your Lordſhip, 
Vouchſafeto ſpeake my thankes,and my obedience, 

As froma bluſh ng Handmaid, to his Highneſle; 
| Whoſe health and Royalty I pray for. 


| 
| 


Cham. I ady ; 
I ſhall nor faile CVapproue the faire conceic | 
The King hath of you, I haveperus d her well, 
Beauty and Honour in her are lomingled, 
That they have caught the King ; and who knowes yet 
But from this Lady,may proceed a lemme, 
To lightenallthis le. i'le to the King, 
Aud tay I ſpoke with you. 
Exit Lard Chamberluime. 
An. My honour d Lord, 
Ola. L. Why this it1s : See, ſee, 
] haue beene begging fhxtcene yeares in Court 
(Am yet a Courtier beg ggetly) nor could 
Come pat berwixt too c3rly, and too late 
For any uit of pounds: and you, (ob fate) 
A very freſh Fiſh hece; fye,fye,fye ypon 
This compeP'd fortune; have your mouth fild vp, 
Before you Open ic, 
An. This is (trange to me. 
O/4 L. How cofts it? [Sit bitter? Forty pence,no; 
There was a L ady once (14 a) old Story) 
That would not be a Queeny, that would ſhe not 
Far a!l the mud in teypt; have you heard ut? 
Ar, Come you are I iy WE 
O/!,L, With your Thzame,l] could 
Ore-inovat the Latke: The Marchionefie of F embrooke? 
A thouſand pounds a yeare, for purereſpect ? 
No other obl+oation ? by my Life, 
Thar promiles mo thouſands: PHATDIN ttaine 
Is! longer then his fore-skirt; by this time 
| know your backe will beare a Durtchefle, Say, 
Are you not ronger then you were? 
An, Good Lady, 
Make your felfe miith with your particular fancy, 
And leaue ae out on'te, Would | had no being 
If this falute my blood a tot; it faints me 
Tothinke what followes. 
The Queene is comfortlefſe, and wee forgetfull 
In our long abſence: pray doe not deluwer, 
What heere y have heard to her, 
Old 1. Whar doe you thinke me 


E xeunt. 
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Scena Mags 
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Trumpets Sernet, and Cornets. 

Enter two Fergers, wth fot filner wands; next them two 
Seribes m the habue of Dolters: after them, the Biſpop of 
Canterbury alone; after him, the Biſhops of L incotne, & ty, 
Rocheſter, and $, Aſaph : Next them, with ſome ſmall 
diſt ance, followes a Gentleman brarmg the Purſe, with the 
great Seale, and a Cardmals Hat : Then two Prieſts bea- 
rmg each a Siler Croſſe : Then a Gentleman Ver bare-| 
headed accompanyed with a Sergeant at Armes, bearing 4 
Sulwer Mace : Then two Gentlemen bearing two preat 
Seluer Pillers ; After them, ſrde by ſide, the two Cardmats, 
two Noblemen,with the \word and Mace, The King takes 
place trder the Cloth of State. The two Cardmalls it 
wnder hmm as Indnes, The Oucene takes place ſome &. 
Hance from the King. The Biſhops place themſelues on 
each ſide the Court mm manner of a Conſhiſtory: Below they 
the Screber . The Lords fit next the Biſhops. The reſt ef the 

Attendants ſtand in connenient order about the Stage, 


| 


| 
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Car, Whil't our Commiſſion trom Rome is read,' 
Let Glence be commanded. 
King. Whar's the need? 
[t bath already publiquely bene read, 
And on all tides th Authority allow'd, 
You may then ſpate that time. 
Car. Bee't to,proceed, 
Scri. Say, Henry K, of England, come into the Court, 
Crier. Henry King ot England.&c, 
Kmg, Heere. 
Scribe. Say, Katherine Queene of England, 
Come into rhe Court, 
Crier. Katherme (Queene of England, &c. 
The O ucene makes no anſwer, riſes ont of her (haire, 
goes about the Court, comer tothe K mg yang kneeles as 
bu Feete, T hen ſpeakers. 
Sir, I defire you do me Right and Tuſtice, 
And to beſtow your pitty on me; for 
I am a moſt poore Woman, and a Stranger, 
Borne out of your Dominions : having heere 
No Iudge indifterent, nor no more aſſurance 
Ofequall Friendſhip and Proceeding. Alas Sir : 
In what have I offended you ? What caule 
Hath my behaumour giuen to yorr difpleature, 
That thus you ſhould proceede 7o put me off, 
And take your good Grace from me ? Heauen witneſſe, 
I hauc beneto you, a true and humble Wife, 
At all times to your will conformable ; 
Ever in feare to kindle your D:(tke, 
Yea,ſubje@ ro your Countenance: Glad, or ſorry, 
As I faw it inclin'd 2 When was the houre 
I euer contradicted your Dekire ? 
Or made it not mine t00 ? Ot which of your Friends 
Have I nor ftroue to loue, although I knew 
He were mine Enemy ? What Friend of mine, 
That had to him deriu'd your Anger,did 1 
Continue in my Liking? Nay, gaue notice 
He was from thence di{charg'd 7 Sir, call to minde, 
That 1 have beene your Wife, in this Obedience, 
Vpward of ewenty yeares, and hane bene bleſt 
Witch many Children by you, It in the coutle 
And procelle of this time, you can report, 
And prouc it too, againit mine Honor, aught ; 
My bond to Wedlocke, or my Loue and Dune 
Againſt your Sacred Perſon; in Gods name 
Turne me away : and let the fowl'ſt Contempt 
Shut doore ypon me, and {o give me vp 
To the ſharp'ſt kinde of Juſtice. Pleaſe you, Sir, 
The Kivg your Father, was reputed for 
A Prince molt Prudent ; of an excellent 
And vnmatch'd Wir, and Indgement. Ferdinand 
My Father, King of Spaine, was reckon'd one 
The wileit Prince, that there had re:gn'd, by many 
A pyeare betore. It15 not to be Eueſt;on's, 
That thicy had £ather'd'a wile Councell tro them 
Of every Reaime, that did debate this Buſinefle, 
Whodeem'd our Marriage lawful. Wheretore I humbly 
Beſcech you Sir, to ſpare me, till ] may | 
Be by my Friends in Spaine,aduis'd o whoſe Counſaile 
| will implore. Itnot,''th'name of God 
Your ple 1{ore be tulhiPd, 
IWol. Y ou have heere Lady, 
(And of your choice) thele Reverend Fathers, men 
Of fngular Integrity ,and Learning ; 
Yea, the elect o*th'Land, who are aſſembled 
To plcade vour Caule, It ſhall be therefore bootlefle, 


— 
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| Where Powres are your Retainers, and your words 
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Thar longer you defire che Court, as well 
For your owne quier,as to reQtific 
What is ynſetled in the King. 
Camp. Hiv Grace 
Heath ſpoken well, and iuftly : Therefore Madam, 
It's fit this Royall Sefſion do proceed, 
And that (without delay )their Arguments 
Be now produc'd, and heard. 
©». Lord Cardinall, ro you ſpeake. 
ivol, Your pleaſure, Madam, 
£#, Sir, I amabont to weepe ; but thinking that 
Weare a Queene (or loag haue dream'd ſo) certaine 
The daughter of a King, my drops of teares, 
Ile turne to ſprkes of fire, 
Wol, Be patient yer. 
©». I will, when you are humble ; Nay before, 
Or God will punith me. I do beleeue 
(Induc'tl by porent Circumſtances) that 
You are mire Enemy, and make tmy Challenge, 
You ſhall not be my Judge, Foritis you 
Haue blownethis Coale, berw:ixt my Lord,and me ; 
(Which Gods dew quench) therefore, ſay againe, 
l vi1terly abhorre ; yea, from my Soule 
Retule you for my |udge, whom yet once more 
| hold my moſt malicious Foe, and thinke nor 
At all a Friend to truth, 
Wol. ] do profeſle 
You ſpeake nor hike your ſelfe : who ever yer 
Haue (topd to Charity, and diſplayd tWeftects 
Of diſpoftion gentle, and of wiſedome, 
Ore-ropping womans powre, Madam,you do me wrong 
I have no Spleene agajaſt you, nor iniuſtice ; 
For you,or any : how farre I have proceeded, 
Or how farre turther (Shall) is warranted 
By 2 Commiſlion from the Conhſtorie, 
Yea,the whole Conlitorie of Rome, You charge me, 
Thar I have blowne this Coale : I do deny it, 
The King is preſent : If it be knowne to him, 
That I gainfay my Deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily my Falſehood, yea,as much 
As you haue done my Truth, Ithe know 
That I am free of your Report, he knowes 
] am not of your wrong, Therefore in him 
Itlies to cure me, and the Cure is to 
Remove theſe Thoughts from you, The which before 
His Highneſſe ſhall ipeake in, I do beſeech 
You(gracious Madam) to vnthinke your ſpeaking, 
And to ſay ſo no more. 
Dneen, My Lord, my Lord, 
[ am a ſimple woman, much too weake 
T*'oppoie your cunning. Y'are meek, & humble-mouth'd 
You ſigne your Place, and Calling, in full ſeeming, 
With Meekeneffe and Humilitie : but your Heart 
Is cramm'd with Arrogancie, Spleenc,and Pride, 
You haue by Fortune, 8nd his Highneſle fauors, 
Gone ſlightly o're lowe ſteppes,and now are mounted 


(Domettickes to you) ſerue your will, as'c pleaſe | 

Your ſelfe pronounce their Office. I muſt tell you, 

You tender _—_— perſons Honor, then 

Your high profeſſhon Spirituall. That agen 

I do refule you for my Iudge, and heere 

Before you all, Appeale vnto the Pope, 

To bring my whole Cauſe 'fore his Holinefle, 

Andto be judg'd by him, ; 
She Cmrtſies to the King , and rffers to depart .® 

Camp. 


In 


_— 
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Camp. The Queene i is obftinate, The bolome of my Codlaedd, enter'd ine; 
Stubborne to lultice, apt to accule it,and Yea, with a ſpitting power ,and made to tremble 
D.{Jainfullro be tride by't; tis not well, The region ot my Breaſt, which torc'd tuch way, 
Shee's going away. | That n:any maz'd contiderings, did throvg 

Kin.- Call her againe, | Andpreftin with this Caution, Fuft,me thought 

Crier. ages <Q of England,come into the Court, | I Rood not in the {mile of Heauen, who had 

Gent, U/h. Madam you are calgbacke.  Commanded Nwawre, that my | 3<1es wombe 

Une. Wi tat need you note itFpray you keep your Way, | ltitconcemw'd a male-6h11d by mie, fhould 
VV hen you are cald cerurne. Now tie Lord helpe, | Doe no more Ofhces of lite 1090's; then 

hey Vexe me pall my patience, pray voupalle onz ! The Grave Cocstoth dead; For her Male Iffue, 
| will not tarry: no, nor ever more Oc di de where they were made, ot ſhortly atrer ; 
Vpon this buaneſte my 2PPCaratice make, { This woild had ayr'd them, T4 c l trooke a thoug! r, 
In aty of heir Courts. | I tis was 2 lodgement on ine jth: i my k1wgdome 

Exit urene, andner Attendants, | {Weil worthy 4 ie belt Heyre 0'th ny orld) ſhould not 
Kin. Goc thy wayes Kate, [1 Be giz idided in't! ay me, I ben tollowes,that | 

Tha: man i'ti' w 011d, who {hall report he ha's | wergh'd the danger which my Realmes ſtood in 
A better W fe, let him in naught be truitcd, | By this my 1tues tale, and that gave to me 
For {peaking talle in that; tnou art alone | Many agroaning throw : thus bulling in 
(If thy rare Qualicies, tweet gentlent le, The wild Sea of my Con\cience,l did tteere 
Thy ineekne{l2 Saiot-!; ke, V\ ite-11; xe Gonernment, | Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 
Obeying in commandiz Nga ty parts |e Now prelent !; ecretogerher: that's to lay, 
Souer21gne 4! nd of ous el $.,COU! id Ipeake THNec _ | meant co rectific my Conſcience, which 
The Queene of eart:2]! Ain 1es : Shee's Noble borne; | | rhen did feele full hcke,and yernot well, 
And like her true Nob lity,ſhe ha' ; By all che Revierend Farkers of che Land, 
Carried her (cite rowards inc, | And DoQtors leatn'd. F:cit I began inpriuate, 

wol. Molt gracious Sir, With you my Lord of Lmnco/ne; you remember 


In humbleſt manner I require your Highnes, How vnder my oppreflion 1 did reeke 
Thar it ſhall pleale you to declare in hearing | When l ti: {t 2,0u'd you, 

Of all rhele eares(for where lam rob'd and bound, | B. Lin, Very well my Liedpe, 

There mult ] be valoos 4, alchovgh nor there | Km, 1 nane ipoke long, be plea&d your ſelfe ro ſay 
At once,and fully ſarisfide) whether ever I | How farre you latisfide = 


Did broach this buſines to your Highnes,or Lin. So pleale your Highnes, 

Laid any {cruple in your way whi h might The queſtion 614 ar firft ſo [tag ger me, 
'nduce youto the queſtion on't:or euer Bearing a State of mighty moment in', | 
Have to you, but with thankes to God for ſuch And conſe: que! \ceofdiead, that I committed 

A Royal Lady, {(pake one, the lea(t word that might The daring(t Counſaile which I bad to doube, 

Beto the preiudice of her preicar State, And did eatreate your Highnes co this courte, 

Or rouch of þer good Perton ? Which you arc runnivg heere. 
Kin. My Lord CardGinall, Kim. Iihen mou'd you, 

I doc exculc VOU 3 yea, YPON mine Honour, | My Lord of Canterbury and g0t your leaue 

[ free you from't : {ou are not to be caught | To make this preſent Summons vuſolicited, 

That you haue many enemies,that know not \ 1 left no Reverend Perſon in this Court; 


zarke when their fellowes doe. By ſome of thele Vnder your hands and Seales; therefore goe on, 


| 

W hy hey are fo; but like to Village Curres, Burt by particular conſent proceeded 

The Queene is put in anger; y*are excus'd: | For no diſlike 1'th* world 29ainſt the perion 
| 


But will you be moreiullifi'de? You ever Ofche good Queene ; but the {harpe thorny points - 
Haue wilh'd the (leeping of this bulines,neuer defir's * | Of my alleadged reaſons, drives this forward : 
Tero be ftir'd; bur oft haue hindred, oft Proue but our Marriage lawfull, by my Lite 
The paſſages made toward it; on my Honour, And Rngly Diomey we are conterited 
I ſpeake my 900d Lord Carduaail, to this point; ha weare our tnortall State to come, with her, 
And thus tarre cleare 1im, (XK 4therrne vur Q1eene) before the primeſi Creature 
Now, what mou'd me too'r, That's Parragon'd o'th* World 
I will be þold with time and your at;eation : (to0':; Camp. So plea! - your Highnes, | 
Then marke tiinducement. Thus it came; giue heede | The Que*ne being abſent, 'U1$ a needfull fitneſle, 
My Conſcience hiſt ceceiu'(! a tendernes, | That we at 11ourne this Court till further day; 
cruple,and pricke,on certaine Speeches veter'd Mecane white, m11tt be an carne(t morton 
3y t<h'Biſhop of Bayon,then French Embaſſador, Macleto>tine Queene to call backe her Appeal* 
Who had beene hither {ear onthe detating | She intends vnco his Holinefle, 
| And Marriage 'twixt + the Duke of Orleance,and Km, 1 may percemue 
| Our Daughter . :1'P:ogrefle of this buſines, Theſe Cardinals trifle with me : I abborre | 
| "+ bp anos erc{olution, hee : This dilatory floch, and trickes of Rome, 
(I meane the Bilbop, ) did require areſpite, My learn'd and welbeloucd Seruant Crarmer, 
W herein he might the King tus Lard advertiſe, Prechee rorurne, with thy approch: 1 krow, 
| Whether our Da 1phter were legitimate, My comfort comes along : breake vp thE Court ; 
{ Reſpecting this our Marriage withthe Dowager, I tay, fer on, ; 
; Sometimes ourZrothers Wite, This reſpite {hooke E xeunt , in manner 4s they enter d. 
"OP £h v 3 Alta | | N 
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Scena* Prima. 


Emer © ueene and her Women 4s at worke. 
Ouecn. Take thy Lute wench, 
My Soule growes {ad with troubles, 
Sing, and diiperic 'em if thou can(t; leaue working: 


SONG, 

() Rphewa with his Lute made Trees, 
And the Mount aine ops that freeze, 

Bow themſelues when he did ſing, 
Tohu Muſicke, Plants and Flowers 
Emer ſprang ; as Sunne and Showers, 
There had made aA laſt ng Spring. : 
Emery thing that heard bim play, 
Een the Billowes of the Sea, 
Hmwng their heads, then lay by. 
In (ſweet Muſicke t ſuch Art, 
Killing care, & griefe of heart, 
Fakl aſleepe, or hearing dye, 


Enter a Gentleman, 

Breen. How now ? 

Gent, And't pleaſe your Grace,the two great Cardinals 
Waic inthe preſence. | 

ween, Would they ſpeake with me? 

Gent, They wil'd me {ay {o Madam, 

Queen, Pray their Graces * 
To come neere : what can be their huſhnes 
With me, a poore weake woman, falne from favour ? 
I doe nor like their comtning; now I thinke on'r, 
They ſhould bee good men, their affaires as righteous 3 
But all Hoods, make not Monkes, 

Enter the two Cardinals, Wolſey & Campiar. 

Wolf. Peace to your Highnelle, 

Owen, Vow Graces find me heere part of a Houſwife, 
(1 would be all) againſtthe worſt may happen: 
What are your plealures with megreucrent Lords ? 

Wol. May it pleale you Noble Madam, to withdraw 
Into your private Chamber; we (hall giue you 
The tull cauſe of our comming. 

Vneen. Speake it heere. 
There's nothing I haue done yet of my Conſcience 
Delerues a Corner : would all other Women 
Could ſpeake this with as free a Soule as I doe. 
My Lords, I care not (fo much I am happy 
Aboue a number) it my ations 
Were tri'de by cu'ry tongue, eu'ry eye ſaw'em, 
Enuy and baſe opinion ler 8gainſt 'em, * 
I know wy lite lo eucn, Tt your buſhnes 
Seecke me ovt, and that way lam Wifcin; 
Our with it bololy: Truth loues open dealing. 

(ard. Tanta eſt ergate ments integritas Regina ſereniſſima, 

Qveer. O good my Lord,no Lann ; 
I am not luch a Truant fince my comming, 
As not t6 know the Languagel haveliu'din : (ous : 
A ſtrange Tongue makes my cauſe more trange,ſuſpiti= 
Pray ſpeake in Engliſh 3 heere ace ſome will thanke you, 
If you Ipcake truth, for their poore Miftris ſake ; 
Belecuc me the ha's had much wrong. Lord Cardinall, 
The willing'ſt hnneT cuer yet committed, 
May be avbiolu'd in Engliſh. 


Cod. Noble Lady, 


218 The Lifeof King Henry the Eight. 


; lam forry wy integrity ſhoul breed, 


— ___—— 


n=" 


-O—_ — — __ _- — mm 


(Andſeruice co his Maiefty and you) 
So deepe ſulpition, where all faith was meant; 
We come not by the way of Accuſation, 
To taint that honour euery good Tongue bleſſes; | 
Nor to betray you any way to ſorrow; 
You haue too much good Lady : But troknow - 
How you ſtand minded in the waighty difference 
Berweene the King and you,and to deliuer 
(Like free and honeit men) our juſt opinions, 
And comforts to our cauſe, 

Camp, Moft honour'd Madam, 
My Lord of Yorke, out of his Noble nature, | 
Zeale and obcdience he ſtill bore your Grace, | 
Forgetting (like a good man) your late Cenſure 
Both of his truth and him (which was coo farre) | 
Offers, as | doe,in a ſigne of peace, 
His Seruice, and his Counſell, | 

Queen. To betray me. 
My Lords, I thanke you both for your good wills, 
Ye ſpeake like honeft men, (pray God ye proue ſo) 
But how to make ye ſodainly an Anſwere 
In ſuch a poynt of weight, ſo necre mine Honour, 
(More neere my Life | feare) with my weake wit; 
And to ſuch men of gravity and learning; 
Intruth I know nor. I was ler at worke, 
Among my Maids,full little (God knowes)looking 
Either for ſuch men, or iuch bulineſle; 
For her ſake that I have beene, for | fecle 
The laſt fir of my Greatneſſe ; good your Graces 
Let me haue time and Counce!l for my Caule : 
Alas, Iam a Woman frendlefſe, hopelefle. 

Vol. Madam, 
You wrong the Kings loue with theſe feares, 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

Oueen, In England, 
Bu little for my profit can you thinke Lords, 
That any Engliſh man dare giue me Councell? 
Or be a knowne triend 'gainſt his Highnes pleaſure, 
(Though he be growne to deſperate to be honeſt) 
Andline a Subiet? Nay forſooth, my Friends, 
They that muſt weigh out my afflliCtions, 
They that my truſt muſt grow to, live not heere, 
They are (as all my other comforts) far hence 
In mine owne Countrey Lords, 

Camp. 1 would your Grace 
Would leaue your greetes,and take my Counſel, 

Lneen. How Sir? 

Camp. Pur your maine cauſe into the Kings proteRtion, 
Hee's louing and moſt gracious. *I will bemuch, 
Both for your Honour berter,and your Cauſe : 
For if the tryall of the | aw o'retake ye, 
You'l part away ditgrac'd. 

wol. Hetels you rightly. 

Lnucen, Ye tell me what ye wiſh for both,my ruine : 
Is this your Chriſtian Councell? Our ypon ye. 
Heauen is aboue all yer; rherefits a Judge, 
That no King can corrupt, | 

Camp. Your rage miſtakes vs, 

Deen. The more ſhame for ye;holy menI thought ye, 

V pon my Soule rwo reverend Cardinall Vertues: 
Bur Cardinall Sins,and hollow hearts I feare ye : 
Mend 'em for ſhame my Lords : Is this your comfort? 
The Cordiall that ye bring a wretched Lady? 
A woman loſt among ye, laugh't at, ſcornd? 
I will not wiſh ye halte my miſcries, 


oi 
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The burthen of my ſorrowes, fall ypon ye. 

Car. Madam, this 1s 2 meere diftraction, 
You turne the good we offer, into enuy, 

Once. Yerturne me into nothing. Woe ypon ye, 
And all ſuch falſe Profeflors, Would you haue me 
(Ifyou have any luſtice,any Pitty, ; 

If ye be any thing but Churchmens habits) 

Pur my ficke caule into his hands, that hates me ? 
Alas, ha's baniſh'd me his Bed already, 

His Loue, coo long ago. Iam old my Lords, 

And all the Fello:wthip I hold now with him 

Is onely my Obedience. What can happen 

To me, above this wretchedaefle ? All your Studies 
Make me a Curſe, like this, 

Camp. Your feares are worſe. 

» Have hu'd thus long (let me ſpeake my ſelfe, 
Since Vertue findes no friends)a Wife.a true one? * 
A Woman (1 dare fay without Vainglory) 

Never yet branded with Suſpition? 

Havel, with all my full AﬀeCtions 

Still met the King ? Lou'd him next Heau'n?Obey'd him? 
Bin (out of fondneſfle) ſuperſtitious ro him ? 

Almoſt forgot my Prayres to content him? _ 

And am I thus rewarded ? 'Tis not well Lords, 

Bring mea conſtant woman to her Husband, 

One chat ne're dream'd a Ioy, beyond his pleaſure; 

And to chat Woman (when ſhe has done moſt) 

Yet will I adde an Honor; a great Patience, 

Car. Madam,you wander from the good 
We ayme at, 

Qs, My Lord, 

I dare not make my ſelfe {o guiltie, | 
To giue vp willingly that Noble Title 

Your Maſter wed me to : nothing but death 

Shall e're divorce my Diguities, 

Car. Pray heare me. 

Ou, Would I had never trod this Engliſh Earth, 
Or felt the Flatteries that grow vypon ic: 

Ye have Angels Faces; but Heauen knowes your hearts, 
What will become of me now, wretched Lady? 

I am the moſt vuhappy Woman living. 

Alas (poore Wenches)where are now your Fortunes ? 
Shipwrack'd vpon a Kingdome, where no Pitty, 

No Friends, no Hope,no Kindred weepe for me ? 
Almoſt no Graue allow'd me ? Like the Lilly 

That once was Miſtris of the Field,and flourrth'd, 

Ile hang my bead, and periſh, 

(ar. If your Grace 
Could but be brought to know,our Ends are honeſt, 
Youl'd feele more comfort. Why ſho!d we(good Lady) 


[tI have vs'd my lelte vnmannerly, 


Vpon what cauſe wrong you ? Alas,our Places, 

The way of cur Profeſſion is againſt it ; 

We are to Cure ſuch ſorrowes, net to ſowe'em. 

For Goodneſle fake, conſider what you do, 

How you may hurt yourſelfe: I, vtterly 

Grow from the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carriage. | 

The hearts of Princes kiſſe Obedience, 

So much they loue it, But to flubborae Spirits, 

They ſwell and grow, as terrible as ſtormes, 

| know you haue a Gentle, Nobletemper, 

A Soule as even as a Calme; Pray thinke vs, 

Thoſe we profetflſe Peace-makers, Friends, and Seruants, 
Camp. Madam. you'l finde it ſo: 


You wrong your Vertues | | 


Such doubrs as falſe Coine from it, The King loues you, 
Beware youloole it not : For ys(if you pleaſe 
To trutt ys in your bufineſſe)we are ready 
To vie our vtmott Studies,in your ſeruice. 
Qs. Do whac ye will, my Lords : 


And pray torgiue me z 


You know I am a Woman, lacking wit 

To make a lcemely anſwer to ſuch perſons, 

Pray do my feruice to his Maieftie, 

He ha's my heart yet, and ſhall havemy Prayers 

While I ſhall haue my life. Come reverend Fathers, 
Beltow your Councels on me. She now begges 

Thar li:tle thought when (he ſet footing heere, 

She ſhould have bought her Dignities fo deere. Exeene! 


— 


Scena Secunda. 
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Enter the Duke of Norfolte, Duke of Suffolke, Lord Surrey, 


ana Lord Chamberlaine. 


Norf, If you will now ynite in your Complaints, 
And torce them with a Conſtancy,the Cardinall 
Cannor ſtand ynder them, If you omit 
Te offer of this time, I cannot promiſe, 

But that you ſhall ſuſtaine moe new dilgraces, 
Wirth theſe you beare alrcadie. 

Swr. I am ioyfull 
To meete the leaſt occalion, that may giue me 
Remembrance of my Father-jn-Law, the Duke, 
To be reueng'd on him, 

Suf. Which of the Peeres 
Haue vncontemn'd gone by him, or atleaſt 
Strangely negle&ted? When did he regard 
The ſtampe of Noblenefſe in any perion 
Our of himſelte? 

Cham. My Lords,you ſpeake your pleaſures ; 
Whart he deſerues of you and me, I know: 

What we can do to him (though now the time 
Gues way to vs)I much feare, If you cannot 
Barre his accefle ro'th'King, neuer attempt 
Any thing on him : for he hath a Witchcraft 
Ouer the King in's Tongue, 

Nor. O teare him nor, 

His ſpell in that is out : the King hath found 
Matter againſt him, that for euer marres 
The Hony of his Language. No, he's ſetled 
(Not to comeoff) in his diſpleaſure, 

. Sur, Sir, 
I ſhould be glad to heare ſuch Newes as this 
Once every houre. 

Ner. Bcleecue it,this is true. 

In the Diuorce, his contrarie proceedings 
Are all votolGed : wherein he appeares, | 
As I would wiſh mine Enemy. 

Sur, How came 
His pract.fes to light ? 

Suf. Moſt Rirangely. 

Sur, Ohow? how 2 

Suf. The Cardinals Letters tothe Pope miſcorried, 
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And came to th'eye oth'King, wherein was read 
How that the Cardina!l did intreat has Holinefle 
To ſtay the Iudgement o'th Diuorce ; for if 
It did rake place, | do (quoth he) perceive 
My King is tangled in afteCtion,to | 
A Creature ot the Queenes, Lady Anne Buller, 
Sur, Ha's the King this ? 
Swuf, Beleeue it. 
Sur, Will this worke? 


Cham. The King in this perceiues him, how he coaſts | 


And hedges his owne way, But in this point, 
All his trickes founder;and he brings his Phyſicke 
After his Patients death; the King already 

Hath married the faire Lady. 

Sur. Would he had. 

Suf. May you be happy in your wiſh wy Lord, 
For | profeſſe you haue ic, 

Sur. Now all my loy 
Trace the Coniuncton, 

Suf. My Amen too't, 

Nor. All mens, 

Suf. There's order giuen for her Coron2tion: 
Marry this 1s yer but yong, and may he left 
To ſome eares vnrecounted, But my Lords 
She is 2 gallant Creacure, and compleate 
In minde and feature, I per{wade me, from her 
Will fall ſome blefling ro this Land, which ſhall 
In it be memoriz.'d. 

Sur, But will the King 
Digeſt this Letter ot che Cardinals ? 
The Lord forbid. 

Nor. Marry Amen. 

Swf, Nogno : 
There be moe Waſpes that buz about his Noſe, 
Will make this ſting the ſooner, Cardinall Campeie, 
Is tolne away to Rome, hath 'tane no leaue, 
Ha's left the cauſe o'ith'King vnhandled, and 
Is poſted as the Agent of ouc Cardinall, 
To ſecond all hisplot, 1 do aſſure you, 
The King cry'de Ha,at this, 

(bam, Now God incenſe him, 
And let him cry Hajlowder, 

Norf. But my Lord 
When rerturnes Cranmer ? 

Suf. He isreturn'd in his Opinions, which 
Haue ſatisfied the King for his Diuorce, 
Together with all famous Colledges 
Almoſt in Chriſtendome : ſhortly (1 beleeuc) 
His ſecond Marriage ſhall be publiſhd,and 
Her Coronation. Katherime no more 
Shall be call'd Queene, but Princelle Dowager, 
Ahd Widdow to Prince Arthur. 

Nor. This ſame Cranmer's 
A worthy Fellow and hath tane much paine 
In the Kings buſtaelle, 

Sf. He ba's, and we ſhall ſee him 
For it. an Acch-byſhop. 

Nor. So Theac. 

Swf. Tis {o. 

F ater IWolſey and Cromwell, 


| The Cacciaall, 


Nor. Obict 14e,obſcruc,hee's moody, 
Car, The Packet Cromwell, 
Gau't youthe King ? 


Crom. To his owne hand,in's Bed-chamber; 
Card. Look'd he oth in{tde of the Paper ? 


W. 
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Crom, Preſently 
He did vaſcale them, and the fiſt he yiew'd, 
He did it with a Serious minde : a heede 
Was in his countenance. You he bad 
Attend him heerethis Morning, 
Card, Is he ready to come abroad ? 
Crom, Ithinke by this he 3s, 
Card, Leaveme a while. 
It ſhall be ro the Dutches of Alanſon, 
The French Kings Siſter ; He ſhall marry her. 
Anze Bulien? No: Ile no Anne Bullens for him, 
There's more in't then faire Viſage. Bullen ? 
No, wee'l no B{lens - Speedily 1 wiſh 
To heare from Rome. The Marchioneſle of Penbroke ? 
Nor+. He's diſcontented. 
Swf. Maydche heares the King 
Does whet his Anger to him, 
Sr. Sharpe enough, 
L ord for thy Iuftice. 
Car, Thelate Queenes Gentlewoman ? 
A Knights Daughter 
Tobe ber Miſtris Miflris ? The Queenes, Qurene? 
This Candle burnes not cleere, 'r1s 1 mult ſnutfe ic, 
Then our it goes, What though I know her yertuous 
And well deteruing ? yet I know her for 
A ſpleeny Lutheran, and not wholſome to 
Our cauſe, that ſhe ſhould lye i*tl*boſome of 
Our hard ruI'd King, Againe,there is ſprung vp 
An Heretique, an Arch-one; Crarmer, one 
Hath crawl'd into the fauour of the king, 
And is his Oracle. 
, Nor, Heis vex'd at ſomething. 


Exit Cromwell, 


Enter King reading of a Scedule. 


Swr. 1 would 'twer ſomthing y would fret the icing, 
The Maſter=cord on's heart, . » 

Svf. The King, the King. _ l 

King, Whactpiles of wealth hath he accumulated 
To his owne portion ? And what expence by'th houre 
Secmes to flow from hin? How, i'ch'name of Thrife 
Does he rake this together? Now my Lords, 
Saw you the Cardinall? 

Nor. My Lord, we have 
Stood heere obſeruing him. Some ftrange Commotion 
Is in his braine : He bites his lip,and Rarts, 
Stops on a ſodaine, lookes ypon the ground, 
Then layes his finger on his Temple : Rraight 
Springs out into faſt gate, then ſtops againe; 
Strikes his breſt hard, and anon, he caſts 
His eye againſt the Moone : in moſt ftrange Poſtures 
We haue i{cene him ſet himleltz, 

King. It may weil ve, 
There is a mutiny in's minde. This mornirg, 
Papers of State he ſent me, to periiſe 
As 3 requir'd ; and wot you what I found 
There (on my Conſcience put ynwittingly) 
Forſooth an Inuentory, thus importing 
The {euerall parcels of his Plate his Treaſure, 
Rich Stuffes and Ornaments of Houſhold, which 
I finde at ſuch proud Rate, that it out-ſpeakes 
Poſleſſion ofa SubicR. 

Nor. It's Heavens will, * 
Some Spirit pur this paper in the Packet, 
To blefſe your eye withall, 

King, If we did thinke 
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His Contemplation were aboue the carth, 
And fixt on Spiritualt obieR, he ſhould ill 
Dwell in his Muſings, but 1 am affraid 
His Thinkings are below the Moone,not worth 
His ſerious conſidering, 
King takes bu Seat whiſpers Lowell, who goes 
tothe Cardinal, 

Car. Heauen forgiue me, 
Ever God blefſe your Highoeſle, 

King. Good my Lord, 
You ate full of Heavenly ſtaffe, and beare the Inventory 
Of your beſt Graces,in your minde ; the which 
You were now ruming ore : you have ſcarſe time 
To ſteale from Spiriruall leyture, a briefe ſpan 
To keepe your earthly Audit, ſure in that 
I deeme you an ill Hus band, and am gald 
To haue you therein my Companion, 

Car. Sir, 
For Holy Offices I haue a time; a time 
To thinke ypon the part of bufinefſe, which 
I beare i'th'State: and Nature does require 
Her times of preſeruation,which perforce 
[ her fraile ſonne, among'lt my Brethren morrall, 
Muſt giue my tendance to. 

King. You have ſaid well, 

Car, And ever may your Highneſſe yoake together, 
(As I will lend you caule ) my doing well, 
With my well ſaying. 

King. 'T1s well faid agen, 
And 'tis a kinde of good deede to ſay well, 
And yet words are no deeds. My Father lou'd you, 
He ſaid he d1d, and with his deed did Crowne 
His word ypon you, Since I had my Office, 
I have kept you next my Heart, haue not alone 
Imploy'd you where high Profits might come home, 
Bur par'd my preſent Hauings, to beſtow 
My Bounties vpon you. 

Car, What ſhould this meane ? 

Sur. The Lord increaſe this buſineſle, 

King. Haue't not mate you 
The prime may of the State ? 1 pray you tell me, 
If what Iaow protÞbunce, you have found crue 1 
And if you may confelle ity ſay withall 
If you are boundto vs, or no. What (ay you? 


Showr'd on me daily, haue bene more then could 
My ſtudied purpoſes requite, which went 
Beyond all mans endeauors. My endeavors, 
Have ever come too ſhort of my Deſires, 
Yer fill'd with my Abi ties : Mine owne ends 
Haue beene mine ſo, that evermore they pointed 
To'th'good of your moſt Sacred Perſon, and 
The profit of the State, For your great Graces 
Heap'd vpon me { poore Vndeſerver) I 
Cannothing render but Allegiant thankes, 
My Prayres to heaven for you; my Loyaltie 
Which ecuer ha's, and cuer ſhall be growing, 
Till death (that Winter) kill it. 

King. Fairely an{wer'd : 
A Loyal, and obedient Subject is 
Therein illuſtrated, the Honor of it 
Does pay the Att of it, as i'th*contrary 
The fowleneſſe is the puniſhment. I preſume, 
That 2s my hand ha's open'd Bounty to you, 
My hears drop'd Lone, my powrerain'd Honor, more 
ae you, then any : So your Hand,and Heart, 


Car. My Soueraigne, 1 confeſle your Royall graces , 


| Your Braine, and cuery FunCtion of your power, 
; Should, notwirhftanding that your bond of duty, 
| As*'rwer in Lones particular, be more 
| To me your Friend, then any, 
| Car. Idoprofeſle, 
| That for your Highneſſe good, I euer labour'd 
More then mine owne : chat amyhaue,and will be 
(Though all che world ſhould cracke their duty to you, 
And throw it from their Soule, though perils did 
Abound, #s thicke as thought could make*em,and 
Appeare in formes more horrid) yer my Duty, 
As doth a Rocke againſt the chiding Flood, 
Should the approach of this wilde River breake, 
And Rand vnſhaken yours. 
King. 'Tis Nobly ſpoken : 
Take notice Lords, he ha's 2 Loyall breft, 
For you haue ſeene him open't. Read o're this, 
And after this, and chen to Breakfaſt with 
| Whac appetite you haue, 
| Exit King, frowning 2pon the ( ardinall, the Nobles 
throng after him ſmuling and whiſpering. | 
Car. Whar (hovld this meane ? 
What {odaine Anger's this? How haueI reap'd it ? 
He parted Frowning from me, as if Rujne 
Leap'd from his Eyes. Solookes the chafes Lyon 
| Vpon the daring Huntſman that has gall'd him : 
Then makes him nothing, 1 muſt reade chis paper : 
I feare the Story of his Anger, 'Tis ſo: 
This paper ha's vyndone me: 'Tisth' Accompt 
Of all chat world of Wealth ! haue drawne together 
For mine owne ends, (Indeed to gaine the Popedome, 
And fee my Friends in Rome.) O Neyligence ! 
Fir for a Foole to fall by : What croſſe Diuell 
Made me put this maine Secret inthe Packet 
I ſent the Kiog ?1s there ao way to cure this? 
Nonew deuiceto beate this from his Braines ? 
I know 'twill ftirre him ſtrongly ; yer I know 
A way, it it take right, in ſpight of Fortune 
Will bring me off againe. What's this ? To rh'Pope ? 
"The Letter (as I live) with all the Bufineſſe 
I writtoo's Holinefſe, Nay then, farewell : 
| have rouch'd the higheſt point of all my Grearneſſe, 
And from that full Meridian of my Glory, 
I haſte now to my Secting, I ſhall fall 
T ike a bright exhalation inthe EFuening, 
And no man (ce me more. 


Enter toWoolſey, the Dukes of Norfolke and Suffolke, the 
Earle of Surrey, and the Lord Chamber laine. 


Nor. Heare the Kings pleaſure Cardinall, 
Who commands you 

| To render vp the C3reat Seale preſently 

Into our hands, and to Confine your (elfe 

To Aſher-houſe, my Lord of Winchefters, 

Till you heare further from his Highneſle. 
Car, Stay : 

Where's your Commiſſion? Lords, words cannot carrie 

Authority ſo weighty. 
Suf. Who dare croſſe 'em, y 

Bearing the Kings will from his mouth expreſſely? 
Cay. Till I finde more chen will,or words todo it, 

(I meane your malice) know, Officious Lords, 

I dare,and muſt deny it, Now 1 feele 

Of what courſe Mettle ye are molded, Enuy, 

| How eagerly ye follow my Diſgraces 
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Asifit fed ye, and how ſlecke and wanton 
Ye appeare 1n every thing may bring my ruine? 
Follow your enujous courſes, men of Malice 
You have Chriſtian warrant tor 'em,and no doubt » 
In time will finde their fit Rewards. That Scale 
You aske with ſuch a Violence, the King 
(Mine, and your Maſter) with his owne hand, gaue me : 
Bad me enioy it, with the Place and Honors 
During wy htc ; and to confirme his Goodneſle, 
Ti'de it by Letters Patents. Now, who'll take it ? 
Sur. The King that gaue it. 
Car. It muſt be himtclte then, 
Sur. Thou art a proud Traitor, Prieft. 
Car. Proud Lord, thoulyeſt ; 
Within thele torvie houres, Surrey durſt better 
Haue burnt that Tougue, then (aide ſo, 
Sur. Thy Ambition 
(Thou Scarlcc finne) robb'd this bewailing Land 
Of Noble Buckingham, my Father-in-Law, 
The heads ot all chy Brother-Cardinals, 
(With thee, avd all thy beſt parts bound together) 
Weigh'd not a haire of his. Plague of your policie, 
You lent oc Depuric tor Ireland, 
Farre from his ſaccour ; from the King,from all 
That might haue mercic on the tault, thou gut Lim :; 
Whil' your great Goodneſle, out ot holy puty , 
Abſolu'd him with an Axe, 
Wol. This, and all elle 
This talking Lord can lay vpon my credit, 
| an{wer,is moſt falſe. The Duke by Law 
Found his deſerts. How innocent | was 


From any priuate malice in his end, 


His Noble [urie, and foule Cauſe can witneſle, 
If 1 lou'd many words, Lord, 1 ſhould teil you, 
You have as little Honcitie, as Honor, 

That inthe way of Loyaltic,and Truth, 
Toward the King, my cuer Roiall Maſter, 

Darc mate a [ounder man then Surric caa be, 
And all that loue his follies. 


Sur, By my Soule, . 


Your long Coat (Prieſt) proteCts you, 
Thou ſhould'(t feele 
My Sword i*chlife blood of thee elſe. My Lords, 
Can ye endure to heare this Arrogance ? 
And trom this Fellow ? it we live thus tamely, 
To be thus Jaded by a pcece of Scatler, 
Farewell Nobilitie : let his Grace go forward, 
And dare vs with his Cap, like Larkes, 
Card. All Goodneſle 
Is poylon to thy Stomacke. 
Sr. Yes, that goodnefle 
Of gleaning all the Lands wealth into one, 
Into your owne hands (Card'nall) by Extortion :; 
The goceneſle of your intercepted Packets 
You writ to'th Pope, againſt che King : your goodneſſe 
Since you prouoke me, {hall be oft notorious. 
My Lord of Nortolke, as you are truly Noble, 
As yourelſpect the common good, the State 
Ot our deipis'd Nobilitie, our Iflues, 
(Whom it he hue, will ſcarſe be Gentlemen) 
Produce the grand tumme ot his tones, the Articles 
Collected trom his life, Ile ſtartle you 
Wo: ſethen the Sacring Bell, when the browne Wench 
Lay kifling in your Armes, Lord Cardinall. 
Car. How much merthinkes, I could deſpiſe this man, 
But that I am bound in Charitic againſt it, 
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Nor. Thoſe Articles,my Lord,arc in the Kings hang; 
But thus much, they are foule ones, 

Wol. So miich fairer | 
And ſpotleſle, ſhall mine Innocence ariſe, 
When the King knowes my Truth, 

Sur. This cannot ſave you - 


Ithanke my Memorie, I yet remember 


ome of theſe Articles, and out they ſhall, 
Now,it youcan bluſh, and cric guiltie Cardioall, 
Youlſhew a little Honeſtie., 

Wol. Speake on Sir, 
I dare your worſt ObieRions:; 1f I bluſh, 
Itis to ſee a Nobleman want manners. 

Sur. I had rather want thoſe, then my head ; 
Haue at you. 
Firtt, that without the Kiogs aſſent or knowledge, 
You wrought to be a Legate, by which power 
You maim'd the Juriſdiction of all Biſhops, 

Nor. Then, That ina!l you writ co Rome, or elſe 
To Forraigne Princes, Ego (F Rex mens 
Was ftill jnſcrib'd : in which you brought the King 
To be your Servant, 

Suf. Then, that without the knowledge 
Either of King or Councell, when you went 
Amboſlador to the Emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders, the Great Scale, 

Swr, Item, You ſent a large Commiſſion 
To Gregory de Caſſads, to conclude 
Without the Kings will, or the States allowance, 

A League betweene his Highneſſe, and Ferrars. 

Swf. That our of meere Armbation, you haue caus'd 
Your h-ly. Hat to be {}ampr on che Kings Coine, 

Sur. Then, That you haue ſent inumerabls ſubſtance, 
(By whar meanes gor, I leaue to your owne conſcience) 
To furniſh Rome, andrto prepare the wayes 
You haue for Dignities, tothe meere yndooing 
Ot all the Kingdome. Many more there are, 

W\ hich fince they are of you, and ogdious, 
I will not taint my mqurth with, 
Chim. Omy Lord, 
Preſſe not a talling man too farce: rig Vertue ; 
His faults lyc open to the Lawes, let; 1emm 
(Not you) correct him. My heart weepes to {ce him 
So little, of his great elfe, 

Sxr. 1 forgiue him, 

Suf. Lord Cardinall, the Kings further pleaſure is, 
Becauſe all thoje things you haue done of late 
By your power Legatiue within this Kingdome, 

Fall int9'ch'compaſle of a Premunire ; 

That therefore ſuch a Writ be ſued againſt you, 
To forfeit all your Goods, Lands, Tenemenrs, 
Caſtles, and whatſocuer, and to be 

Our of the Kings protetion, This is my Charge, 

Nor. And fo wee'l leaue you to your Meditations 
How to liue better, For your ſtubborne anlwer 
Abour the giuing backe the Great Sealeto vs, 

The King ſhall know it, and (no doubt) ſhal thanke you. 
So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinall. 
Exeunt al but Wolſey. 

Wol. So farewell, tothe little good you beare me, 
Farewell? A jong farewell to all my Greatneſle, 
This is the ftate of Man ; to day he puts forth 
The tender Leaues of hopes, to morrow Bloſlomes, 
And beares his bluſhing Honors thicke vpon him: 
The third day, comes a Froſt ; a killing Froſt, 

And when he thinkes, good caſie man, full ſurely 
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His Greatnefſe is a ripening, nippes his roote, 
And ther he fals as I do. 1 have veatur'd 
Like little wanton Boyes that ſwim on bladdery : 
This many Summers in a Sea of Glory, 
| Bur farre beyond my depth: my bigh-blowne Pride 
Ac length broke vnder me, and naw ha's left me 
Weary,and old with Service, to the mercy 
Of a rude ſtreame, that muſt for ever hide me. 
Vaine pompe, and glory of this World, | hate ye, 
l feele my heart new open'd, Oh how wretched 
Is that poore man, that hangs on Princes fauours? 
There is berwixt that ſmile we would aſpire too, 
That (weer AſpeRt of Princes, ang their rune, 
M ore pangs, and fearesthen warres, or women have ; 
And when he falles, he falles hike Luciter, 
Neuer to hope againe. 
Enter Cromwell, tanding amazed. 

Why how now (romwel! # 

Croms, ] have no power to ſpeake Sir. 

Car. What, amaz'd 
At my misforrunes ? Can thy _ wonder 
A great mai ſhould decline, Nay,and you weep 
| am falne indeed. 

Crom. How does your Grace, 

Card. Why well : 
Neuer ſo truly happy, my good Cromwell, 
| know my ſelfe now, and 1 feele within me, 
A peace aboue all earthly Dignities, 
A till, and quiet Conlcience. The King ha's cur'd me, 
[ humbly rhanke his Grace: and from theſe ſhoulders 
Theſe ruin'd Pillers, out of pirry, raken 
A loade, would finke a Navy, (too much Honor.) 
O'is a burden Crowwel, 'tis a burden 
Too heauy for a man, that hopes for Heauen. 

Crem. | am glad your Grace, 
Ha's made that right vie gf it, 

Card. ]hopel have; 
[ am ablenow (me thinkes) 
(Out of a Fortitude of Soule, 1 feele) 
Toendurs more Miſeries, and greater farre 
Then my Weake-hearted Enemnes, dare offer. 
What Newes abroad? 

Crom. The heauicft, and the worſt, 
Is your diſpleaſure with the King. 

Card. God blefic him, 

Crom, The next is, that Sir Thomas Moore is choſen 
Lord Chancellor, in your place. 

Card, That's ſomewhat ſodain. 
But he's a Learned man. May he continue 
Long in his Highneſle tauour, and do luftice 
For Truths-ſake,and his Conſcience ; that his bones, 
W hen he ha's run his courſe, and ſleepes in Bleſſings, 
May haue a Tombe of Orphanrs teares wept 0a him, 
W hat more? %G * 

Crom. That Cramer is return'd/wich welcome 
Inſtall'd Lord Arch-byſhop of Camerbucy, 

Card, That's Newes indeed. 

Crom. Lat, that the Lady Anne, 
Whom the King hath in ſecrecie long married, 
This day was view'd in open, 2s his Queene, 
Going to Chappell : and the voyce is now 
Onely about her Corronation. 

Card. There was the waight chat pull'd me downe, 
O [romwell, 
The King ha's gone beyond me : All my Glories 
| In that one woman, I haueloft for cuer, 


| 


| 


| Some little memory of me, will ftirre him 


{ To thelaitpeny, tis the Kings. My Robe, 


— 


No Sun, ſhall ever vſher forth mine Honors, 

Or gilde againe the Noble Troopes that waighted 
Vpon my ſmiles, Go get thee from me Crommel, 

I am a poore falne man, ypworthy now 

To bethy Lord, and Maſter. Secke the King 

(Thar Sun, I pray may never fer) I have told him, 
What, and how true thoy art; he will aduance thee ; 


(1 know his Noble Nature) not to let 
Thy hopefull feruice periſh too. Good Cromwell 
Negle& him oot; make vie now, and prouide 
For thine owne future ſatery. 
Crem. O my Lord, 
Muft I then leave you? Muſt I veedes forgo 
So good, {ov Noble, and (o true a Maſter ? 
Beare witneſle, all that haue not hearts of [ron, 
With what a ſorrow Cromwel leaues his Lord, 
Tic King ſhall have my ſeruice z bur my prayres 
For cuer, and for ever ſhall be yours. 
Card. Cromwel, | did not thinke to ſhed a teare 
In all my Miſeries : But thou haſt fore'd me 
(Our of thy honeſt truth) to play the Woman. 
Let's dry our eyes : And thus farre heare me Crommpel, 
And when I am forgotten, as ] ſhall be, 
And ſleepe in dull cold Marble, where no mention 
Of me, more muſt be heard of : Say | taughtthee; 
Say Wolſey, that oncetrod the wayes of Glory, 
And ſounded all the Depths,and Shoales of Honor, 
Found thee a way (out of his wracke)toriſe in : 
A ſure, and ſate one, though thy Maſter miſt it. 
Marke but my Fall, and that that Ruin'd mie: 
Cromwel, | charge thee, fling away Ambition, 
By that fnne fell the Angels : how can man then 
(The — of his Maker Jhope to win by it ? 
Loue thy ſelte laſt, chertſh thoſe hearts that hate thee ; 
Corruption wins notmore then Honeſty, 
Still in thy right hand, carry gentle Peace 
To filence envious Tongues. Be juſt, and feare not; 
Let all the ends thou aym'ft at, bethy Countries, | 
Thy Gods,and Truths. Then it chou fall't(O C rommwell) 
Th-.u fall't a bleſſed Martyr, 
Serue the King : And prythee leade me in: 
Thece take an Inventory of all I have, 


And my Integrity to Heauen, is all, 
] dare now call ruine owne, O Crommel, Cromwel, 
Had I but ſeru'd my God, with halfe the Zeale 
I ſeru'd my King : he would not in mine Age 
Hauve lefc me naked co mine Enemies. 

Crom. Good Sir, baue patience. 

(Card. So | have. Farewell 

The Hopes of Court, my Hopes in Heauen do dwell. 


Exeunt, 
Atlus Quartus. Scena Prima. 
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Enter two Gentlemen, meetmy one another. 


1 Y'are well mer once againe. 

2 50 are you. | 

1 You cometo take your ſtand heere, and behold 
The Lady Anve,paſle from her Corronation, 
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2 'Tis all my buſineſſe, At our laſt encounter, 
The Duke of Buckingham came from bis Triall. 

1 'Tis very truce. But that time ofter'd ſorrow, 
This generall toy. 

2 Tis well : The Citizens 
[ am ſure haue ſhewne at tall their Royall minds, 
As let'em haue their rights, they are eucr forward 
In Celcbraticn oi this day with Shewes, 
Pageants, and Sights of Honor, 

1 Neuer greater, | 
Nor Ile aſſure you beter taken Sir. 

2 May | be bold to aske what that containes, 
Tha: Paper in your hand. 

1 Yes,'tis the Liſt 
Of thoſe that clairue their Offices this day, 
By c»{tome of the Coronation, 
iTheDuke of Suffolke is the firſt, and claimes 
Fobe high Steward; Next the Duke ot Norfolke, 
He to be Earle Marſhall : you may reade the reſt. 

1 Ithankeyou Sir : Had 1 not known thoſe cuſtoms, 
I ſhould haue beene beholding to your Paper : 

Bur [ beſeech you, what's become of Katherine 
The Pciaceſſe Dowager? How goes her buſineſle ? 
1 That 1 can tell you roo, I he Archbiſhop 

Of Canterbu:y, accompanied with other 
Learned, and Reuerend Fathers of his Order, 
Held alate Court at Duaſtable ; ſixe miles off 
From Amprthill, where the Pcincefle lay, to which 
She was otren cyred by them, but appea:'d not: 
And to be ſhort, tor not Appearance,and 

The Kings late Scrvple, by the maine aſſent 

Of all cheſe Learned men, ſhe was djuorc'd, 
And the late Marriage made of none efiect ; 
Since which,ine was reaou'd ro Kymmalion, 
Where ſhe remaines now licke. 


2 Alas good Lady. . 
The Trumpets ſound : Scand cloſe, 
The Queene js comming. Ho-boyes. 


 —— oO. 


The Order of the Coronati on. 


1 A linely Flowriſh ef Trumpets. 

2 Then, two Indgcs. 

$ Lord Chancellor, with Purſe and Mace before bim, 

4 Quirriſters /imging, Muhcke. 

5 Major of London, bearing the Mace. Then Garter, in 
his Coate of Armes, and on his bead he wore a Gult Copper 
(rowne. 

6 Marqueſſe Dorſer, bearing a Scepter of Gold, on his head, 
a Demy Corouall of Gold, With him, the Earle of Surrey, 
bearing the Rod of Suluer with the Doue, Crowned with an 
Earles Coronet. Collars of Eſſes. 

7 Duke of Suffoike, mhis Robe of Eſtate bu Coronet on bu 
head,bearing a long whiteWand, as High Steward, With 
him,the Duke of Nortolke, with the Rod of Marhalſhy, 
4a Coronet on his head. Collars of Eſſes. 

$ A Crnopy, borne by foure of the Cinque-Ports, vwder it 
the nuzene in her Robe,, in her haire, richly adorned with 
Pearle, Crowned. On each ſide her the Biſhops of London, 
and Wincheſter. 


| 9 The GldeDutcheſſe of Nortolke, in 4 Coronall of Gold, 


wrow:rh: with Flowers bearmg the Vueenes Trame. 


10 Ceriamme Ladies or Coungties, with plamne Crrcelers of 


Go'l4,without Flowers, 
Exeant, fir/t paſſorg owner the Stage im Order and State, and 
then, treat Flonriſh of Trumpets. | 
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2 A Royall Traine beleeve me : Theſe] know : 
Who's that that beares the Sceprer ? 

1 Marqueſſe Dorler, 
And that the Earle of Surrey with the Rod, 

2 A boldbrave Gentleman, That ſhould bee 


The Duke of Suffolke. 


1 'Tis the lame: bigh Steward. 

2 And that my Lord of Norfolke? 

1 Yes, 

2 Heaven bleſſe thee, 

Thou haft the fweeteft face I ever look'd on. 
>ir,as | have a Soule,ſhe isan Angell ; 
Our King ha s all the Indies in his Armes, 
And more, and richer, when he ſtraines that Lady, 
I cannot blame his Conſcience, 
1 They that beare 
The Cloath of Honour over her,are foure Barons 
Ofche Cinque Ports. 
2 Tnoſe men are happy, 
And ſoare all,are neere her. 
I take it, ſhe that carries vp the Traine, 
Is that old Noble Lady, Dutcbeſle of Norfolke. 

1 It is,and all the reſt are Countefles. 

2 Their Coronets (ay fo. Theſe are Starres indeed, 
And ſometimes falling ones. 

2 No more of that. | 
Enter athod Gentleman. 

1 God ſaue you Sir. Where baue you bin broiling? 

3 Among the crow'd i'th'Abbey, where a finger 
Could not be wedg'd in more: I am ftifled 
With the meere rankoeſle of their joy, 

2 Youſaw the Ceremony ? 

3 That I did. 

1 How was it? 

3 Well worth the ſeeing, 

2 Cro0d Sir, fpeake tro vs? 

3 As well as | amable, Therich ftreame 
Of Lords,and Ladies, having brought the Queene 
To a prepar'd place in the Quinte, fell off 
A diſtance trom her; while her Grace fate downe 
Torett a while, ſome halfe an houre, or ſo, 

In a rich Chaire of State, oppoſing freely 

The Beauty of her Perſon to the People. 

Belecue me Sir, ſhe is the goodlieſt Woman 
That ever lay by man: v. bich when the people 
Had the full view of, ſuch anoyſe aroſe, 

As the ſhrowdes make at Sea, ina (bfte Tempeſt, 
As lowd,and to as many Tunes, Hats.Cloakes, 
(Doubler;, I thinke) flew vp, and had their Faces 
Bin looſe, this day they had beene loſt, Such ioy 
I never ſaw before, Great belly'd women, 
That had not halfe a weeke co go, like Rammes 
In the old time of Warre, would ſhake the preaſe 
And make 'em recle before 'em. No man lining 
Could lay this is mywite there, all were wouen 
So (trangely in one pecce, 

2 Buc what follow'd ? 

3 Arlength, her Grace roſe,and with modeſt paces 
Came tothe Altar,where ſhe kneel'd,and Saint-like 
Caſt her faize eyes to Heaven, and pray'd deuoutly, 
Then roſe againe,and bow'd hertothe people : 
When by the Arch-byſhop ot Canterbury, 

She had all che Royall makings of a Queene ; 
As holy Oyle, Edward Confeflors Crowne, 
The Rod,and Bird of Peace,and all fuch Emblemes 


| Laid Nobly on her : which perform'd, the Quire 


Wirth 
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With a!l the choyſeſt Muſicke of the xingdome, 
Together lung: Te Deum. Soſhe parced, 
An 4 with the ſame full Stare pac'd backe agfine 
To Yorke-Place,where the Feaf? 1s held, 
1 Sir, 
You muſt no more call ic Yorke-place that's paſt : 
or fince the Cordinall tell, char Tules loft, 
'Tis now the Kings, and call'd Whue-i22l}, 
3 Iknowit: 
Bur 'tis (0 lare'y zlrer'd, that & o!d name 
Is freſh sbour me, 
2 What two Reverend Byſhops 
Were thoſe that went on each fide of the Queene? 
3 Stokeley and Gardiner, the one of Wincheſter, 
Newly preterr'd trom the kings Secretary ; 
The 6ther Lendon, 
2 Heot WincheRer 
Is held no gteat goud lover of the Archbiſhop, 
Thne Vertu 30s Cravneyr, 
3 All rhe La knowesthat: 
How euver,y*t hbre is no great breach, when jt comes 
Cra mer Will inde a Friend will not ſhriake from hum, 
2 Who my that be, I piay you, 
3 Thmna Cromwell, 
A man in much efleeme with th'ing, 2nd truly 
A worthy Friend. The King ha's made tim 
M 3$er ot lewel! Hovie, 
And one aliea(ly of che Privy Councelt. 
2 He will delerue more. 
3 Yes withour all doubr, © 
Come GeatlemeH. ye ſhall go my way 
Which 1s to'th Covurt,and there ye ſhall be my Gueſts: 
Someching I can command, AsI walke thirher, 
Hetell ye more, 
Both, You may command vs Sir, Exennt. 


—_— 


Scena Secunda, 


Ot OA 


——_—__ 


Enter Katherifie Dowager, ſiche, lead betweews Griffith, 
her Gentleman ® jher, and Patience 
ber Woman . 


Grif, How do's your Grace ? 

Kath. © Griffith (icke ro death ! 
My Leggcs like loaden Branches bow to'tlyEarth, 
w illing to leaue their burthen : Reach a Chace, 
Sonow {me thiakes) I feele alittle cafe, 
Diſt thou nor rell me Gr;fitb, as thoulead & mee, 
T hat the great Childe of Honor, Cardinall i#o!fey 
Was dead? 

Grif, Yes Madam: butT thanke your Grace 
Qu: of the paine you lufler'd, gaueno care to0't. 

Kath, Pre'thee good Grifſub, tel me now he Ey'Ge, 

If well, he ſept befor reme hap Ppily 
For my'ex camp! le. 

Gr:f, Well, the yoyce goes Madam, 
For atrer the Kh Earle Northumberland 
Arrefted him at Yoke, and brought him forward 
As 2 man ſoicly tainted, to his Aniwer, 
He fell kcke {odainly, and grew ſo ill 
He could not (15 his Mule, 

Kath, Alzspoote man, 

Grif. At latt, with eafic Rodes, he came to Leiceſter, 


—  _ 
— 


; Lodg'd in the Abbey ; where the reverend Abbor 
VW ith all his Couent, honourably receiv'd him: ; 
To whom he gaue theſe words, O Father Abbor, 
An old man, broken with the tormes ot State, 
is come to !ay his weary bones among ye; 
Guuc bin alle earch tor Chajity, 
Yo went to bed ; where e2gerly his fickneſſe 
Purtu'd him Ri! | and three nights after this, 
| Aboutthe houre of cight, which he himielte 
| Forcro!s ſhould be tus laſt, full of Repentanee, 
Continu2l! Meditations , Teares,and Sorrowes, 
He gaue his Honars to the world agen, 
His vleſſed p2rtto Heauen, and Nlept i In Peaces 
Kaih, So may he reſt, 
His Faulzs lye gently on him : 
Yet thus farre Grrſſrth, giue meleave to ſpeake him, 
And yet with Charity, He was a man 
Ot an vobounded ſtomacke, ever ranking 
Humſcite with Prices, One that by tuggeſtion 
Ty'deallthe Kingdome, Symonie, was faire pla y, 
His owne Opimon was his Law. I'th/prefence 
He would lay vatruths, and be ever double 
Both in bis words, and meaning. He was never 
(Bur where he meant to Ruirfe )pirrifvll, 
H's Prowiles, were as he then was, Mighty : 
But his pertermance, as he js now | Nothing : 
Ot iis owne boy he was ill, end auc 
The Clergy ill example. 
Grrf. Noble Mademi: 
Mens eui!l manners, hue in Brafle, their Vertues 
We wiite in Water, May nt pleate your Highneſſe 
To heare me ſpeake his good now? 
Kath. Yes good Griffuh, 
] were malicious elſe; 
Gr:f. This Cardins!t, 
Thovgh from an humble Stocke, yndoubredly 
Was taihion'd to much Honor, From his Cradle 
He was a Scholler, and a ripe,and good one: 
"zcceding wile, taice ſpoken,and periwading : 
Lofty,and towre to rhem that lou'd him not : 
But, $o thoſe raen that fought him, ſweet as Summer. 
And though he were vnſatisfied in getting, = 
(Which was a finne) yet in beftowing, Madam, 
He was moſt Princely : E ver witnefle tor him 
Thoſe rwinnes of Learning, that he rais'd in you, 
Ipiwich and Oxtord : one of which,fell with hiry, 
Vawilling to out-liue the good that did it, | 
The other (though vofiniſh'd) yer fo Famous, 
Soexcellenin Art, and fill to riſing, 
Thar Chriftendome ſhall ever ſpexke his Vertue, 
His Querthrow, he2p'd Happineſſe vpon him : 
For then,and nottill then, he telt himſelfe, | 
An4 found che Bleſledneſte of being little, 
And to adde greater Honors to his Age 
Then mon could give himz he dy'de, tearing God, 
| Kath. Aﬀtermy death, 1 «iſh no other Herald, 
| Noother ſpeaker of my lving Actions, 
| To keepe mine Hovor, from Cotruption, 
Pur touch 2n hone(t Chronicler as Griffith, 
\Whom 1 met hated Lining, thou haſt made mee 


_—— — 


— — 


(Now in his Aſhes) Honor :Peace be wih him, 
Patience, beneere me (t11], 2nd let me lower, 
| hve not long totrouble thee. Good Griffith, 
Cauſe the Mutitizns play me that fad note 

{ I nam'd my Enell ; wil tI fir meditating 


te CC ——_— 


With thy Religious Truth,and Modcttie, | 


x On! 
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On that Cceleſtiall Harmony I go too. | Cap, NoblcLady, : 
| Saa and ſolemmne (uſiche. Firſt mine owne ſeruice to your Grace, the nexe 
Grif.She is aſlzep : Good wenchylet's (it cown quiet, | The Kings requeſt, that I would viſit you, 
For tcare we wake her. Softly,gentle Patience. Who greeues much for your weakneſſe,and by me 
| Sends you his Princely Commendations, 
The Uiſion. And heartily entreats you take good comfort, 
Enter ſolemnely tripping one after another, jixe Perſonages, Kath,O my good Lord, that comfort comes too late, 


clad m whue Kobes, wears on their heades Gar{ands of | Tis like a Pardon after Execution; 

Bayes andgolden Vitards on their faces, Branches of Bayes | That gentle Phyſicke giuen in timeghad cur'd me: 
or Palme m therr bands, They firſt Comge wnto her, then | But now 1 am paſt all Comforts heere,bur Prayers, 
Daxce : aid at certaine Changes, the firſt two bold a ſpare | How does his Highnefle ? 

Garland ouer her Head, at which the other foure make re- Cap. Madam, in good health. 

wererd Curthies, T hen the two that held th: Garland, deli- Kath, So may he euer do,and ever flouriſh, 

wer the ſume to the other next two whbo obſerne the ſame or= When ſhall dwell with Wormes,and my poore name 
der in their Changes, and helding the Garland ower her | Panifh'd the Kingdome. Patience, is that Letter | 
head. Which done, they deliner the ſame Garland tothe | I caus'd you write, yet ſent away ? 

laſt two © who lik-wife obſerne the ſame Order. «At which Pat, No Madam. | 

(44 it were by mſpiration) [he makes (in her ſleeps) fignes of | Kath, Sir,l moſt humbly pray you to deliver 
rer9cing, and boldeth up her honds to heauen. And ſo,m This ro my Lord the King. \ 


their Dancmg vaniſh, carry the Garland withthem.. Cap. Moſt willing Madam, 
T he CMuſicke contmues, «| Kath. In whic.1 I have commended co his goodneſle 
Y cl. The Modell of our chaſte loues : his yopg daughrer, 
Kath. Spirits of peace, where arc ye? Are yeall gone? | The dewes of Heaven fall thicke in Bleſſings on her, 
And leaue me heere in wretchedneſle, behinde ye ? Beiceching him to giue her vertuous breedwg, 
Greif, Madam, we archeere. She is yong, and of a Noble modeſt Nature, 
Kath, it is not you l call for, I hope the will deſerue well; and alittle 
Saw yenone eater lince I (lept? | Toloue her tor her Mothers ſake, that lou'd him, 
Grif.. None Madam, Heauen knowes how deerely, 
Kath, No?-Saw you not euen now a bleſſed Troope My next poore Petition, 
| Invite me to a Banquet, whoſe bright faces Is. that his Noble Grate would haue ſome pirttie 
Caſt cthouland beames vpon me, like the Sun? | Vpon my wrefthed women, that ſolong 
' They promis'd me etcrnall Happineſle, Have follow'd both my Fortunes, faichfully, 
And brought me Garlands (Griffith which Ifeele Of which there is not one, I dare avow 
I am not worthy yet to weate : I thall afluredly. (And now I ſhould not lye) but will deſerve 
Grif. Iam moſt ioytall M:dam,ſfuch good dreames | For Vertue,and true Beaurie of the Soule, 
Poſlefle your Fancy. | For honeſtie,and decent Carriage 
Kath. Bid the Muſicke leaus, | Aright good Husband (lect him be a Noble) 
They arc harſh and heavy co me. Auſiche cerſes, | And ſurethoſe men are happy that ſhall haue 'em., 


Pats. Do you note ' 


The laſt is for my men, they are the pooreſt, 
How much her Grace is alter'd on the ſodaine ? 


(Bur pouerty could never draw 'em from me) 


H——. 


How long her face is drawne ? How pale (he lookes, Thar they may haue their wages,duly paid 'em, 
| And ot an carthy cold? Marke her eyes ? Aud ſomething ouer ro remermber me by. 
/ Grif. She is going Wench. Pray pray. : If Heauen had pleas'd ro have given me longer life 


Pati, Heaucn comtort her. 
Entcy at Neſſenger, 


And ablemeanes, we had not parted thus, 
Theſe are the whole Contents, and good my Lord, 


I —_— 


me NMeſ. And'clike your Grace By chart you loue the deereſt in this world, 

Bigk Kach. Yourr:alawcy Fellow , As you wiſh Chriſtian peace ro ſoules departed, 
Thc: + | Deſerue we no more Reuerence ? Stand theſe poore peoples Friend,and yrge the King 
I1E) Grif. You are too blame, | , | To domethis laft right, 

4 | G Knowing ſhe will not loole her wonted Greatneile Cap. By Heauen | will, 

T4 To vſe (lo rude behauiour, Go too, kneele. Or ler me looſe the faſhion of a man. 

\ | | Aleſ. 1 humbly do entreat your Highneſſe pardon, Kath. Ithanke you honeſt Lprd, Remember me 
1-1 My haſt made me vamannerly. There is ftaying ' Tnall bumilitie ynto his Highneſle: 

| Al A Gentieman lem trom the King, to fee you, | Say his long trouble now is paſſin 

1 Kath, A&mit him entrance Griffith, Bur this Fellow | Out of this world, Tell him in death I bleſt him - 
il "y Letmencre ice againe, Exit Meſſeng, (For ſo I will) mine eyes grow dimme. Farewell 
nl Enter Lord Copmchins, | My Lord. Griffith farewell. Nay Patience, 

+ Ifmy fight faile nor, | Vou muſt not leave me yet. I muſt to bed, 

| You i.ou'd be Lord Ambaſſador from the Emperor, | Call inmore women. When I am dead, good Wench, 
IT | | ty Royal} Nephew,and your name Capuchinu, | Letmebe vs'd with Honor; ſtrew me ouer 
WW - Cap. Madamthe ſame. Your Seruant. | With Maiden Flowers, that all the world may know 

.; ' Kath. Omy Lord, ] was3 chaſte Wife, tomy Graue: Embalme me, 
HAT | The Times and Tides novw tre alter'd ſtrangely | Then lay me forth (although vnqueen'd) yer like 
[HED . } Withme, finceficft you knew me. | A Queene, and Daughterto a King enterre me. 

"y { | But 1 pray you, I canno more, 
£4) | | \W hat 15 your pleaſure with me ? | E xeunt leadmmg Katberwe. 


+ | - / Scene 
he . ———— 
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{ Enter Gardmer Biſhop of Wincheſter ,a Page with a Torch 
| before him, net by Sir Thomas Lowell, 


| Gard. It's one aclocke Boy,isc nor, 
Boy. Ic hath ſtrooke, - 
Gard. Theſc ſhould be houres for neceſsities, 
Not for delights : Times to repayre or Nature 
With comforting repole, 2nd not tor vs 
To waſte theſe times, Good home of night Sir Thomas: 
Whether folate? 
Low. Came you from the King,my Lord? 
Gar. 1 did Sir Thomas , ans left him at Priumero 
With the Duke of Suffolke. 
Low. 1 mufito him too 
Before he goto bed, le tate my leaue. 
Gard, Not yet Sir 7 #cmas Lovett: what's the matter? 
It ſeemes you are in haſt: and if there be 
No great offence belongs too't, giue your Friend 
Some touch of your late buſineſle: Aﬀaires that walke 
(As they lay Spirits do) at midnight, haue 
Inthem a wilder Nature, then the buſineſle 
That ſcekes diſpatch by day, 
Lev. My Lord, I loue you 
And durſt commend a ſecret to your eare 
Much waightier then this worke, The Queens in Labor 
I hey ſay in great Extremirty,and fear'd 
Shee'l with the Labour,end, 
Gard, The fruite ſhe goes with 
I pray for heartily, that it may finde 
Good time, and live : but for the Stocke Sir Thomas, 
I wiſhit grubb'd vp now, 
Low. Methinkes I could 
Cry the Amen, and yet my Conſcience ſayes 
Shee's a good Creature, and ſweet-Ladic do's 
Deſerue our better wiſhes. 
Gard. Bur SirSir, 
Heare me Sir Thomas, y'are a Gentleman 
Of mine owne way. I know you Wiſe, Religious, 
Andlet me cell you,ir will oe're be well, 
'T will not Sir Thomas Lowell, tak t of me, 
Till Crawmer,Cromwel, her two hands, and ſhee 
Sleepe in their Graues. 
Lowell. Now Sir,you ſpeake of two 
The moſt remark'd 1'th'Kingdome z as for Cromwell, 
Beſide that of the [ewell-Houſe, is made Maſter 
O'th'Rolles, and the Kings Secretary. Further Sir, 
S:a1ds in the gap and Trade of moe Preferments, 
With which the Lime will loade him. Th'Archbyſhop 
J+ t6e Kings hand, and rongue,and who dare ſpeak 
One lyllable againſt him ? 
» Gard. \Yes,yes,Sir Thomas, 
There are that Dare, and I my ſelfe baue ventur'd 
To ſpeake my minde of him : and indeed this day, 
Sir(| may tell it you) thinke I have 
Incenſ the Lords o'th'Councell, thar he is 
(For ſo 1 know he is, they know he is) 
A moſt Arch-Heretique, a Peitilence 
Thar does infe& the Land : with which, they moued 
Haue broken with the King, who hath fo farre 
G1uen eare to our Complaint, of his great Grace, 


And Princely Care, fore-ſecing thole fell Miſchietes, 


# 
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Our Realons layd before him, hath commanded. 
To morrow Morning to the Covuncell Boord 
He be conuented, He's a ranke weed Sir Thomas, 
And we muſt root him out. From your Afﬀaires 
I hinder you too long :Good night,Sir Thomas, 
£xit Gardiner and Page. 
Low, Many good nights, my Lord, I reft your ſervant, 
Enter King and Sf olhe. 
Kmy, Charles, I will play no more to night, 
My mindesnot on't, you are too har(l for me, 
Sf. Sir, I did never win of you before, 
Kg. Yarlittle Charles, 
Nor ſhall not when my Fancies on my play. 
Now 7.oazel, trom the QQaeene what is the Newes. 
Los. | cov!d not perionally deliver to her 
V/hat you commanded me, bur by her woman, 
Tent your Meſtage.who rerturn'd ber thankes 
In the great'# huny Te, and defir'd your Highneſſc 
Mott heartily co pr - 
King, What fay Ha ? 
To pray for het? Wha ue crying out ? 
Low. So (aid her woman, and that her ſuffraiice made 
Almoſt each pang, a death 
Ros, Alas good Lady, 
Saf. God lately quit her of her Burthen, and 
With gentle Travaile, to the gladding of 
Your Highnefſe with an Heire, 
Kg, 'Tis midnight Ch les, 
Prythee to bed, and in thy Pravres remember 
Th'eſtate of my poore Q 1cene, Leave wwe alone, 
For | muſt thinke of that, which company 
Would not be friendly too, 
" Suf. I wiit your Highneſſe 
A quiet night, and my good Miftris will 
Remember in my Prayers, 
Kmg. Charles good night, 
Well Sir, what followes? 
Emer Sir Anthony Denny, 
Den. Sir,] have brought my Lord the Arch-byſhop, 
As you commanded me. 
King, Haf Canterbury? 
Den. 1 my good Lord. 
King, 'Tistrue : where is he Deny)? 
Den, He attends your Highneffe pleaſure, 
Kizg, Bring him to Vs. 
Low, This 1s about that, which the Byſhop ſpake, 
I am happily come hither. 
Enter Cranmer and Denny. 


\ 
Exit Suffolke. 


King. Auoyd the Gallery, L nel ſeemes toftay, 
Ha? I haue ſaid, Be gone, F 
\What ? Excunt Lowell and Denny. 


Cran. I am fearefull : Wherefore frownes he thus ? 
'Tis his Aſpe& of Terror, All's not well, 
King, How now my Lord ? 
You do defire tro know wherefore 


/ I ſent for you. 


Cran, leis my dutie 
T'attend your Highneſſe pleaſure. 
King. Pray you atiſe 


| My good and gracious Lord of Canterburie : 


| —_—.__ ——— O— OT 


Come, you and | muſt walke a turne togethe: 2, 
] haue Newes to tel] you. 
Come, come, glue me your hand, 
Ah my good Lord, I greeue at whar I fpeake, 
And am rightſorric to repeat what followes, 
I haue,and moft ynwilling!y ot late 

X 2 


Heard 


_—— 
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| Heard many greeuvous, I do ſay wy Lord 
| Greeuous complaints of you ; which beiwg confider'd, 
Hauc mou'd Vs,2nd our Councell, that you ſhall 
This Morning come beture vsgwlere | kuow 
Y ou cannot wiih tnchtreedorng PUrye Yuul iclte, 
But chat till turther Trigll, wn thote Charges 
Which will require your Aniwer, you mult rake 
Y our patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your houle our I owre : you,a Brother of ys 
It fits we thus proceed, or clſe no witnefle 
\W o11d come againlt you. 

Cran. ] humbly thanke your Highneſle, 
And amright glad to catch this good occalion 
Moſt rhroughly to be winnowed, where my Chafie 
And Corne ſhall flyc alunder. For | know 
There's none (taiids vader more calumnmous tongues, 
Then I my ſelfe, poore man. 

Km, Stand vp, good Canterbury, 
Thy Truth, ard thy integrity is rooted 
In vs thy Friend, G:ue me thy hand, ſtand vp, 
Prythee let's walke. Now by my Holydame, 
What manner of man are you? My Lord, | look'd 
You would haue giuen me your Petition, that 
{ ſhould haue tanc ſome parnes, to bring tocerher 
Your (elfe, and your Accuſers, and to have heard you 
Wichout indurance further. 

Cran. Moſt dread Liege, 
The good | ftand on, is my Truth and Honeſtic : 
If they ſhall faile, I with mine Encimes 
Willeriumph o're my perfor, winch [ waigh not, 
Being of thoſe Vertues vacant, 1 feare nothing 
with can be laid ag2inlt me, 
' King, Know younot | 
How your {tate ſtands 1th'werld, with the whole world? 
Your Enemies are many, 2nd not {mall ; their practiſes 
Muſt beare the ſame proportion,and nor ever 
| The Tuſtice and the Truth o'th'queſtion carries 
The dew o'th'Verdict w:th it ; at what calc 
Might corrupt mindes procure, Knaues as corrupt 
Totweare againſt you ; Such things haue bene done, 
Youare Potently oppos'd, and with a Malice 
Of as great Size. Weene you of better lucke, 
[ meane 1n periur'd \Witnelle, then your Maſter, 
Whole Miſter you are, whiles heere he liu'd 
Vponthisnaughty Earth 7 Go too, go too, 
You take aPiccepit tor no leape of danger, 
And woe your owne deſtruction, 

Cran., God,and your Maicſty 
Protect mine innocence, or 1 tall into 
The trap'is laid for me. 

King. Be of good cheere, 
' They thall no more p cuaile, then we gue way too : 
Keepe comfort to you,and this Morning ſee 
Youdo appearc betore them. It they thall chance 
In charging you with matters, to commit you : 
| The bett pes waſzon 5 to the contrary 
| Failenot to vic, and with what vehemencic 

7 i Mallin{iruct you, If intreatics 
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| Vil tender vou nn remedy, this Ring 
! Dehuec revs, and your Appeale to vs 


i 


; There make before them, Looke,the goodman weeps : 
Hes honelt on mine Honor. Gods bleſt Mother, 

J iwearc he 1s rrue-Hhearted, and a foulc 

None veteran wy Kingdome, Get you gone, 

| And do as | haue bid you. E xit Cranmer. 

; He ta's frangled his Language in his teares. 


. 


| 
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The Lifeof king Henry the Fight. 


Enter Olae Lady, 
Gert within, Come backe : what meane you ? 
Lady. Ile not come backe, the tydings that I bring 
\V ill m-ke my boldnefle, manners, Now good Angels 
Fly o're thy Royall head, and ſhade thy perion 
V nder their bleſſed wings, 
Kmg. Now by thy lookes 
I gefle thy Meſſage. 1s the Queene deliuer'd ? 
Say 1,and ofa boy. 
Lady. 1,1 my Liege, 
And of a louely Boy : the God of heauen 
Both now,and euer bleſlc her :'Tis a Gyrle 
Promiſes Boyes heereafter. Sir,your Queen 
Defires your Vifitation,and ro be 
Acquainted with this iranger; 'tis as like you, 
As Cherry,is to Cherry. 
King. Lozell, 
Los. Sir. 
Kmy, Giue her an hundred Markes. 
[le to the Queene. Exit King, | 
Lady, An hundred Markes? By this light, Lle ha more. 
An ordinary Groome is for ſuch paymenr. 
I will haue more, or (cold it out of him. 
Said [ for this, the Gyrle was like to him? Ile 
Haue more,orelfe vnſay't ; and now,while'tis hot, 
lle put it to the iſſue, Exit Ladie. 


— 
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Enter {0 ranmeyr, Archby(hep of C: anterbury, 


Cran.] hope Iam nor too late,and yetthe Gentleman 
That was tent co me from the Councell, pray'd me 
Tomake great haſt. Altfaſt > What meanes this ? Hoa ? 
Who waites there? Sure you know mef 

Enter Keeper, 
Keep, Tes,my Lord: 
Bur yec I cannot helpe you, 
Cran. Why? 
Keep. Your Grace muſt waight till you be call'd for, 
Enter Dottoy Buts. 

Cran. SO. , 

Eats, This isa Peere of Malice: I am glad 
{ cave this way fo happily. The King 
Shali vnderſtand ir preſently, 

Cran, *'T1s But), 

The Kings Phyfitian,as he paſt along 
How earneſtly he caſt his eyes yvpon me : 
Pray heauen he ſound not my diſgrace : for certaine 
This is of purpole laid by ſome that hate me, 
(God tuine their hearts, I veuer ſought their malice) 
To quench mine Honor ; they would ſhame to make me 
Wait elſe ar doore : a fellow Councellor 
Mong Boyes,Groomes,and Lackeyes. 

| Bur their pleaſures 
Muſt be fulfill'd, and attend with patience. 


E xi Buts 


Enter the King and Buts, at a Windowe 
abone. 


Buti. Ie ſhew your Grace the ſtrangeſt fight. 
Kmg. What's that Buas? 


©... 


Buts | 


——_— ___ 


- ” —->- —— ——— 


EE CO — 
en EE 


The Life of K ing Henry the Eight. 


' 


| Zutts, | thinke your Highneſle {ſaw this many a day. 
Kin. Body a me: where is it ? 
Butts, There my Lord; 
| The high promotion of his Grace of Canterbury, 
| \V ho holds his State at dore mongt(t Purieuants, 
Pages,and Foor-boyes. 

Kin, Ha ? "Tis he indeed. 
Is this the Honour they doe one another ? 
41 is well there's one about 'em ver; | had 'hought 
They had parted to much honefty among em, | 
At leaft good manners; 25 nct thus to fufter 
A man of his Place, and {o ncere our tavour 
To dance attendance on their Lordiſhips pleaſures, 
And at the dore too, like a Polit with Packets ; 
By holy Afary (Bzrts) there's knauery; 
Let'em alone, and eraw the Curtaine cloſe : 
We ſhall heare more anon. 


A Counce!l T able bren9%t in with Chayres and Stooles, and 
placed wnder the State. Enter Lord Chancellonr, plaves 
himſelfe at the vpper end of the Table,on the left hand: A 
Seate being left vaid abone him, as for Canterburies Seate, 

mb of Sufſolke, Duke of Norfolke, Surrey, Lord Cham< 
berlaine, Gardmer, ſeat themſelues im Order 01 each ſide. 
Crommwed at lower end, as Secretary, 
Chan. Speake to the bulineſſe, M, Secretary; 

Why are we met in Councell? 

 Crom, Pleale your Honours, 

The chiefe cauſe concernes his Grace of Canterbury, 
Gard. Ha's he had knowledge of it? 

Crom. Yes. 

Norf. Who waits there ? 

Keep. Without my Noble Lords? 
Gard, Yes, 

Keep. My Lord Archbiſhop : 

And ha's done halfe an hoere co know your pleaſures, 

Chan, Lec him come in. 
Keep. Your Grace may enter nov. 
Cranmer approches the Councell Table. 
Chan, My good Lord Archbiſhop,1'm very ſorry 

To fit heere at this preſent, and behold 

That Chayre ſtand empty : Bur we all aremen 

In our ovwne natures fraile,and capable 

Of our fleſh, few arc Angels out of which frailty 

And want of wiſedome,you that beſt ſhould teach vs, 

Haue miſdemean'd your felte,andnot a little ; 

Toward the King firſt, then his Lawes, in filling 

The whole Realme,by yourteaching & your Chaplaines 

(For ſo we are inform'd) with new opinions, 

Diuers and dangerous ; which are Herehes ; 

And not reform'd, may prove pernicious. 

Gard, Which Reformation muſt be ſodaine too 

My Noble Lords; for thoſe that tame wild Horſes, 

Pace *em not in their hands to make 'em gentle ; 

'Bur ſtop their mouthes with ftubborn Bits & ſpurre'em, 

Till they obey the mannage. If we ſuffer 

Our of our cafinefle and childiſh pitry 

Toone mans Honour, this contagious ſickneſle 

Farewell all Phyſicke: ard what tollowes then ? 

Commotions, vprores, with a generall Taint 

Of the whole Stare; as of late dayes our neighbours, 

The vpper Germany can deerely witneſle : 

Yer freſhly pittied in our memories. 

Cran, My good Lords ; Hitherto,in all the Progreſſe 

Both of my Life and Ofhce,I have labour'd, 

an; with no little ſtudy, that my teaching 
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And the ſtrong courſe of my Authority, 
Might-goe one way,and fately;and the end 
\Vas cuerto doe well : nor is there living, 
(I fpeake it with a ſingle heart, my Lords) 
A man thac more detetts, more tftirres againſt, 
Boch in his private Conſcience, and his place, 
Defacers of a publique peace then I doe : 
Pray Heauen the King may neuer find a heart 
With tefſe Allegeance in it, Men that make 
Enuy, and crooked malice, nouriſhment ; 
Dare bite the beſt, 1 doe befeech your, Lordſhips, 
Thar in this cale of [uſtice, my Accuſers, 
Be wat they will, may ſtand forth face to face, 
And treely vrge againſt rye. 
Sut?, Nay, my Lord, 

That cannot be; you are a Counſellor, 
And by that ve: te no ran dare accuſe you, (menr, 

Gard, My Lord, becaulc we haue buftnes of more mo- 
Ve will be ſhort with you, 'Tis his Highnelle pleature 
And our confent,for berrer try21l of you, 
From heace you be commirrted ro the Tower, 


{ Wheredreing bur a private man againe, 


You ſhall know many Qare accuſe you boldly, 


- Morethen (] tears) you are provided for, 


Cran, At my good Lord of 1/mcheſter: Ithanke you, 
You are alwayes my good Friend, if your will paſſe, 
; (hall both Hade your Lordſhip, Iudge and luror, 
You are {o mercifull. ] {ce your end, 

'Fis my vadoiag. Love and meekenefle, Lord 

Become a Churchman, better then Ambition ; 

\V in ſtraying Soules with modeſty apaine, 

Caſt none away : That I ſhall cleere my elfe, 

Lay all the weight ye can vpon my patience, 

I make as little doubt as you doe conſcience, 

In doing dayly wrongs. I could ſay more, 

Buarrene.cnceto your calling, makes me madef}. 

Gard, My Lord, my Lcrd, you are a SeQtary, 

Thar's the plainetruthz your painted glofle dilcouers 

To men that vnderſtand you, words and weakneſle, 
(79m. My Lord of Wincheſter, yare a little, 

By your good fauour,too ſharpe;Men ſo Noble, 

How ever faultly, yer ſhould finde reſpe& 

For what they have beene: 'tis a cruelty 

To load a falling man, 

Gard. Good M. Secretary, 

I cry your Honour mercie; you may worſt 

Ofall this Table ay (o. 

Crom, Why my Lord? 

Gard, Doe not I know you for a Fauourer 
Ofthis new SeA? ye are not ſound, 

Crom. Not ſound? 

Gard. Not ſound I ſay. 

Cram, Would you were halfe ſo honeſt: 

Mens prayers thea would ſecke you,not their feares, 
Gard. 1 ſhall remember this bold Language. 
Crom, Doe, 

Remember your bold life too. 

Cham, This is too much; 

Forbeare for thame my Lords, 

Card. I haue done. 

Crom. AndTI. 

Cham. Then thus for you my Lord, it tands agreed 

I rake it, by all voyces : That forthwith, 


| You be conuaid to th' Tower a Priſoner; 
! There to remainerill the Kings further pleaſure 
| Be knowne ynto vs: are you all agreed Lords, 
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All. \\e arc. 
| Cram, Is there no other way of mercy, 
But | muſtneeds to th' Tower iny Lords? 
Gard. What other, 
Would you expect ? You are ſtrangely troubletome: 
Ler {ome &'th' Guard be ready there, 
Enter the Guard, 


Cran, For me ? 

MuſtlI goe like a Traytor thither ? 

Gard. Receive him, 

And ſee him fate i'th' Tower, 

Cran. Stay good iny Lotds, 
I have alittle ygrto lay, Looke there my Lords, 
By vertue of that Ring, I take wy cauſe 
Our of the gripes of cruell men,and give ir 
To amet Noble Judpe,the King my Mailter, 

Cham. This is the Kings Ring. 

Sur. 'Tis no counterfeit, 

Swff. 'Ts the right Ring,by Heau'n:T old ye all, 
When we firſt put this dangerovs ftone a rowling, 
'Twold fall vpon our (clues, 

| Norf. Doe you thinke my Lords 
The King will ſuffer but the little finger 
Ofthis man to be vex'd? 

Cham, Tis now too certaine; 

How much more is his Lifc in value with him ? 
Would I were fairely out on't, 

Crom. My mind gave me, 
In ſeeking tales and Informations 
Againſt this man,whoſe honeſty the Diucll 
Aud his Diſciples onely enuy ar, 
| Ye blew the fire that burnes ye: now kaue at ye. 


| 


Enter Ring frowning on them, takes hiz Seats, 

Gard. Dread Soneraigue, 
How muchare we bound to Heauen, 
In dayly thankes; that gaue vs ſuch a Prince; 
Not onely good and wile, but moſtreligious: 
| One that in all obedience, makes the Church 
The cheeſc ayme of his Honour, and to firengthen 
That holy duty out of deare reſpec, 
His Royall ſee in hudgement comes to heare 
The cauſe berwixt her, and this great offender, 

_ You were euer good at lodaine Commendations, 
| Biſhop of Wmncrheſter, But know I come not 
To heare ſuch flattery now, and in my preſence 
They are too thin,and baſe to hide offences, 
To me you cahnot reach. You play the Spaniell, 
And thinke with wagging of your rongue to win me; 
But whatſoere thou tak'(t me for; I'm (ure 
Thou haſt a cruel] Nature and a bloody, 
Good man {it downe : Now let me ice the proudeſt 
Hee, that dares moſt, bur wag his finger ac thee, 
By all that's holy, he had berter tarue, 
Then bur once thinke his place becomes thee not, 
| 'Swr, Mayitpleaſe your Grace; 
Kin. NoSir;it doe'snot pleaſe me, 
I had thovghr, 1 had had men of ſome vnderftanding, 
And witedome of my Councell; but1 finde none : 
Was it dilcretion Lords,to let this man, 
{ This good man (tew of you deſerve that Title) 
' Th:s honeſt man, wait like a lowſic Foot-boy 
| Ax Chamber dore? and one, as great as you are? 

\Why,what a (hame was this? Did my Commiſhon 

| Bide lo tarre torgert your iclues? I gaue ye 
| Powet,as be was a Counicllour to try him, 


| 
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Not as a Groome 2: There's ſome of ye, I ſee, 
More out of M2lice then Inteprity, 

Would trye hum to the vtmolt, had ye meane, 
Which ye ſhall neue: have while 1 lue, 

Chan, Thus tarre 
My moſt dread Souecraigne, may it like your Grace, 
To ter my tongue excule all; What was purpos'd 
Concerning his Impruonment, was rather 
(If there be faith in men) meant for his Tryall, 

And faire purgation to the world then malice, 
I'm fure in me, 
Kin, \V ell, well my Lords reſpe& him, 
Take him,and vie him well; hee's worthy of it. 
1 will tay thus much for him, if a Prince 
May be beholding toa Subict; I 
Am for his loue and ſervice, ſoro him. 
Make merno more adoe,bur all embrace him; | 
Be friends for ſhame my Lords: My Lord of Canterbary 
T haue a Suite which you muſt not deny mee, 
That is,a faire young Maid that yet wants Baptiſme, 
You muſt be Godfather,and anſ{were for her. 

Cran. The greateli Monarch now alive may glory 
In fuchan honour: how may I deſerve ir, 

That am a poore and humble Subie& to you ? 

Km. Come, come my Lord,you'd ſpare your ſpoones; 
You ſhall have ewo noble Partners with yeu: the old 
Duchefle of Norfolke, and Lady Marquefſe Dorſet? will 
theſe pleaſe you? 

Once more my Lord of Wincheſter, I charge you 
Embrace,and loue this man. 

Gard, With a true heart, 

And Brother; loue I doe it, 
Crav. And let Heauen 
Witneſſe how deare, I hold this Confirmation. (hearts, 

Km. Good Man, thoſe toyfull reares ſhewthy true 
The common vyoyce | ſee is verified 
Of thee, which ſayes thus ; Doe my Lord of Canterbury 
A ſhrewd curne, and hee's your friend for euer ; 

Come Lords,wetnfletime away: Ilong 
To have this young one made a Chriſtian. 
As I have made ye one Lords,one remaine: 


So I grow ftronger,you more Honour gaine, Fxewnt, 
Scena Tertia. 
Noyſe and Tumuls within: Enter Porter and 


bus man, 

Port. You'l leaue your noyſe anon ye:Raſcals: doe 
you take the Court for Pariſh Garden: ye rude Slaves, 
leaue your gaping: 

Within, Good M. Porter I belong to th' Larder. 

Fort .Belong to th' Gallowes, and be hang'd ye Rogue: 
Ts this a place co roare in ? Ferch me a dozen Crab-crree 
Aawes, and (trong ones; theſe are bur ſwitches ro 'em : 
Ile ſcrateh your heads ;z you muſt be ſeeing Chriftenings? 
Do you looke for Ale, and Cakes heere, you rude 
Raskalls? 

AMan. Pay Sir be patient; 'tis as much impoſſible, 
Valeſle wee (weepe 'em from the dore with Cannons, . 
To ſcatter 'em, as 'tis towake'emlcepe 
On May-day Morning,which will aeuer be : 

We may ws well puſh againſt Powles as ſtirre'em. 

Por, How got they in,end be hang'd? 
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Man. Alas Iknow not,how gecs the Tide in ? 
As much as one ſound Cudgell of foure foore, 
(You ſce the poore remainder) could diftribure, 

I made no ſpare Sir. 

Por:. Youdid nothing Sir. 6 

Man, 1 am not Sempſon,nor Sir Guy, nor Colebrand, 
To mow 'em downe before me: burifI fpar'd any 
That had a head to hit, either young or old, 

He or (hee, Cuckold or Cuckold-maker : 
Let mene're hope to lee a Chine againe, 
And that I would not for a Cow, God {auc her, 

Within, Do you heare M. Porter? 

Port. I (hall be with you preſently, good M. Pappy, 
Keepe the dore clole Sirha. 
Man. What would you haue me doe ? 
Por. What thould you doe, 
But knock 'em downe by th' dozens? Is this More fields 
co mutter in? Or haue wee ſome ſtrange Indian with che 
reat Toole, come to Court, the women ſo bekiege vs? 
lefſe me,what a fry of Fornication is at dore * On my 
Chriſtian Conſcience this one Chriſtening will beget a 
thouſand, here will bee Father, God-father, and all to- 
gether. 

Man, The Spoones will be the bigger Sir: There is 
a fellow ſomewhat neere the doore, he ſhould be a Brahe 
er by his face, for o' my conſcience rwenty of the Dog- 
dayes now reigne 1n's Noſe; all that ſtand about him are 
vnder the Line, they need no other pennance : that Fire- 
Drake did I hit thiee times on the head, and three times 
was his Noſe diſcharged againſt mee; hee ſtands there 
like a Morter-piece to blow vs. There was a Habderda- 
(hers Wite of ſmall wit, neere him, that rail'd vpon me, 
till her pinck'd porrenger fell oft her head, for kindling 
ſuch 2 combuſtion in tbe State. 1 miſt the Meteor once, 
and hit that Woman, who cryed out Clubbes, when 1 
might ſee fromfarre, forme forty Truncheoners draw to 
her ſuccour, which were the hope o'th' Scrond where ſhe 
was quartered ; they fell on, I made good my place; at 
length they cameto th' broome ſtaffe to me, I defide 'em 
fil, when ſodainlya File of Boyes behind'em, looſe ſhot, 
deliwer'd ſuch a ſhowre oh Pibbles, char 1 was faine to 
draw mine Honour in, and let 'em win the Worke, the 
Diuell was among 'em Ithinke ſurely. 

Por. Theſe are the yourhs that thunder at a Playhouſe, 
and fight for bitten Apples, that no Audience bur the 
tribulation of Tower Hill, or the Limbes of Limehovle, 
their deare Brothers are able to endure. I have ſome of 
'cmin Limbo Patrum, and there they are |:ke to dance 
theſe three dayes; beſides therunning Banquer of rwo 
Beadles,that is to come. 


Enter Lord Chamberlaine, 

Cham, Mercy o'me : what a Mulcitude are heere ? 
\They grow ſtill roo; from all Parts they are comming, 
As it we kepca Faire heere? Where are theſe Porters ? 
Theſe lazy knaues? Y'haue made a fine hand fellowes ? 
Theres a trim rabble let in: are all theſe 
Your faithfull friends o'th' Suburbs? We (hall have 
Great ſtore of roome no doubt, left for the Ladies, 
When they paſſe backe from the Chriſtening? 

Por. And't pleaſe your Honour, R 
We are but men;and what ſo many may doe, 
Not being torne a pieces, we haue done : 
An Army cannot rule 'em. 

Cham, As live, 
If che King blame me for'r ; Ile lay ye all 


——— 
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By thi heeles, and fodainly:and on your heads 
| Clap round Fines for neglect : y'arc lazy knaves, 
And heere ye lye baiting of Bombards, when 
Ye ſhould doe Seruice, Harke the Trumpets ſound, 
Th'are come already from the Chriftening, 
Go breake among the preaſſe, and finde away out 
; Toletthe Troopepaſle fairely; or Ne finde 
| A Marſhalliey , (hall hold ye play theſe rwo Monthes, 
Por, Make way there, for the Princefle, 
Man. You great fellow, | 
Stand cloſe vp, or Ile make your head ake, 
| Por. You r'ch*Chamblet,get vp o'th'raile, 
| Hepecke youv're the pales X. Excant, 


—  —_ 


Scena (Quarta, 
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Enter Trumpet: ſounding : Then two Aldermen, L. Maior, 
Carter, Cranmer, Duke of Norfolke with bis Marſhals 
Staffe, Duke of Suſfolke, rwo Noblemen, bearing great 
ſtanding Bowles for the Chriſtening Guifts : Then foure 

i MNoblemen bearing a( anopy, vnder which the Dutcheſſe of 

Norfolke, Codmother , bearing the Chulde richly habited im 
| a Mantle, fc. Traine borne by a Lady: 7 ben followes 
the Marchioneſſe Dorſet , the other Godmother, and La- 
dier. The 7 roope paſſe ence about the Stage, and Gar- 
ter ſpeaker, 
Gart, Heaven 

Fromthy endleſſe goodnefle, ſend proſperous life, 

Long and cuer happie, to the high and Mighty 

Princefſe of England Elizabeth. | 


__ VG > — 


Flowyiſh. Enter King and Guard. 


Cras. And to your Royall Grace, & the good Queen, 
My Noble Partners, and my ſelfe thus pray 
All comfort, ioy in this molt gracious Lady, 
| Heauen euer laid yp to make Parents happy, 

May hourely fall ypon ye. 

Kin, Thanke you good Lord Archbiſhop : 
What is her Name ? 

Cran. Elizabeth, 

Kin. Stand yp Lord, 


With this Kiſſe, rake my Bleſſing + God proteRt thee, 
Into whoſe hand, I giue thy Life, 

Cran. Amen, 

Kin, My Noble Goſſips, y'haue beene too Prodigall; 
I thanke ye heartily : So ſhall this Lady, 
When ſhe ha's ſo much Engliſh, 

Cran. Let me ſpeake Sir, 
For Heauen now bids mez and the words I vtter, 
Let none thinke Flattery; for they'l finde*em Truth, 
This Roya!l Infant, Heauen ſill moue about bec; 
Though in her Cradle; yet now promiſes 
Vpon this Land a thouſand thouſand Bleſlings, 
Which Time ſhall bring to'ripeneſle : She ſhall be, 
(Bur few now liuing can behold that goodnefle) 
A Partterne to all Princes living with her, 
And all that ſhall ſucceed ; Saba was never 
More covetous of Wiſedome,and faire Vertue 
Then this pure Soule ſhall be. All Princely Graces 
That mould vp ſuch a mighty Piece as this 18, 
With all the Vertues that attend the good, 
Shall Rillbe doubled on her, Truth ſhall Nurſe her, 
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Holy and Heauenly thoughts till Counſel! ber : 

She ſhall be 1091'd and fear'd, Her owne ſhall bleſke her; 
Ie: Foes ſhake hike a Ficld of beaten Corne, 

An hang their heads with forrow : 

Wood growes with her. 

In het dayes, Fuery Man ſhall eate in fſafery, 


Vader h 5 owne Vane what he plants; and ling 


The merry Songs of Peace to all lus Neighbours, 

Gol (hail be truely knowne, and thole about her, 
From "1-7 ſha'} read the pertect way of Honour, 
And by tho{c clame their greatnefſe;not by Blood, 
Nor ſh2/i ths peace fleepe with het: Bur as when 
! he Birag! Wonder dyes, the MayGden Paoenix, 
Her aſhes pew create another Heyre, 

As greatin admiration 2s her lelte, 

So ſhall the leaue her Blefſednefle ro One, 

(W hen Heauen ſhal call ber trom this clowd of darknes) 
Who, from the {act ed Aſhes of her Honour 

Shall Star-like rite,ns great 1n fame es the was, 


| And lo fland fix'd, Peace, Plenty, Loue, Truth, Terror, 


That were the Seruants to this choſen Infant, 

Sall then be his, and like a Vine grow eo him; 
Where ever the bright Sunne of Heaven ſhall ſhine, 
His Honour,and the greacnefle of his Name, 


'] Shall be,and make new Nations. He ſhall Gouriſh, 
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And like a Mountaine Cedar, reach his branches, 
To all the Plaines about him : Our Childrens Children 
Shall ſee this,and bleſſe Heauen. 
Km, Thou ſpeake(t wonders. 
Cray. She ſhall be to the happineſſe of England, 
An aged Princefle ; many dayes ſhall fee her, 
And yet no day without a deed co Crowne it, 
Wou!d | hae knowne no more : But ſhemuſt dye, 
She muſt, the Saints muſt have her; yer a Virgin, 
A moſt ynſported Lilly ſhall ſhe paſſe 
Toth' ground, and all the World ſhall mourne her. 
Kin, O Lord Archbiſhop 
Thou haft made me now a man, neuer before 
This happy Child, d:dT ger any thing, 
This Oracle of comtotr, ha's ſo pleas'd me, 
That when lamin Heaven, ] ſhall defire 
To ce what this Child does, and praiſe my Maker. 
I thanke ye all, To you my good Lord Maior, 
And you good Brethren, I am much beholding : 
] have receiu'd much Honour by your preſence, 
Andve ſhall fnd me thankfull. Lead the way Lords, 
Ye muſt all ſce the Queeue, and ſhe muſt thanke ye, 
She will be ficke els. This day, no manthinke 
Has buſineſle at his houſe; for a!l ſhall Ray: 


This L ictle-One ſhall make it Holy-day. Excunt. 
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It ten to one, this Pliy.can nener pleaſe 

All that are heere : Some come rotake their eaſe, 
And ſleepe an A't or two; but thoſe we feare 
Whane frighted with our T umpects : ſo 'tis cleave, 
They 'l ſay tis naught. Others to heare the City 
Abus'dextreamly.and to cry that's witty, 


Which wee haue not done neither; that 1 feare 


, 
. 


Af the expelled good w'are libe to heave, 
For this Play at this time, ts one!y in 
T he merciful conſtrution of good women, 


| For ſuch a one we ſhew'd 'em : 1f they ſmile, 


4 


FINIS. 


| And ſag twill doe; | know within a white, 


All the beſt men ave orrs; ſor 'tis 1.1 hap, 
If they hold, when their Ladie : bid 'ens clap. 
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N Trey there lyes theiScqne \ From Iles of Greece 

4} 7 he Princes Orgildus, their bigh blood chaf'd 
Haue to the (Port of Athens ſent their ſhippes 

Franght with tht miniſters and inſtruments 

Of cruell Warre : Sixty and nine that wore 

T heir (rownets, Regall, from th Athenian bay, 

Put forth toward Phrygia, and their vow is made 

To ranſacke Troy, within whoſe ſtrong emures 

Theraniſ'd Helen, Menelaus Queene, 

With manton Paris ſleepes, and that's the Quarrell. 

To'Tenedos they come, 

And the deepe-dr «Wing, Barke do there diſgorge 


'T berr Wwarlike frautage:: now on Dar dan Plaines 


The freſh andyet onbruiſed Greekes do pitch 


. Their braue Pauillions.Priams ſix-gated (ity, 


Dardan and Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien, 
And Antenonidus with maſiie Staples 

And correſponſiue and fulfilling Bolts 

Stirre -opthe Sonnes of Troy, 

Now Expeftation tickling skittiſh ſpirits, 

On one and other ſide, Troian and Greeke, 

Sets all on hazard; And bither am 7 come, 

A Prologue arm'd, but not inconfidence 

Of Authors pen, or Actors voyce ; but ſuited 

Fn like conditions, as our Argument ; 

To tell you (faire Beholders) that our Play 
Leapes ore the rvaunt and firſtlings of thoſe byoyles, 
Beginning in the middle: ſtar ting thence away, 
To what may be digeſted in a Play : 

Like, or finde fault, do as your pleaſures are, 

Now good,or bad, "tis but the chance of Warre. 
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(i "4 1 Enter Pandarus and Tronlus. ſome-body had heard herralke yeſterday as I did: I will 
oe i | : not diſpraiſe your ſiſter Caſſandra's wit, but 
1040 28 All here m hs. + ws D_ + ny # wr rk | 
ASIC | y Hewvnarme againe. When I doetcl] thee,theremy hopes 1ye drown'd : 
Be: & Why ſhould | warte without the wals of Tray | Reply not in how many Fadomes deepe 
by A mo 0 ts OS a aps oy my | Pp Mn. The To _ mad 
[Hy r of his n Crefſids loue, Thou avſwer Rt ſhe is Fai 
| [7s | - | Let him to field, Tror/mu alas hath none, L Powr'it inthe open Vicer of my ==4 ay 
"| R Pan, Will this geere nere be mended ? | Her Eyes,her Haire,her Cheeke,her Gare, her Voice, 
18 Troy. The Greeks are irong,& $kilful ro their ſtrength, | Handlefſtin thy diſcourſe,' O thawhet Hand 
| Fr Fierce to their skill,and to their fierceneſſe Valiant: , (In whoſe compariſon,all whites are Inke) 

j i | 'Y But I am weak-r _ : R_—_ teare ; Writing their owne reproach; to whoſe ſoft ſeizure, 
[12:0 Tamer then ſleepe,fonder then ignorance ; | The Cighets Downe is harſh,and ſpirit of Senſe | 
[9 Leſſe valiant then the Virgin in the night, | Hard as the palme of, Plongh-men. This thou tel'Rt me ; 

F- a [ "s And skilleſſe as vypraQtis'd Infancie. | As true thou tel'(t me, when I ſay I loue her : ; 
8 Pan, Well, I have told you enough of this : For my | But ſaying thus, inſtead of Oyle and Balme 
FLY part, Ile not meddle nor make no farther. Hee that will þ, Thoulai't in every gaſh that Joue hath g1 . 
0 ( | , giuen me, 
a { have a Cake out of the Whcare, muſt needes tarry rhe | The Knife that madeir. | WT 
| -. grinding. \ + Pan, 1 ſpeakenomorethen truch 
56 Troy, Haue I not tarried ? Trey. Thou do'(t not ſpeake ſvanich, 
f \þy Pan. 1 the grinding ; but you muſt rarry the bolting. | Pan. Faith, Ile not, weddle in't: Let her be as ſhee is, 
i 1 Troy. Haucl not tarried ? if ſhe be faire, 'tis the berter for her +p0d ſhe be nor, ſhe 
| Pan, lthe Dong = you muſt cairy the leav'ing, | ha's the $5 wes het oWne hands, \ / 
Ik Troy. Still havel rarried, Troy. Good Paudarms ; How now Pandarm ? 
| v1 Pan. I, tothe icaucaing : w_ _—_ in the word | Pax. Ihave had my Labour formy trauell,jll thought 
" hereafter, the Kneading, the ma ting of the Cake, the; onofher,and 1! thought on of you: Gone berweene and | 
ei heating of the Ouen, aodthe-Baking; nay, you muſt Ray | berweene,but ſmal}thankes for my labour. 
; k the cooling hq you 7 m—_ = op -_ lips. | Trey. Whatart thou angry Pardarun what with me? 
fy Troy. Patience her os, w yn 0 hx eere ebe, , 4 Becauſe (he's Kiane to me, therefore ſhee's not 
4 I Doth leſſer blench at ſufterance,then I doe : 0 faire as Helen, and ſhewerenor kin tome, ſhe would 
fo | At Priams Royall Table doe Ifit; be as faire on Friday, as Helen is, on $unday, But what 
i it MM when faire Creſſid comes into my thoughts, care 1? I care not and ſhe were 4 Black-a- Moore, 'ris all 
jj | So(Traitor ) _ ſhe comes, when ſhe is thence. \ onetome. FR 9, T9IY 
| Pax, Well: . Troy, Say I ſhe is not faire? 
| j | | | [Shelook'd yelternight f.urer,then euer I ſay her looke, Troy. Idoe not care whether you doe or no, Shee's a 
# Or ay,wom zanciic. Foole to ſtay behinde her Father + Let her to the Greeks 
ih Troy. I was about to tell chee,when my heart, \ andſolletell her the next time [ ſee her : for wy part Ile 
d Agwedoed with a iigh, would nue in twaine ddl k 'th' ha0k. 19 
*F s wedged with a ſigh, aine, meddle nor make no more i'th'matter. 
Fa Leaſt Tef!or,or my Father (ſhould perceive me : Troy, Pandarus? Pan. Not! 
\ " I haue /as when the Sunne dorh light a-fcorne) Troy. Sweete Pandarns, ; 
"of | Buried this ſighin wrinkle of a ſmile: Pan, Pray you ſpeake no more to me, 1 will 1 
JK "oy Fe 5», wy eg af} u , Iwill leave all 
Wt. : | Bur ſorrow. that 15 coucti'd in ſeeming gladneſſe, _ as I foundit,and there an end, Exit Pand. 
"nt { | Ts ike that mirth, Fate rurnes to ſudden {adveſle. | Sound Alarum. 
gl | Pas And ver haire were uot lomewhat _ _ | Tro,Peace you vngraciousClamors,peace rude ſounds, 
Af F | Helefsywell g0 too, there were no mure compariſon be- Fooles on both fides, Helen muſt needs be faire, 
| 2 | tweene the Women, But ſor my part ſhe 1s my Kinſwo- | When with your bloud you daily paint her tbus, 
fo 4 [man I would not (as they tearme it) praile it,but I wold | I cannot fight ypon this Argument: | 
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Itis coo ſtaru'd a ſubie& for my Sword, 

But Pandarw : O Gods! How do you plague me? 
I cannot come to Creſſid but by Pandar, 

And he's as teachy to be woo'd to woe, 

As {he is tubboroe, chat againſt all ſuite, 

Tell me Apells for thy Daphres Loue 

W hat Creſſi4 is, what Pandar,and what We : 

Her bed is {ndia,there ſhe lics,s Pearle. 

Between our Ilhum,and where ſhee rec1de8 

Let it be cald the wild and wandring flood, 

Oar ſelfe the Mecchant,and this ſaying Pandey, 

Our doubrfull hope, our conuoy and our Barke» 

Alarum. Enter eAneas. 
e/£ne, How now Prince Troj(s ? 

W hereforenot a held ? 

Troy, Becauſe not there; this womans aaſwer ſorts, 

For womaniſh it is to be from thence: 

What newes e/Eneas from the ficld to day ? 
e/fne, That Pars is returned home, and hurt, 
Troy. By whom e/£new ? 
e/Ene, Treylus by Menelam, 

Troy. L et Paris bleed,*cis bur a ſcar to ſcorne, 

Pars is gor'd with Menelaxs horne, 
e/Ene, Harke what good ſport is out of Towne to day, 
Troy. Better at home, if would I might were may : 

Bur to the ſport ab:oad,are you bound thither ? 

eEne, Ta all ſwift haſt. 

Trey. Come goe wee then togither, 
Enter Creſſid and hor naan.. 

Cre, Who were thoſe went by ? 

Man, Queene Hecnba and Hellen, 

Cre, And whether go they ? 

Man. Vp to the Ealterne Tower, 

W hole height commands as ſubieR all the yaile, 

To ſee the bactell : Heftor whole pacience, 

Is as a Vertue fixt,to day was mou'ld : 

He chides Andromache and ſtrooke his Armorer, 1 

Ard like as there were husbandry in Warre 

Before the Sunne roſe,hee was harneſt lyte, 

And tothe field goc's he; where every flower 

Did as a Prophet weepe what it forſaw, 

In Hettors wrath, 

Cre, What was his cauſe of anger ? 
Man, The noiſe goe's this; 

There isamong the Greekes, 

A Lord of Troian blood, Nephew to Hettor, 

They call him Azax. 

Cre. Good; and what of him ? 

Men, They ſay he is a very manper ſe and ftands alone. 

Cre. Sodo all men, vnleſſethey are druoke, ficke,or 
have no legges. 

Mar.-This wan Lady,harb rob'd many beafts of their 
particular additions,he is as valiant as the Lyon,churliſh 
as the Beare, flow as the Elzphant : a man into whem 

"nature hath (o crowded humors, that his yalour is cruſht 

into folly, his folly ſauced with diſcretion : there is no 

man hath a vertue, that he hath nor a glimpſe of, nor a- 

ny man ai attaint, but he carries forme Raine of jt, Hets 

melancholy without cauſe, and merry againſt the haire, 
hee hath the joynts of every thing, bur euery thing ſo 
out ot t1oynt, that hee is a gowtie Byjarers, many hards 
and no vie; or purblinded 4rgwm,all eyes and no light. 
Cre. But how ſhould this man that makes me nile, 
make Hettor angry? 
Mar. They lay he yeſterday cop'd Heftoy in the bat- 


Exennt, 


_ — i 


tell and troke hin downe, the diidaind & ſhame wheres | 


Alarnum, | 


| 


of, hath eucr fince kept Hettor fafting and waking, 
Enter Pandaru. 
Cre. Who comes here & 
Man, Madam your Vncle Pandarms, 
Cre. Hedtors a gallant man. 
Alan, As may bein the world Lady. 
Pan, What's chatzwhat”s that ? 
Cre, Good morrow Vncle Pandarmy. 
Pan, Good morrow Cozen Creſſid: what do you talxe 


of? 200d morrow Alexander. how do you Cozen ? when 
were youart lllium 2 


Cre. This moraing Vncle. 


Pan. \\ hat were you talking of when I came? Was 
Hetitor arn'd and gonere yea came to ]llium? Hellew was 
not vp ? was ſhe ? 

Cre. Hetitor was gone but Hellen was not vp? 

Pan. E'cne ſo; Hettor was ſticring carly, 

(fe. That were wetalking of and of his anger, 

Pan, Was he angry ? « 

Cre, $0 he ſaies here. 

Pan True he was ſo; I know the cauſe too, heelelay 
about him to day I can tell them that, and there's Trojins 
will not cotne farre behind him, let them take heede of 
Troy{ms; 1 can tell them that too. 

Cre. Whatis he angry too? 

Pan, Who Troybe 
Tronius is the better man of the two, 

Cre, Oh Inpiter;chere's no compariſon, 

Pan, What not betwrene Trop/us and Heftor ? do you 
know a man if you ſee him 2 

Cre, I,if I euer ſaw him before and knew him, 

Pan. Well I ſay Troyime is Tron/me, 

Cre. Then you fay as I ſay, 

For I am ſure he 1s noc Hedtor. 

Pan. No not Hettor 1s not Troplws in ſome degrees, 

Cre. 'Tis iuſt,to each of them he is himſeltfe, 

Pm. Hiraſeltc?alas poore Troy/xa I would ke were. 

Cre. Soheis. 

Pan, Condition I had gone bare-foote to India, 

Cre. He is not Hettor. 

Pan, Himſelfe ? n 02 hee's not himſelfe, would a were 
himſelfe: well, the Gods are aboue, tinie muſt friend or 
end:well Troy las well, ] would my hearc were in her bo- 
dy; no, Hettor is nor a better man then Trenlms, 

Cre. Excule me, 

Pan. He is elder, 

Cr-, Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. Th'others not come too'r, you (hall tell me ano- 
thertale when th'others come too't : Hetter ſhall not 
have his will this yeare. 

Cre. He ſhallnot neede it if he have his owne, 

Pan. Nor his qualities. 

Crf?, No matter, 

Pan, Nor his beaurie. 

Cre. 'Twould not become himghis owr's better, 

Pan, You have no ivdgement Neece; Hellen her ſelfe 
{wore th other day that Troy/xs for a browne tauour (for 
ſo 'ris I mul\ confeſſe ) not browne neither, 

Cre, No, but browne. 

Pax. Faith to ſay truth, browne and not browne. 

Cre. To ay the truth, true and tot true, 

Pan. She prais'd his 6omplexion aboue Par, 

Cre, Why Pars hath colour inough, 

Pan. Soihe has. 

Cre, Then Troy{ms ſhould haue too much,ifſbe progi'd 

him aboue, his complexion is higher then his,he having 
| colous 
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\ colour enough, and the other higher, is roo flaming a 
praite for a good complexion,l had as heue Hellers gol- 
den rongue had commended 7 remlad for a copper note. 
Pan, | \weare to you, 
Irninke Helen loues him berter then Pars. 

Cre. Then ſhee's a merry Greeke indeed, 

dan. Nay I am ſure ſhe does, ſhe came to him th'other 
day into the compalt window,and you know be has not 
palt three or foure haires on his chinne. 

Creſ. Indeed a Tapfiers Arithmerique may foone 
bring b1s particulars therein,to arocall. 

Pard, Why he is very yong, and yet will he within 
three pound lite as much as his brother Hettor, 

Creſ. 1s he us ſo young a man,and ſo old alitcer ? 

Pan. But to prooue to you that Helen loues him, ſhe 
came and puts me her white hand to bis clouen chin, 

Creſ. Immohauc mercy, how came it cloyen ? 

Pan. Why,you know 'tis dimpled, 
| thinke his (myling becomes him better then any man 


4 inall Phrigia, 


Cre, Oh he {miles valiantly, 

Pau, Dooes hee not ? 

Cre, Ohyes,and'cwereaclow'd in Autwnme, 

Pan. Why goto then, but to proue to you that Heflew 
loues Trorlms. ; 

(re. Trorlm wil Rand to thee 
Proofe,ttyoule prooue it ! 0. 


 ſeeme an addleegge. 
Ce. Tf you loue an addleegge as well as you loue an 
idle head, you would cate chickens i'chſhell, 
Pan. 1 eannot chuſe but laugh co thinke how ſhe tick- 
{ led his chin, indecd ſhee has a marue!'s whice hand I mult 
needs confeſlc, 
Cre, Without the racke, 
Pax. And fhce takes vpon herto ſpic a white haire on 
his cbinne. 
(fre. Alas poore chin? many a wart is richer, 
P and, But there was ſuch laughing, Queene Hecnbas 
laught that her eyes ran ore, 
Cre. With Militones, 
Pan. And Caſſandrslaught, 
Cre But there was more temperate fire ynder the pot 
of her eyes : did her eyes run ore too? 
Pan. And Heltor laught. 
Cre. Ac what was all this laughing ? | 
Pand . Marry at the whitc haute that [Tees ſpied on 
Troxtne chin. 


laught t90, 


pretty anſwere, 
Cre. What was his anſwere ? 


your chinne;and one of theia 15 white, 
Cre, This1s her queſtion, , 


| chaft,and all the ret ſo laughr, chat it paſt. 

\ Cre. Soletitnow, 

For is tas beene a great while going by. 
Pan. Well Cozen, 


"_ —. ——_— 


Pan, Troylus?why he eſtcemes her no more thenI]e- 


Creſ. And t'had beene a greene haire, I ſhould have 


Pand, They laught not ſo much at the hairezas at his 
Pan. Quoth ſhee,heere's but two and fifty haires on 


P.r 4 "That's true, make no queſtion of that, two and 
fiſtie haires quoth hee,and one whitezthat white haire 1$ 
my Father, and all the reſt are his Sonnes. /apiter quoth 
ſhegwbich of thelc haires is Parzs my husband ? The for. 
| ked one queth he, pluckt out and giue it him : bur there 
| was fuck laughing, and Hellen lo bluſht, and Pars {0 
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| ofthe flowers ot Troy I can you, but merke Troylus,you 


I cold you a thing ycſterday,think on'c, 
Cre. - So I docs, 

Pard, Ile be ſworne "tis true, he will weepe you | 
an'cwere 2 man borne in Aprill, Sound aretreate. 

Creſ, Andlle ſpring vp 1a his reares,an'twere ancrle 
agamit May, wo le | | 

Pan. Harke they are comming from the field, (hal we | 
ſtand vp here and lee them, as they paſſe roward 11lium, 
good Neece do,{weert Neece Creſſid, | 

Cre.- At your pleaſure. 

Pan. Heere,hcere, here's an excellent place, heere we 
may lee moſt bravely, Ile ce) you them all by their names, 
as they paſſe by, but marke Tr01/w aboue the reft, 

Enter eAneas. 
Cre, Speake not ſo low'd. 
Pan. I hat's /Eneas,is not thata brave man, hee's one 


{hal ſee anon, 
Cr, Who's that 2 
Exter Antenor, 

Pan, That's Antenor, he has a ſbrow'd witI can tell 
you,and hee's a man good inough, hee's one o'h ſoun- 
deft rwdgement in Troy whoſocuer, and a proper man of 
perſon; when comes 7ro/xs ? Ne ſhew you Troyim anon, 
if hee {ce me,you (hall ſee him him nod at mc, 

| Cre. Will he giue you the nod? 
Pan. You ſhall ſee. 
Cre, It he do,the rich ſhall have,more. 
Emer Heltor. 

Pix, That's Heftor,thar, that, looke you,that there's a 
fellow, Goe thy way Hetter,there's a brave man Neece, 
O brane Hettor | Looke how hee lookes tthere's a coun- 
tenance;ift not a braue man ? 

Cre, Obraue man | 

Pan. 1: anot? It dooesa mans heart good, looke you 
what hacks are on þis He!met,looke you yonder,do you 
(ce? Looke youthere?There's noieſting, laying on,tak't 
oft, ho ill as they ſay,there be hacks. 

Cre, Bethole with Swords ? 

Enter Pars. 

Pan, Swords, any thing he cares not, and the divel! 
cpme to him,n's all one, by Gods lidit dooes ones heart 
good. Yonder comes Paxzs, yonder comes Pars: looke 
yee yonder Neece,iſt not a gailane man to, iſt nor ? Why 
this 1s braue now : who ſaid he came hurt home to day ? 
Hee's nor hurt, why this will do Hellens heart good 
now,ha? Would 1 could fee Trop{/xs now, you (hall Trey- 
[4 anon, | 

(re. Whoſe that x 

Enter Hellenus . 

Pan. That's Heflenws,1] maruell where Tropizs is,that's 
Helenws, ] thinke he went not torthto day:that's Hel. 
lens. 

Cre. Can Hellenus fight Vocle 2 

Pan. H-:llexza no : yes hecle fight indifferent, well,l 
maruel| where Troylws is ; harke, do you not hacre the 
people crie Troplues 7 Hellemss 18 a Prieft, 

Cre. Whar ſneaking fellow comes yonder ? 

Enter Trylaws. 

Pan. Where? Yonder? That's Dapbobua, Tis Tro- 
[ns \ Ther's a man Neece, hem ; Brave Trop/mexhe Prince 
of Chiualrie, | 

Cre. Peace, for (hame peace, 

Pand. Warke him, not him ; O braue Trej/w : Jooke 
well ypon him Neece,looke you how his Swordis blou- 
died, and his Holme more backt then Heitors,and how be 


lockes, 
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lookes, and how he goes, O admirable youth! he ne're 
ſaw three and tweaty, Go thy way Troxixs,go thy way, 
had 3 a ifter wereja Grace, or a daughter a Goddefle, hee 
(bould take bis choice. O admirable man ! Parsu? Pars 
is durt to him, and I warrant, Helento change, would 
give money to boot. 


Enter common $S:uldicr 
Creſ. Heere come more, 


bran; porredge after meat. I covld live and dye i'th'eyes 
of Trojims, Ne're looke,ne're looke ; the Eagles are gon, 

Crowes and Dawes, Crowes and Dawes: I had cather be 
ſuch a man as Troylms, then Agamermos,and all Greece. 

| Creſ. There is among the Greekes Achilles, a better 
man then Tro/me. 

Pan. Achiller? a Dray-man,a Porter,a very Camell, 

Creſ. Well,well, 

Fan, Well,well ? Why have you any diſcretion?have 
you any eyes? Da you know what ann is ? Is not birth, 
b auty, good ſhape, diſcourſe, manhood, Jearning, gen» 
tleneſſe, vertue,youth,liberality,znd ſo forth : the Spice, 
2nd ſaltthat ſeaſons a man ? 

Cref. 1,a minc'd man,and then to be bak'd with no Date 
inthe pye, for then the mans Gates our, 

Pan. You are ſuch another woman, one knowes not 
at what ward you lye, 

{reſ. Vpon my backe, to defend my telly; ypon my 
wit, to defend my wiles ; yppon my ſecrecy, to deſend 
mine honefty ; my Maske, to defend my beaury,and you 
to defend all theſe ; and at all theſe wardes I] lye ar, at a 
thouſand watches, 

Pan. Say one of your watches, 


the cheeſeſt of them too: If I cannot ward what I would 
not heue hit, 1 can watch you for telling how I crook the 
blow, ynleſſe it {well paſt niding, and then it's paſt wat- 
ching, 

Enter Boy, 


Par. You are ſuch another, 
Boy. Sir, tny Lo:d would inftantly ſpeake with you. 
Pan,. Where? 
Boy. At your owne houſe. 
Par. Good Bey tell him I come, I doubt he bee hurt. 
Fare ye well good Neece. 
Creſ. Adicu Vnkle. 
Pan. Ie be with you Neece by and by, 
Creſ, To bring Vnkle. 
Pan. I, a token from Troy/ne, 
Creſ. By the ſame taken, you area Bawd, Exit Pand, 
Words, vowes, gifts, teares, & loues full ſacrifice, 
He offers in anothers enterpriſe : 
But more in Tro7/xu thouſand fold 1 ſee, 
Then in the g/aſſe of Parder's praiſe may be; 
Yerhold 1 off. Women are Angels wooing, 
Things won are done, iayes ſoule lyes inthe dooing : 
That ſhe belou'd, knowes nought,that knowes not this; 
Men prize the thing vngain'd, more then it is, 
That ſhe was never yer, thar cuer knew 
Loue got ſo ſweer, as when defice did ſue ; 
Therefore this maxime out ef loue I teach ; 


'* Atchiewement, is command; vng ain d, beſtech, 
That though my hearts Contents firme lone doth beare, 
Nothing of that ball from mine eyes appeare, Exu, 


Pan, Aſſes,fooles, dolts, chaffe and bran, chaffe and 


Creſ, Nay Ile watch you for that, and that's one of- 


| 


UA 
 O— 
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| Bounding betweene the two moyſt Elements 


| 
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Senet. Enter Agamemmnon, Neſtor, Viyſſes, Diome.. 
a ja 64 wb 

Agars, Princes: | 
What greefe hath ſet the Taundies on your checkes ? 
The ample propokition that hope makes | 
In all defignes, begun on earth below 
Fayles inthe promitt largenefſe: checkes and diſafters 
Grow in the veines of actions higheſt rear'd. 
As knors by the conflux of meering lap, 
InfeQ the Gund Pine, and diuercs his Graine 
Tortiuve and erant from his courſe of growth, | 
Not Princes, is it matter new'to vs, 
1 hat we come ſhort of our ſuppoſe ſo farre, 
Thac after ſeuen yeares liege, yet Troy walles land, 
Sith euery ation that hath gone before, 
Whereof we haue Record, Triall did draw | 
Bias andibwart, not anſwering the ayme : | 
And that vnbodied figure of the thought 
That gaue't ſurmiſed | $4 Why then(yeu Princes) 
Do you with cheekes abaſh'd, behold our workes, + 
Andthinke them ſhame, which are (indeed)noughr elſe | 
Bur the protraRiue rials of great loue, 
To finde perſiftiue conſtancie in men ? 
The hneneſte of which Mettsl! is not found 
In Fortunes loue ; far then, the Bold and 
The Wile and Foole, the Artiſt and vn-read, | 
The hard and fofc, ſeeme all aftin'd,and kin, 
Bur io the Winde and Terpeit of her frowne, 
DiftiaQtion with a lowd and powrefull fan, 
Prfhog at all, winnowes the light away z. 
And whac hath maſſe, or matter by it ſelfe, 
Lies richin Vertue, and vomingled. | 


F 


, 


Neftor. With due Obſeruance of thy godly ſeat, 
Great Agamemmnon, Neſter ſhall apply* 
Thy latett words. | 
Inthe reprdofe of Chance, | 
Lies the true proofe of men :; The Sea being ſmooth, 


How many ſhallow bauble Boates dare ſaile 

Vpon her patient breft, making their way 

Wirth thoſe of Nobler bulke? 

But let the Rufhan Boreas once enrage 

The _ Thetis, and anon behold 

The irong ribb'd Barke through liquid Mouncilines cur, 


Like Perſeus Horſe, Where's then the ſawcy Boate, 

Whoſe weake vmtimber'd fides but cuen now 

Co-riual'd Greatneſſe ? Fither ro harbour fled, 

Or made a Tofte for Neptune. Euecn (o, 

Doth valours ſhew,and yalours wcrth diuide 

In tormes of Fortune, 

For, in her ray and brightneſſe, | 

The Heard hath more annoyance by the Brieze 

Theo by the Tyger : Buc, when the ſplitting winde 

Makes flexible che knees of knotted Oakes, 

And Flies fled vader ſhade, why thea 

The thing of Courage, 

As rowz'd with rage, with rage doth ſympathize, 

And with an accent tuo'd jn {elfe-ſame key; 

Retyres to chiding Fortune. 

* Vhſ. Agamemmnon ; | | 

Thou great Commander, Nerue, and Bone of Greece, 

Heart of our Numbers, ſoule, and onely ſpirit, 

In whom the tempers, and the mindes of all 

Should be ſhut vp ; Heare whar Viyſes ſpeakes, 

Beſides the applauſe and approbation 

The which moſt mighty for thy place and (way, 
s 


b— 


— Troylus and Greſvida. 


And thou moſt reuerend for thy firetcht-our life, 

I giue 60 both your ſpeeches : which were ſuch, 
As Agamemnon and the handoof Greece 

Should hold vp high in Brafſe: and ſuch againe 
As venerable Neſtor (harch'd in Siluer) 

Should with a bond of ayre, ſtrong as the Axletree 
In which the Heauens ride, knit all Greekes cares 
To his experienc'd rogue: yer leticpleaſe both 
(Thou Great,and Wile) ro heare Vhyſſes ſpeake. 


That matter needleſſe of imporclefſe burthen 
Duwidethy lips ; then weare confident | 
When ranke Ther ftes opes his Maſticke iawes, 

We ſhall heare Muſicke, Wir,and Oracle, 

Ulyſ. Troy yer vpon his baſis had bene downe, 
And the great Hettors (word had lack'd a Mafter 
But for theſe inſtances, 

The ſpecialty of Rule hath beene negleRed ; 

And looke how many Grecian Tents do ſtand 
Hollow ypon this Plaine, ſo many hollow FaCtions. 
When that the Generall isnot like the [Hiue, 

To whom the Forragers ſhall all repaire, 

What Hony is expected? Degree being vizarded, 
Th'vnworthieſt ſhewes as fairely in the Maske. 

The Heauens themſclues, the Planets, and this Center, 
Obſerue degree, priority,and place, 

Inffture, courſe, proportion, ſeaſon, forme, 
Office, and cuſtome, inall line of Order : 

And therefore is the glorious Planet Sol 

In noble eminence, enthron'd and ſphear'd 

Amidſt the other, whoſe med'cinable cye 


| Corres the ill Aſpects of Planets evill, 
| Andpoſteslike the Command ment of a King, 


Sans checke, to good and bad, But when the Planets 

In euill mixture to diſorder wander, : 

What Plagues, and what mot muriny ? 

What raging ofthe Sea? ſhaking ot Earth ? 

Commorcion in the Windes? Frights, changes, horrors, 

D1uert, and cracke, rend and deracinate 

The ynity, and married calme of States 

Quite from cheir fixure? O, when Degree is ſhak'd, 
Which is the Ladder to all high deſignes) 

Oe enterprize is fſicke. How could Communities, 

Degrees in Schooles, and Brother-hoods in Cities, 

Peacefull Commerce from dividable ſhores, 

The primogeririue, and due of Byrth, 

Prerogatiue of Age, Crownes, Scepters, Lawrels, 

(But by Degree) Rand in Authentique place? 

Take butDegree away, vn-tune that ſtring, 

And hearke what Diſcord followes : each thing meetes 

In meere oppugnancie, The bounded Waters, 

Should lift their boſomes higher then the Shores, 

And make a ſoppe of all this ſolid Globe : 

Strenoth ſhould be Lord of imbecility, 

And the rnde Sonne ſhould Arike his Father deed: 

Force ſhould be right, orrather, right and wrong, 

(Berweene whole endlefle iarre, Tuftice recides) 

Should looſe her names, and ſo ſhould Tuſtice roo. 

Then every thing includes it ſelfe in Power, 

Power into Will, Will into Appetite, 

And Apperiteſan vniuerſall Wolfe, 


| So doubly ſeconded with Will, and Power) 


Moſt make perſorce an vniverſall prey, 
Andlaft, exte vp himſelte, 
Great Ag amemno: : 


| 


This Chaos, when Degree is ſuffocate, 


Aga, Speak Prioce of [thaca,and be't of lefſe expect - 


Followes the choaking : | 
And this negleRion of! Degree, is it 
That by a pace goes backward in a purpoſe 
It hath to climbe. The Generall*s diſdain'd 
By him one ſtep below ; he, by the next, 
That next, by him beneath : ſo enery ſtep 
Exampled by the firft pace that is ſicke 
Of bis Superiour, growes to an enuious Feauer 
Ofpale, and bloodlefſe Emulation. 
And tis this Feauer that keepes Troy on foote, 
Not her owne finewes, Toend a tale of length, 
Troy in our weakneſſe lies, not in her ſtrength. 
Neft, Moſt wiſely hath Y7tyſſes heere diſcouer'd 
The Feauer, whereof all our power is ficke. 
Aga. The Nature of the ſicknefſe found (Ulyſſes) 
What 1x the remedie? 
Viyſ. The great Achilier, whom Opinion crownes, 
The finew, and the fore-hand of our Hoſte, 
Hauing his eare full of his ayery Fame, 
Growes dainty of hisworth, and in his Tent 
Lyes mocking our defignes, With him, Patroclns, 
Vpon alazie Bed, the hue-long day 
Breakes (currill Iefts, 
And with ridiculous and aukward ation, 
(Which Slanderer, he imitation call's) 
He Pageants ys. Sometime great Agamemmon, 
Thy topleſſe depuration he puts on; 
And like a ftrutting Player, whoſe conceir 
Lies in his Ham-ftring, and doth thinke it rich 
To heare the woedden Dialogueand ſound 
'Twixt his ſtretcht footing, and the Scaffolage, 
Such to be pittied, and ore-reſted ſeeming 
He acts thy Greatneſſe in: and when he ſpeaker, 
'Tis likea Chime a mending. With tearmes vaſquar'd, 
W hich from the tongue of roaring Typhen dropr, 
Would ſcemes Hyperboles, At this fuſty Ruffe, 
The large Acbilles (on his preſt-bedlolling) 
From his deepe Cheft, lIaughes out a lowd applauſe, 
Cries excellent, 'tis Agamez»or iult. 
Now play me Neftor ; hum, and firoke thy Beard 
As he, being dreſt to ſome Oration ; 
That's done, as neere 2s the extreameſt ends 
Of paralels ; as like, as Vulcan and his wife, 
Yer god Achilles Rill cries excellent, 
Tis Neftor right. Now play him (me) Patroclms, 
Arming to anſwer in anight-Alarme, 
And then (forſooth) the [2k defets of Age 
Muſt be the Scene of myrih, ro cough, and ſpit, 
And with a palfie fumbling on his Gorget, 
Shake in and out the River ; and at this ſport 
Sir Valour dies ; cries, Ocnough Patroclme, 
Or, give me ribs of Steele, I (hall ſplir all 
In pleaſure of my Spleenc, And in this faſhion, 
All our abilities, gifts, natures, ſhapes, 
Seuerals and generals of grace exaQ, 
Atchieuments, plots, orders, preventions, . 
Excitements to the field, or ſpeech for truce, 
Succeſſe or lofle, what is,or is not, ſerues 
As ftuffe for theſe two, to make paradoxes, 
Neft. And in the imitation of theſe twaine, 
Who (a5 /yſſes (ayes) Opinion crownes 
With an Imperiall voyce, many are infe : 
Aiax is growne {elfe-will'd, and beares his head 
In ſuch a reyne, in full as proud a place 
As broad Ach;les, and keepes his Tent like him ; 


Makes factious Feaſts,railes on our tate of W arre 
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Bold 


T roylus and Creſsida. CES 


| Bold as an Oracle, and ſets T herfites 

A flaue, whoſe Gall coines {landers like a Mint, 
| To match vs 1n CONMPAar ;lons witi durt, 
| To weaken 2nd Q:icredit our expoſuie, 
| How ranke {ocver rounded in with Ganger, 
Vizſ. They taxe our policy, and call it Cownrdice, 
Count Wiledome as uo member of the \Warre, 
Fore-ſtall pretcicuce, and cliceme no atte 
But that ot hand : The ſtill and mental!l parts, 
| That do contrive how many hands ſhall ftiike 

When fitneſſe call them on,and know by meature 
| Of taeir obteruant royie, the Enemies waight, 
| Why this hath not a fingers <1gnity x 
(They call this Bed-worke, Mapp iy, Clofce-Warte: 
' So chat the Ramme that datters downe the wall, 
For the greac (wing 2nd iudenctle of bis poize, 
They place before bis hand that mace the Engineg 
| Or thoſe that with che faenefie of choir ſoules, 
By Reaſon guide his execution, 
| - Neſt, Lerthis be gianted, and Aciilies norte 


Makes many Thet:s lonnes. Tucker 
Aga, What Trumpet? Looke /Zonelaus., 
Men, From Troy. Enter /Enease 


Aga. What woul! you tore our Tear ? 
eEne, 1s this great Agamemnorns | entyl prayyou?. 

Aga. Even thus, | 

eEne. May one that is a Herald, and a Prince, 
Dos taire meſflage to his Kingly eares ? 

Aga. Wirth ſurcty ftronger then Achilles arme, 
'Fore all the Greekiſh hcads, which with one yoyce 
Call Agawenzen Head and General, 

e/Ene, Faire leauc, and large ſecurity. How may 
A [iranger to thole moſt Imperial lookes, 

Know them fromeycs of other Morcals ? 
Aga. How? 
| Exe. 1:1aske.thatT might waken reverence, 
\And on the cheeke be ready with a bluih 
Modeſt as morning, when [he coldly eycs 
The yourhfull Phcebus : 
{ Which is that God in office guiding men? 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemmen ? 
Aga. This Trayan {cornes vs, or the menot Troy 
Are ceremonious Courticrs. / 

ene, Courtiers 2s free, as debonnarre z vnarm'd, 
As bending Angels : that's their Fame, in peace : 
But when they would ſeeme Souldiers, they have galles, 
{ Good armes, firong ioynts, true (words,& owes accord, 
Nothing ſo full of heare. Butpeacc e/£neasy! 
Peace Tioyan, lay thy finger on thy lips, 
The worthineſle of praiſe Jiftaines his worth : 
If that he prais'd bim(fcife, bring the praiſe forth, 
But what the repining enemy commends, ' 
That breath Fame b!owes,that praite ſole pure tranſcfds, 

Aga. Sir,you of Troy,call you your lelte e/£neas ? 
1, £ne, | Greeke,that is my Name, 

Aga, \Vhar s your aft2yrc I pray you? 

e/£re. Sir pardon, 't15 tor Agamennons cares, 

Aga. Heheares nought privatly 
That comes from Troy. 

+/Ene, Nor I from Troy come not to winiper him, 
I bring a Trawpet to awake his care, 
To ſet his ſence on ;lic arcentie bent, 
And then to ſpeake, - 
Aga, Speake trankely as the winde, 
it is not Agamernors {Iceping houre; 
That thou ſhalt know Troyan he is awake, 


————_——— — 


Heels thee ſo himſelfe.” | 
e/£ne, Trumpet blow loud, 


Send thy Brafie yoyce through all cheſelazie Tents, 
And every Greeke of mettle, let him know, 
What Troy meanes fairely, ſhall be ſpoke alowd. 


We have great Agamemer heere in T roy, 
A Prince calld Hetitor, PÞream 15 his Father ; 
V/hoincthis dull and long-continew'd Tcuce - 
Is ruſty growne. He bad me take a Trumper,' 
And to this purpole {peake : Kings, Princes, Lords, | 
It chere be once among ſt che tayr'it of Greece, 
That holds his Honor higher then his eaſe, 
Thar icekes his praife, more then he feares his perill, 
That knowes his Valour, and knowes not his (care, 
Thar loves his Miltris more then in confeflion, 
(VVich truant yowes to her owne lips heloues) 
And dare ayow her Beauty,and her Worth, 
In other acmes then hers to him this Challenge, 
Hettor, in view of Troyans, and of Greezes, 
Shall make it good, or do his beſt to do ir, 
He hath a Lady, wiſer, fairer,truer, 
Then ever Greeke did compaſle in his armes, 
Aad will to morrow With his Trumpet call, 
Midway berweene your Tents,a2nd walles of Troy, 
Torowze a Grecian that is true in loue, 
I! any come, Hel(tor fhal honour him 2 
If none, hee'l ſay in Troy when he reryres, 
The Grecian Dames are tun-burnt,and not worth 
The ({plinter of a Lance : Euen ſo mucly, 
Aga, This [hall be ro'd our Lovers Lord /E£xeas, 
If none of them hate ſoule ia tuch a kinde, 
We leit themallat home : Bur we are Souldiers, 
And may that Souldier a merre tecreant proue, 
That meanes not, hath not,or is not in loue:; 
Iftheu one is, or hath, or meanes to be, 
Ti-at one meets Hettor; if none elſe, lic be he. 
Neſ#, Tell him of Nefer, one that was a man 
Vhen Hectors Grande ſuckt: he 1s old now, 
Bat if chere be not in our Grecian mould, 
One Noble man, that hath one ſparkiof fire 
 Toanfſwer for his Louez cell him from me, 
He hide my Siluer beard im a Gold Beaver, 
And in my Vantbrace put thys withe:'d brawae, 
And mecting him, wil cell him, that cy Lady 
Was fayrer then his Grandame, and as chaſte 
As may be in the world : his youth in flood, 
fle pawne this truth with my three drops of blood, 
e/Ene, Now heauens forbid ſuch (care of youth, 


Vly{. Awpen. 
Az. Faire Lord e/Encas, 
Let me touch your hand ; 


To our Pavillion ſhal 1 leade you firſt: 

Achilles ſhall have word of this incent, | 

So ſhall each Lord of Greece from Tent to Tent: | 

Your felte ſhall Fealt with vs before you goe, 

And tinde thee welcome of a Noble Foe. Exctnt, 
CAanet V irc and Neſtor. 


Vlef. Nettor. 
Neſt. What layes /byſſes ? 


Vhyf. ! haue 3 Young conception in my braine, 
Be you my time to bring it ro lome ſhape. 


Neſt, has is e? 
oF 


Ulyſſes. This Gs : 


Blunt wedges rive hard knots ; the ſeeded Pride 
That hath to this maturity blowne vp 


A. 4 


_ _ yy eee, 


| 


The Trumpets ſound, | 
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In ranke Achilles, muft or now be cropt, 
'Or ſhedding breed a Nurlery of like entl 
{To oucr-bulke vs all, 
Neſt, Wel,and how ? 
Ulyſ. This challenge that the gallani Yeftor ſends, 
low ever it is fpred in genera! name, 
Relates in purpole onely to Achilles. 


Neft. The purpoſe 1s pet{picuous even as ſubſtance, 
Whoie groſlenefle little characters ſumme yp, 
Aid in the publication make no ftraine, 
Burt that Achilles, were his braine as barren 
As bankes of Lybia, though (Apollo knowes) 
Tis dry enough, wil with great {peede of tudgement, 
[, with celerity, finde Hettors purpole 
Pointing on him. 
Ulf. And wake him to the anſwer, thinke you? 
Neft, Yes, 'tis moſt meet; who may you elſe oppoſe 
That can from Hettor bring his Honor offi 
Ifnot Achilles; rhougl!'t be a ſporrfull Combate, 
Yet inthis triall, much opinion dwels, 
For heere the Troyans taſte our deer'ſt repute 
With their fin'(t Pallate ; and truſt ro me Vyſes, 
Our impuration ſhall be oddely poiz'd 
In this wilde ation, For the ſucceſſe 
(Although particular) ſhall giue a ſcantling 
Ot good or bad, ynto the Generall : 
And in ſuch Indexes, although ſmall prickes 
To their ſubſequent Volumes, there is ſcene 
The baby figure of the Gyant-maſle 
Of things to come at large, It is ſuppov'd, 
He that meets Hettor, illues from our choyle ; 
And choiſe being mutuall acte of all our ſoules, 
Makes Merit her eleCtion, and doth boyle 
As*twere, from forth vs all : aman diftill'd 
Our of our Vertues; who miſcarrying, 
What heart from hence receyues the conqu'ring part 
To ſteele a ſtrong opinion to thermſelues, 
Which entertain'd, Limbes arc in his inftruments, 
Inno lefſe working, then are Swords and Bowes 
DireQtive by the Limbes. 
Vlyſ. Gwe patdon to my ſpeech : 
Therefore 'tis meet, Achilles meet not Hettor : 
Let vs (like Merchants) ſhew our fowleſt Wares, 
And thinke perchance they'l ſell : If nor, 
The luſter of the herrer yet to ſhew, 
Shall hew the better. Do not conſent, 


| That ever Heftor and Achilles meere : 


For borh 6ur Honour, and our Shame inthis, 
Are dogg'd with two ftravge Followers, 
Neſt. 1 ſee them not with my old cies : what are they? 
Ylyſ; What glory our Achilles ſhares from Hettor, 
(Were he not proud) we all ſhould weare with him : 
But he already is roo mnſolent, 
And we were better parch in Aﬀricke Sunne, 
Then in the pride ar:4 falt ſcorne of his eyes 


| 


Should he ſcape He/tor faire. It he were foyld, 
Why then we did þur majne opinion cruſh 

In taint of our bel m1an. No, make a Lotr'ry, 
Ard by denice let blockiſh Atax draw 

The ſort ro fhght wirt: Zetter : Among our ſelnes,! 


| Give him allowance as the worthier man, 


| For that will phyficke the great Myrmidon 


Who broyles in lowd applauſe, and make him fall 
His Creſt, that prouder then blew Iris bends. 

If the dull brainlefſe Arax come ſafe off, 

Wee'l drefſe him vp in voyces t ifhefaile, 


_—_— 
—_— 


Yetgowe vnder our opinion till, 


| That we haue better men. But hit or miſſe, 
| Ourproie&ts life this ſhape of ſence afſumes, 


Atax imploy'd, pluckes downe Achilles Plumes. 

Neft. Now YVhyſſer, I begin torelliſh thy advice, 
And 1 wil giue atafte of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon, go weto him ſtraight: 

Two Curres ſhal tame each other, Pride alone 
Muſt tarrethe Maſtiffes on,as 'twere their bonie, Exenst 
Enter Aiax,and Therfites, 

Aia, Therſues? 

Ther. «Agememnon, how if hehad Biles (fu)) all over 
generally. | 

Aia, Therſites ? 

Ther. And thoſe Byles did runne, ſay ſo; did not the 
General run, were not that a botchy core/? 

ein. Dogge, 

Ther,Then there would come ſome matter from him: 
I ſee none now, 

ea, Thou Bitch-Wolfes-Sonne, canſt Ynot heare ? 
Feele then. Strikes him, 

Ther.The plague of Greece ypon thee thou Mungrel 
beefe-witted Lord, 

Aa, Speake then you whinid'ſt leauen ſpeake, 1 will 
beate thee into handſomnefle, 

Ther, I ſhal ſooner raylethee into wit and holineſle: 
but | thinke thy Horle wil ſooner con 8n Oratton, then M 
learn a prayer without booke : Thou canſt ftrike, can 
thou? A red Murren o'th thy Lades trickes. 

Alia. Toads fioole, learne me the Proclamation, 

Ther, Doeft thouthinke I haue no ſence thou ftrik'ft 

ea, The Proclamation, | (me thus? 

Ther. Thou art proclaim'd a foole,T thinke. 

At14. Donot Porpentine,do nor; my fingers itch, 

Ther, 1 wovld thou did(t itch from head to foot, and 
I had the ſcratching of thee, I would make thee the loth- 
ſow'ſt ſcab in Greece, 

Alia, I ay the Proclamation, 

Ther, Thou grumbleſt & raileſt every houre on A- 
chilles, and thou arr as ful ofenuy at his greatnes, as Cer- 
berms 18 at Proſerpina's beauty, 1, that thou barkſt at bim. 

| Fa, Miſtreſle 7herſites, 

Ther, Thou ſhould ti ſtrike him. 

Ara. Coblofe. 

Ther, He would pun thee into ſhivers with his fiſt, as 
a Sailor breakes a bisker, ' 

Alta. You horſon Curre, Ther. Do,do. 

Alia, Thou Roole fora Witch. 

They. 1, do,do,thou ſodden-witred Lord : thou haſt 
no more braine then I haue in mine elbows : An Afſinico 
may tutor thee, Thou ſcuruy valiant Aﬀe,thou art heere 
but ro threſh Troyans, and thou art bought ar d ſolde a» 
mong thoſe of any wit, like a Barbarian flaue, Ifrhou vſe 
ro beat me,l wil begin at thy heele. and tel what thou art 
by inches, thou thing of no bowels thou,1 

Aia, Youdogge. os 

Ther. You ſcuruy Lord, 

Ata. You Curre. ; 

Ther. Mars his Ideot : do rudenes,do Camell,do,do, 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 

Achil.Why how now Aax?wheretore do you this? 
How now Therftes? what's the matter man ? 

Ther. You ſee him there, do you? 

Acbhil. 1, what's the matrer. 

Ther, . Nay looke ypon him. 

Achil. So 1 do : what's the matter ? yi 

Ther , 
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Ther. Nay burzegard him well, 
Achil, \Well, why | do fa. 
Ther Buryert youlooke not well vpon him 2 for who 
| ſome eucr you take him to beghe 18 4iax. 
({ Achil, } knowthar toole, 
Ther. I, but that foolc knoawes not himſclte. 
Atax, Therefore | beate thee: 
7 her. Lo,loglo,lo, what mwodicums of wit he vtters:his 
euafions haue caresthws Jong. 1 have bobb'd his Braine 
| more then he has beate my bones: 4 will buy nine Spar» 


part of a Sparrow. This Lord (Achilles) Arax who wears 
his wit in his belly, 22 his gutres in his head, Ne tell you 
what I {ay of him, 

Achil, W hat? 

Ther. I \ay this Afar ——— 

Achil. Nay good Aer. 

Ther. Hasnot ſomuch wit. 

Achil: Nay, | mutt hold Y 9Uls 

Ther, As will fop the eve of Helevs Needle,for whom 
hecomes to fight, 

Achil, Peace foole, 

Ther. ] would haug peace and quiernes, but the foole 
will not : he there, that tie, looke you there, 

Aiax, O thou damn 'd Cuice, | fhall—— 

Achil. Will you ter your wit to @Fooles. | 

Ther, No ] war:ant you, for a fooles will ſhame it. 

Par. Good words T her fires, 

Achil, What's the quarrell ? 

Aiax. | bad chee vile Owle, goes learne me the tenure 
of the Proelamation ,and ne rayles vpon me, 
| Ther, I ſerue thee vor, pls * 

Aiaxx, Well,go too, go too, 

Ther. I feruc hcere yoluntary. 

Achil. Y our laſt ſeruice was (ufferance, 'rwas not vo- 
luntary, no men is beaten voluntary 3 Aiax was heere the 
| volt ncary and you as vynder an [preſlc. "m— 

Ther. E'neio, a gteat deale of your wit.too lies in your 
| Gnnewes, or elſe there be Liars. Hetter ſhall have a great 
f catch, if he knocke out either of your braines,he were a5 
good cracke a fuſhe nut withno kernell, 
Achil, What with me to 7 herſites? ; 
Ther, Thi 1:'s Viyſſes, and 01d Neſtor, whoſe Wit was 
mou}dy ere their Grandfires had nails on their toes,yoke 
ou l1ke draft-Oxen,and make you plough vp the warre, 
Achil. What? what? 
They, Ye good ſoath, to Achillesto Aiax, to 
Aiax, 1 (hall cut our your tongue. 
Ther. 'Tis ao matter, I (hal! ſpeake ay much as thou 
afterwards. 
Fat. No more words Ther /ites. 
They.l will hold my peace when Achilles Brooch bids 
me, ſhall I? 
Achil, There's for you Patroclus. 
| 7le-. I wilſee yowhang'd like Clotpoles ere I come 
any more to. yo ur Tents; [ wil keepe where there is wit 
tirring, and leave the faftion of tookes. Exit. 
Pit. A good riddznce. 
| Achil Marry this Sir is proclaim'd throughal our hott, 
That He#or by che fift haute of the Sunne, 
Will with a [rumper, ewixt our Tents and Troy 
To murrow mornivg catFlome Knight ro Armes, 
That hath a (tomacke, ani fuch a one that dare 
Maintaine | know not winat : 'tis traſh, Farewell. 0 
Airx, Farewell 5 whoſhall anfwer him? 
| Achil, 1 know not, us put to Lottry: otherwiſe 


rowes for a peny, ant} his P:amater is not worth the ninth | 
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Heknew his man. | 


Aiax.O meaning you, I wil golearne more of it. Exie.) | 
Enter Priam, Hettor,Troy/us, Paris and Helenus, 

Pri, Atcer ſo many houres,[ives,ſpeeches tpenc, 
Thus once againe fayes Neſtor trom the Greekes, 
Deliver Helen, and all damage elſe 
(As honour, lofle of time, trauaile, expence, 
Wounds, trends,and what els deere that is conſum'd 
In hot digeſtion ot this comorant Warte) 

Shall de ltroke off, Hetter what ſay you too't, 

Heit. Though no man leffer feares the Greeks then 1 1 
As farre as couches my particular : yer dread Priam, 

There is ao Lady of more ſotter bowels, 

More ipungie, to fucke jn the tenſe of beare, * 

More ready 10 cry out, who knowes what followes 
Then Hettor is : the wound of prace is lurety, 

Surety lecure ; but modeſt Doubt 1s cal'd 
The beacon of the wile : thetent that ſearches 

1 o'th'bottome ot the worſt, Ler Helen go, 

Since the fir(t {word was drawne abour this queſtion, 
Euery tythe foule 'mongit many theuland dilmes, 
Hath bin as deere a» H+{-n :; | meanc of ours : 

It we have loſt lo many tenths of ours 

To guard athing not oure,nor worth to ys 

(Hadit our name). the valew of cne ten; | 
What merit's in that reaton which demes | 
The yeelding of her vp. 

T rey. Fic, tie,my Brother; 

Weigh you the worth and hcaourof a King 

(50 great as our dread Father) ing Scale 

O! common Ounces? Wil you with Counters ſumme 
The paſt proportion of his infinite, 

Andbuckle 1n a waſte moſt fathornleſle, 

With ſpannes andinches ſo d&1minotive, 

As teares and reaſons ? Fie for godly ſhame? 

Hel, No marucl though you bite ſo ſharp atreaſons 

You are ſo empiy of thera, ſhould not our Father 

Beare the great {way of his affayres with reaſons, 
Becauſe your ipeech hath none ther tels him fo. 

Troy, You are tor dreames & flumbers brother Prieft | 
You turre your gloues w:th reaſon;here are your reaſons 
You know an enemy intends you harmey 
You know, a tword 1mp!oy'd isperillous, 

And reaſon flyes the obic of all harme. 

W ho marucis then when Hlelenus behelds | 
A Grecian and his (word, it he do (et 

The very wings of realon to his hceles: 

Or like a Starre ditorb'd, Nay, if wetalke of Reaſon, 
And flye like chidden Mercur:e from Joue, 

Let's ſhut ovr gates and fleepe 2 Manhood and Honor 
Should baue hard hearrs, wold they bur fat their thoghts 
With this cramm'd eaten : realon and reſpeR, 

Makes Liuers pale. and luſtyhood deiet, 

Heit, Brother, ſhe 1s nor worth 
What ſhe doth colt the holding. 

Troy. What's aught, bur as 'ris v2lew'd? 

Het. But value dwels not in parucular will, 

It holds his eſtimate and dignitie 

As well, wherein 'tis precious of it ſelfe, \ 
Agin the prizer:*Tis made [dolatrie, 

To make the ſeruice greater then theGod, 
And the wilt dotes that is inclineable 

To what intfeQtioully it ſelfe afteQts, 
Without ſoume 1nage of th'affected merit, 

Troy, lake ta day a Wite, and my eleQtion 
Is led on in the conduct of my Wall ; 
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'My \Vill enkindled by mine eyes and earex, 
'T wo traded Pylors 'twixc the dangerous ſhores 
OC Will, and Judgement. How may 1 avoyde 
(Although my will diltafte what it elected) 
| The Wite1cholſe, there can be no euaſion 
\To blench from this, and to and firme by honour, 
We rturne not backe the Silkes vpon the Merchant 
When we haue {poyl'd them ; nor the remainder Viands 
We do not throw in vareſpeQive lame, 
Becauſe wenow are full. It was thought meetre 
Pars (hould do ſome vengeance on the Greekes ; 
Your breath of full conſent bellied his Sailes, 
The Seas and Windes (old Wranglers) tooke a Truce, 
And did him ſeruice; he touch'd the Ports defir'd, 
And for anold Aunt whom the Greekes held Captiue, 
He brought a Grecian Queen, whole youth & treſhneſle 
[ Wrinkles Apolloes, and makes ſtale the morning, 
Why keepe we her? the Grecians keepe our Aunt ? 
Is ſhe worth keeping? Why ſhe is a Peatle, 
Whoſe price hath launch'd aboue a thoutand Ships, 
And turn'd Crown'd bing to Merchants, 
If you'l auouch, 'twas wiltedome Pars went, 
(As you muſt needs, for you all cride, Go, go:) 
| If you'l confefle, he brought home Nobleprize, 
(As you mult needs) for you all clapt your hands, 
| And cride ineftimable ; why do you now 
The1ſſue of your proper Wiſedomes rate, 
And do a deed that Fortune never did? 
Begger the cftimation which you priz'd, 
Richer then Sca and Land ? O Theft moſt baſe! 
That we hauc tolne what we do feare to keepe. 
Buc Theeues vaworthy of a thing ſo ftolne, 
That in their Country did them that di{grace, 
We feare to warrant 1n our Native place. 


| 


Enter Caſandrawith her haire about 
her eares. 

Caſ. Cry Trojans, cry. 
Priam. \W hat noyſe? what ſhreeke is this? 
Troy. 'Tis our mad hitter, | do know her voyce. 
Caſ. Cry Troyans. 
Hell. Itis Caſſanara, 
Caſe Cry Troyans cry; lend me ten thouſand eyes, 
And 1 will fill them with Propheticke teares, 
Hett, Peace her, peace. 
Caſ. Virgins,and Boyes; mid-age & wrinkled old, 
Soft infancie, that nothing can but cry, 
Adde tomy clamour : let vs pay berimes 
A moity of that maſſe of moane ro come. 

| Cry Troyans cry, practiſe your eyes with tearee, 

| Troy muſt not be, nor goodly Illion ftand, 

; Our fire-brand Brother Pars burnes vs all. 

| Cry Troyans cry, a Helen and a woe 

Cry,cry,Troy burnes, gr clic let Helen goe, Ext. 

[ieit, Now youthful Trorius, do nct theſe hie rains 

Ofdiumation in our S:fter,worke 
| Some touches of remorſe ? Or 15 your bloud 
| So mad!y hot, that no d:{courſe of realon, 

Nor feare of b2d tucceſle in a bad cauſe, 
, Can quatife the ſame? 
| | Troz. Why Brother Hettor, 

We may not thoke the iutineſſe of each ate 
| Seach, and no brher then event doth forme it, 
' Nor once deiet the courage of our mindes ; 
| Becauſe Ceſſandra's mad,her brainficke raptures 
hn diſtafic the goodneſle of a quarrell, 
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W hich hath our ſeuerall Honours all-engag'd 
To make it gracious, For my priuate part, 
I am no more touch'd, then all Priams fonnes, 
And loue forbid chere ſhould be done amongſt ys 
Such ag as might offend the weakeſt ſpleene, 
To fight for, and maintaine. 
Par. Elſe might the world convince of leuitie, 
As well my vnder-takings as your counſels : 
Bur I atteſt che gods, your full conſent 
Gaue wings to my propenhon, and cut off 
\ All feares attending on fo dire a proieR. 
| For what (alas) can theſe my fingle armes ? 
W hat propugnation is in one mans valous 
To ſtand the puſh and enmity of thoſe 
This quarrell would excite? Yet Iproteſt, 
Were 1 alone to paſle the difficulties, 
And had as ample power,as I have will, 
Pars ſhould ne'rererra&t what he bath done, 
Nor taint inthe purſuice, 
Pri, Pars, you ipeake 
Like one be-ſotred on your ſweet delights; 
| You have the Hony (till, but theſe the GaH, 
So to be yaliant, is nopraiſc at all,. 
| Par, Sir, 1 propole not mecrely to my elfe, 
The pleaſures luch a beauty brings with it : 
| But 1 would have the ſoyle of her faire Rape 
| Wip'd off in honourable keeping her. 
V hat Treaſon were it to the ranlack'd Queene, 
Diſgrace to your great worths, and ſhame to me, 
Now to deliver her poſſetsion vp 
| Ontermes 0: bale compulſion? Can it be, 
| Ti-at ſo degenerate a raine as this, 


— 


, Should once ſer footing in your generous boſomes ? 
Theie's not the meanelt ſpirir on our partie, 
Without a heart ro dare, or {word to draw, 
When Helen is defended : nor none ſo Noble, 
Whoſe lite were ill beftow'd, or death vofam'd, 
Where Helen is the ſubic&, Then (1 ſay) 

Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, 
The worlds large ſpaces cannot paralell, 

Hett, Pars and Troylm, you haue both ſaid well : 
And on the cauſe and queſtion now in hand, 
Haue gloz'd; bur ſupetficislly ; nor much 

Volike young men, whom Ari/torlethought 
V nfit to heare Moral) Philotophbie. 

The Reaſons you alledge, do more conduce 

Tothe hor paſſion ot difiemp'red blood, 

Then to make vp a free determination 

'Twixt right and wrong : For pleaſure, 8nd revenge, 

Haue cares more deafe then Adders, to the yoyce 

Of any true deciſion. Nature craves 

All dues be rendre@ to their Owners : now 

What neerer debt in all humanity, 

Then Wiſe is to the Husband? if this law 

Ot Nature be corrupted through affection, 

| Andthar great mindes of partiall indulgence, 

To their benummed wills cehſt the ſame, 

There is a Law in each well-ordred Nation, 

To cutbe thoſe raging appetites that are 

Moſt diſobedient and retraQurie, 

If Helen then be wife te Sparta's King 

(As it is knowne ſhe 18) theſe Mors)l Lawes 

Ot Nature, and of Nation, ſpe:ke alowd 
To have her backereturn'd, Thus toperfiſt 
In doing wrong, exteruaies not wrong, 

| But makes it much more heauie. Hettors opinion 
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| Is chis in way oftruth : yetnere the lefſe, 
| My ſpritely brethren, Ipropend to you 
| Incetolution to keepe Heles fill ; 
| For'tis acaule chat hath nomeane dependance, 
Vpon our ioynt and ſeyerall digniries, 

Tre. Why? there you toucht the life of our defigne : 
Were it not glory that we more affected, 
Then the pertormance of our heauing ſpleenes, 
I would not wiſh a drop of Treias blood, 
| Spent more i® her defence. Bur worthy Hettor, 
| She is a theame of honour and regowne, 
A (purre to valiant gnd magnanimous deeds, 
W hoſe preſent courage may beate downe our foes, 
[ And fame in tire to come catonize ys. 
For I preſume braue Heitor would not loole 
So rich aduantage of a promiſ'd glory, 
As (miles ypon the fore-head of this ation, 
For the wide worlds revenew. 

Hett, lamyours, 
You valiant off-ſpring of great Priamne, 
I have a roiſting challeoge lent among'tt 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greekes, 
Will Arike amazement co their drowhie ſpirits, * 
] was aduertiz'd,their Great general (lepr, 
WhiR emulation in the armie crept : 
This I preſume will wake him. 


Exeant . 


Enter Therfites ſolu, 

How now Theyr/ites? what loſtin the Labyrinth of thy 
furice? ſhall the Elephant Aiax carry it thus? he beates 
me, and [raile at him : O worthy ſatisfatioa, would it 
were otherwiſe : that I could beate him, whil'Rt he rail'd 
at me: Sfoote, lle learne to coniure and raiſe Divels, but 
Ie ſee ſome iſſue of my ſpitefull execrations. Then ther's 
Achilles, arare Enginer,1f Troy be not taken till theſe two 
yndermine it, the wals will ſtandrill they fall of them- 
{ ſelues. O thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, forger 
that thou art /oue che King of gods : and CMercery, looſe 
all che Serpentine craft of thy Caduceus, if thou takenot 
that little lictle lefſe then little wit from them that they 
haue, which ſhort-arm'd ignorance it ſelfe knowes, is {0 
abundant ſcarſe, ic will not in circumuention deliuer a 
Flye from aSpider, without drawing the maſlie Irons and 
cutting the web : after rchis,the vengeance on the whole 
Camp,or rather the bone-ach,for that me chinkes is the 
curſe dependant on thoſe that warre for a placker, I have 
ſaid my prayers and diuell, enuic, ſay Amen : Whar ho ? 
my Lord efchilles ? 


Enter Patroclus, 

Patr. Who's there? Therfites, Good Therſres come 
in and raile. | 

Ther. If 1 could have remembred a guilt counterfeit, 
thou would'ft not have ſlipt out of my contemplation, 
bur it is no marter, thy ſelfe ypon thy ſelfe, The common 
curſe of mankinde, follic and ignorance be thine in great 
revenew; heaven bleſſe thee from a Tutor,and Diſcipline 
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thy death, then ifſhe that laies thee our ſayes thou art a 
faire coarſe, Ile be ſworne and ſworne ypon't ſhe neuer 
ſhrowded any but Lazars, Amen. Wher's Acbulles? 

Patr. What art thou deuout? waſt thou in a prayer? 

Ther, I, the heavens heare me, 

Emer Acbilles. 
Achil. Who's there ? 
Pair. Therſner,avy Lord. 


come pot neere thee, Let chy bloud bethy direRion cill * 


Achil. ' Where, where, art thou come? why my cheeſe, 
my digeſtion, why haft thou not ſeru'd thy ſelfe intro my 
Table, ſo many meales? Come, what's Agamemmen? 

Ther, Thy Commander Acholles, then tell me Patro- 
clus, what's «Achilles? 

Patr. Thy Lord Therſites : ther: tell me | pray thee, 
what's thy ſelfe ? 

Ther. Thy kaower Patroclas : then tell me Patrochu 
what art thou ? | 1 

Patr, Thou maiſft tell that know'R. 

Achil, O tell tell, 

Ther. Ile declinthe whole queſtion; Agamemmnen com- 
mands Achulles, Achilles is my Lord, lam F atreclus know- 
er,and Patroc/us is a foole. 

Patro, You raſcall. 

Ter. Peace toole, I have not done. 

Achil, Heis a priwiledg*d man, proceede Ther fires. 

Ther, Agamenmon is a toole Achilles 13 a foole, Ther- 
fites is a foole, and as atorelaid, Patreclus is a foole. 

Achil. Derive this? conic ? 

Ther. Agamemnon is a toole to offer tocommand A- 
chilles, Achilles is a toole to be commanded of Agamemos, 
Therſites is a faole to {erue ſuch a foole : and Patroclns ie 
foole poſitiue, 


Pair. Why am 1 a foole ? 


Enter Agamemnon,Viijſes, Neſtor, Diomedes, 
Aiax, ana Chalcas. 


Ther, Mike that demand tothe Creator,it ſuffiſes . 
thou art, Looke you, who comes here ? 

Achil. Patroclur, 1le (peake with no body : comein 
with mc T herſites. Exit. 

Ther, Here is ſuch patcherie, ſuch jugling, and tucbf 
knauerie : all the argument is a Cuckold and a Whore, 
good quarrel ro draw emulations fations,and bleede ro 
death ypon : Now the dry Suppeago on theSubie, and 
Warre and Lecherie confound all. 

Agam. Where is Achilles ? 

Parr. Wthinhis Ten, bur ill diſpoſ'd my Lord. 
Agam, Letit be knowne to him that we are here : 
He ſenc our Meſſengers, and we lay by 
Our apperrainments, viſiting of bim : 
Lec him be told of, ſo perchance he thinke 
We dare not moue the queſtion of our place, 
Or know not what we are, 
Pat. | thall ſo lay co him. 
Uliſ. We law him ar the opening of his Tenr, 
He is not ficke. 

Alta. Yes, Lyon licke, (icke of proud heart; you may 
call it Melancholly if will fauour the man, but by wy 
head,itlis pride ; but why, why,let hiaa ſhow vs the cauſe? 
A word my Lord. 

Neſ. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him? 
Viif. Achillis hath inveigled his Foole from him, 

Neſ. Who, Therſnes ? 

Vi:f. He. | 

Neſ. Then will Aiaxlacke matter, if he have loſt his 
Argument, 

Vliſ. No,you fee he is his argument that has his argu- 
ment Achilles. 

Nef. All the berter, their fiaftion is more our wiſh 
then their faftion; bur it was a ſtcong countell that a 
Foole could difunite, 

Vliſ. The amine that wiſedome knits, not folly may 
ealily vntie, Enter Patreclaa. 
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Here comes Patroclus. 

Neſ. No Achilles with him? 
| Vii. The Eiepbant hath joynts, bur none for curteſfie : 
His leggeare legs for necefhitie,nor for flight, 

Patro. Achilles bids me fay he 1s much forry ; 

If airy thing more then your ſport and pleaſure, 
Did moue your greatnefle, and this noble Stare, 
Tocall vpon him: he hopes it is no other, 

But for your hea}th, aud your d1geition lake ; 
An after Dinners breath, 

Aga, Heare you Patroclus: 

We are too well acquainted with theſe anſwers: 
Bot his cuafion winged thus ſwifc with Icorne, 
Cannot ouiflye our apprehenſions. 

Much attribute he hath, and much the reaſon, 

| Why we aſcribeir to him, yer all his vertues, 
Not vertuouſly of his owne part beheld, 

Doe in our eyes, begin to looſe their glofle ; 
Yea, and like faire Fruit in an vnholdſome dith, 
Are liketo rot vntaſted : goc and tell him, 

We came to fpeake with him ; and you ſhall not bone, 
It you doe (uy, we thinke him oner prond, 

And vnder honeſty in [elte-aflumption greater 


Here tends the ſauage (trangeneiſc he puts 01, 
oggaile the holy ſtrength of their command : 
1 And vnder write in an obleruing kinde 
{His humorous predominance, yea watch 
His pertiſh lines, his ebs, his owes, as it 
The paſſage and whole carriage of this aCtion 
Rode on his ryde, Goe tell him this, and adde, 
That ifhe overbold his price ſo much, 
| Weele none of him ; bur Jet him, like an Engin 
| Not portable, lye vnder this report, 
Bring ation hither, this cannot got to warre : 
{Aitirring Dwarte, we doc allowance giue, 
|! Before ailzeping Gyave: tell him fo, 
| Par. 1 ſhall, andbring his anſere prelently. 
| A474. In ſecond voyce weele not be ſatisfied, 
{| We come to ipeake with him, V{rſſcs enter you, 
| Exit Vhſſes. 
s U4;ax, Whatis he more then another ? 
| Aga. Nomore then what he thinkes he is, 
| Aa, Ishefomuch, doe you not thinke, he thinkes 
{himſclfc 2 better man then I am ? 
| Ag. No queſtion. | 
Amx, Willyou ſubſctibe his thought, and.ſay he1s? 
Ag. No, Nob'c Arav,you are as Brong as valiant,as 
wilc, nolefſe noble, much more gentle, and altogether 
more traCtable | 
Aiex, Why ſhou'd a man be proud? How doth pride 
crow? { know not what it is. 
Aga, Your wine is the clcerer Aiax,and your vertves 
the tairer ; he that i5 proud, eates vp himſelfe; Pride 1s his 
owne Glafie, his © wre trimper, his owne Chronicle,and 
| what cyzr praiſes is iclie but 11 the deede, devourcs the 
| deedec inthe praile, 
- 


| Enter T!ſnſles. 
| 
EE | 
|of Toages. __ 
| Neft, Neth erours.miclteits'r not {trange? 
| WL, Aghiize willnot oo we Held ro morrow, 
Ag. What's tis excule f 
Virſ. He doth icl'ye on none, 
Bok carries on the ftreame of his diſpoie, 
Wt obſeruance or reſpect of ary, 


| 
| 


Then :nthe note of iudg-menrt:& worthier then himſclfe 


Atax, 1 do hare 0 proud man,as ] hate the ingendring 


In will peculiar, and in ſelfe admiſhon. 
Aga, Why,will he not ypon our faire requef}, 
Vnrent his perſon, and ſhare the ayre with vs? 
Yiiſ. Things ſmall as nothing, for requeſts ſake onely 
He makes important; poſleft he is with greataefſe, 
And ſpeakes not to himſelfe, but with a pride 
Thac quarrels at ſelfe-breath. Imagin'd wroth 
Holds n his bloud ſuch ſwolne and hot diſcourſe, 
That twixt his mentall and his ative parts, 
Kingdom'd Achifter in commotion rages, 
And batters gainft it ſelfe ; what ſhould I ſay ? 
He is ſoplaguy proud;that the death tokens of it, 
Cry norecovery. 
Ag. Let Ajax goe tohim, 
Deare Lord, goe you and greete him in his Tent; 
Tis ſaid he holds you well, and will be led 
Art your requeſt a little from himſelfe, 
Vlif. O Agamenmon, let it not be ſo, 
Weele conlecrace the ſteps that Aiax makes, 
When they goe from Achilles; (hall the proud Lord, 
That baſtes his arrogance with his owne ſearac, 
And neuer ſuffers matter of the worid, F 
Enter his thoughts: ſaue ſuch as doe reuolue 
Aud ruminate himſelfe, Shall he be worſhipt, 
Of that we hold an Idoll, more then hee? 
No, this thrice werthy and right valiant Lord, 
Muſt not fo ſtaule his Palme, nobly acquit'd, 
Nor by my will afſubingace his merit, 
As amply titled as Achilter is: by going to Achilles, 
That wereto enlard his fat already,pride, 


And adde more Coles to Cancer, when he burnes 


With entertaining great Hiperiou, 
This L.goe to him? Izpiter forbid, 
And ſay in thunder, Achilles goe to him, 
Neſt. O this is well, he rubs the veine of him. 
Dis, And how his filence drinkes #p this applauſe. 
Aia, 1fT goe to him, with my armed fit, Ile path him 
ore the face, 
Ag. Ono,you ſhall not goe. 
Aia. And abeproud with we, ile pheſc his pride : ler 
me goe to him, 
Uiif. Not forthe worth that hangs ypon our quarrel, 
Aia, A paultry infolent fellow. 
Neft, How he deſcribes himſelfe. 
Ara, Can henot be ſociable? 
V!iſ. The Rauen chides blackneſſe, 
Aia. Ile let his humour; bloud, 
Ag. Hewill be the Phyſician that ſhould be the pa- 
tient, 
Alia, And all men were a my minde, | 
Vii. Wit would be out of faſhion. | 
Aia, A ſhould not beare it fo, a ſhould cate Swords 
firſt : ſhall pride carry it? 
Neſt. And*rwould, you'ld carry halfe. 
Uliſ. A would hauc ten ſhares. 
Aia, 1 will knede bim, Ile make him ſupple, hee's nor 


yer through warme, 


Neft.Force him with praiſes,poure in, poure in;his am. 


bition is dry, 


Vlif. My L you feede too much on this diſlike, 
N:ſ/t. Our noble General), doe nor doe ſo. 

D1om. You muſt prepare to fight without Achiltes, 
Viif. Why, 'tis this naming of him doth him harme, 


Here 1s a man, Sut 'tis before his face, 
] will be ſilent. 


Neſt. Wherefore ſhould youlſo ? 


_ OY PR —— JI —_— 


He isnot emulous, as Achilles is. 
Vliſ. "Know ine whole world, he is as valiant. 
| Alia. A horlon dog that ſhal palter thus with vs, would 
he were a Tro1an. 
Neſt, What a vice were it in Aiax now — 
Uiiſ. If he were proud, 
Dis. Or covetous of praiſe, 
Vlif. 1, or lurley borne. 
Dio. Or ftrange, or lelfe afteted. 
)1. Thank the beauens L.thou art of ſweet cempolure; 
Praiſe him that got thee, (he that gavethee ſucke: 
Fame be thy Turor,and thy parts of nature 
Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all erudition ; 
Bur he chat diſciplio'd thy armes to fight, 
Let Mars deuide Eternity in twaine, 
And giue him halfe,and for thy vigour, 
Bull- bearing Milo: his addition yeelde 
To finnowie Aiax : I wil! not praiſe thy wiſdome, 
Which like a bourne, a pale, a ſhore confines 
Thy ſpacious and dilated parts ; here's Neſtor | 
InftruRed by the Antiquary times: 
He muſt, We is, he cannot but be wiſe: 
Bur pardon Father Neſtor, were your dayes 
As greene as Ajax, and your braine ſo terper'd, 
You ſhould not have the eminence of nim, 
Bur be as Arax, 
Aie. Shall I call you Father? 
UViiſ. 1 my good Sonne, 
Die, Be rul'd by hum Lord Aiax. 
Viif. There is no tarrying here,the Hart Achilles 
Keepes thicket: pleale it our Generall, 
Tocall together all his ſtate of warre, 
Freſh Kings are come to 7roy ;to morrow 
We muſt with all our maine of power ftand faſt : 
And here's a Lord, come Knights from Eaſt to Weſt, 
And cull their lowce, Aiax ſhall cope the beſt. 
Ag. Goe weto Counſaile, let Achilles ſleepe ; 
Light Botes may ſaile {wift, though greater bulkes draw 
deepe. Exeunt. Muuſicke ſounds within,” 


Emer Pandarius and 4 Seruant. 

Pan.'Friend, you, pray you a word: Doenot you fol- 
low the yong Lord Par ? 

Ser. I fir, when he goes before me, 

Pan. You depend ypon him I meane? 

Ser. Sir, I doe depend vpon the Lord. 

Pan. You depend vpon a noble Gentleman: I muſt 
needes praiſe him, . 

Ser, The Lord be praiſed. 

Pa. You know me, doe younot? 

Ser. Faith fir, ſuperficially. 


Ser, I hope 3 (hall know your honour better, 
Pa. I doe defire it, 
| Ser, You are in the ftate of Grace? 
Pa. Grace, not ſo friend, honor and Lordſhipare my 
title : What Muhque isthis? 
Ser, I doe but partly know fir :it is Muficke in parts. 
Pa, Know you the Muſicians, 
Ser, _ hr. 
Pa, Who play they to? 
Ser. Tothe hearers fir. 
Ps. At whole pleaſur- friend ? 
Ser. At mine fir, and theirs that loue Muficke, 
Pa, Command, I meane friend. | 


Ser, Who iball I command fir ? '7 


Pa. Friend know mebetter, I am the Lord Pandarmw, 


Troylus and Creſnida, 00 


| 


| 


- 


| 


| 


' And wy Lord hedefires you, thar if the King call for him 


| 


'but, marry thus my Lord,my decte Locd,and moſt eftee- 


Pa. Friend, we ynderſtand not one another 1 29200! 
courtly,and thou art too cunning, At whoſe requeſt doe 
thele men play? 

Ser, That's coo't indeede fir : marry fir, at the requeſt} 
of Par my L, who's theceinperſon; with him the mor- 
oe the heart bloud of beauty , loues inviſible 

oule, 

Pa, Who? my Colin Creſſids, 

Ser. No fir, Helew, could you not finde' out that by 
her attributes ? | 

Pa. It ſhould ſeeme fellow,that thou haſt not ſeen the 
Lady Creſſida. I come to ſpeake withi Pars from the 
Prince Troy/us: I will make a complementall aſaule ypon 
him,for my buſineſle ſeethes, 

Ser. Sodden bulineſle, there's a ttewed phiaſe indeede. 


Enter Paru ard Helena, 


Pax.Faire be to you my Lord,and co all this faire com- 
pany: faire defires in all faire meaſure fairely guide them, 
eſpecially ro you faire Queene, taire thoughts be your 
faire pillow, 

Hel. Deere L. you are full of faire words . 

Pan You ſpeake your taire pleaſure ſweete Queene : 
faire Prince,here is good broken Mylicke. 

Par. You haue broke it cozen : and by my life you 
ſhall make it whole againe, you (hall peece it out witha 
peece of your performance. Nel, he is full of harmony, 

Pas. Truely Lady no, 

Hel, O hr. 

Pax. Rude in ſooth, in good ſeoth very rude. 

Pars. Well ſaid my Losd:; well,you lay fo in fits, 

Par. I haue bulinefle co my Lord,decere Queene : my 
Lord will you. vouchſafe me a word, 

Hel, Nay,this ſhall cot bedge vs out, wecle heare you 
ling certainely, 

Pan, Well iweete Queene you areplealant with we, 


med friend your brother Troplas. 
Hel, My Lord Pandarus, hony ſweete Lotd. 
Pan. Go too fſweere Queene, goe to, 
Commends himlelfe me(t »fcQionarely ro you, 
Hel. You ſhall not bob vs out of our melody: 
If you doe, our melancholly vpon your head, | 
Pan. Sweete Queene,ſweere Queene, that's aſweete] 


xeene Ttanth —— 
tn to make a ſweet Lady (ad,is a ſower offence, 
Paw. Nay, that ſha!l not ſerue your turne, that ſhall it 
not intruthla. Nav, I care not for luch words, no, no, 


| 


at Supper, you will make his excuſe, 

Hel, My Lord Pandarss ? 

Pan. What ſaies my {weete Queene, my very, very 
ſweerte Queene? 

Par, Whatexploit's in hand,where ſups he to night? 

Hel. Nay but my Lord? 

Pan, What ſaies my ſweereQueene? my cozen will 
fal! out with you. 

Hel. You muſt not know where he ſups, 

Par. Wuth my diſpoſer (reſsida. 

Pax. Ne,no; no ſuch matter, you are wide,come your 
diſpoter 1s licke, 

Par, Well, ile make excuſe, | 

Pan, 1 good my Lord: why ſhould you ſay Creſiida? 
no, your poore diſpoler's ficke, - | 

Par. You | 


id 
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|  Troylus and Creſsida. 


Pan, Youſpie, what doe you {pie : come, give me an 
Inſtrument now ſweete Qneene, 

Hel, Why this is kindeiv done? 

Fan. My Neece is hotible in love with a thing you 
haue ſweete Queene. 

Hel. She (hall naue it my Lord, if it be not my Lord 
Paru. 

i Pard. Hee? in, theele none of him, they two are 

twaine. 

Hel. Falling in after tþlling our,may make them three. 
| Pan, Come, come, Ile hcare no mote of this, Ile hag 
you a long now, 

Fel. |, 1, prethee now: by my trothſweet Lord thou 
haſt a tine fore- head, 

Pax. 1 you miy,you may. 

Hel, Lettry long be love : this love will yndoe vs al. 
Oh Cupid ( pid C up:A. : 

Pan, Louc? | thatit ſhall ytaith. 

Par. 1,$00d now loue,loue,nothing bur loue, 

Pan. In good troth it begias to, 


L one | ote nothing but loue. ſt ill more ; 
For O lenes ow, 
| Shootes Backe and Doe : 
| The Shaft confounds net that it wounds, 
But tickles ſtill the ſore : 
Theſe Loners cry,ch ho they dye: 
| Tet that which ſeemes the wound to hill, 
| Doth tzrne oh hs to ha ha be + 
| So dying lone lines ſtill, 
v2 O ho a whi/e but ha ha ha, 
| O hogrones out for ha ha ba--»-hey hs. 


Hel, Inloue yſaith to the very tip of the noſe. 
ſ Par, Heeates nothing but doves louc,and that breeds 
hot bloud, and hot bloud begers hot thoughts, and hot 
thoughts beget hot deedes,and hor deedes 13 loue. 

Pex. Is this the generation of love ? Hot bloud, hot 
thouohts,and hot deedes, why they are Vipers, is Loue a 
generation of Vipers ? 

Owecte Ford wiole a ticld ro day? 

Par. Hetlor, Deiphoabm,TTelennus, Anthenor, and all the 
gallantry of Trey. 1 would taine have arm'd croday, but 
my Nell would not have it fo, 

How chance my brother Trorlus went not ? 

Hel. He hangs the hppe at ſomething; you know all 
Lord Pandarius? 

P.zy. Notl hony ſweete Queene : Tong to heare how 
they ſped to day ; 

Youleremember your brothers excule ? 

Par. Toa hayre. 

Pan, Faceweliſveete Queene. 

To/. Commend ime to your Neece, 
| Par. 1 will ſwecte Queene., Sonnd avetreat. 
| Pur, They're come trom felde : let vs to Priems Hall 
; To precte the \Warr.ers, Sweet Teſlen, I mult woe you, 

; To helpe vnarmie ovr Fetter t his fimbborne Buckles, 
With theſe your white encnhancing fhngers concht, 

| Shall more obey then to the edge of Steele, 

| Ortorce 0t GicgkiNa [11Ewes : you (hall doe mote 4 

| Then ail the land Kings, di{arme great Heitor, 

| {le. "Twillmakevs proud to be his leruam Pyy : 

| Yea what he (hall receive of ys in cvuetie, 

| Gives ys more palme in beaucie chen we have : 
Yea ouerſhines our icite, 
$weete aboue chought 11sue thee, 


Exeumt . 
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Enter Pandarus and Troylus Man. 
Pan. How now, where's thy Maiſter, at my Couzen 
Creſrida? 
&1an, No ir,he ſtayes for you to conduRt him thither, 
Enter Troylus, 
Pan. O here he comes: How now, how now? 
Troy, Sirra walke off, 
Pan, Haue you ſeene my Couſin? 
Troy, No Pandarws : 1 ftalke about her doore 
Like a ftrange ſoule ypon the Stigian bankes 
Saying for waftage.O be thoifmy Charon, 
And give me ſwitt tranſportance to thoſe helds, 
Where I may wallow inthe Lilly beds 
Propos'd for the deſeruer. O gentle Pandarus, 
From Capids ſhoulder plucke his painted. wings, 
And flye with meto Creſcid. | 
Pan, \Walke bere ith'Orchard, Ile brin g her ſtraight, 
Exit Pandarus, 
Troy, Tamgiddy ; expeQation whitles mc round, 
Th'imaginary reh(h is ſo ſweete, 
That it inchanrs my ſence : what will it be 
When that the watry pallats taſte indeege | 
Loues thrice reputed Nettai ? Death | feire me 
Sounding diltruchon, or ſorve 1oy too fine, 
Too ſubrile,porent, and roo ſharpein ſweetneſſe, 
For the capacitie of my rader powers; 
I feareicmuch, and ] doe feare beſides, 
That I ſhall looſe diftinRtion in my ioyes, 
As doth a battaile, when they charge on heapes 
The enemy flying, Enter Pandarut, 
Pan. Shee's making her ready,ſheele come ſtraight you 
muſt be witty now,fhe does ſo bluſh, &fetches her winde 
ſo ſhort,as if ſhe were fraid with a ſprite : Ile ferch her; ir 
15 the prettieſt yillaine,ſhe fetches her brearh ſo hore as a 
new tane Sparrow, Exit Pandy 
Trey. Eyen ſuch a paſſion doth imbrace my boſeme; 
My heart beates thicker then a feauorous pulſe, 
And all my powers doe their beftowing looſe, 
Like vaſl.: lage at ynawares cncounting 
Theeye of Mateſtie, | 
Enter Pavaarns and Creſtida, 
Pan, Come,come, what neede you bluſh ? 
Shames 3 babie ; here ſhe is now, ſweare the oathes now 
to her,that you haue ſworne to me. What re you gone 2+ 
gaine,you mult be watcht ere you be made rame, muſt 
you? comme your wiyes,corme your wayes, and you Craw 
backward weele put you th fils: why doe you not ſpeak 
to her? Come draw this curtaine,& ler's ſee your piture, 
Alafſe the day,how loath you are to offend day lighand 
*twcre d1:ke you'ld cloſe fooner : So.fo. rub on,ant Lifſe 
rhe mittrefle ; how now, a kifle in fee-farme ? build chere 
Corpenter the ayre is ſweere, Nay, you ſhall fight your 
hearts out ere | part you, The Faulcon,asthe Tercell, for 
all rhe Ducks ith River : go too potoo. 
Troy. You baue bereft me of all words Lady. 

Pan. Words p2y no debts; gine her deedes : but ſheele 
bereave you 'oth* deeds too, if fhee call your at;uity in 
queſtion : what billing againe? here's in witnefſe where- 
of the Parties interchangeably. Come in,come in, Ile go 
get abre? 

Creſ, Will you walke in my Lord? 

Troy. O Creſsida,how often have I wiſht me thus ? 

Creſ. Wiſh: my Lord ? the gods grant? O my Lord, 

Troy. What ſhould they grant? what makes this pret= 
ty abruption: what roo curiou: dreg efpics my {weerel..a- 
dy in the fountaine of our loue? Jager 


| 


| 


— 


Creſ. Mare | 
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\ 


| 


| 
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Troyluc and Gefaids, 


 Creſ. More dregs then water,if my Mares haue eyes, {\ 


Troy. Fearcs make diuels of Cherubins,they neuer ſee 
cruely, | 

C I Blinde feace,that ſeeing rea(on leads, findes ſafe 
footing, then blinde reaſon, ſtumbling withour feare : to 
feare the worſt, oft cures che warle. 

Troy. Ohlet my Lady apprehend no feare, 

In all Cupids Pageant there is preſented no awnfter. 

Creſ. Not nothing mon(trans neither? | | 

Troy. Nothing but our vndertakings, when we vowe 
ro weepe ſeas,liue in fire,caterockes,tame Tygers;think- 
ing it harder for our Miſtreſſe to deviſe 1mpoſition 
inough, then for vs to vadergoe any difficultic impoſed. 
This 1s the mooftruoiitie 10 loue Lady, that the will is in- 
fiaite,and:the execution confin'd;that the deſire is bound- 
leſſe, and the at aſlaue to limit, 

(reſ. They lay all Louers ſweare more performance 
then they are able, and yer reſerve an ability that they 
neuer performe: vowing more then the perteCftion of ten; 
and diſcharging lefſe then the tenth part of one. They 
that haue the voyce of Lyons, and the act of Hares : are 
they not Monflters? 

Troy. Arethere ſuch? ſuch are not we : Praiſe ys as we 
are taſted, allow vs 25 we prove : our head ſhall goe bare 
till merit crowne it: no perfetion in reverſion ſhall have 
a praiſc in preſent : wee will not name deſert before his 
b:rth, and being borne his addition ſhall be humble : few 
words to fairetaith. Troy/xs ſhall be ſuch to Creſſid, as 
what enuie can ſay worſt,ſhall be a mocke for his truth ; 


and what truch can ſpeake trueſt, not eruer then Troy- 
. 


— 


——_— Apo. 


bus. 
Creſ. Will you walke in my Lord ? 
Enter Pandarn. 
Pan, What bluſhing ſtill ? haue younot done talking 
et? 


— — — —  —— — — _ 


My ſoule of counſell from me. Stop my mouth, 
Trey. And ſhall, albeit {weere Muſicke 1fſues thence, 
Pan, Pretty yfaith. 

Creſ, My Lord, 1 doe beſeech you pardon me, 

"Twas noe my purpoſe thus to beg a kiffe : 

I amaſhaw'd; O Heauens, what haue I done! 

For this ime will | take my leave my Lord, 

Troy, Your leaue {wecre Creſſid ? 
Pan. Leaue: and you take leavetill to morrow mor» 
ning. 

Cref. Pray you content you. 

Troy, What oftends you Lady ? 
Creſ. Sir, mine owne company. 
Troy. You cannot ſhun your lelfe, 
Creſ. Let me goe and try : 

I, have 8 kinde of ſelfe recides with you : 

But an vnkinde lelfe, that it ſelfe will leave, 

To be anothers foole. Where is my wit ? 

I would be gone: | ſpeake I know nor whar, 


ſo wilely. 
Cre. Perchance my Lord,] ſhew more craft then love, 
And fell ſo roundly to a large confeſſion, 
To Angle for your thoughts: bur you are wiſe, 
Or elſe you loue not : for to be wile and love, 
Exceedes mans might,that dwels with gods aboue, 
Troy. O that I choughr it covla be1n a woman : 
As ifit can, I willpreſume in you, 
To feede for aye her lampe and flames of love. 
To keepe her conſtancie in plight and youth, 
Our-liuing beauties outward, with a minde 
That doth renew {wifter then blood decajes : 
Or that perſwafion could but thus conuince me, 
That my inregritie and truth to you, 


? Creſ, Well Vackle, what folly I commit, I dedicate 
to you. 

Pan, I thapke you forthat : if my Lord 
you, youle give hun me : betrueco my Lor 
chide me for it, 

Tro, You know now your hoſtages: your Vnckles word 
and my firme faith, 

Pax, Nay, lle give my wordfor her too : our kindred 
though they be long ere they are wooed , they are con. 
ſtant being wonne : they are Burres I can tell you,they'le 
tticke where they are throwne, 

Creſ. Boldneſſe comes to mee now, and brings mee 
heart : Prince Trop/#s,I haue lou'd you right and day,ftor 
many weary moneths, 

Troy. Why was my Creſsid then ſo hard to win ? 

Creſ” Hard to ſeeme won : but I was won my Lord 
Wirh the firſt glance that ever pardon me, 

If I confefſe much you will play thetyrant : 

I loue you now,bur not till now ſo much 

But 1 migbe maiſter it; infaich Llye : 

My thoughts were like vabrideled children grow 


et a Boy of 
Fi he flinch, 


Might be affronted with che match and waight 
Of ſuch a winnowedpuriritie in loue: 
How were [| then vp-lifted! bur alas, | 
I am as true,as truths hmplicitie, 
And hmpler then the infancie of truth. 
Cr /- Jnthat [le warre with you. 
Troy. O vertwous fight, 
When righe with right wars who ſhall be moſt right 
True (waines in love, ſhall in the world cocome 
Approue their truths by Troy/us, when their rimes, 
Full of proteſt, of oath and big compare; 
Wants ſimiles, truth tir'd with iveration, 
As crue as ficele, as plantage to the Moone : 
As Sunne to day : as Turtle to her mare : 
As Iron to Adamant : as Ear:htoth'Center ; 
Yer after all compariſons of truth, 
(As truths authenticke auchor co be cited) 
Ascrue as Trojins, ſhall crowne vp the Verſe, 
And ſanRifhe the numbers. 
Creſ. Prophet may you be : 
If I be falſe, or ſwerue a haire from truth, 
When time is old and hath forgot it ſelfe: 
When warer drops haue worne the Stones of Troy ; 


Too head-ftrong for their mother : ſee we fooles, 
Why have 1 vlab'd : who ſhall-be cruetovs 

W hen we are ſo vaſecret to our (elues? 

But though lou'd you well, I woed younor, 

And yet good faith I wiſht my lelfe a man ; 
Or that we wornen had mens priuiledge 

Of ſpeaking firſt, Sweet, bid me hold my tongue, 

For in this rapture 1 ſhall ſurely ſpeake | 

The thing I ſhall repent : ſee,{ee,your lence | 
Comming in dumbaeſle, from wy weakeneffe drawes / 


nl 


And blinde obliuzon ſwallow'd Ciries vp ; 

And mightie Stares characterlefle are grated 
Taduſtic nothing ; yet let memory, 

From falſe to falle, among falſe Maids in loue, 
Vpbraid ay falſehood, when they*aue ſaid as falſe, 
As Aire, as Water, as Winde,as landiecarth ; 

As Foxe to Lambe; as Wolfe to Heifers Calte ; 


| Yea, ler them ſay, to fticke the beact of falſehood, 
As 


— — —_—_ 


OT & OO TC I_T OI at 


Troy, Well know chey what they ſpeake, that ſpeakes} 


Pard to the Hinde, or Stepdame to her Sonne; | 


oO 
— __—_— hs A. 


© Trot and Creſsida. vi | | 


—_—_— 
—— —— —_ 


\ 3 alice 25 Creſſia. 
Pand. Go too,a bargaine made: ſeale ir, ſeale it, Ne 
--- ine witnefle here 1 hold your hand : here my Couſins, 
! +ucr yo prove falſe one ro another, fince 1 have taken 
. {1h paines to bring you together, let all pitrifull goers 
crweene be cal'd to the worlds end after my name: call 
; chem all Parders ; let all conflant men be Troylwſſes, all 
' f-lie women Creſſids, and all brokers berweene,Panders ; 
| | lay,Amen, 
Troy. Amen, 
Creſ, Amen, 
Pan, Amen, 
Whereupon I will ſhew you 8 Chamber,which bed, be= 
cauſe it tha!l 6or ſpeake of your ptettie encounters, preſſe 
it todeath ; away. 
And Cwpid grant all;cong-tideMaidens heere, 
Bed, Chamber,and Pander,to prouide this geere, Exeurt, 


_—__ 


Enter Viyſſes, Diomedes, Neſtor, Agamemnon, 
CHMenelans and Chalcas. Floriſh, 


Cal, Now Princes for the ſeruice I have done you, 
Th'aduantage of the time promps me aloud, 
To call forrecompence : appears it to your minde, 
That through the ſight | beare in things to loue, 
T have abandon'd Troy, lett my poſlethon, 
Incur'd a Traitors nawe, expol'd wy ſclfe, 
| From certaine and poſicſt conveniences, 
To doubrfull fortunes, ſequeſiring from me all 
That time, acquaintance, cuſtome and condition, 
Made tame, and moſt familiar to my nature z 
And here to doe you {eruice am become, | 
As new into the world, ſtrange, vnacquainted, 
] doe beſeech you, as in way of taſte, 
To give me now 8 little benefit: 
Out of thoſe many regiſtred in promiſe, 
Which you ſay, live to come in my behalfe. 


dernand ? 

Cal. You have a Trojan priſoner, cal'd Anthener, 
Yeſterday tooke : Troy holds him very decte, 
Oft baue you (often h2uc you, thankes therefore) 
Defir'd my Creſſis in right great exchange. 
Whom Troy bati ({ill deni'd : bur this Antheror, 
1 know is ſuch a wreſt in their affaires ; 

That their negotiations all mult {lacke, 

Wanting his mannage: and they will almoft, 
Giae vs a Prince of blood, a Sonne of Priam, 

In change of him, Ler hit be ſent great Princes, 
| And he ſhall buy my Davghter : and her preſeoce, 
Shall quite ſtrike off all ſeruice 1 have done, 

In molt accepted paine, 
Aga. Let Diomedes veare him, 
| And bring vs (refſid buther : Ca/ca ſhall have 

What he requeſts of vs : good Diomed 
Furniſh you fairely for this enterchange ; 
Withell bring word, if Heitor will co morrow 
Be an(wer'd in his challenge. Hex is ready. 

Dio. This ſhall I vndertake, and "tis abucthen 
Which 1 am proud to beare. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus in their Terr, 

Vliſ. Achilles Qtands ith entrance of bis Tent ; 
Plcale it our Generall to paſſe ſtrangely by bim 
As ifhe were torgot: and Princes all, 
Lay negligent and looſe regard ypon him ; 
þ will ceme laft, 'tis hike heele queſtion me, 


Exit. 


a— 


Agars. What would'it thou of vs Treian? make 


\ Why ſuch voplaBfiue eyes are bent ? why turn'd on him ? 


| 


| 


| 


If ſo, 1 haue derifion medicinable, 
To vie betweene your firangeneſſe and his pride, | 
Which his owne will ſhall have defireto drinke ; 
It may doe good, pride hath no orher glaſſe 
To ſhow it telfe, bur pride: for ſupple __ 
Feede arrogance, and are the proud mans fees, 
Agam, Weele execute your purpoſe, and put on 
A forme of ſtrangeneſſe as we paſſe along, 
So doe each Lord, and either greete him nor, | 
Orelſe diſdainfully, which ſhall ſhake him more, | 
Then ifnot lookt on, T will lead the way. 
Achil. What comes the General! to ſpeake with me? 
You know my inde, Ile fight no more*gainſt Troy, 
Aga. What ſaies Achilles, would he ought with ys? 


Neſ. Would you my Lord ought with the Generall? 
Alchil. No. | 


Neſ. Nothing my Lord, 
Aga. The better. 
Ichi Goed day, good day. 
Men, How doe you? how doe you? _ | 
Achi. What, do s the Cuckold ſcorne me ? | 
Aiax. How now Patreclus? 
Achil. Good morrow Aiax? 
Altax. Ha, 
Ach, Good morrow, 
Aiax. 1, and good nextday too. Exenat, 
Achil. What meane theſe fellowes? know theynot 
Achille? 
Parr. They paſſe by ſtrangely: they were v{'d to bend 
To end their (miles before them to Achilles ; 
To come as humbly as they vs'd to creepe to holy Altars, 
Acbi/, What am I poore of late? 
*T is cerraine, greatnefle once falne out with fortune, 
Muſt [all out with mentoo :; what the declin'd is, 
He ſhall as ſoonereade in the eyes of others, 
As feele in his owne tall: for men like burter-fliex, 
Shrw not their mealic wings, but to the Summer : 
And not a man for being kmply man, 
Hath avy honour; but henour'd for thoſe honours 
Thar are without him ; 8s place, riches, and fauour, | 
Prizes of accident, as oft as raerir : 
Which whea tliey fall, as being flippery Renders ; 
The loue that leand on them as ſlippery coo, 
Doth one plucke downe another, and together 
Dye in the fall. But'*tis nor ſo withme; 
Fortune and I are friends, ] doe enio 
At ample point, all that I did poſſefle, 
Save theſe mens lookes: who do me thinkes finde out 
Something not worth in me ſuch rich beholding, 
As they haue often given, Here is Vliſes, 
Ile interrupt his atkog : hownow Vlijes? 
Vliſ. Now great Ther Sonne, DO 
Achil, What are you reading ? 
Vliſ. A range fellow here 
Writes me, that man, how dearely cuer parted, 
How much in having, or withour,or in, 
Cannot make boaſt to haue that which he hath z 
Nor feeles not what he owes, but by refleRion ; 
As when his verrues ſhining others, 
Heate rhem, and they retort that heace againe 
Tothe firſt giver. 
Achil, This is not firan er: | 
The beantie that is borne ah in the face, 
The bearer knoyyes not, but commends it ſelfe, 
Not going from ir ſeife ; but eye ro eye eppos'd, 
#, Hts « Salures | 


—_— 


—— 


i. 


"Wi 


| Salutes each other with each others forme. 
| For ſpeculation turnes norzo. it (elfe, 
| Till it hath trauail'd, and 1s married chere 
' Where ix may ſee ic [elfe ; ris 15 nor licange at all, 
| Ulf, I dos not traineit at the politian, 
It is familiar ; buc at the Authors otift, 
Who in his circumftance, expreſly proves 
That no may is the Lord of any thing, 
(Though in, and of him there is much coalifting,) 
Till he communicate his-parts co others : 
Nor doth he of himſelfe know them for ought, 
Till be behold them formed ja th'applauic, 
Whete they are extended ; who like an archreverb'rate 
The voyce againe; or like a gate of Rcele, 
Fronting the Sunne, rece1ues and renders back 
His figure,and his heace, ] was much rape un this, 
Andapprekended hereimmediately ; 
The vnknowne Air; 
Heavens what a man is chere?a very Horſe, (ares 
[ That has he knowes not what, Nature, what things there 
Moſt abieR in regard, and deare in vie, 
What things againe moſt deere in the eſteeme, 
Andpoore in worth :now ſhall we ſee to morrow, 
Ana that very chance doth throw ypon him? 
| Aiax renown'd ? Oheauens, what ſome mendoe, 
While ſome men leaue to doe | 
How ſome'men creepe in 3kicriſh fortunes hall, 
\Whiles others play the [deors in her eyes: 
How one man eates into ar:fthers pride, 
While pride is feafting in his wantonneſle 
To ſee theſe Grecian Lords ; why,cven already, 
They clap the lubber Ajax on the ſhoulder, 
As if his Ele were on braue Hettors breſt, 
And great Troy ſhrinking, 
Achil, I doe belceve it * 
For they paſt by me,as myſers doe by beggars, 
{ Neither gaue to me good word,nor looke: 
Whar are my deedes forgot? 
Uliſ. Time hath(my Lord) a wallet at his backe, 
| Wherein he puts almes for obliuion : 
jA great fiz'd monſter of ingratitudes: 
Thole ſcraps are good ca 23 paſt, 
W hich are deuour'd 9s faſt as they are made, 
Forgot as ſoone as done ; perſeuerance,deere my Lord, 
Keepes honor bright, ro have done, is to hang 
Quire out of faſhion, like a ruftic male, 
In monumentall mockrie: take the inſtant way, 
For honour travels in a ſtraight ſo narrow, 
Where one but goes a breaſt,keepe then the parhr 
For emulation hath a thouſand Sonnes, 
Thar one by onepurſue ; if you giue way, 
{ Or hedge aſide from the direRforth right ; 
Like to an entred Tyde,they all ruſh by, 
And leave you hindmoft : 
Or like a gallant Horſe falne in firſt ranke, 
[ ye there for pauement tothe abiect, necre 
Ore-run and trampled on: then whar they doe in preſent, 
Though lefſe then yours in paſt, muſt ore-top yours : 
For time is like a faſhionable Hoſte, 
Thar ſlightly ſhakes his parting Gueſt by th'hand; 
And with his armes out-ſtrercht,as he would flye, 
Graſpes inthe commer : the welcomeever ſmiles, 
And farewels goes out ſighing : Oler not vertue ſceke 
Remuneration for the thing it was : for beautie, wit, 
High birth, vigor ot bone, deſert in ſeruice, 
Love, triendſhip,charity,are ſubicAs all 


—— 
———— 


Troplurand Greſrida, 
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| A woman impudent and manniſh growne, 


— 
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, My fameis ſhrowdly gored, 
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| 

To enuious and calumniating tUMme: | 
| 


; One touch of nature makes the whole world kin ; 


That all with ane conſent praile new borne gaudes, 
Though they are made and moulded of things paP?, 
And goe to duſt har is a liztle guilt, 
More aud then guilt oredufted, 
ne pretenteyeprailes the prel ntobie@ 2 
Then maruel] net thou great and compleat man, 
That all the Greekes begin to worſhip Ajax ; 
Since things in motion beginto catchtheeye, 
Then what nor ftiis : the cry went oyt on thee, 
And Riilit might, and yet it may againe, 
Ifthou would'tnot entombe thy telfe alive, 
And caſe thy repntation in thy Tent ; 
Whoſe glorious deedes, but in thele fields of late 
Made emulous miffions *mongſt the gods themſelues 
And drauve great Afars to taction, 
Achil, Otchis my prinacie, 
| haue firong reaſons, 
Fliſ. But 'gainſt your priaacie 
Thereatons are more potent and heroycall : 
Tis knowne Achiller,chat you are tn love 
Wit') one of Priams davphiters, 
Achil, Ha ?knowne? 
UVliſ. Is that a wonder ? | 
The prouidence that's in a wacchfull Stare, 
Knowes almoft cuery praive of Plucoes gold z 
Findes bottom in th'vscomprehenſive deepes; 
Keepes place with thought; and aimoſt ike the gods, 
Doe thoughts vnuaile ia their dumbe cradles; 
There is a myſterie (with who relation . 
Durſt never meddle) inthe ſoule of State 
Which hath an operation more divine, | 
Then breath orpen can giue expreflure to: 
All the commerſe that ycu haue had with Troy, | 
As perfedly is ours,as yours,my Lord, 
And better would it fit Achilles much, 
To throw downe Hettor then T olixena 
But it walt grieue yoog Pirhas now at home, 
When fame (hall in her Land ſound her truwpe; 
And all the Greekith Girles ſhall uippiog vg, | 
Great Hettors fifter did Achilles winne ; 
But our great Aiar bravely beate downe him. 
Farewell my Lord : I as your lover ſpeake | 
The foole {]:des orethelce that you ſhould breake. 
Patr. Tothis effe& Achilles have I mou'd you 


Is notmore loth'd,then an effeminate man, 
In time of ation: I and condemn'd for tnis $ 
hey thine my little Nomacke to the warre, 

And your great loue to me,re{iraines you thus : 
Sweete,rouſe yourlel'r;and the weake wanton (pid 
Shall from your necke vnlooſe his amorous fould, 
Andlike a dew drop from the Lyons wane, 
Be ſhooketo ayrie ayre, 

Achil. Shall Aiaxfight with Heftor ? 

Parr. 1, and perhaps receiue much honor by him, 

Achil. 1 fee my repuration is at take, 


Patr, O then beware : 
Thoſe wounds heale ili,that men doe giue themſclues ; 
Omniſhon te doe what is neceſlary, 
Seales acommillion to a blanke of danger, 
And danger like an ague ſubtly taints | 
Euen then when we (it idely in the ſunne, 

Achil, Goe call Tberſires hither ſweet Patroclus, 
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 Troplus and Grefrida. 


lie ſend the foole to Ater, and defire him 

T'inuite the Troian Lords afterthe Combat 

To ſec vs here vnarm'd : 1 have a womans longing, 

An appetite that Iam ficke withal!, 

1o ce great Hettor in his weedes of peace; Enter Tberſi, 
Totalke with him, and to behold bis vilage, 

Even to my full of y1ew, Alabour ſau'd. 

Ther, A wonder, 

Achil, Whar? 

Ther, eAiax goes vp and downe the field, asking for 
bimſelfc. 

Achil, How'o! 

Ther, Heemuſt fight ſingly to moirow with Hettor, 
and is ſo prophetically proud of an heroicall cudgelling, 
that he raves in ſaying nothing, 

Achil. How can that be ? 

Ther, Why he ftalkes vp and downe like a Peacock,a 
fride and a and; ruminates like an holieſſe, that hath no 
Arithmatique but her braine to ſer downe her recko- 
viag : bites his lip with 2 politique regard, a» who ſhould 
ſay there were wit in his head and twoo'd out; and ſo 
there is: but it lyes as coldly in him, as fire in a flint, 
which will not ſhew without knocking. The mans vn- 
done for ever;for if Hettor breake not his necke 'thicom- 
bat, hecle break't himſelfe in vaine-glory, He knowes 
not mee : 1 ſaid, good morrow Alex ; And he replyes, 
thankes Agamemnon, What thinke you of this 0.an, 
that takes me for the Generall? Hce's growne a very 
land-fiſh, languageleſſe, a monſter : 2 plague of o- 
pinion, a man my weare it on both lices like a leather 
Jerkin, 

Achil, Thou muſt be my Ambafſador to him Ther/res. 

Ther. Who, I : why.heele anſwer no body : he pro- 
feſſes notanſwering ; [peaking is for beggers : he weares 
his rongue in's armes : I will put on hi1 pre: ence; let Pa- 
troclus make his demands to me , you ſhall ſee the Page- 
ant of Aiax. 

Achil. To him Patroclurs tell him, I humbly defire the 
valiant Aiax, to invi:t the moſt valorous Hettor,to come 
vnarm'd to my Tent, and to procure {ate conduct for bis 
perſon, of the magnanimious and moſt illuſtrious, fixe or 
feauen tunes honour'd Captaine,Generall ofthe Grecian 
Armic Agamenmon,8%c, doe this. 

Patro, lone blefle gitar Araxs 

Ther, Hum. 

Patr, I come fromthe worthy Achilles, 

Ther, Ha? 

Putr. Who moſt humbly defires you to inuite Heitor 
to his Tenr, 

Ther, Hum. 

Patr. And ro procure ſafe conduQt from Agamenmen, 

Ther. Aramems on? 

Patr, 1 my Lord. 


— 


Ther, Ho? 
f4, 's ny hg S I " y ro0'cr. 
To, God buy you with all my heart. 


Parr, Your anfwer lit. 


| 7her 1fto morrow bea faire day, by eleuen a clocke 
jr will poe one way or other ; bowſocher, be ſhall pay for 
' Mme cte nc 1145 nic. 


Party, Your anſwer fr, 

7 ber, Fare you well withall my heart. 

Achit, Why, bur heis nor in this rune, is he ? | 
| - ber, No,but he's out a tune thus: what muſicke will 
beinkim when Hettor has knockr out his braines, | know 


jnot - but 1am ſure none, vnleſſe the Fidles Apollo ger his | 


”— CCI 


— 


— 


ſigewes to make catlings on, 
Achil. Come, thou ſhalt beare a Letter to him 
ſtraight, 
Ther, Let me carry anether ro his Horſe;for that's the 
more capable crearure. | 
Achil. My minde is croubled like a Fountaine ſtir'd, 
And Imy ſelte ſce not the bottom of ir. 
Ther. Would the Fountaine of your minde were cleere 
againe, that I mighr water an AM at it z I had rather be a 
Ticke ina Sheepe, then ſuch a valiant ignorance, | 


Enter at one dove + Eneat with a Torch, at another 
Pars, Diephzbus Anthenor, Diomed the 
Grecian with Torches, 


Par. See hoa, who is that there ? 
Dreph, It is the Lord e/Eneas. 
e/£ne. Is the Prince thece in pesſor ? 
HadI to good occanen to lye lon 
As you Piince Pary,nothing but heavenly bubneſſe, 
Should rob my bed-mate Eos company. 
Diem. That's my minde too; good morrow Lordi 
e/£nea.s 
Par, A valiant Greeke e/Eneas, take his hand, 
Wirnefle the procefſe of your ipeech wichin ; 
You told how Diomed. in a whole weeke by dayes 
Did haunt you in the Field, 
e/£ne. Health co you valiant Gr, 
During all queſtion of the gencle truce : 
Buc when 1 meete you arm'd,as blacke defiance, 
As hea.t canthinke,or courage execute. 
Diom, The one and other 'Piomed embraces, 
Our blouds are now in calme;and ſo long health; 
But when contention,and occaſion meetes, 
By owe, Ile play the hunter for thy life, 
With all my force, purſuire and pollicy. 
e£ne. And thou ſhalt hune a Lyon that will flye 
With his face backward, in humaine gentlenefle ; 
Welcome to Troy ; now by Anchiſcs life, 
We'come indeede : by Venus han 1 ſweare, 
No man ale can fouc inſuch a ſore, 
Thething he meanes to kill, more excellently, 
Diom, We fimpathize, one let eAneas hive 
(1fco my ſword his fate be not the glory) 
A thouſand compleate courſes of the Snnne, 
But in mine emulous honor let him dye : 
With every 1oynt a wound, and that ro morrow, 
e/Ene. We know each other well, 
Dio. We doegand long to know each other worſe, 
Par, This is the moſt, deſpighttul'ſt gentle greeting ; 
The nobleſt hatefull loue, that crc 1 heard of, 
What bulinefle Lord fo early? 
eEme, I was ſent for tothe Kingzbur why, I know nor, 
Par. Hi; purpoſe meets youzit was to bring this Greek 
To Calcha's houſe;and there to render him, 
For the enfreed Anthenor,the faire Creſſid: 
Lers hauc your company ; or if you pleaſe, 
Haſte there before vs. I conſtantly doe thinke 
(Or rathercall my thought a certaine knowledge) 
My brother Trop/ns lodges there to night. 
Rouſe him, and giue him note of our approach, 
With the whole quality whereof, I feaze 
We ſhall be much ynwelcome. 
e/£ne. That I aſſure you; 
Troylus had rather Troy were borne'to Greece, 
Then Creſſid borne from Troy. 


——_—_— 
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Par. There | 


 Troylus and Greſsida, wy 


et 


| Pur. Thereis no helpe: 


| The birter diſpoſition of the time will have it ſo. 


; On Lord, weele follow you. 


e/£ne, Good morrow all. 
Par, Andrell me noble Diomed ; faith tell me true, 
Euen in the ſovle of (ound good fellowihip, 
Who in your thoughcs merits faire Helen moſt ? 


My lelfe,or CAlenelamt 
| Dum, Both alike. 


{ He merits well to ha'ic her,thar doth ſecke her, 


Not making any ({cruple of her ſoylure, 

With ſuch a hell of paine,and world of charge, 
And you as well ws, ws her,that defend her, 
Not pallating the taſte of ber diſhonour, 

With ſuch a coflly lofſe of wealth and triends: 
He like apuling Cuckold, would drinke vp 
The lees and dregs of aflat tamed peece : 

You like a letcher, ou@ot whoriſh loynes, 

Are plcaſ'd to breede out your inheritors: 
Both merits poyz'd, each weighs no lefle nor more, 
Bur heas he, which heavier for a whore. 

Par. Youare too bitter to your country-woman. 
Dis. Shee's bitter co her countrey : heare me Pars, 
For cuery falſe drop in her baudy veines, | 

A Grecians life harh ſunke : for every (cruple 

Ofher contaminated carrion weight, 

A Troian hath beene {|2ine. Since ſhe could ſpeake, 

She hath not giuen ſo many goud words breath, 

As for her, Greckes and Trotians ſuffred death. 
Par. Faire Diemed, you doe as chapmen doe, 

Diſ praiſe rhe thing that you defire to buy: 

But we in filence hold this vertue well 

Weele not commend, what we intend to fell, 

Here lyes our way. Exennt, 

Enter Troylus and Creſſida, 


Troy. Deere trouble not your ſelfe ; the morne is cold, 
| Creſ. Then ſweet my Lord, [le call mine Vackle down; 


{ He (hall yobolt the Gates. 


Troy, Trouble him not : 
To bed,to bed ;ſleepe kill thoſe pritty eyes, 
And giue as ſoft attachment to thy ſences, 
As Infants emprty of all thoughr, 
Creſ. Good morrow then. 
Troy. I prichee now to bed. 
Creſ. Ate you aweary ofme? , 
Troy. O Creſſida \ bur that the buſie day 
Wak't by the Larke,hath rouz'd che ribauld Crowes, 
And dreaming night will hide our eyes no Jonger ; 
{1 would nor from thee. 
Creſ. Night hath beene too briefe. * (Kayes, 
Trey. Beſhrew thewitch! with venemous wights ſhe 
As hidiouſly as hell z but flics the graſpes of loue, 
With wings more momentary,ſwift then thought: 
You will catch cold, and curlc me, 
Creſ, Prithee tarry, you men will neuer tarry ; 
O fooliſh Creſſid, I might haue till held off, 
And then you would have tarried. Harke,ther's one yp? 
Pard. withm, What's all the doores open here ? 
Troy, Itis your Vnckle, Emer Pandarwus. 
Creſ. A peftilence on him : now will he be mocking: 
I ſhall have ſuch a hfc. 
| Pan, How nowghow now? how goe maiden-heads ? 
Heare yeu Made : wher's my cozin Creſſid? 


Creſ. Go hang your (elf, you naughty mocking Vnckle:; 


_— 


| 


Exit FE neas | 
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You bring me to doo----and then you floute me too. 
Pan, Todo wnar? to do what ? I:t her fay what ; 

W hat haue I brought you to doe ? 

Creſ. Come,come,be(hyew your heart: youlenere be 
go00d,nor ſuffer others. | 

Pan, Ha,ha: alas poote wretch: a poore Chipochia,baft 
not ſlept ronight? would he not (a naughty man) ler ir 
ſleepe:a bug. beare rake him, One knocks. | 

(reſ Did not I tell you ? would he were knocke ith” 
head, Who's that az doore? good Vackle goe and ſee. 

My Lord, come youagaine into iny Chamber: 

You ſmile and mocke me, as if I meant naughtily. | 
Troy, Ha, ha. 
Cre. Come you are decein'd, I thinke of no ſuch thing. } 

How earneſtly they knocke: pray you comein. Knocke,| 

| would not for halte Troy have you ſcene here. Exexnt 

Pan, Who's there? what's the matter? will you beate 
downe the doore? How now, what's the matter? 

e/Ene, Good morrow Lord, good morrow. 

Par, Who's there my Lordie/£neas? by my troth 1 
knew younor : whatnewes with you ſo early ? 

e/£ne 13s not Prince Troy/as here ? | 

Pan. Here? what ſhould he doe here ? 

ene. Come he is here, my Lord, doe not depy him; 
[t doth import him much to ſpeake with me, 

Pan. Is he here ſay you? 'tis more then ] know, Ile bef 
{worne: For my ownezpart | came in late: what ſhould 
he doe here ? 

e/£ne, Who,nay then : Come,come, youle doe him 
wrong, ere y'are ware: youle be ſo rrue to him, ro be} 


falſe to him : Doe not you know of him,bur yer goe ferch 
him hither, goe, | 


I 


Enter Trozlms, 
Troy, How now, what's the matter ? 
e/£ne, My Lord,I ſcarce haue leiſure to ſalute you, 
My martrer is ſo raſh: there is at hand, 
Pars your brother,and Demhabu, 
The: Grecian Diomed, and our Anthenor 
Deliuer'd ro vs, and for him forth-with, 
Ere the firſt ſacrifice, within this houce, * 
We muſt giue vp to Dromeds hand 
The Lady Creſſidse. * 
Troy, js it concluded ſo? 
e/Ene, By Priam,and the generall Rate of Troy, 
They are at hand,andready to effeCtir, 
Troy. How my atchicuements mocke me; 
I will goe meere them: and my Lord LEnecas, 
We met by chance; you did not finde me here. 
e/En. Good,good,my Lord,the ſecrers ofnature 
Haue not more gift in taciturnitie. Exent, 


Enter Pandarus and Creſſid, 

Pax. 35 poſſible? no ſooner got bur loft : the diuell 
take Anthenor; the yong Prince will goe mad : « plague 
vpon Antbenor; I would they had brok's necke. 

Creſ. How now ? what's the matter ? who was her 

Pan, Ab, ha! | 

Creſ. Why fgh you ſo profoundly? wher's my Lord? 
gone? tellme {ſweet Vnckle, what's the matter ? 


Pan, Would I were as deepe ynder the earth as [ am 
aboue, |; 


Creſ. O the gods! what's the matter ? 
Pan. Prythee ger thee in: would thou had'ft nere beea 
borne; I knew thou would'ſt be kts death. O poore Gene 
tleman : a plague ypon Amthener. 


. A 


Creſ. Good) 
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Creſ, Hauc the gods cnuic 


 Troylusand Creſrida. 


” te rs I 


({reſ. Good VnckleI beſcech you, on iny knees, I be. 


{ ſeech you what's the matter? 


. Paw, Thou muſt be gone wench, thou muſt be gone; 
{ thou art chang'd for Anthenor: thou inult ro thy Father, 
and be gone trom Tro9/ns : twill be his death : 'twill be 
his baine, he cannor btare it.. 

Creſ. O you immortail gods! I willnor goe. 

Pan, Thou rt, 

Creſ. I will not Ynckle ; 1 have forgot wy Father ; 
i know no teuch of con!anguimnin 2 
No kin, no lour, no bi6ud,no toule, foncere me, 
As the [weet Troylus : O you gods diuine | 
Make Creſſids name the very crowne of falſhood ! 
If eqer ſhe leaue Troplns : time,orce and death, 
Do tothis body what cxtremitic you can ; 
Bue the ſtrong baſe and building of my loue, 
Is as the very Cencer of the earth, | 
| Drawing all thiagsro it. 1 will goein and weepe. 

Pay, Doe, (oe. 

Cref. Teare rzy bright be.re, and ſcratch my praiſed 

. cheekes, , 

Cracke my clcere voyce wich ſobs, and breake my heart 
With ſounding 7 roy{us.l willnot goe from Trop. Exennt, 


Enter Parts,Troylus Amen, Deiphebus, An. 
| thenor and Diomedes. 


Par, Tt is great morning, and the houre preſixc 
Ofher deliuecrie to this valiant Greeke 
Comes faſt vpon: good my brother Troplas, 
Tell you the Lady what ſhe is to doe, 
And haft her tothe purpoſe. 

Troy. Walke into her houſe ; 


{ Ile bring her to the Grecian preſently; 


And to his hand, when I deliver her, 
Thinke it an Altar, and thy brother Troz/us 
APricſt, there offring to it his heart, 

Par. Iknow whar tis ro loue, 
And wovld, as | ſhall pittie, I could helpe. 


Pleaſe you walke in, wy Lords. Exennt, 


Enter Pandarns and Cre/[id, 

Pan. Bc moderate, be moderate. 

Creſ, Why tell you me of moderation ? 
The griete is tine, tull pertect that 1 caſte, | 
Andnoleſſe ina lente as firong | 
As that which cauſech it, How can] moderate it ? 
Tf 1 could temmporile with my attection, 
Or brew it to a weake and colder paillar, 
The like alaiment could I give my griefe : 
My loue admits no qualifying crofle ; Enter Trois, 
No more my griefe, in ſuch a precious lofle, 

Par, Here,hrrehereghe comes,a ſweet ducke. 


Creſ(, O Trovius, Trovias | Welle 
Pun, What a pairs of fpeQacles Frere? Jer me em- 


b1 2ce £00 : oh hart, as the goodly faving is; O heart, hea- 


friendſhip,nor by ſpeaking : there was never a truer rime; { 
' lot vs calt away nothing, tor we may liue to haue neede 
ef fucha Verſe: weſcen, we ſeeit : how now Lambs? 
voy. Creſſia: Tous rheein fo Rrange apuritic ; 
the ble 2ods, as angry with my fancie, 
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More brioht in z.cale, then the deuotion which 
Cold lips ble w £6 theo Deities; take thee from me. 
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vie heart, wiy hgheft chou without breaking ? where he | 
ar{wers againes becauſc thou cant not caſethy ſmart by 


| 
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Pas. 1,0,L1, "tis too plainea caſe. 


Creſ. And is it true, that I muſt goe from Troy? 


Troy. A hatcfull ruth, 

Creſ. What, and from Troylus too ? 

Troy, From Troy,and Troylus, 

Cre. It poſſible ? 

Troy. And ſodainely, where iniurie of chance 
Purs backe leave-raking, iuſtles roughly by 
All time of pauſe ; rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all reioyndure : forcibly prevents 
Our lockt embraſures; trangles our deare yowes, 
Even in the birth of our owne laboring breath, 
\Verwo, that with ſo many thouſand fighes 
Did buy eachother, muſt poorely ſell our ſelues, 
With the rude breuitie and diſcharge of our 
Invrious time ; now with arobbers haſte 
Crams his rich theeuerie vp, he knowes not how. 
As many farwels as be ſtars in heat$n, 
With diftia@t breath,and conſign'd kifles to them, 
He fumbles vp into alooſe 2diew ; 
And ſcants vs with a ſingle famiſhe kifſe, 


Diſtaſting with the ſalt of broken teares, Enter e/Enens. 


e/Encas within, My Lord,is the Lady ready? 


* Troy. Harke, you are call'd : ſome ſay the genius ſo 


Cries, cometo him that inflantly muſt dye. 
Big them haue patience : ſhe ſhall come anon, 


Pan. Where are my teares? raine,to lay this winde, 


or my heart will be blowne vp by theroox. 
. Creſ, I muſt then to the Grecians ? 
Troy. No remedy, 


Creſ. A wotull Crefſid 'mong'ſt the merry Greekes, 


Troy. When ſhall we ſee againe ? 


Trey. Here me my loue: be thou bur crue ofheare, 


Creſ, I true? how now? what wicked deeme is this? 


Troy, Nay, wemuſt vſe cxpoſtulation kindely, 
For it is parting from ys : 
] ipeake not, be thou true, as fearing thee: 
For I will throw my Gloue to death himſelfe, 
Thar there'sno maculation in thy heart : 
Bur be thou true, ſay I,to faſhion in 
My ſequent proteſtation: be thou true, 
AndI will ſee thee, 


Creſ, Oyou ſhall be expoſ'd, my Lerd to dangers 


As infinite, as imminenc : but le be true. 
Troy, And Ile grow friend with danger ; 
Weare this Sleeue, 
Creſ. And you this Glone. 
When ſhall I fee you? 
Troy. I will corrupt the Grecian Centinels, 
To giue thee nightly viſitation, 
But yet betrue, 
Creſ, O heavens : be true againe? 
Troy, Heate why 1 ſpeake it; Loue : 
The Grecian youths are full of qualitie, 
Theirlouing well compos'd, with guift ofnature, 
Flawing and ſwelling ore with Arts and exerciſe : 
How nouelties may moue, and parts with perſen, 
Alas, a kinde of godly iealouſie ; 
Which I beſeech you call a vertuous finne : 
Makes me affraid, * 
{reſ. Oheauens, you loue menox ! 
Troy. Dyel avillaine then: 
In this I doe not call your faith in queſtion 
$0 mainely as my merit ; I cannot (ing, 
Nor heele the high Lanol: ; nor ſweeren ralke; 
Nor play at ſubtil! games; faire yerrues all 
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Troylus and Geſsida. 


To which the Grecians are moſt prompt and pregnant : 
' But I cantell that in each grace of cheſe, 
| There lurkes a 11] and dumb-dilcourfue diuell, 
| That cemprs molt cunaingly : but be not tempted, 
Creſ. Doe you rhinke [ will: s 
Troy. No, but ſomething may be done that we wil not : 
| And ſometimes we are diue!s co our (clues, 
When we will cemprt che frailtie of our powers, 
Preſuming ontheir changefull potencie. 
e/Enea within. Nay, good my Lord? 
Trey, Come kiſfle, and let vs part, 
Paris within, Brother Treyins? 
| Troz, Good brother come you hither, 
And bring, eEneas and the Grecian with you. 
Creſ. My Lord, will you be true? 
Troy. Who 1? alas it is my vice, my fault : 
| Whiles others fiſh with craft for great opinion, 
I, with great truth, catch meere ft1npliciie ; 
Whil't fome with cunning guild their copper crownes, 
With truth and plainnefle 1 doe weare mine bare; 


! 
Exit. 


Enter the Greekes, 
Feare not my truth ; the morrall of my wit 
Is plaine and true, ther's all the reach of it, 
Welcome fir Diomed, here is the Lady 
Which for Antenor, we Celiver you, 
At the port (Lord) Ile give her to thy band, 
And by the way poſſeſſe thee what ſhe is. 
Entreace her faire ; and by my ſoule,faireGreeke, 
Ifere thou ſtand at mercy of my Sword, 
Name Creſſid, and thy life ſhall be as ſafe 
As Priam is in Illion? 

Diom. Faire Lady Creſzid, 

So pleaſe you ſauethe thankes this Prince expeCts : 
The luſtre in youreye, heauen in your cheeke, 
Pleades your faireviſage,and to Diomed 

You ſhall be mifirefle,and command bim wholly. 

Trey. Greciangthou do'fl not vie me curteouſly, 
To ſhame che ſcale of my petition towards, 

I praifing ber. I ell chee Lord of Greece : 
Shee is as farre bigh ſoaring o're thyprailes, 

As thou ynworthy to be cal'd her ſeruant : 

[ charge thee vſc her well, even for my charge : 
For by the dreadfull Pjuro, ifrhou do'lt nor, 
(Though th e great bulke eMchilles be thy guard) 
He cut thy throate, 

Diow. Oh be not mou'd Prince Trey/a ; 

Let me be priuiledg'd by myplace and meſſage, 
To be a ſpeaker free? when! am hence, 

lle anſwer to my luſt : and know my Lord; 

Ile nothing doe on charge : to her owne worth 
She ſhall be priz'd : but that you lay, be*tſo; 
leſpeake it in my ſpirit and honor, no, 

Trey. Come to the Port, Ile telithee Diomed, 
This braue, ſhall oft make thee to hide thy head : 
Lady,give me your hand,and as we walke, 

To our owne {clues bend we our needefull ralke, 
| Sound Trumpet, * 

Par, Harke, Hettors Trumper. 

ef ne, How haue we ſpent this morning 
The Prince muft thinke me tardy and remiſle, 
That ſwore to ride before him in the field. 

Par. Tis Trojims fault: come,come,to field with him, 

Exennt, 


_— 


me. 


Dio. Let vs make ready Riraight, 
e/Ene. Yea, with a Bridegroomes freſh alacritic 


*% 


ee ll EE...” 


Let vs addreſſe totend on Hettors heeles : 
The glory of our Trey doth this day lyc 
On his taire worth, and fingle Chiualrie, 


Enter Aiax armed, Ach:{l:s, Patroclus, Agamemnion, 
Menelans Viiſes, Neſter (alcas,coc. 


Aga. Here art thou in appointment freſh and faire, 
Anticiparing cime. With (tarting courage, 
Guue with thy Trumpet aloud note to Troy 
Thou dreadtull Ajax, that the appauled aire 
May pierce the head of the great Combarant, 
And hale him hither, 
Aia, Thou, Trumpet, ther's my purſe; 
Now cracke thy lungs, and ſplit thy braſen pipe; 
Blow villaine,ull thy ſphered Bias cheeke 
Our-ſwell the collicke of puft Aquilon : 
Come, ſtretch thy cheſt, and let thy eyes ſpout bloud: 
Thou bloweſt tor Hettor. 
Vliſ. No Trumpet anſwers, 
Achil. 'T1s but early dayes, 
Aga, Is not yong Diomed with Calcas daughter? 
Vuſ. Ti be, | ken the manner of his gate, | 
Heriſes on the toe : that ſpirit of his 
In aſpiration lifts him frog the earth. 
Aga, 1s this the Lady Creſſid? 
Ds, Even ſhe, 
Aga. Moſt deerely welcome to the Greekes, ſweete 
Lady. | 
Neft. Our Generall deth ſalute you with a kiſſe. 
Uliſe Yet is the kindeneſle but particular; 'twere ber- 
ter ſhe were kiſt in general. | 
Neſt. And very courtly counſell: [le begio, So much 
for Neſtor. 

Achil, Ile take that winter from your lips faire Lady 
4*cbilles bids you welcome. 

Mene, | had good argument for kifſing, once. 
Patro. But that's no argument for kiſhng now z 
For thus pop't Par in his har6imeut, 

Vliſ. Oh deadly gall, and theame of all ouc ſcores, 
For which we looſe our heads, to gild his hornes, | 

Patro. The firft was CMenelaws kifſe this mine; 
Patroclua kiſſes you, | 

Mene. Ohrhis is trim. 

Patr. Paris 2nd | kiſſe evermore for him. 

Mene. Ile have my kiffe fir; {Lady by yourleaue. 
Creſ. In kiſſing doe you render,or recciue. 

Patr. Both take and give, 

Cre{. We make my match toliue, s 
The kifle you take is better then yougiue: therefore no 
kiſle. - 

Mene. Ile giue you boote, Tle giue you three for one. 
Creſ, You are an odde man, giue euen,or giue none, 
Mere. Anodde man Lady, every man is odde, 
Creſ, No, Paruis not; for you know 'tis true, 
That you are odde, and he is euen with you, 
Mene, You fillip me a'th' head, 
Creſ, No, lle be ſworne, 
Vliſ. Tr wereno match, your naile againſt his horne ; 
May I ſweete Lady beg a kiſle of you ? 
Cref. You may. 
Uliſ. 1 doe defire it, 
Creſ. Why begge then? 
V1:ſ. Why then for Veww (ake, give mea kifſe : 
When Helles is a maide againe, and hig—— 
Creſ. I am your debtor, claime it when'ris due, 
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5 © Trylasand Creſvida. 


Uliſ. Neuer's my day, and then a kiſſe of you. 
Diem, Lady a word, Ile bring you to your Father. 
Neſt. A woman of quicke ſence. 
Vlſc Fie, fie,vpon her : 
Ther's a language in her eye, her cheeke,her lip; 
Nay, her foote ipeakesgher wanton fpiritcs Jooke out 
At euery ioynt,and moriue of her body : jp 
Oh theſe encounterers ſo glib of toogue, 
That giue a coafting welcome cte it comes ; 
And wide vnclaſpe the tables of their thoughts, 
To euery tickling reader : ſet them downe, 
For flutriſh ſpoyles of opporiunitie 3 
And daughters of the g2me. Ecennt. 
Exter all of Troy, Heilor Par g/Encas, Helens 
- 9 0h . Floriſh. 
All. The Troians Trumpet. 
Aga. Yonder comes the troope. 
e/£ne, Haile all you ſlate of Greece : what thalbe done 
To him that vitory commands ? or doe you purpole, 
A victor ſhall beknowne : will you the Knights 
Shall cothe edge of all cxtremiric 
Purſue each othery or ſhall be divided 
By any voyce,ot order of the field : Heftor bad aske ? 
Aga. Which way would Heitor hauc it? 
Ee. He cares not, heele obey conditions, 
Aga. *Tis done like Hettor, bur ſecurely done, 
A little proudly, and great deale dilprifing 
The Knight oppos'd. 
e/Ene, Ifnot Achilles ir, what is your name? 
Achil. 1fnot Achilles nothing. 
«Acne, Therefore Achilles: but what ere, know this, 
In the extremity of great and lictle : | 
Valour and pride excell themſelues in Heftor ; 
The one almoſt as infinite as all ; 
The other blanke as nothing: weigh him well : 
And that which lookes like pride, is curtche : 
This Aiax is halfe made of Hettor:s blond; 
In loue whereof, halfe Hettor Raies at home : 
Halfe heart, halfe hand, halfe Jeftor,comes to ſceke 
This blended Knight,halfe Troian, and halfe Greeke. 
Achil. A maiden battaile then? O I percciue you, 
Ara Here is fir, Diomed: yoe gentle Knight, 
Stand by out Atax: as you and Lord /&rncas 
Conſent ypon the order of their fight, 
So be it; either to the vttermoſt, 
Or elſe a breach: the Combarants being kin, 
Halfe Qtints their Rrife, before their ſtrokes begin, 
Vliſ. They aic oppos dalready. | 
Ana, What Troian is that ſame that lookes ſo heauy? 
Pi. The yongeſt Sonne of Priam ; 
A trzuc Kaight; they call him Troy ia 3 
| Nor yet macure, yer mitchleſſe, firme of word, 
Speaking in deedes, and deedeleſſein his tongue z | 
Not ſoone prouok'c, nor being prouok t,{gone calmd; 
His heart and hand both.open,and both free : 
For what he has, he giues 3 what thinkes,he ſhewes; 
| Yec giues he not cill rudgement guide his bounty, 
Noc diguifies an 1mpaire thought with breath : 
| Manly as 17:77, but more dangerous ; 
For Hear in his blaze of wrath ſabicribes 
' To tender obic&s ; but he,in heate of ation, 
Is more vindecative then tealgus Jouve, 
| They call huw 7ropl ; and on him ere, 
' A ſecond hope, 23 fairely built as Heltor. 
Thus ſaies eAneas, one that knowes the youth, 
;Euch to his inches : and with private ſoule, 


| 
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| Did in great Illion thus tranſlate him to me. Alarwm.) 


Aga. They are inaQion.”'! 
Neſt. Now Aiax hold thine owne. 
| Troy. Hettor, thou ſleep'ft, awake thee. 
| Aga. His blowes ate wel diſpos'd there Aiax, trhpets 
Diow, You muſt no more. ceaſe, 
e/Ene, Princes enough, ſopleaſe you. 
Aia. I amnot warme yer, let ys fight againe. 
Diom, As Hetftor pleaſes. 
| Hetit, Whythen will I namore: 
; Thou art great Lord,my Fathers ſiſters Sonne ; 
| Acouſengermanto great Priams (cede : 
| The obligation of our bloud forbids 
| A gorie emulation 'twixt ys twaine : 
| Were thy commixion, Greeke and Troian ſo, 
| That thou could'(i ſay, this hand is Grecian all, 
And this is Troian: the finewes of this Legge, 
All Greeke, and this all Troy : my Mothers bloud 
Ruas on the dexter checke, and this ſiniſter 
Bounds in wy fathers : by Jeaxemultipotent, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not beare from me a Greekiſh member 
Wherein my ſword had not imprefſure made 
Of our ranke feud : but the juſt gods gainlay, 
That any drop thou borrwd ft from thy mother, 
My facred Aunt, ſhould by my morta!l Sword 
Be drained. Lec me embrace thee Aiax : 
By him that thunders, thou haſt luſtie Armes; 
Hetitor would baue them fall ypon him thus. 
Cozen, all honor to thee, 
Ata. 1 thanke thee Hettor : 
\ Thou art too genge, andtoo freea men : 
| I came to kill chee Coen, and beare hence 
| A great addition, earned in thy death. 
Heit. Not Neoptolymus {o mirable, 
; On whote bright crelt, fame with her lowdR (O yes) 
| Cries, Tius is he ; could'ſt promiſe to himlelfe, 
A thought of added honor, torne from Hettor. 
</Ene. There is expeCtance here from both the ſides, 
Whac turther you will doe? 
Heit, Weele an{were it: 
The ifſue is embracement : Ajax,farewell, | 
Aia. If I might ja catreaties fade ſucceſle, 
As ſeld ] have the chance I would defire 
My tamous Couſin to our Grecian Tents. 
Diom. "Tis Agamemnons wiſh,and great Achilles 
Doth long to ſee yvnarm'd the valiant Heftor. 
Hett, /Eneas,call my brother Troyls to me : 
And (ignihe this loving enterview 
To the expeCters of our Trotan part : 
Defirethem home. Giue me thy hand,my Couſin: 
1 will goc eate with thee, and ſee your Knights. 
E#ter Agamennos and the reſt, 
Alia. Great Agamemnon comes to meete vs here. 
Hett. The worthieft of them,tell me name by name: 
But for Achilles, mine owne ſerching eyes 
Shall finde him by bis large and portly fize. 
Aga. Worthy of Armes : as welcome as to one | 
That would be rid of ſuch an enemie.. 
But that's no welcome: vnderftand more cleere 
What's paſt, and what's to comegis irew'd with huskes , 
And formeleſſe ruine of obliuion : 
Bur in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain'd purely from all hollow bias drawing; 
Bids thee with moſt diuine integririe, 
From heart of very heart, great Hettor welcome, 
Het, I thanke thee moſt imperious «Agamemnen. 
Aga. Mv 
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Troylus and Creſsida, 
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A7a. My well-fam'd Lord of Troy,no lefle to you, 

Aen.Let me confirme my Princely brothers greeting, 
You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. 

Hett. Who muſt we anſwer? 

e/Ene, The Noble Menelans. 

Heit. O, you my Lord,by Mar: his gauntlet thanks, 
Mockenort, that I affet ch'yntraded Oath, 
Your qaoxlam wiic [weares ill by Fen Gloue 
Shee's well, but bad me not commend her to you. 

Aer, Name her not now fir, ſhe's a deadly Theame, 

He#t, Opardon,I offend. 

Neſt, I have (thou gallant Troyan) ſecne thee oft 
Labouring for deltiny, make crucll wa 
Through rankes of Greekiſh youth: and I have {cen thee 
As hot as Perſexs, ſpurre thy Phrygian Steed, 


; And ſeene thee ſcorning forfeits and ſabduments, 


When thou haſt hung thy aduanced (word i'th'ayre, 
Not letting it decline, onthe declined : 
Thart I have (aid vnto ivy ſtanders by, 
Loe lupiter is yonder,dealing life. 
And I baue ſcene thee pauſe, and take thy breath, 
When that a ring of Greekes have hemi'd thee in, 
Like an Olympian wreſtling, This have I ſeene, 
Bur this thy countenance (ill lock in ſtecle) 
I never ſaw till now. I knew thy Grandfre, 
And once fought with him ; he was a Souldier good, 
But by great Mars, the Captaine of vs all, 
Neuer like thee, Let an oldman embracethee, 
And (worthy Watriour) welcometo our Tents, 
e/Ene. 'Tis the old Neſtor. 
Het. Let me embrace thee good old Chronicle, 
That haſt ſo long walk'd hand in hand with time; 
Moſt reuerend Nefor, I am glad to clalpe thee, 
Ne.] would my armes could match thee in contention 
As they contend with thee in courtefie, 
Hett. 1 would they could, 
Neſt, Ho? by this white beard 1'ld fight with thee to 
morrow.. Well, welcom, welcome : I haue ſeen the time. 
Vif. 1 wonder now,how yonder City fiands, 
| When we haue heere her Baſe and pillar by vs. 
Heft, I know your fauour Lord Y{yſſes well. 
Ah fir, there's many a Greeke and Troyan dead, 
Since firſt I ſaw your (elfe, and Dromed 
In Hlion, on your Greekiſh Embaſke, 
Vhſ. Sir, | foretold you then what would enſue, 


| My prophefic is but halfe his journey yet; 


For yonder wals that pertly front your Townc, 
Yond Towers, whoſe wanton tops do buſlle the clouds, 
Muſt kifle their owne feer. 

Hetft. I muſt not beleeve you : 
There they Rand yet : and modeſtly I thinke, 
The fall of every Phrygian ſtone will coft 
Adrop of Grecian blood : the end crownes all, 
And that old common Arbitrator, Time, 
Will one day end it, 

Viyſ. Soto him we leaue it, 
Moſt gentle, -and moſt v2liane Heftor, welcome ; 
After the Generall, I beſeech you next 
To Feaft with me, and ſee me at my Tent. 

Achil. 1 ſhall foreſtall thee Lord Viyſſes, thou; 
Now Hettor 1 haue fed mine eyes on thee,' 
| have wich/cxact view perus'd thee Hettor, 
And quoted 1oynt by 10ynt. 

Hett. Is this Achilles ? 


Achil, 1 am Achilles, 
Hett, Stand faire I prytbee, let me looke on thee, 


| 


—— 


Achil, Behold thy fill. , 

Het, Nay,l haue done already. 

Achil. Thou art to breefe, I will the ſecond time, 
As I would buy thee, view thee, limbe by limbe, 

Hetit, O like a Booke of ſport thou'lt reade me ore : 
But there's mote in me then thou ynderſtand'R, 

Why doeſt thou fo oppreſſe me with thine eye? 

Achil.Tell me you Heauens,in which part of his body 
Shall 1 deſtroy him? Whether there,or there, or there, 
That I may give the locall wound aname, 

And make diltinet the very breach, where-out 
Hedttors great ipirit iow. Anſwer me heauens, 

Hett, It would diſcredit the bleft Gods, proud man, | 
To anſwer ſuch a queſtion : Stand againe ; 
Think'tt thou to catch my life to pleaſantly, | 
As to prenominate in vice coniecture = | 
\W here thou wilt hit me dead? | | 

Achul, 1 tell thee yea. | 
Heit, Wertthot the Oracle to tell me (o, 
I'd not belceve thee : henceforth guard thee well, 
For !le not kill thee there, ror chere, nor there, 
But by the forge that f{ythied Mars his helme, 
Ile kill chee enery where, yea,ore and ore. 
You wiſe(t Grecians, pardon we this bragge, | 
His inſolence drawes tolly frow my lips, 
Bur Jle endeuour deedsto match theſe words, 
Or may | never 
Aiax, Donot chafe thee Colin; 
And you Achilles, let theſe threats alone 
Till accident,or purpoſe bring you too't, 
Y ou may euery day enough of Heltor 
If you haue ſtomacke, The generall fate I ſeare, 
Can ſcarſe increat you to be odde with ham. 
Hett. I pray youler vs lee youinthe field, 
We haue had pelting Warres lince you refus'd 
The Grecians cauſe. 
Achil. Doſtthou intreat me Heftor? 
Tomorrow do I mecte theetell as death, 
To night,sll Frievds, 

Hett, Thy hand vpon that match, 

Aga. Fuft,all you Peeres of Greece go to my Tent, 
There in the full conuive you : Afterwards, 

As Heitors leyſure, and your bounties ſhall | 
Concurretogerher, ſeuerally intreat him, 
Beate lowd the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow, | 
Thar this great Souldier may his welcome know. Exexunt 
Troy. My Lord Ulyſſes, cell me | beſeech you, 
In what place of the Field doth Calchas keepe? 
Ulyſ. At Menelas Tent, molt Princely Troplas, 
There D:omed doth fealt with him to might, 
Whoneither lookes on heaven, nor on earth, 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the faire Creſſid, 

7 r05. Shall | ({weet Lord)be bound to thee ſo nuuch, 
After we part from Agamemnons Tent, 
To bring me thicher? 

Viyſ. Youſhall command mx fir ; 
A«* gentle tell me, of what Honour was 
This-Creſſida m Troy, had ſhe no Lover there 
T hat wailes her abſence? 

Tyoy. O fir,co ſuch as boaſtipg ſhew their ſcarres, 

A mocke 15 due : will you walke on my Lord? 

She was belon'd, the lou'd; ſhe 1s,and dooth ; 

Bur till ſweet Loue is food for Fortunes tooth, EFxeunr * 
Enter Achilles and Patrochs, 

Achil.lle heat his blood with Greekiſh wineto night, 
Which; 
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Patroclua,let vs Featthim to the hight. 
Pat. Heere comes Therſires, Enter Ther ſites. 
Achil. How now, thou core of Enuy ? 

Thou cruſty batch of Nature, wha: s the newes ” 

Ther. W hy thou piCture of what thou ſecm'(},& Idoll 
of 14eor-worſhippers, here's 3 L etter for thee, 

Achil. Piom whence, Fragment ? 

Ther. Why thou full diſh of Foole, from Troy. 

Pat. Who keepes the Tent now? 

Ther, The Sorgeons box,or the Patients wound, 

Pair. Well {ard aduafity,and what need theſe tricks? 

Ther, Piythce be lent boy, I profit not by thy talke, 
thou art thought to be Achilles male Vurlor. 

Patro, Male Varlot you Rogue e What's that? 

Ther. Wiiy his maiculine Whore, Now the rocten 
diſeaſes of the South, guts-griping Ruprtures, Catarres, 
Loades a grauell i th'backe, Lethargies, cold Palfhes,and 
the like, take and take againe, ſuch prepoſtrous diſcove- 
ries, : 

Pat. Why thou damnable box of envy thou, whae 
mean'ſt choy to curſe thus ? 

Ther. Dol curſe thee ? 

Patr, Why no, you ruinous Bur, you whorſon indi- 
Ringuiſhable Curre, | 

Ther. No? why art thou then exaſperate, thou idle, 
immateriall skiene of Sleyd filke ; thou greene Sarcener 
flap for a ſore eye, thou tafſe!] of a Prodigals purſe thou: 
Ah how the poore world is pefired with tuch water-flies, 
diminutiues of Nature. 

Pat. Our gall, 

Ther, Finch Egge. 

Ach. My ſweet Patroclxs,] 2m thwarted quite 
From my great purpoſe in to mortowes battell ; 
Heere is a Letter from Queene Hecubs, 

A token from her daughter,wy faire Loue, 

Both taxing me, and aging me to keepe | 
An Oath that I haue ſwotne. 1 will not breakeit, 
Fall Greekes, faile Fame, Honor or go,or ſtay, 
My maior yow lyes heere ; this le obay : 
Come,come Therſites, helpe to trim my Tent, 
This night in banquerting muſt al! be ſpent, | 
Away Patroc!us, | | E xit. 

Ther. With too much blovd,and too little Brain, thei 
two may run mad : but if with too much braine, and to0 
little blood, they do. Ile be a curer of madmen, Heere's 
Aramemnon, an honelt tellow enough,and one that loues 
Quailes, but he has not ſo much Bra:ne 2s eare-wax z and 
the goodly transformation of Jupiter there his Brother , 
the Bull, the primative Stazye, and oblique memorial of 
Cuckolds, arbrifty ſhooing-horne ina chaine, hanging 
at his Brothers legve, to whar forme but that he I”, (hold 
wit lardcd with malice, and m3lice forced with wit,turne 
vim too :to 91 Alle were nothing ; hee is both Aﬀe and 
Oxe; to an Ox were nothing, heeis both Oxe ang Aﬀe : 
bea Dogg, a Mule, a Car. a Ficchew, a Toade, a Li- 
ard, an Owle, a Putrocke, ora Herring without a Roe, 
7 would not care : but to be C3lenclaw, I would conſpire 
2oainft Deftiny, Aske me not what I would be,if 1 were 

- er ucT « {or I carcnctto bee the lowſe of A Lazar, 
lo } wete not A ſorelans. Hoy-day, ſpirits and fires, 

Enter Hettor, Aiix, Agamemnon,}Y lyſſes,Ne- 
Por, Diomed with Lights, 

Ara, We fo wrong, we go wrong. 

| pi wo vonder*tis, there where we {ce the light, 


Fi}, Itrouble you. 


W hich with my Cemitar lie coole to moriow : 


| 


| 


Aiax. Nognot a whit. 
Emer Achilles, 
Vh;{. Heere comes himelfeto guide you ? 
Achil, Welcome braue Hetter welcome Princes all. 
Agam. So now faire Prince of Troy, Ibid goodnight, 
Atax commands the guard totend on you, 
Hett, Thanks,and goodnight tothe Greeks general, 
Mer. Goodnight my Lord, 
Heit, Goodnight ſweet Lord Menelaxs, 
Ther, Sweet draughc : ſweet quoth-a? ſweet finke, | 
ſyeer ſure, 
Achil,Goodnight and welcorn, both at once,to thoſe 
that go, or tarry, 
eAga. Goodnight, 
Acbil. Old Neſtor tarties, and you too Diomed, 
Keepe Hettor company an houre,or two, 
Dio. I cannot Lord,l have important buſineſſe, 
The tide whereof is now, goodnight great Hettor. 
Hett, Giue me your hand. 
Uhſ. Follow his Torchyhe goes to Chalca Tent, 
Ile keepe you company. 
Trey, -Sweert fir, you honour me. | 
Hett. And ſo good night. 
Achil. Come,come, enter my Tent, Excunt. 
Ther, That ſame Diomed's a falſe-hearted Rogue, al 
moſt yniuſt Knaue;z I willno more truſt him when bee 
leeres, then I will a Serpent when he hiſſes : he will ſpend 
his mouth & promiſe, l;ke Brabler the Hound ; but when 
he performes, Aſtronomers foretell ir, that itis prodigi- 
ous, there will come ſome change; the Sunne borrowes 
of the Moone when Diemed keepes his word, I will ra- 
ther leaue to ſee Helter, then not to dogge himthey ſay, 
he keepes a Troyan Drab, and yſes the Traitour Chalca 
his Tent. Ile afrer Nothing but Letcherie ? All 
incontinent Varlets. Exennt 
Emer Diomed, 
Die. What are you yp here ho? ſpeake? 
Chal. Who cals? 
Dio. Diomed,Chalcas( I thinke) whet's you Daughter? 
Chal. She comes to you, 
Emter Troylus and Vlifes. 
Viiſ. Stand where the Torch may not diſcover vs, 
Enter Creſtid. 
Troy. Creſtid comes forth to him. 
Dio. How now my charge ? 
Creſ- Now my ſweet gardian: harke a word with you. 
Troy, Yea, ſo familiar ? 
Fi. She will fing any man ar fiſt fight. 
Ther, And any man may finde her it he can take her 
life : ibe's noted, 
Dis. Will you remember? 
Cal. Remember? yes. 
Dio. Nay, but doe then 
pled with your words, 
Troy, What ſhould ſhe remember ? 
Vi. Liſt? 
Creſ. Sweete hony Greek tempt me no more tofolly, 
Ther, Roguery. 
Dio, Nay then, 
Creſ, lie tell you what. 
Dio. Fo, fo, comertell « pin, you are a forſworne. ----- 
Creſ, In faith I cannot : what would you have me do? 
Ther. A iugling tricke,to be ſecretly open. 
Dio, What did you ſweare you would beſtow on me? 
Creſ. 3 prethee do not hold me to mine oath, 
Bid me doe not any thing but that ſweete Greeke. 
Dis. Goo |; 


; and ler your minde be cou- 
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Dio, Good night, 

Troy, Hold, patience, 

Uliſ. How now Troian ? 

Creſ. Diomed, 

Dio, No, no, gaod night : Ile be your fooleno more. 
Troy. Thy derter muſt, 

Creſ. Harke one word in your eare, 


T roy, O plague ad madneſs ! 
Vs deppeet ecritls 


Viif. You aremonaed Prince, let 


Left your difpleaſure ſhould en! irge it ſelte 
To wrathfull tearmes : this place i» dangerous; 
The time right deadly ; 1 beſcech you goe, 


Troy. Behold, I pray you, 
Viif. Nay, good my Lord goe off: 


EE flow to great diſtraction : come wy Lord? 


Troy. Ipray thee (tay ? 
Viiſ. You have not patience, come. 
Troy, I pray you ſtay? by hcll and hell corments, 


I will cor ſpeake a word, 


Dio, And ſo good night, 

Creſ. Nay but you part in anger, 

Troy. Doth that gricue thee? O withered truth! 
Uliſ. Why, kow now Lord? 

Troy. By Tone | will be patient. 

Creſ. Gardian? why Greeke ? 

Dis. Fo,fo, adew, you paler, 

Creſ. In faith I doe not : come hither once againe, 
Vhſ. You ſhake my Lord at ſomething; will you goe? 


3k will breake our, 


Troy. She (troakes his cheeke, 


Viiſ. Come, come. 
Troy. Nay ſtay, by /oxe 1 will not ſpeake a word, 


| There is betweene my will,and all offences, 


A guard of patience ; ftay alittle while. 

Ther. How the divell Luxury with his fat rumpe and 
porato finger, tickles theſe rogerher ; frye lechery, frye, 
Dio. Bur will you then ? E 

Cre. In faith I will lo ; never truft meelſe. 

Mio. Giue me {ome token for the ſurety of it, 


Creſ, lle fetch you one, Exit, 
Vlif. You haue ſworne patience, 
Troy, Feare menot ſweete Lord. 

I will not be my ſeclfe, nor have cognition 

Ofwhart 1 feele : I am all patience. Enter Creſſid. 


Ther. Now the pledge,now,now,now. 
Creſ, Here Diomed, keepe this Slecue. 
Troy. O beautie! where is thy Faith? 
Viiſ. My Lord, | 
Trey. 1 will be patient, outwardly I will. | 
Creſ. Youlooke ypon that Sleeue ? behold ir well; 
Helou'd me: O falſe wench : giue't me againe, 
Dso, Whoſe was't? 
Creſ. It is no matter now have't againe, 
L will not meete with you to morrow night : 
1 prythee Diomed vitite me no more. 
Ther. Now ſhe ſharpens : well ſaid Wheiſtone, 
Dio, I ſhall have ir, 
Creſ, Whar, this ? 
Dio, I that. | | 
Creſ. O all you gods! O prextie, prettie pledge 5 
Thy Maiſter now hes thinking in his bed 
Of thee and me, and fighes, and takes my Gloue, 
And giues memaxiall daintie kiſſes to it; 
AsI kiſle thee. Þ 


Dio, Nay,doe not ſnatch it from me. ; 
| Creſ, He thattakes char, rakes my heart withall, 


| 
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Dio, I had your heart before, this followes it, 
Troy, I did ſweare patience. 
Creſ. You ſhall not haue it Diomedztaith youſhall not: 
Ile give you ſomething elle. | 
Dio. I will have this : whoſe waxir? 
Creſ. It is no matter, 
D#o. Cometrell me whoſe it was ? 
Cre. 'T was one that lou'd me betcer chen you will, ' 
But now you haue it, take it, | 
Dio. Whoſe was it ? 
Creſ. By all Diav«s waiting women yond ; 
And by her ſelfe, I will nor tell you whole, 
Dio, Tomorrow will I weare it on my Helme, 
And grieve his ſpirit that dares not challenger, 
Troy. Wert thou the diuell, and wor'ſt it on thyhorne, 
It ſhould be challeng'd. 
(ref. Well,well, "tis Cone, "tis paſt g and yet it is not: | 
I will not keepe my word. 
D io, Why then farewell, 
Thou neuer ſhalt mocke Diomed againe. 
Creſ. You ſhallnot goe : one caanor ſpeake a word, 
Bur it ſtrair tarts you, | 
Dis. I doe not lixe this fooling, 
Ther. Nor 1 by Pluto: but that that likes not me, plen-| 
fes me beſt, 
D:o, What ſhall I come? the houre, 
Cref. I, come : O /oue!doe,come: 1 ſhall beplagu'd. | 
Dio. Farewell till then. Exit, 
Creſ. Good night: Iprythoe come : 
Troy/u tarewellz one eye yet lookes onthee 
But with my heart, the other eye,doth ſee, 
Ah poore our ſexe; this fault in vs I finde : 
The errour of our eye, directs our minde. 
Wh har errour leads, muſt erre ; O then conclude, 
Mindes (wai'd by eyes, are full of turpitude, Exit, 
Ther, A proofe of ſtrength ſhe could not publiſh more; 
Vnlefſe ſhe ſay, my minde is now turn'd whore, 
Ulif. Al's done my Lord, 
Troy, Itis, 
Fliſ. Why tay we then? 
Troy, To make arecordation to my ſoule 
Of every ſyllable that here was ſpoke ; | 
But if | tell how theſe two did coat; 
Shall I nor lye, in publiſhing a ruth ? 
Sich yet there is a credence 1n my heart ; 
An eſperance ſo obſtinately ſtrong, 
That doth inuert that teſt of eyes and eares ; 
As if thoſe organs had deceptio us funRions, 
Created onely to calumniate, 
was Creſſed here? | 
Vliſ. 1 cannot coniure Trojan. 
Troy, She was not ſure, 
Vlif. Moſt ſure ſhe was. 
Troz, Why my negation hath no taſte of madnefſe? 
Vliſ. Normine my Lord ; Creſſid was here but now, 
Troy, Let it not be beleeu'd for womanhood ; 
Thioke we had mothers ; doe not giue aduantage 
To ftubborne Cricicks,apt without a theame 
For deprauation,to ſquare the generall ſex _ 
By Creſſid: rule. Rather thinke this not Creſſid, 
Vl:{. What hath ſhe done Prince, that can ſoyle our 
mothers ? 
Troy. Nothing at all, vnlefſe that this were ſhe. 
Ther. Will he ſwagger himſelfe our on's owne eyes? 
Trey. This ſhe? no, this is Diomids Creſſrda : 
If beautic haue a ſoule,this is not ſhe 
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If ſoules guide yowes; if vowes are fan@timonie; 
{It ſanimonie be rhe gods aeligit : 
if there be rule in vnit2eant ſelte, 
This is not ſhe: O madneſſe of diſcourſe | 
That cauſe {ers vp, with, and againft thy lelfe 
By toule authoritie : where reaſon can revoir 
Without perdition, and loſſe aſſume all reaſon, 
Without reuolt, This is, and 15 not Creſſid : 
Within my ſoule,there doth concuce a fight 
Of this ſtrange nature, that athing inſeperate, 
Diuides more wider then the skic andearth; 
And yet the ſpacious bredth of this Giuifion, 
| Admits no Orifex for a point 2s ſubtle, 
As Ariachnes broken woofe to enter : 
Inftance,O inſtance ! frong as P/ntees gates : 
Crefſid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven ; 
Jnftance, O inſtance, firong as heauen it ſelfe : 
| The bonds of heaven are ſlipt,difſolu'd, and loos'd, 
| And with another knot fiue finger tied, 
The fraftions of her faith, orrs of her loue : 
The fragments, (craps,the bits, and preaziereliques, 
Other ore- caten faith, are bound to Diomed 
| Vliſ. May worthy Trej{ns be halte attached 
With chat which here his paſſion doth expreſſc? 
Troy. I Grecke : and that ſhall be divulged well 
In Charadters,as red as Mars bis beart 
Inflam'd with Verzs : never did yong man fancy 
Wirh ſo eternall,and ſo fixt a ſoule. 
Harke Greek : as much I doe Creſſid+loue ; 
So much by weight, hate I her Diomed, | 
That Sleeve is mine, that heele beare in his Helme : 
Were it a Caske compos'd by Yulcans skill, 
My Sword ſhould bite it : Not the dreadfull ſpout, 
Which Shipmen doe the Hurricano call, 
Conftring'd in maſſe by the almighty Fenne, 
Shall dizzie with more clamour Neptunes care 
In his diſcent ; then ſhall my prompted ſword, 
Falling on Domed. : | 
Ther. Heelerickle it for lis concupie, 
Trey. O Creſſid) O falſe Creſſid! falie,talſe,ſalle: 
Let all yntraths {tand by thy tained name, 
And theyle {e:me glorious. 
Vlif. O containe your ſelfe : 
Your paſſion drawes cares hithers 
Enter & £ meas. | 
ene, Thauc beene lecking you this houre my Lord: 
Heitor by this is arming himn Troy. 
Aiax you Guard, [taiesto conduQ you home, 
Troy. Haue with you Prince: my curteous Lord adew: 
Farewe!l reuolted faire : and Diemed, 
Stand faſt and weare a Caſtle on thy head. 
li. Ile bring you to the Gates, 
Troy. Accept <raRed thankes, | 
Exeunt N role oe Emens and Uliſſes, 
They. Would I could meete that roague Diomed, | 
would croke like a Raven : I would bode,l would bode : 
Potrocles will giue me avy thing for the intelligence of 
his whore: the Parrot will not doe more for an Almond, 
then ke for a commodions drab: Lechery, lechery, Ri!l 
wares and ]echery,nothing elſe holds faſhion, A burning 
| them. : 
—_— Enter Heiter and Andromache. 
| AnA When was my Lord ſo much vngently renper'd, 
To Rop his cares againſt admoniinment ? 
Vnarme,vnarme,aind doe not fhght ro day. 
Hett, You traine we to offend you : get you gone, 


| 
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By the everlaſting gods, Ile goe, 
And. My dreames will ſure prove ominousto the day. 
Het!, No more I fay, Enter Caſſandra, 
Caſa, Where is my brother Heftor ? 
And, Here ſiſter, arm'd,and bloudy in intenc ; 
Conſort with me in loud and deere petition: 
Purſue wehim on knees : for I have dreampr 
Of bloudy turbulence; and this whole night 
Hath nothing beene but ſhapes,and formes of ſlaughter, 
{*ſ. O,'tisrrue, 
Hett, Ho? bid my Trumpet ſound, 
Caſſ. Nonotes of {allie, forthe heauens, ſweer brother. 
Hett. Begon I fay : the gods hauc heard me ſweare, 
Caf. The gods are deafe to hor and peeviſh yowes ; 
They are polluted offrings, more abhord 
Then ſported Liuers inthe ſacrifice. | 
And. Obe perſwaded, doe not count it holy, 
To hurt by being iuft; itjs as lawfull : 
For we would count giue much to as violent thefts, 
And rob in the bebalte of charitie, 
Caſſ. Itis the purpoſe that makes rong the yowe ; 
But yowes toeuery purpoſe muſt not hold; 
Vnacme [weete Hettor, 
Het, Hold youftill Ifay ; 
Mine honour keepes the weather of my fate; 
Life every man holds deere, but the deere man 
Holds honor farre more precious, deere,thea life. 
Enter Troylus . 
How now yong man? mezn'ſtthou to fight ro day ? 
And, Caſſandra, call wy fatherto perſwade. 
ExitCaſſandra. 
Het. No faith yong Troylne; doffe thy harnefſe youth; 
I amto dayith'vaine of Chiualrie: 
Let grow thy Sinews till their knors be ſtrong ; 


. And tempt not yet the bruſhes of the warte, 


Vnarme thee, goe ; and doubt thou not brave boy, 
Ile ſtand to day, for chee,and me,and Troy. 
Troy. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you; 
Which better fits a Lyon,then aman, *' 
Fett, What vice is that? good Troy{ms chide me for it, 
Trey. When many times the captive Grecian fals, 
Euen in the fanne and winde of your faire Sword ; 
You did them riſe,and liue, 
Het, Otis faire play, 
Troy. Fooles play, by heauen Heſtor, 
Heit, How now ? how now? 
Troy, For th'loue of all the gods 
Let's leaue the Hermit Pitty with our Mothers; 
And when we have our Armoers buckled on, 
The yenom'd vengeance ride ypon our ſwords, 
Spur thegy to ruthfull worke,reine them from ruth, 
Het, Fie ſauage, fie. 
Troy. Hettor, then tis warres, 
Hett. Treylm,1 would not haue you fight to day, 
Trey. Who ſhould with-hold me? 
Not fate,obedience,nor the hand of Mars, 
Beckning with fierie trunchion my retire ; 
Not Priamme,and Hecuba on knees; 
Their eyes ore-galled with recourſe of teares; 
Nor you my brother,with your true ſword drawne 
Oppoi'd to hinder me,ſhould ſtop my way; 
Bur by my ruine. 
Emer Priam and Caſſandra, 
Caſſ. Lay hold vpon bim Pr:am,hold him faſt : 
He is thy crutch ; now ifthou looſe thy Ray, 
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee, 


G— 
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Tron and Gefnds, 


| Fall all rogerher, 

Priam. Come Hettor, come, goe backe 3 
| Thy wife hath dreampt : thy morher hach had yifions ; 
| Caſſandra doth toreice; and | my lelte, 

Am like a Prophet fuddeoly ew apr, 
ro tell thee that this day is omjnous : 
Therefore come backe. 

Heit Aneas is a held, | 
And1I do ſtand engag'd to many Gretkes, 

Eaeninthe faith of valour, to appeare 
This morning to them, 

Priam, |, but thou thalt nor goe, 

Hedtt. 1 mutt not breake my taith ; 

You know me dutifull, therefore deare fir, 

Let me not ſhame reipect ; but give me leave 
To take that courſe by your content and yoice, 
Which you doe here torbid me,Royall Priam. 

Cafſ. O Priam,yeelde notto him, 

And. Doe not deere father, 

Hett, Andromache | am offended with you : 

Vpon the loue you beare me, get you in. 
Evit Andromache, 

Troy, This fooliſh, gireaming,luperſticious girle, 
Makes all thele bodements. 

Caſſ. O farewell,deere Hettor : 

Looke how thou dielt ; looke how thy eye turnes pale : 
Looke how thy wounds doth bleede at many vents : 
Harke how Troy toares ; how Hecnba cries out ; 
How poore eAndromache (hrils her dolour forth ; 
Behold diftraction, frenzie,and amazement, 

Like witlefle Antickes one another meete, 

And all cry Hettor, Heilors dead: O Heitor | 

Troy. AWway,aWay, 

Caſe Farewell :yes,ſoft : Heftor 1 rake my leaue; 
Thou do'ſt thy ieite,and all our Truy deceiue, Exit, 
| Hett, You are amaz'd,my Liege, at her exclaime:; 

Goe in and cheere the Towne, weele forth and fight : 

Doe deedes of praiſe, and cell you them at night. 
Priam, Farewell: the gods with ſaferic ſtand about 
{ thee. Alarum. 

Troy, They are at it, harke : proud Diomed, beleeue 
I come to looſe my arme, or winne my ſleeue. 


i 


Enter Pandar. 


Pand. Doe you heare my.Lord? do you heare? 

Troy. What now? 

Pand, Here's a Letter come from yond poore girle. 

Troy, Let me reade. 

Pard. A whorſon tificke, a whorſon raſcally tificke, 
ſo troubles me; and the fooliſh fortune of this girle, and 
what one thing, what another, that I ſhall leaue you one 
o'th's dayes ; and I have a rheume in mine eyes too; and 
ſychanache in my bones ; that valeſſe a man were curſt, 
[ cannot tell what co thinke on'r. Whar {ayes ſhee 
| there ? 

Trey. Words, words,meere words , no matter from 

theh:-rc; | 
Th'effect doth operate another way. 
Goewinde to winde,chere turne and change together : 
My loue with words and errors ſtill ſhe feedes ; 
But edifics another with her deedes, 

Pand. Why, but heare you ? 

Troy, Hence brother lackie ; ignomie and ſhame 
Purſuethy life, and le aye with thy name, 

A Larum, 


Excunt . 


| goelooke on : that diſlembling abhominable varler Die) 


| 
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Onter Theres in excurſion, 
T her, Now they are clapper-clawing one another , le 


mede, has got that fame fcuruie, doting , fooliſh yong 
knauesSlceue of Troy,there in his Helme: I would faine 
lee them meet; that,chat lame yong Trojan aſle,that loues 
the whore there, mightiend that Greekiſh whore-moi- 
ſterly villame, with the Sleeve, backe co the difſembling 
luxurious drabbe,of a ſleeuelcfſe errant, O'th* torher fide 
the pollicie of thole craftic (we afing r a\cals; that ole 
old Moule-caren dry cheeſe, Neffor: ano that fame dog- 
toxe Vhiſſes* is not provu'd worth a Black-berry. They tet 
me vp 1ypollicy, thac mungrill curre A:ar, againſt that 
dogge of as bad a kinde, Achifles; And now is the curre 
Atax ptouder then the curre Achiltes, and will not arme 
to day. Whereupon, the Greeians began to proclaime 
barbariſme; and pcllicie growes into an il] opinion. 
Enter Diomed and Troy(te. 

Soft,here comes Sleeue,and th'other, | 

Troy. Flye not: for ſhould'ti thou take the River Stix, 
I would (wim after, | 

Diem, Thou do it miſcall retire: 

I doe not flye; but adyantagious cate 
Wichdrew me from the oddes of multitude 
Hane at thee? - 

Ther. Hoid thy whore Grecian: now for thy whore 

Troian : Now the Sleeve,now che Sleeve. | 

Enter Hettoy, | | 

Hett, What art thou Greek?atttheu for Hettors match? 
Art thou of bloud,and honour? 

Ther. No, no: [| ama raſcall :a ſcuruie railing knaue : 
a very filthy coague, 

Helt. ] doe belecue thee; live, 

Ther. God a mercy,that thou wilt beleeue me; but 
plague breake thy necke---tor frighting me : what's be- 
co;ve of the wenching rogues? I thinke they have 
Iwaliowed one anothar, 1 would laugh at that mira. 
cle-.--yet in a fort, lecherie eates ir ſelfe ; Ie ſeeke them, 

Exit. 
Enter Diomed and Sermants, 

Dis. Goe,goe,my (eruant,take thou Troplus Horſes 
Preſent the faire Steede to my Lady Creſſid; 

Fellow, commend ry ſervice to her beauty; 

Tell her,1 have chaſtif'd rhe amorous Troyan, 
And an) her Knight by proofe. 

Ser. ] goe my Lord. Enter Agamenmon, 

Aga. Renew,renew,the fierce Polidammua 
Hath beate downe /denor : baltard Mar garelon 
Hath Dorews priſoner, 
And trnds Caloflys-wiſe wauing his beame, 
Vpon the paited courſes of the Kings : 
Epiſtropus and Cedus, Polixines is flaine z 
A npb1macus and Thows deadly burt ; 
Pacroclas tane or ſlaine,and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruiied; the dreadtull Sagittary 
Appauls our numbers, haſte we )somed G 
To re-enforcement, or we periſh all, 

Enter Neſtor. 

Neſt. Coe beare Patroclu body to Achilles, | 

And bid the ſnaile-pac'd «Aiax arme tor ſhame; 
There 15 a thouſand Hettors in the field : 
Now here he fights on Galathe iis Horſe, | 
And there lacks worke: ano1he's there a foate, 
And there they flye or dye, like ſcaled (culs, 

| Betg:e 
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plfore the belchiag Whale: then ;s he yonder, 
And there the ſtraying Greekes, ripe for his edge, 
Fall downe before him, 1:ke the mowers {ſwath :; 


\ Here,therce,and cucry where, he icaucs and takes; 


Dexteritie ſo obayivg appetice, | 
That what he wi!l,he does, and does {o much, 
Thar proofe is call 'd impolliculity, 


Frter Vliſſes. 

Uliſ. Oh, courage,courage Princes: great Achille; 
Isarming, weeping cvthng,vowing vengeance ; 
Patroclns wounds liave rouz'd his drowzie bloud, 
Togerber with 1s mangled Ayr mido1 fr, ' 

That nolelefle,handlefle, hacks and chipr,come to him; 

Crying on [ettor. Aiax hath loſt a friend, 

And foames at mouth,and he is arid, and at it : 

Roaring for Troy/s ; who hath done to day, 

Mad and fantaſticke execution ; 

Engaging and redeeming of himſelte, 

With ſuch a carelefle force,and forcelefle care, 

As if that luck in very ſpight of cunning, bad bum win ail, 
Enter Aiax. 


Dio. I, theregthere, - * 


Enter Achilles. 
Achil, Where is this Heitor ? 
Come,come,thou boy-quelter,ſhew thy face : 
Know whar it is to meere Achylles angry. 


Enter Aiax, 
Aia, Troylus,thon coward Troy{us,ſhew thy head, 
Enter Diomed. 
Diom. Troylus, | ſay, wher's Tropius? 
Aia. What wouldg'(tchou? 
' Diom. 1 would correct him, 
Aia. Were | the Generall, 
Thou ſhould'ii have my ofhice, 
Ere that correction : Troy(ss | ſay, what Troy/nr 7 
| Enter T roy us, 
Troy, Oh traitour D iomed | 
Turne thy falſe t3ce thou traytors 
Aad pay thy life thou ewelt me for my hotſe. 
Dio. Ha,art thou there ? 
Ata, le fight with him 21one,(tand Diomed, 
Dio, Heis my prize, | willnot looke vpon, 
Troy. Come both you coging Greckes, haue at you 
both. Exit Troylus, 
Enter Heltor, 


Enter Achilles. 
Achil. Now dor | ſee thee; have at thee Heftor, 
Helt. Pauſe rf thou wilts \. 
Achil. 1 doc dilyaine thy curtefie, proud Troian; 
Be happy hat wy armes are out of v'c: 
My reſt and negligence befriends theenow, 
But thou anon ſhalt heare of me agaire: 
Til! when,noe icckethy fortune, 
Hell Fare thice well; 


' ] would have bezne much more a freſher man, 


' HadI expefed thee: how now tay Brother ? 


Enter Troylns. 
| 7,93. Axhath tance eAxras; ſhall it be? 
' No.by the flamze of yonder glorious heanen, 
He ſhallnos carry him : Ile be rane too, 
Or bring him off; Fate heate me what I lay ; 


| 


Aia. Troylus,thou coward Troy(us. Exit. 


| 


Neft. $So,ſo,we draw together, Exit, 


Helbor,whet's Heftor? 1 will none but Hettor. Exit, 


Hetlt, Yea Troyins? O well fought my yongeſt Brother, 


I wreake nor, thoughthou end my lite to day, Ex 
Enter on: in Armonr, | 

Hett, Stand ftand,thou Greeke, 

Thou art a goodly marke : F 

No? wilt thou not ? I like thy armour well, 

Ie fruſh it, and vnlocke therivers all, _ | 

But Ile be maiſter of ir: wile thou not beaſt abide ? 

Why then flye on, lie hunt thee for thy hide. - Fit. 
Enter Achilles with Myrmidons, 

Achil. Come here about me you my Ayrmiders : 
Marke what [ fay ; attend me where wheele : 

Strike not a ſtroake, but keepe your ſelues in breath ; 
And when 1 have the bloudy Hefor found, 
Empale him with your weapons round abovur : 
In felleſt manner execute your arme. 
Follow me firs, and my proceedings eye; 
Itis decreed, Heftor the great muſt dye. 
Enter Therfites, Menelans and Paris, 

They. The Cuckold and the Cuckoid maker are avit* 
now bull, now dogge, lowe ; Paris lowe ; now my dou- 
ble hen'd ſparrow; lowe Pri, lowe; the bull has the 
game : ware hornes ho? 


Exit Pars and Menelam, 
Enter Baſtard. 

Baſt. Turne ſlaue and fight. 

Ther, What art thou? 

Baſt. A Baſtard Sonne of Priams. 

Ther, ] am a Baſtard too, 1loue Baſtards, Tam a Ba- 
fard begor, Baſtard inftrufted, Baſtard in minde, Baftard 
in yalour,in euery thing illegitimate : one Beare will not 
bire another, and wherefore ſhould one Baſtard? rake 
heede,the quarrel's moſt ominous to vs : if the Sonne of a 
whore fight for a whore, he temprs judgement :farewel! 
Baſtard. | 

Baſt, The divell rake thee coward, 

Enter Hettor, 

Helt, Moſt putrified core fo faire withour : 
Thy goodly armour thus hath coſt chy life. 
Now is my dates worke done; He take good breath : 
Reſt Sword, thou haft thy fill of bloud and death, 

Enter Achilles and bis ſyrmidons, 

Achil. Looke Hettor how the Sunne begins to ſet ; 
How vgly night comes breathing at his heeles, 
Fuen with the vaile and darking of the Sunne, 
To cloſe the day vp, Hettors life is Cone, 

Hett. 1 am vnarm'd, forgoe this vantage Greeke, 

Achil. Strike fellowes ,ftrike,thisis the man i ſecke. 
Solllion fall chou : now Troy Gnke downe ; 
Here lyes thy heart, thy finewes, and thy bone. 
On AMyrmidens,cry you all a maine, 

Achilles bath the mighty Hettor {aine. 
Harke, aretreat vpon our Grecian part, 
Gree. The Troian Trumpets founds the like my Lord. 


E xeuxt. 


Retreat, 


Achi. The dragon wing of night ore-ſpreds the earth | 


And ſickler-hike the Armies feperates 

My haltfe "'$ Sword, that frankly wou!d haue fed, 

Pleas'd with this dainry bed; thus goes to bed, 

Come, tye 1s body to my horſes tayle ; 

Along the field, I will the Troian rraile, 
Sonnd Retreat. Shoxt 


Exenm. 
Enter Agamemnon, Aiax, Menelas, Neſtor, 
Diomed, and the reft marching. 


Aga, Harke,harke,what ſhout is that ? 
Neft. Peace Drums, 


Sol. Achi Il, | 


— Wi 
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Sold. Achilles, Achilles, Heitor's (laine, Achifler. Stay yer: you vile abhominable Tents, 
Die. The bruiteis, Heltor's {laine,and by Achilles. Thus proudly pight vpon our Phrygian plaines : 
Ata. It it be {o,yer bragleſſe letit be x Lec Tican riſe as ea;ly as he dare, 
Great Hettor was a man as good as he. | He through,and throvgh you;& thou great fiz'd coward: 
Agam. March patiently along ; let one be ſent No ſpace of Earth ſhall ſunder our two hates, 
To pray Achilles lee vs at our Tent, Ie haunt thee, like a wicked conſcience (till, 
If in his death the gods haue vs befrended, That mouldeth goblins {witc as frenfies thoughts, 
Great Troy is ours,and our ſharpe wars are ended, Strike a free march to Troy, with cowfore goe: 
Exeunt. | Hope of reuenge, ſhall hide our inward woe. 
Emter cAEneas,Paris, Anthenor and Deiphabus. Enter Pandarns, 
e/£Ene. Stand hoe,yet are we maiſters of the hicld, Paxd. But heare you? heare you? 
Neuer goc home ; here ſtarue we ourthe night. Troy. Hence broker, lackic,,gnomy,and ſhame 
Enter Trojius, | Purſue thy life,and live aye with thy name, E xemnt. 
Troy. Hettor is (laine, Pan, A goodly medcine+tor mine akingbones: oh world, 
Al. Hettor? the gods forbid. | world,world! thus is the poore agent difpiſde ; Oh trai- 
Troy, Hee's dead ; and at the murtherers Horſes taile, | tours and bawdes ; how earneſtly are you ſer aworke,and 
In beaſtly ſorr, drag'd through the thametall Field 1 how ill ceqGired ? why ſhould ovr indevour be ſo delir'd, 
Frowne on you heauens, effe& your rage with ſpeede: | and the performance {o loath'd? What Verſe for it? what 
Sit gods vpon your throanes,and {inile at Troy. inſtance for ir? let me ſee. 
I ſay at once, let your briefe plagues be mercy, Full merrily the humble Bee-doth fing, 
And linger not our ſure defiructions on, Till he hath loft his hony,and his ting, 
e/£ne, My Lord, you doe diſcomfort all the Hoſte, | And being once ſubdu'd in armed calle, 


Troy, Y ou ynderſtand me nor,that tell me fo : Sweete hony,and ({weere notes together faile, 


_- 


[ doe not ſpeake of flight, of feare,of death, Good tradersinthe fleſh, ſer chis in your painted cloathes; 
Bur dare all imminence that gods and men, As many as be here of Panders hall, 

Addreſſe their dangers in. Hettor is gone : N Your eyes halte out, weepe out at Pazdar's fall : 

Who ſhall tell Priam 10? or Hecnba? Orif you cavnot weepe, yet giue ſome gronesz 

Let him that will a ſcreechoule aye be call'd, Though not for me yec for your akingbones : 

Goe in to Troy, and ſay there, Hettor's dead: Brethren and {1fers of the hold-dore trade, 

There is a word will Priam turneto fone; Some two months hence,my will ſhall here be made: 
Make wels,and Niobes of the maides and wiues; It ſhould be now, bur that my feare is this ; 

Coole ftarues of the youth : and in a word, Some galled Gooſe of Wincheſter would hifle ; 

Scarre Troy our of it ſelfe, Bur march away, Till then, Ile ſweare, and ſceke about for eaſes ; | 
Hettor is dead : there is no more to (ay. ! And atthat time bequeath you my diſcaſes, Exennt, 
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ragedy of Coriolanus: 


eA thts Primus. Scena Prima. 


*. | 
Enter a Company of CMutinons Citizens, with Staues, | 3 Ct. Sofr,who comes heere ? 
Clubs,and other weapours. | Enter Menentws Agrippa. 
2 Cit, Worthy Aenenms egr:ppa, one that hath al. 
, (itizen. waycs lou'd the people, 
% XN? WW Efore we proceed any further, heare me ſpeake, 1 Cit, He's one honeſt enough,wold al the reſt wer {o. 
15 All. Speake,ſpeake., Men. What work's my Countrimen in bang ? 
| | 3 / 1.Cit, You are all reſolu'd rather to dy then | Where go you with Bats and Clubs? The matter 
® co famith ? | Speake | Pray you, 
All. Reiolu'd, reſolu'd. | £2 Cit, Out buſines is not vnknownetoth'Senat, they 
1.Cit. Fixft you know, (4ins Martins is chiefe enewy | haue had inkling this fortni ght what we intend todo, W 
to the people. now wee'l ſhew em in deeds : they {ay.poore Suters haue 
All, We know't,we know't. frong breaths, they ſhal know we have ltrong arms too. 
1.{it,Let ys kill him,and wee'l haue Corne at our own Menen, Why Maſters,my good Friends, mine honeſt 
rice. Is'ta Verdi? Neighbours, will you vado your ſelues ? 
' eAll. No more talking ont; Let it be done, away,away 2 Cit, We cannot Sir,we are vndone already, 
2.Cit, One word, good Citizens, Men, I tell you Friends, moſt charitable care 


1. Cit, Weareaccounted poore Citizens, the Patri- | Haue the Patricians of you for your wants. 
cians good what Authority ſurfers one, would releeve | Your ſuffering in this dearth, you may as well 
| v3. Itthey would yeelde vs bur the ſuperfluitie while 1t | Strike at che Heauen with your Raues, as life them 
| were wholfome, wee might gueſle they releeuved ys bu- | Againſt the Roman State, whoſe courfe will on 
manely : But they thinke weare too deere, the leannefſe | The way ic takes : cracking ten thouſand Curbes 
that afflits vs, the obie& of our miſery, is as an inuento= } Ofmore firong linke afſunder, then can ever 
ry toparticularize their abundance, our ſufferanceisa | Appeare in your impediment. Fog the Dearth, 
'gaine to them. Let vs revenge this with our Pikes, ere | The Gods, nor the Patricians make it, and 
we become Rakes. For the Gods know, I ſpeake thisin | Your knees tothem (not armes) mutt helpe. Alacke, 
hunger for Bread, not in thirſt for Revenge, You are tranſported by Calamity 
- 2.Cit. Would youproceede eſpecially againſt Caims | Thether, where more attends you,and you ſlander 


L _ 


_— 


Martins, The Helmes o'ch Stacez who care for you like Fathers, 
\ All. Again him firſt ; Hes a very dog to the Com. | When you curle them,as Enemies, 
monalty. ' | 2 Cit, Care for vs? Truc indeed, they nere car'd for vs 
2-(it, Conſider you what Services he ha's done for his | yer, ; Suffer vs to famiſh,and their Store-houſes cramm'd 
Country 2.1 / with Graine : Make Edicts for Vſurie, to ſupport V ſu- 
| 1.Cit, Very well, and could bee content to giue him | rers; repcale daily any wholſome At eftabliſhed apainſt 
' [good rn. 5. but that hee payes himſelfe with bees | the rich, and prouidemore piercing Statutes daily, ro 
ling proud, chaine vp and reſtraine the poore. It the Warres eate vs 
All. Nay,hurt ſpeak not malicijoufly. not vppe, they will; and there's allthe loue they beare 


+:4.Cit. ] ay ynto you, whar he hath done Famoullie, | ys. 

| he. did jt. to that end : though ſoft conſcienc'd men can be Menen, Eicher you muſt 

content roſayit was for his Countrey, the diditto pleate | Confeſle your {elues wondrous Malicious, 
his Mather,and ro be partly proud, which he is, cuento | Or beaccus'd of Folly, 1 ſhall tell you 

Ire altitude of his vertue. A pretty Tale, it may be you haue heard it, 
"© 2.Cir, What he cannot helpe in his Nature , you ac- | Bur fince it ſerues my purpoſe, I will venture 
'[counta ViceInhim: Youmult inno way ſay he is co» | To ſcaletalictle more, 

i{ uctous, od « | 2 (itizen, Well, 

| © 1,{Gtr. 15, nuft not, I neede not be barren of Accuſa- | Ne heare it Sir ; yer you muſt not thinke 

{ tions he hath faults (with ſurplus)to tyre in repetition. To fobbe eff our diſgrace with atale : , 

| Showts within. But and'c pleaſe youdeliuer. 


| 


What ſhows are theſe? The other fide a'ch City is riſen: - Men.There was a time, when all the bodies members 
why ſtay we prating heere? To th'Capitoll, Rebell'd agaioft the Belly; thus accus'd it; 
| All. Cotne,come, That onely like a Gulte it did remaine 
I If | aa I'th 
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Ih midd'& a th'body, idle and vnaRtiue, 

Still cubbording the Viand, never bearing 

| Like labour with the reft, where th'other Inſtruments 

Did ſee, and heare, deuiſe, inſtruct,walke,feele, 

And mutually participate, did miniſter 

Vonto the appetite; and affetion common 

Of the whole body, the Belly aniwer'd. 

2. Cit, Well fir, what anſwer made the Belly, 
Men. Sir, I ſhall tell you with a kinde of Snule, 

Whichne're came from the Lungs, bur even thus : 

For looke you I may makethe belly Smile, 

As well as ſpeake, it taintingly replyed 

| To'th'diſcontented Members, the mutinous parts 

Thar enuied his reccite : even ſo moſt fitly, 

As you maligne our Senators, for that 

They are not ſuch as you. 
2.Cit. Your Bcllies anſwer : What 

The Kingly crown'd head, the vigilant eye, 

The Counſailor Heart, the Arme our Souldier, 

Our Steed the Legge, the Tongue our Trumperer, 

With other Muniments and petty helpes 

In this our Fabricke, if that they —— 

Men, What then? Foreme,this Fellow ſpeakes, 

VWhat cher? What then ? 

2 Cit, Should by the Cormorant belly bereſtrain'd, 

Who is the finke a tl body, 

Men, Well,what then? 

2.Cit, The former Agents, if they did complaine, 
W har could the Belly anſwer? 

Men, 1 will tell you, | 
If you'l beſtow a {mall (of what you nave little) 
Patience awhile; you'ft heare the Bellies anſwer. 

2 Cit. Y are long about it. 

Men, Note me this good Friend ; 

Your moſt graue Belly was deliberate, 

Not raſh like his Accuſers, and thus anſwered. 

True is it my incorporate Friends(quoth he) 

That I receive the generall Food «rt 

Which you do live vpon : and fit it is, 

Becauſe I am the Store-houſe,and rhe Sho 

Of the whole Body, But,it you do remember, 

Lend itthrough the Rivers of your blood 

Euen to the Court, the Heart, to th'ſeate o'th'Braine, 

And through the Crankes and Offices of man, 

The ſtrongeſt Nerues, and {mall inferiour Veines 

From me receiue that naturall competencie 

Whereby they live, And though that all at once 

(You my good Friends,this (ayes the Belly) marke me, 
2.C:t. I hr,well, well, 

Men, Though all at once, cannot 

See what I dodeliuer out to each, 

Yet I can make my Awdit vp, that all 

From me do backe rece;ue ho Flowre of all, 

And leave me but the Bran, Whar ſay you too'r ? 
2.Cit, It was an anſwer,how apply you this ? 
Men, The Senators of Rome, are this good Belly, 

And you the mutinous Members ; For examine 

Their Counſailes, and their Cares;diſgeſt things rightly, 

Touching the Weale a'th Common, you ſhall finde 

No publique benefit which you receiue 


But i: proceeds, or comes from them to you, 
And no way from your ſelues. What do you thinke? 


| You, the great Toe of chis Aſſembly ? 
i 


2.Cit. irhe great Toe ? Why the great Toe? 
en. For that being one o'th loweſt, baſeft, pooreſt 
Of tl1is moſt wiic Rebellion, thou goeſt formoſt : 
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Thou Raſcall, that art worſt in blood torun, 
Lead'ſt firſt co win ſome yantage, 

Burt make you ready your ſtiffe bars and clubs, 
Rome,and herRats,are at the point of bartell, 
The one fide muſt baue baile, 


Enter Cains Marting. 
Hayle, Noble Martins, 
Mar.Tharks. What's the matter you difſentious rogues 
That rubbing the poore Itch of your Opinion, 
Make your {clues Scabs, 

2.Cit, We have cuer your good word, 

AMar,He that will give good words to thee, wil flatter 
Beneath abhorring, What would you haue,you Curres, 
That like nor Peace,nor Warre ? The one affrights you, 
The other makes you proud, He that truſts to you, 
Where he ſhould finde you Lyons, findes you Hares : 

W here Foxes, Geeſe you are: No ſurer,no, 


Then is the coale of fire vponthe Ice, | 


Or Hailſtone in the Sun, Your Vertue is, 
To make him worthy, whoſe offence ſubdues him, 
And curſe that Iuftice did it, Who deſerues Greatnes, 
Deſerues your Hate : and your AﬀeRtions are 
A ickmans Appetite ; who deſires moſt that 
W hich would encreaſe his euill. He that depends 
Vpon your favours, ſwimmes with finnes of! Leade, 
And hewes downe Oakes, with ruſhes, Hang ye:trufit ye ? 
With euery Minute you do change a Minde, 
Avd call him Noble, that was now your Hate: 
Him vilde, that was your Garland, What's the matter, 
That in theſe ſeucrall places of the Citie, 
You cry againſt the Noble Senate, who 
(Vnderthe Gods) keepe you in awe, which elſe 
Would feede on one another? What's their ſeeking ? 
Men, For Corne at their owne rates, wherof they ſay] 
The Citie is well for'd. 
Car. Hang 'em ; They ſay ? 
They'l fit by th'fire, and preſume to know 
What's done i'th Capitol] : Who's liketo riſe, 
Who thrives, & who declines: Side f2Rtions,& giue out 
ConicRurall Marriages, making parties ſtrong, 
And feebling ſuch as tand notin their liking, 
Below their cobled Shooes, They ſay ther's grain enough? 
Would the Nobility lay aſide their ruth, M 
And let me yſe my Sword, I'de make a Quarrie 
Wirh thouſands of theſe quarter'd laues,as bigh | 
As I could picke my Lance. | 
Menes, Nay theſe are almoſt thoroughly perſwaded: 
For though abundantly they lacke diſcretion | 
Yet are they paſsing Cowardly. Burt I beſeech you, 
What ſayes the other Troope ? : 
Mar. They are difſolu'd : Hang em; 


That Hunger-broke ſtone wals: that dogges muſt eate | 
That meate was made for mouths. That the geds ſent not 
Corne for the Richmen onely + With theſe threds | 
They vented their Complainings, which being anſwer'd 
Anda petition granted them, a firange one, | 
To breaketbe heart of genetofity, 
And make bold power looke pale, they threw their csps/ 
As they would hang them on the hornes a'th Moone, 
Shooting their Emulation. | 
Menen, What is graunted them? | 
Mar, Fige Tribunes to defend their vulgar wiſdoms 
Oftheir owne choice, One's /unins Brutus, | 


SicminsVelutns, and I know not, Sdeath, 
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They faid they were an hungry, ſigh'd forth Prouerbes || 


| 


The/ | 
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ET The Tragedie of (ortolanus. 2 
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| The rabble ſhould haue firſt ynroo'ſt the City 
Ere ſo prevay['d with me ; it will in time 
Win ypon power,and throw forth greater Theames 
For Inſurrections arguing. | 
Menen. This is ſtrange. 
Mar. Go ger you home you Fragments, 
Enter « Meſſenger haſtily. 
Meſſ. Where's Cans Martins ? 
Mar, Heere: what's the matter ? 
Meſ. The newes is fir, the Volcies are in Armes. 
Mar. lam glad on't, then we ſhall ha meanes to vent 
Our muſtic ſuperfluity. See our beſt Elders. 


Enter Sicmins Velntia, Annina Bratins Cominim, T it us 
Lartins, with other Senatours. 


1. Sen, Martina "tis true,that you haue lately told vs, 
The Volces arc in Armes. 

Mar. They have a Leader, 

Tullus Auffidiua that will put you too't: 

I finne in enuyg his Nobility : 

Ard werel any thing but what I am, 

I would wiſh me onely he. 

Com. You haue fought together ? 

Mar, Were halte to halfe the world by th'eares, & he 
ypon my partie, I'de reuo|tto make 
| Onely my warres with him, He is a Lion 
That I am proud to hwnr. 

1,Sen, Then worthy Martize, 
Attend vpon Cominins to thele Warres. 

Com. It iz your former promiſe, 

Mar. Sir it is, 
And I am conſtant : Titws Luciws, thou 
Shalt ſee me once more frike at Trllss face, 
What art thou ſtiffe? Stand'ſt out? 

\ Tit. No Cains Martins, 

Ile leane ypon one Crutch,and fight with tother, 
Ere ſtay behindethis Bukinefle, 
-- Men, Ohtrue-bred. 

Sen, Your Company to'th Capitoll,where I know 
Our greateſtFriends attend vs, 

Tit. Lead you on: Follow Comin:iws,we mult followe 
you, right worthy you Priority. | 

Com. Noble Martmy, 

Sen, Hence to your homes,be gone, | 

Mar. Nay let them follow, 

The Volces haue much Corne : take theſe Rars thither, 

To gnaw their Garners, Worſhipfull Muriners, 

Your yalourpurs well forth : Pray follow, Exennt, 
Citizens fteale away. Manet Sicin.C Brutus, 

Sicin, Was cuer man ſo proud as is this Afartins ? 

PBrs. He has no equall, 

Sicin, When we were choſen Tribunes for tne{people, 

Bru, Mark'd you his lip and eyes, 

Sicm. Nay,buc his taunts. 

Bru, Being mou'd, he will not ſpareto gird the Gods, 

Sritin, Bemocke the modeſt Moone. | 

Bru. The preſent Warres deuoure him, he is growne 
Too proud to be ſo valiant, 

Sicin. Such a Nature, tickled with good ſucceſle, dif- 
daines the ſhadow whichhe treads on at noone, but ] do 
wonder, his inſolence can brooke to be commanded yn- 
der Cominins ? 

Bru, Fame, at the which he aymes, 

In whom already he's well grac'd, cannot 
Better be held, nor more attain'd then by 
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A place below the firſt : for what miſcarries 
Shall be the Generals faule, though he performe 
To th'vtmoſt of a man, and giddy hve 
Will then cry out of CAartms : Oh, if be 
Had borne the bufhneſle. 
S1cin, Beſides, ifthings go well, 
Opinion that (o ſtickes on Afartins, ſhall 
Othis demerits rob Commnins, 
Bru, Come: halfe all Commins Honors are to Martins 
Though Afar tins earn'd them not : and all his faults 
To Martins ſhall be Honors, though indeed 
In ought he merit not, 
Sicin. Let's hence, and heare 


CO OO I ons, 


| Howthe diſpatch is made,and in what faſhion 


More then his ſingularity, he goes 
Vpon this preſent Action, 
Bru, Let's along. E venue 


Enter Twllus Auffidins with Senators of Coriolas, 

I.Ses. So, your opinion is Aufidias, 

That they of Rome are entred in our Counfailes, 

And know how we proccede, 
Anf. Is it nor yours ? 

What ever have bin thought one in this State 

That could be brought to bodily a, ere Rome 

Had circumuention : 'tis nat foure dayes gone 

Since I heard therce, theſe arethe words, I thinke 

].haue the Letter heere : yes,heere it is; 


| They have preft a Power, bur it is not knowne 


Whether for Eaſt or Weft : the Dearth is great, . 
The people Mutinous; And it isfumour'd, 
Commins, Martins your old Enemy 
(Who is of Rome worſe hated then of you) 
And Titus Lartixs, 2 moſt valiant Roman, 
Theſe three leade on this Preparation 
Whether 'tis bent : moſt likely, 'tis for yon : 
Conſider of ir, 
1.Sex, Our Armie's in the Field : 
We neuer yer made doubt but Rome was ready 
To anſwer vs, 
Auf. Nor did you thinke it folly, 
To keepe your great pretences vayl'd, till when 
They needs mult ſhew themfſclues, which in the hatching 
It ſceem'd appear'd ro Rome. By the diſcovery, 
We ſhalbe ſhortned in our ayme, which was 
To take in many Townes, cre (almoſt)Rome 
Sheuld know we were a-foot. 
2.Sen, Noble Axfidins, 
Take your Commiſſon, hye you to your Bands, 
Let vs aloneto guard (orioles 
If they ſer downe before's : for the remoue 
Bring vp your Ariny : but {T chinke) you'l finde 
Th'haue nor prepar'd for vs. 
Anf, O doubr not thar, 
I ſpeake from Certainties. Nay more, 
Some parcels of their Power are forth already, 
And onely hitherward, T leaue your Honors, 
If we, and Caius Martins chance to meere, 
Tis ſworne berweene vs, we (hall cuer ſtrike 
Till one can dono more. 
All. The Gods aſ$ift you, 
Auf. And keepe your Honors ſafe. 
1.Sen, Farewell. 
2.Sev, Farewell, 
All, Farewell. 
222 
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Enter Volumnia and Uirgilia, mother and wife to Aartins : 
7 hey ſet them downe on two lowe ſtooles and ſowe, 


Uolum.l pray you daughter ſing,or expreſle your ſelfe 
ina more comtortable ſort : If my Sonne were my Huſl- 
band, I ſhould freelier retoyceinthat abſence wherein 
he wonne Honor, then jnthe(embracements of his Bed, } 
wherc he would ſhew moſt loue. When yet hee was bur 
render-bodicd, and rhe onely Sonne of my womb; when 
youth with comeclineſſe pluck'd all gaze his way; when 
for a day of Kings entreaties,a Mother ſhould not fel him 
an houre from her beholding; I contidering how Honour 
would become ſuch a perion, that ir wasno better then 
P;Qure-like ro hang by th'wall,” if renowne made it not 
ſtirte, was pleas'd to ler him ſeeke danger, where he was 
I:ke £> find&farue : Toa cruell Warre I lent him, from 
whence he return'd,b1s browes bound with Oake, I ell 
thee Daughter, I ſprang not more in ioy at firſt hearing 
he was a Man-ctuld, chen now in firſt ſecing he had pro- 
ued nimlelte a man. 

Virg, But had he died inthe Buſineſſe Madame, how 
then ? 

Volum. Then his good report ſhould hane beene my 
Sonne, I therein would haue found iflue. Heare me pro» 
feſſe (incerely, had 1a dozen ſons each in my loue alike, 
andnonelefle deere then thine, and my good Aſartivs, ] 
had rather had eleuen dye Nobly for chetr Countrey,chen 
one voluptuoully {urter out of Action, 

Enter a Gentlemwnman, 

Gent. Madam, the Lady Yaleri« is cometo viſit you, 

V:irg. Beſcech you giue me leaue to retire my lelfe, 

Vo/umg. Tadeed you ſhallnot: 

Me thinkes, I heare hither your Husbands Drumme: 
See him plucke «Auffrdius downe by th haire : 

(As children trom a Beare) the Yolces ſhunning lim : 
Me thinkes 1 ſee him (l>mpe thus, and cal! thus, 
Come on you Cowards,you were got in feare 
Though you wee borne 1n Rome ; his bloody brow 
Wirth his mail'd hand, then wiping, forth he gocs 
Like to a Harucit man, that task'd co mowe 

O; all, r looſe his hyre. 

| Virg. His bloody Brow? Oh Jupiter, no blood, 

Uolum. Away you Foole; it more becomes a man; 
Then gilt his Trophe. he b:eſts of Hecuba 
Whea ſhe 41d ſuckle Hettor, look'd not loveher 
Then Hetors torhead, when it ſpit forth blood 
Art Grecian ſword, Contenning, tell Valeria 
We are hr to bid her welcome, Exit Gent, 

Utrr. Heauens blefſe my Lord from fell Auffidins, 

Uo!, Hee'l beat Aufidius head below his knee, 

And treade vypon lus necke. 


FnterValeria with an Vjher, and 4 Gentlewoman, 
I'a!. My Ladies both good day to you,] 
Vo/. Sweet Madam, 
Tir, 1am glad to tee your Ladyſhip. 
Val. How do you both ? You are manifeſt houſe-kee- 
pers. What are you ſowing hcere? A fine ſpotte in good 
taith. How does your little Sonne ? 


then looke vpon his Schoolmalter, 


I'w. Tthanke your Lady-ſhip 2 Well good Madam, 
Lol.” He had rather ſee the ſwords, and heatea Drum, 


"al, A my word the Fathers Sonne : le ſweare 'tis a 
veiy pretty buy. A my troth, llook'd ypon hima Wenſ- 
day halte an houce cogether : ha's ſuch a confirm'd coun* 


— 
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tenance, I ſaw him run after a gilded Butterfly, & whet | 
ke caught it,he ler it go againe, and after it againe, and o- 
uer and ouer he comes,and vp againe: catcht it again : or 
whether his fall enrag'd him, or how 'twas, hee did ſo ſet 
his teeth, and reare it. Oh, Iwarrant how he mammock: 
It, 

Vol, One on's Fathers moods. 

Val. Indeed1a, tis a Noble childe, | 

Virg. A Cracke Madam, 

Val. Come, lay aſide your flitchery, Imuſt haue you 
play the idle Huſwife with me this afternoone, | 

Virg. No (good Madam) 

I will not out of doores, 

Val. Not out of doores ? 

Usolum, She ſhall,the ſhall. 

Virg. Indeed no, by your patience; llenot over the 
threſhold, till my Lord returne from the Warres, 

Val. Fye, you confine your felte moft yareafonably : 
Come, you wuſt go viht the good Lady that lies in, 

Prirg. 1 will wiſh her ſpeedy firength, and viſite her 
with my prayers : but 1 cannot go thither, 

Volum, \V\ hy I pray you, 

Vlug. "Tis notto fauc labour,nor that T want Touc. 

Vat. You would be another Fene/ope: yet they (ay, all 
the yearve (he {pun in Viiſſes ablence, Gid but fill Athica 
full of Mothes. Come,] world your Cambrick were ſen- 
ble as your finger, that you mighr leaue pricking ic for 
pitice. Come you ſhall go with vs, 

Vir, No good Madain, pardon me, indeed I will oor 
foorth, 

Tal. Intruth la go with me, andlle tell you excellent 
newes of your Husband. 

Virg. Oh good Madam,there can benone yet, 

Ua!, Verily I donotieſt with you: there came newes 
from him laft night. 

Utir, Indeed Madam, 

Fal. To earnckt it's true z I heard a Senatour ſpeaker, 
Thus it is :the Volcies hauean Army forth, againſt wh6 
Cominins the Generall is gone, with one part of our Ro- 
mane power, Your Lord, and Titxs Lartens, are {ſet down 
before their Titic Carioles, they nothing doubr prevai* 
ling,andto make it breefe Warres, This is true on mine 
Honor,and ſo [ pray go with vs, 

Vrrg, Give mecxcuſe good Madame, I will obey you 
in euery thing heereafter, 

Vol, Let her alone Ladie,as ſhe is now : 

She will bur diſeaſe our better mirth. 

Valeria. Introth I thinke ſhe would : 

Fare you well then. Come good ſweet Ladie, 
Prythee Y-rgilia turne thy ſolemneſle out a doore, 
And go along with vs. 

Virgil. No 
Acta word Madam; Indeed I muſt nor, 
I wiſh you much mirth. 

Val. Well, then farewell. 


Exennt Ladies 


Enter Martians, Titus Lartins, with Drureme and Co- 
leurs, with Captames and Souldiers, « 
before the City Corialn : to them 
- Meſſenger ” 


HMartivs, Yonder comes Newes : 
A Wager they haue mer. 

Lay. My horie to yours,no, 

Mar, Tis done, 

Lart. Agreed. 
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Mar. Say,ha's our Generall mer the Enemy? 
Meſſ. They lye in view, bur haue not ſpoke as yer. 
Lart. $o,the good Horſe is mine, 
Mart. lle buy him of you, 
Lart.No, Ile nor ſel,nor giue him:Lend you him I will 
For halfe 2 hundred yeares: Summon the Towne. 

Mar. How farre off lie theſe Armies ? 

Mecſſ. Within this mile and halfe, 

Mar. Then ſhall we heare their Larum, & chey Ours. 
Now Mars, | prythee make vs quicke in worke, 
That we with ſmoaking ſwords may march from hence 
To helpe our fielded Friends, Come, blow thy blaſt, 


They Sound a Parley : Enter two Senators with others on 
the Wailes of Cortalus, 
Twllus Auffidions, is he within your Walles ? 
 1.Senat, Nognor a man that feares you lefle then he, 
Thar's lefler then a little : Dram a farre off 
Hearke, our Drummes 
Are bringing forth our youth : Wee'lbreake our Walles 
Rather then they ſhall pound vs vp our Gates, 
Which yet ſeeme ſhut, we have bur pin'd with Ruſhes, 
They'le open of themlelues. Harke you, farre oft 
eAlarum farre off. 

There is Auffidions, Liſt what worke he makes 
Among | your cloven Army. 

Mart, Oh they areatir, 

Lart. Their noiſe be our inſtruction, Ladders hoa. 


Enter the Army of the Uolces. 

Mar, They feare vs nor, but iſſue forth their Citie. 
Now put your Shields before your hearts,and fight 
With hearts more proofe then Shields, 

Aduance brave Titxs, 
They do diſdaine vs much beyond our Thoughts, . 
which makes me ſweat with wrath. Come on my fellows 
He that retires, Ile take him for a Yolce, 
And he ſhall feele mine edge. 
Alarum the Romans are beat back to their Trenches 
Enter Martins ( wrſing, 

Mar. All the contagion of the South, light on you, 
You Shames of Rome : you Heard of Byles and Plagues 
Plaiſter you o're,that you may be abhorr'd 
Farther then ſeene, and one infe another 
Againſt the Winde a mile : you ſoules of Geeſe, 

That beare the ſhapes of men, how haye you run 
From Slaues, that Apes would beate ; Pluto and Hell, 
All hurt behinde, backes red, and faces pale 
With flight and agued feare, mend and charge home, 
{Or by the fires of heauen, Ile leaue the Foe, 
And make my Warres on you : Looke too't: Come on, 
Ifyou'l fand faſt, wee'l beate them to their Wiues, 
As they ys to our Trenches followes. 

Another Alarum,and Martins follower themto 

gates,and 1s font in. 
Jo, now the gates are ope: now proue good Seconds, 
'Tis for the followers Fortune, widens them, 
Not for the flyers : Marke me,and do the like. 
Enter the Gati. 

1.So!, Foole-hardineſle, not I, 
2.5ol. Nor I. 
1.Sol, See they haue ſhuthimin, eMlarwm continues 
All. Toth'potT warrant him, Enter Titus Lartins 
Tit. What is become of e Martins ? 
AR.Slaine (Sir) doubrleſle. 
1.50/, Following the Flyers at the very heeles, 


—_—_— 
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With them he enters : who vpon the ſodaine 
Clapr to their Gates, he is himſelte alone, 
To anſwer all the City, 

Lar. Oh Noble Fellow ! 
Who ſenſibly out-dares his ſenceleſſe Sword, 
And when it bowes,ftand'ſt vp : Thou art left Afartins, 
A Carbuncle intire: as big as thoyart 
Weare not {orich a Jewell. Thou was't a Souldier 
Euen to Calxes wiſh,not herce and terrible 
Onely in rokes, bur with thy grim lookes,and 
The Thunder-like percuſſion of thy ſounds 
Thou mad'ft thine enemies ſhakegas if the World 
Were Feauorous, and did tremble, 


Enter Martins bleeding ,a([anlted by the Enemy. 
1. Sol. : Looke Sir, of 7 "6 
Lar. O'tis Martins, 
Ler's terch him oft,or make remaine alike. 
They fight, and all enter the City. 
Enter cert tine Romanes with ſpoiles. 
1.Kom. This will I carry to Rome, 
2.Kom. AndT this. 
3.Kom, A Murrain on't, I tooke this for Siluer. exexxt, 
Alarum continues ſtill a-farre off. 
Enter Martins and Titus with a Trumpet. 
Mar.Sce heere theſe mouers,that do prize their hours 
At acrack'd Drachme : Cuſhions, Leaden Spoones, 
Irons of a Doit, Dublets that Hangmen would 
Bury with thoſe that wore them. Theſe baſe ſlaues, 
Ere yet the fight be done, packe yp,downe with them. 
And harke, what noyſe the Generall makes: To him 
There is the man of ry ſoules hate, Aufidionr, 
Piercing our Romanes : Then Valiant Tirss take 
Conuenient Numbers to make good the City, 
WhiP{I with thoſe that haue the ſpirit, wil baſte 
To helpe Commins, » 
Lar, Worthy Sir, thou bleed'ft, 
Thy exerciſe hath bin too violent, 
For a ſecond courſe of Fight, 
Mar, Sir,praiſe me not : 
My worke hath yer not warm'd me, Fare you well : 
The blood I drop, is rather Phyſicall 
Then dangerous ro me: To Auffidiens thus, I will appear 
Lar. Now the faire Goddefle Forrune, (and fight. 
Fall deepe in loue with thee, nd her great charmes 
Miſguide thy Oppolers ſwords, Bold Gentleman : 
Proſperity be thy Page, 
Mar. Thy Friendnolefſe, , 
Then thoſe ſhe placeth higheſt : So farewell. 
Lar. Thou worthieft Martius, 
Go ſound thy Trumpet in the Market place , 
Call thither all the Officers a'th'Towne, 
W here they ſhall know ourminde. Away, E xeunt 
Enter Cominins as it were in retire with ſoldiers, 
Com, Breath you my friends, wel fought, we are come 
Like Romans,neither fooliſh in our ſands, (off, 
«Nor Cowardly in retyre : Belecue me Sirs, 
We ſhall be charg'd againe. Whiles we have ſtrooke 
By Interims and conueying guſts, we hane heard 
The Charges of our Friends. The Roman Gods, 
Leade their ſucceſſes,as we wiſh our owne, 
That both our powers, with ſmiling Fronts encountring, 
May giue you thankfull Sacrifice, Thy Newes? 
Enter a Meſſenger, ; 
Meſſ. The Cittizens of Corroles haue yſſued, 
And giuento Lartins and to Martins Battaile : 
a2} 
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I ſaw our party to their Trenches driven, 
| And then | came away, 

| Com, Though thou ſpeakeſt truth, 

| Me thinkes thou {peak ft not well. 


Mel. Abo Ce 31 11 arc my Lord. 


How could'lt thou in aimile confound an houre, 
And bring thy Newes lo late? 
M-f. Spies of the Uslces 
Held me mm chace, that I was forc'd to wheele 
Three or foure miles abour, clſe had I ic 
Halte an houre hnce brought my report, 


b_ 


Enter Martin, 
Com. Whole yonder, 
That doe's appeare as he were Flead 7O Gods, 
He has the ſtampe of Afarewe,and I have 
Before tim* ſeene himchus, 
Altar. Come] tovlate? 


'More then 1 know the ſound of Marti Tongiic 
From euery meaner man, 

Martina, Come Itoo late ? 
| Com, 1, ifyou come not in the blood of others, 
{ But man:1cd in your owne. 
_ Mart. Ollermeclip ye 
In Armes as ſound, as when I woo'd in þeart; 
'As merry, as when our Nupriall day was done, 
And Tapers burnt to Bedward, 


| Mar. As with a man bufied about Decrees : 
Condemning ſome to death, and ſome ro exile, 
Ranſoming hun, or pittying, threatning th'other ; 
Holding Coris(es in the name of Rome, 
Euen like a fe wning Grey-hound inthe Leaſb, 
Toler him (ip at will, 
Com, \\ here is that Ts 


Where 1s he? Call him hither, 
Mar. Let him alone, ad 
He did informe the truth ; but for our Gentlemen, 
The common file,(a plague-Tribunes for them) 
The Mouſe ne're ſhynn'd the Cae,as they did budge 
FromRaſcals worſe then they. 
Com, Þut how preanil'd you ? 
Mar, \Vill thenime ſervetareli, I do not thinke; 
Where is the enemy? Are vou Eordsa th Field ? 
Lfnor,why ceaſe you till you areſo ? 
Com. Martins, we have at diſaduantage fought, 
And did retyreto win our purpoſe, 
Mar. How lies their Battell? Know you on vv ide 
They have plac'd cheir men of cruſt ? 
Cam. As | guefle Aarims, 
Their Bands i'th Vaward are the Antients 
Ot their belt rrult £ Ore them Arfidious, 
Their very heart of Hope; 

Mar, 1 do beſcech you, 
By all che Battailes wherein we have fought, 
y t!/Blood we haue thed together, 
'thiVowes we haue made | 
» endure Friends, that you directly fet me 


gainlt 445104 45,409 is Antiats, 
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A, 
Ani! that you not deay the preſent (bur 

Elko the 2ite with Swords aduape'd)and Darts, 
| We prout this very, houres 4 


Com. Thovgh 1 could wiſh, , 


EY u- 


— 


{low long is't ſince ? 


Com, 1 is not 2 mite: brietely we heard their drummes. 


Com, The Shepherd knowes not Thunder $16 a Taber, 


Com Flower of Warriors, how is't with 7 u#@ Lartize? 


Which told me they had beate you to your Trenches ? 


— 
— 
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| In your condemned Seconds. | 


You were conduted to a gentle Bath,, 
And Bulmes applyed to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your asking, take'your choice of thoſe 
Thar belt can ayde your action. 

Mar. Thoſe are they 
That molt are willing; if any ſuch be heere, ; 
(Asit were finne to doubt )chat Joue this painting 
Whercin you ſee me imear'd, if any feare 


Leflen his perſon, then an ill report : | 


If any thinke, braue death out-weighes bad life, 
And that his Countries deeret then himſclfe, 
Let him alone : Or ſo mavy ſo minded, 

Waue thus to exprefſe his dipoſition, 

And follow Martixe, | | 


T hey all ſhomt and wane their ſwords take him vp in their 


Armes aud caſt vp their Caps, 
O!: me alone, make you'a iword of me : 
If theſe ſhewes be not outward, which of you 
Bur is foureolces? None of you, buris 
Avle to beare againſt the great Auffidroms 
A Shield, as hard as his. A certaine number 
(Though thankes to all) muſt ] ſeleR from all : 
The relt ſhall beare the buſineſſe in ſome other fight 
(As cauſe will be obey'd;) pleaſe youro March, 
And toure ſhall quickly draw out my Command, 
Which men are beſt inclin'd, 
{ »m. March on my Fellowes: 

Make go0d this oftencation, and you ſhall 
Divide in all, with vs, Fxeunt 
Titns Lartins, having ſet a guard vpon Carioles, going with 

Drum an d Trumpet toward Cominins and Cains Mar- 


tarts, Enters with a Lieutenant, other Souldionrs, and a| 


Scout. 


Lar. So\let the Ports be guarded ; keepe your Daries 
As 1 haue fet them downe, 1t 1 6do ſend, diſpatch 
Thoſe Centuries to our ayd,the reſt will ſerye 
For a (horc holding, if we looſe the Ficld, 
\Ve cannot keepe the Towne, 

+ Lieu. Fearenot our care Sir, 

Lart. Hence;ard ſhur your gates vpon's ; 

Our Guider come, toth'Roman Campe conduR vs, Exit 
Alarum, as in Battazle. 


Enter Martins and Auſf1dings at ſeweral deores. | 
Mar. Ile fight with none but thee, for I dohate thee 
Worle then a Promiſe-breaker. . 
Aufſid. Wehate alike: | 
Not Aﬀecicke ownes a Serpent Iabhocre _ 
More then thy Fame and Enuy: Fix thy foot, 
Afar, Let the firſt Budger dye the others Slane, 
And the Gods doome him after. 
Aaf, 1f 1 fipe Martins, hollow me like a Hare, 
Mar. Within theſe three houres T wllus 
Alone I fought in your Corvoles walles, 
And made what worke I pleas'd: "Tis not my blood, 
\Wherein thou ſeeft me maske, for thy Reuenge 
Wrench vp thy power ts th'highett, 
Aruf, Wer'e thou the Hetlor, 
That was the whip of your bragg'd Progeny,. | 
lhou ſhould'{tnor ſcape me heere, | 
Heere they fight, and certaine Volces come in theayde 


>» 


of Auffy. Martins fights tal they be driven in breathles. | 


Oftcious and nor valianc,you haue ſham'd me | 


| 


| F lowrilh 
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Flouriſh. Alarnum. «A Retreat 1 ſounded, "Enter at 
one Doore Comininus, with the Romanes : At 
another Doore Martins , with h:s 
Arme in a Scarfe, 


Com. If 1 ſhould re!l chee o're this thy dayes Woike, 
Thouw't not belcene thy deeds : bur Ile report ir, 
W here Senators ſhall mingleteares with ſmiles, 


| Where great Parricians ſhall artend,and ſhrug, 


I'th'end admire : where Ladies ſhall be frighted, 

And gladly quak'd,heare more: where the du!lTribunes, 
That with the fuſtic Plebeans, hate thine Honors, 

Shall ſay againſt their hearts, We thanke the Gods 

Our Rome hath ſuch a Souldier, 

Yer cam'lt thou to 2 Morſell of this Feaſt, 

Hauing tully din'd before. - 


Enter Titua with his Power, from the Purſuit, 


Titns Lartins, Oh General : 
Hereis the Steed, wee the Capariſon : 
Hadft thou beheld 

Martins. Pray now,no more :; 
My Mother,who ha's a Charter to extoll her Bloud, 
When ſhe do's prayſe me, grieues me : 
[ haue done as you have done,thar's what I can, 
Induc'd as you have beene,that' s for my Countrey : 


| He that ha's but effeRed his good will, 


Hath ouerta'ae mine Act. 
Com. You ſhall not be the Graue of your deſeruing, 
Rome muſt know the value of her owne : 
'Twere a Concealement worſe then a Theft, 
Noleſle then a Traducement, 
To hide your doings,and to hlence that, 
Which co the ſpire,and top of prayſes vouch'd, 
Would ſeeme but modeR : therefore I beleech you, 
Inſigne of what you are, not to reward 
What you have done, before our Armie heare me. 
Aartiis, I have fone Wounds ypon me,and they ſmart 
To heare themielues remembred, 
Com. Should they not : 
Well mighr they fefter 'gainſt Ingratitnde, 


L And tent themſelues with death : of all the Horſes, 


Whereof we haue ta'ne good, and good {tore of all, 
The Treaſure in this field atchieued, and Citie, 
Werender youthe Tenth,to be ta'ne forth, 
Before the common diſtribution, | 
At your onely choyle, 

Martixa. 1 thanke you General! : 
But cannot make my heart conſent to cake 
ABribe,topay my Sword: Idoe refuſe it, 
And ftand vpon my common part with thoſe, 


| That baue beheld che doing, 


A long flouriſh. They all ery; Martins, Martins, 
caſt x.4b rei Caps and Lanutes : Comiins 
| Land Lartins ftand bare, 


Mar May cheſe fare 16 Inſtruments, which you prophane, 
Neuer ſound more: when Drums'2od Trumpets ſhall 


a 'field prove flatterers,let Courts and Cities be 


ade all of falſe-fac'd foothing : . 
When Steele growes ſoft, as the Parafites Silke, 
Let him be made an Ouerrure for th' Warres : 


No more L ſay, for that I have not waſh'd 


_— — 


— 
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| And Wrath o're-whelm'd m ho khan I requeſt you: 
.; To giue my poore Hoſt free L 


-—— - ———_ —— - - —_—_—— 


I ty I rr en AO oy, n 


My Noſe that bled,or foyd ſome debile \\ reech, 
Which withoutnote, here's many elſe have done, 
You ſhoot me forth in acclamations hyperbolicall, 
As if Ilou'd my little ſhould be dieted 

[n prayfes, ſawc'{t with Lyes. 

Comm. Too modeſt are you : 
More crue!l to your good report,then oratefull 
To vs, that giue you truly: by your patience, 
If *gainft your ſcIfe you be incens'd, wee'le put you 
(Like one thar meanes his proper harme) i in Manacles, 
Then reaſon fafely with you * Therefore be it knowne, 

As to vs,toall the World, That Cams Afartins 

Weares this Warres Garland: in token of the which, 

My Noble Steed, knowne ro the Campe,! vive him, , 

\WVirh all his rrim belonging ; : and from this time, 

For what he did before Corioles, call him, 
With all ch'applauſe and Clamor of the Hoaſt, [ 
CHMarcus Cairn { eriolanns, Reare th'addition Nobly euer? 
Flouriſh. Trumpets ſand, and Drums, 
Omnes, Mares Cams Corman, 
Martins, 1 will goe waſh : | 

And when my Face is faire, you ſhall perceiue 

Whether | bluſh,orno: howbeir,] thanke you, 

meane to ſtride your Steed, and ar all times 

To vnder.creft your good Adeirion, 
To th'fairenefſe of my power, 
Com. $So,to our Tent : 
Where ere we doe repoſe vs,we will write 
To Rome of our ſucceſſe : you Titus Lartius 

Muſt to Corioles backe, ſend vs to Rome 

The beſt, with whom we may articulate, 

Fortheir owne good,and ours, 

Lartins, 1 (hall, my Lord. 
Martins. The Gods begin to mocke me : 

| that now refug'd moſt Princely gifts, 

Am bound to begge of my Lord Generall, | 
Com, Tak'r,'tis yours : what is't ? | 
Martius. 1 ſometime lay here in Corioles, 

At a poore mans houſe: he vs'd mekindly, 1 

He cry'd come: 1 ſaw him Priſoner: | 

But then Auſhd:1us was within my view, | 


> 


Com. Oh well begg'd: 
Were he the Butcher of wy Soune, he ſhould 
Be free,as is the Wiade : deliver himgTatw.. + 
Lartins. Martiza,his Name. LH as 
AMartins. By Inpiter forgot; bd 
T am wearie, yea,my memorie is tyr'd : 
Have we no Wine here ? 
Com, Goe we to our Tent : 
The bloud vpon your Viſage drycs,'tis time . 
It ſhould be as tO: Come. | 


at too Mt _ 


Exeunt, 


A flowriſh, Cornets. Enter Tiiilau Anffidin 
blonde yuith two or three Souldiors. 

Anufſf, The Towne is tne, | 
Sonld. 'T will be deliger'd backe on good Couditrion, 
Anffſid. Conditzon ? 

I would I were a Roman, for I cannot, 

Being a Volce, be that I am, Condition? 

What g00d Condition can a Treatie finde 

I'th*part that is at mercy ? five times Aſartiis, 

I haue fought withthee ; ſo often haft thou beat me ; 

And would'ſt doe ſo,1 thinke, ſhould we encounter 
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As often as we cate, By th'Elements, 
If ere againe I mcet him beard to beard, 
He's mine, or | am his : Mine Emulation 
Hath not that Honor in't it had : For where 
1 thought to cruſh him in an equal] Force, 
True Sword to Sword : Ile potche at him ſome way, 
Or Wrath,or Craft may get him. 

Sol. He's the divell. 

Auf.Bolder,thoughnor ſo ſubtle:my valors poiſon'd, 
With onely ſuff ring ſtaine by him : for him 
Shall flye our of it ſelfe,nor{lcepe, nor ſanctuary, 
Being naked, ficke; nor Phane, nor Capiroll, 
The Prayers of Pricits, nor times of Sacrifice: 
Embarquements all of Fury ,ſhall lift vp 
Their rotten Priuiledge, and Cuſtome 'gainſt 
My hate to Martins. Where 1 finde him, were it 
At home, ypon my Brothers Guard, euen there 
Againſtthe hoſpitable Canon, would I 


| Waſh my fierce hand in's heart, Go youto th'Cirie, 


Learne how 'tis held, and what they ace that mult 
Be Hoſtages for Rome, 
Soul, Will not you go ? 
Anf. lam attended at the Cyprus groue, I pray you 
(Tis Souththe City Mils) bring me word thither 
How the world goes : that to the pace of it 
I may ſpurre on my iourney, 
Soul, 1 ſhall fir. 


—_— = 1 
—_—_ 


Atlus Secundus. 


—_ 


Enter Menening with the two Tribunes of the 
people, Sicmins & Brutus. 


Mev. The Agurer tels me, wee ſhall have Newes to 
night, 

Bru, Good or bad? 

Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for 
they louc not Martms, 

Sitin, Nature teaches Beaſts to know their Friends, 

Men, Pray you, who does the Wolfe loue ? 

Sicin, The Lambe, 

Men, 1,to deuour him,as the bungry Plebeians would 
the Noble Martivr 

Bru, He's a Lambe indeed, that baes like a Beare. 

Men. Hee's a Beace indeede, that lives ike a Lambe, 
You two arc old men, te!l me one thing that I ſhall aske 

ou, 

Both, Well (ir. 

Men, In what enormity is Afartins poore in,that you 
ewo hane not in abundance ? 

Byu. He's poore in noone fault, but ſtor'd withall. 

Sicin,” Eſpecially in Pride. 

Bru. And topping all others in boafting. 

CIMen. This is range now : Do you two know, how 
you are cenſured heere in the City, I mean of vs a*th'right 
hand File, do you? 

Both, Why? ho ware we cenſur'd? 

Men. Becauſe you talke of Pride now, will you not 

be avgrv., | 
oth, Well, well hr,well, 

den, Why 'tis no great matter : for a very little theefe 

of Occa(ion, will rob you of a great deale of Patience: | 
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Giue your diſpoſitions the reines, andþee angry at your 
leaſures (at theleaft)if you take it as apleaſureto you, in 
(em ſo : you blame Martz for being proud, 

Brut, Wedoit not alone, fir, 

Men, Iknow you can doe very little alone, for your 
helpes are many, or elſe your actions would growe Won- 
drous fingle = abilities are to Infant-like, for dooing 
much alone. You talke of Pride: Oh,that you could turn 
your eyes toward the Napes of your neckes, and make 
but an Interiour ſuruey of, your goodiclues, Oh that you 
could. | || 

Both. What then fir ? 

Men, Why then you ſhould diſcouer a brace of yn- 
meriting,proud,yiolent, teſtie Magiſtrates (alias Fooles) 
as any in Rome, 

Sicin. AMenenms, you are knowne well enough too. 

Men, lam knowne to be a humorous Patritia®, and 
one that loues a cup of hot Wine,with not a drop of alay- 
ing Tiber in't : Said,to be ſomething imperfe& in fauou. 
ring the firſt complaint, haſty and Tinder-like yppon, to 
tr;uall motion : One, that converſes more with the But- 
tocke of the night,then with the forhead of the morning, 
What I think, I veter,and ſpend my malice in my breath. 
Meeting ewo ſuch Weales men as you are (I cannot call 


you Licarguſſes,) if the drinke you giue me, touch my Pa- 


lat aduerſly, I make a crooked face atit, I can ſay, your 
Worlhippes have deliuer'd the matter well, when I finde 
the Aſſe in compound, with the Major part of your tylla- 
bles. And though I muſt be content to beare with thoſe, 
that ſay you ate reuerend graue men, yer they lye deadly, 
that tell you haue good faces, if you ſee this in the Map 
of my Microcglme, followes it that I am knowne well e- 
noughtoo ? What harme can your beeſome Conſpectui- 
ties gleane out of this Charracter, if I be knowne well e- 
nough too, 

Bru, Come (ir come, we know you well enough. 

Menen, You know neither mee, your ſelues, nor any 
thing : you are ambitious, for poore knaues cappes and 
legges: you weare out a good wholeſome Forenoone,in 
hearing a cauſe betweene an Orendge wife, and 3 Forſer- 
ſeller, and then rejourne the Controuerhe of three-pence 
toaſccond day of Audience, When you are hearing a 
matter betweene party and party, if you chaunce to bee 
pinch'd with the Collicke, you make faces like Mum- 
mers, {et vp the bloodie Flagge againſt all Patience, and 
inroaring tor a Chamber-por, diſmiſſe the Controuerſie 
bleeding, the more intangled by your hearing : All the 
peace you make in their Cauſe, is calling both the parties 
Knaues. You are a payre of ſtrange ones, 

Bru, Come, come, youare well ynderftood to bee a 
perfeCter gyber for the Table,then aneceſſary Bencher in 
the Capitoll. 

Men. Our very Prieſts muft become Mockers, ifthey 
ſhall encounter ſuch ridiculous SubieRts as you are, when 
you ſpeake beſt vnto the purpoſe, Iris not woorth the 
wagging of your Beards, and your Peards deferucnot ſo 
honourable a graue,as ro ftuffe a Botchers Cuſhion,or to 
be intomb'd in an Aﬀes Packe-ſaddle; yer you muſt bee 
ſaying, Aartms is proud ; who in acheape eſtimation, is 
worth all your predeceſſors, fince Dewcalion, though per. 
aduenture ſome of the beſt of 'em were hereditaric hang- 
men. Godden to your Worſhips, more of your conuer- 
ſation would infe&t my Braine, being the Heardſmen of 
the Bealtly Plebeans. 1 will be bold to rake my leaue of 


you. 
Bru. and Scic, eAſrae. 
E'#tey 


| 


—— 
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Enter Volumina, Þ wgilia,and F aleria. 


How now (my as faire as Noble)Ladyes,and the Moone 
were ſhee Earthly, no Nobler ; whither doe you follow 
your Eyes fo faſt ? | 

Volum. Honorable Menenixs,my Boy Martiu appro- 
ches : for the loue of /ans let's goe. 

Menen. Ha? Martins comming home ? 

VYalum, 1, worthy Menenin, and with moſt proſperous 
approbation. 

Menen. Take my.Cappe Tapiter,and I thankethee ; 
hoo, Marti comming home ? 

2+Ladzes, Nay, tis true. 

Volum, Lookehere's a Letter from him, the State hath 
.another, his Wife another, and ({ thinke) there's one at 
home tor you, 

Menen. I will make my very. houſe reele ronight : 

A Leer for me? 

Virgil. Yes certaine,there's a Letter for you, ſaw'r. 
Menen, A Letter for me ? it gives me an ERtate of (e- 
ven yeeres health z in which time, 1 will make a Lippe art 
the Phyſician:The moſt loucraigne Preſcription 1a Galen, 
is but Emperickqutique; and to this Preſepudtiue, of no 
berter report then a Horſe-drench. Is he not wounded ? 
he was wont ro come home wounded ? 

Virgil. Oh 20,no,no, 

Volum, Oh,he is wounded, thanke the Gods for. 
Menen. So doe Etoo, if it benot too much : brings a 
Victorie in his Pocker?the wounds become him, 

Velum, On's Browes : Menenms,hee comes the third 
time home with the Oaken Garland, 

Menen, Ha's he diſciplia'd Avuffidixe ſoundly ? 
Volum. Titus Inartine writes,they fought together, but 
Auffidina got off, 

Menen, And 'twas time for him too, Ile warrant him 
that : and he had ſtay'd by him, I would not haue been {o 
kddious'd, for all the Cheſts in Carioles, and the Gold 
that's inthem. Is the Senate poſlett of this? 

Uelum. Good Ladies let's goe. Yes, yes, yes : The 
Senate ha's Letters from the Generall,wherein hee giues 
my Sonne the whole Name of che Watre: he hath in this 
action out-done his former deeds doubly, 

Faler, In troth,there's wondrous things ſpoke of him, 

Menen. Wondrous : I,l warrant you,and not with- 
out his true purchaſing, 

Virgil. The Gods graunt them true. 

Volum, Truc ? pow waw. 

Mene. True? lle be ſworne they are true : where is 
hee wounded,God ſauce your good Worſhips? CMartau 
is comming bome : hee ha's more cauſe to be prowd: 
where is he wounded? 

Volum. Ich' Shoulder,and ith' left Arme : there will be 
large Cicatricesto ſhew the People, when hee ſhall tand 
for his place: hereceided in che repulſe of Tarquin teuen 
hurts ith' Body, 

Mene, One ith' Neck,and two ith Thigh,there's nine 
that I know. 

Volum, Hee had, before this laſt Expedition, twentie 
five \V ounds vpon him. ; 

Mene., Now it's twentie ſeuen ; euery gaſh was an 
Enemies Graue. Hearke,the Trumpers, 

A ſbowt, and flouriſh, 

Uolum. Theſe are the Vſhers of CMartixs : 
Before him, hee carryes Noyſe; 

And behinde him, hee leaues Teares : 


| 
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Death,chae darke Spirit, in's neruie Arme doth lye, 
Which being aduanc'd,declines, and then men oye, 


eA Sennet. Trumpets ſound. 

Enter Commniua the Generall and T ut14 Lating : bee 
rweene them Cornolames, crown'd with an Oaken 
Garland, with Coptaines aud Sowul- 
diers, and a Heran'd, 

Herauld. Know Rome, that all alone Marrizes did fight 
Wuthin Corioles Gates : where he hath wonne, 
With Fame,a Name to Carts Cains : 

Theſe in honor followes Martins Cains Coriolanu. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Cortolanmw. 
Sound, Flomriſh. 
Al. Welcome to Rome,renowned Coriolarue. 


now no more, 
Com. Looke,Sir,your Mother. 
Coriol, Oh! you haue, I know, petition'd all the Gods 
for my proſperinie. Kneeles. 
Uolum. Nay,my good Souldier,vp ; 
My gentle eHartme, worthy ( aims, 
And by deedeatchieuing Honor newlynam'd, 
Whart is it (Coriolanzs ) muſt I call thee ? 
Bur oh,thy Wife. 
(Corio. My gracious filence,hayle : 
VV ould'ft thou haue laugh'd,bad | come Coffin'd home, 
That weep'ſt to lee me triumph? Ah my deare, 
Such «yes the Widowes in Carioles were, 
And Mothers that lacke Sonnes. 
AMene. Now the Gods Crowne thee. 
Cem, And liue you yet? Oh my ſweet Lady,pardon, 
Volum, I know not where to turne. 
Oh welcome home:and welcome General, 
And y'are welcome all. 
Mene. A hundred thouſand Welcomes : 
I could weepe,and I could laugh, 
I am light,and heauie; welcome : 
A Curſe begin at very root on's heart, 
That is not glad to ſee thee, 
Yon are three,that Rome ſhould dotre on : 
Yet by the faith of men,we haue 
Some old Crab-trees here at home, 
That wilt not be grifced to your Ralliſh, 
Yer welcome W atriors : 
Wee call a Nettle, but a Nettle; 
And the faulrs of fooles,bur folly. 
Com. Euer right, 
Cor. Menenins, cuer,cuer, 
Herauld, Give way there,and goe on, 
{ or, Your Hand,and yours ? 
Ere in our owne houſe 1 doe ſhade my Head, 
The good Patricians muſt be viſited, 
From whom I have receiu'd not onely greetings, 
But with them, change of Honors, 
Volum, 1 hauec lived, 
.To ſee inherited my very Wilhes, 
And the Buildiogs of my Fancie : 
Onely there's one thing wanting, 
Which (I doubr not) but our Rome 
Will caſt vpon thee. 
(or. Know, good Mother, 
] had rather be their ſervant in my way, 
| Then (way with them intheirs, 
Com, On,to the Capntall. Flowriſh, Cornets. 
Exennt in State, as before, 


CE 


Coviol, No more of this, ic does offend my hearr; pray 
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Enter Brutus and Scicinins., | 


Bra. | All tongues ſpeake of him,and the bleared fights 

Are ſpeRacled ro ſee him, Your pratling Nurſe 
lato a rapture lets her Baby crie, 
While ſhe chars him: the Kitchin Aalkas pinnes 
Her richeft Lockram'bour her reechie necke, 
Clambring the Walls to eye him: 
Stalls,Bulkes, Windowes,are ſmother'd vp, 
LeaCces hid, and Ridges hors'd 
With variable Complexions; ail agrecing 
Inearneſtneſle to fce him: ſeld-ſhowne Flamins 
Doe prelle among the popular Throngs,and putte 
To winne a yulgar ſtation: our yeyl'd Dames 
Commit the Warre of White and Damaske 
In their nicely gawded Checkas,toth' wanton ſpoyle 
Of Phabus burning Kiſſes : ſuch a poother, 
As if that whatlocuer God, who leades him, 
Were ſlyly crept into his humane powers, 
And gaue him gracetull poſture, 

Scicin. On the ſuddaine, I warrant him Conſull, 

Brutus, Then our Ofhce may, during his power, goe 
Neepe. 

Scicm, He cannot temp'*rately tranſport his Honors, 
From where he ſhould begin,and end, bur will 
Loſe thole he hath wonne, 

Brutus. In that there's comfort. 

Scici, Doubt nor, 
The Commoners,tor whom we ſtand, but they 
Vpon their ancient mallice,will forget 
With che leaſt cauſe,theſe his new Honors, 
Which that he will give chem,make | as lictle queſtion, 
As he is prowd to d00't, 

Brutus. I heard him (weare, 
Were he to and for Conlull,neuer would he 
' Appeare i*th* Market place,nor oa himputr 
The Naples Veltuce of Humilitie, 
Nor ſhewing(as the manner 15)his Wounds 
Toth People, begge their ſtinking Breaths, 

Scicm. 'Tis right, ; 

Brutus, It was his word : 

Oh he would miſle it, rather thencarry it, 
Burt by the ſuite of che Geatry to him, 
And the deſire of the Nobles. 

Scicin, 1 wiſh no better, then haue him hold that pur. 
poſe,and to put it in execution. 

Brutus. *Tis moſt like he will, 

Scicin, It ſhall be to him then, as our good wills ; a | 
{ure deſtruction. 

Bru:tu4, So it muſt fall our 
To him,or our Authocitics,for an end, 
We mult ſuggeſt the Peoplegin what hatred 
Hetil! hath held chem: that to's power he would 
Have made them Mules,Glenc'd their Pleaders, 
And diſpropertied their Freedomez; holding them, 
In humane Aion, and Capacirie, 
Of no more Soule,nor fitaeſſe for the World, 
Then Cammels in their Warre, who haue their Prouand | 
Onelv for bearing Burchens,and ſore blowes 
For ſinking vnder them. 

Scicin, This (as you ſay)ſuggeſted, 
At ſome time, whea his ſoaring Infolence 
Shall reach the People, which time ſhall not want, 
| Tf he be put vpon't,and that's as eaſie, 


The T ragedie of ( oriolanus. 


As to ſer Dogges on Sheepe, will be his fire 
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To kindletheir dry Stubble : and their Blaze 
Shall darken him for cuer. _ | 


Enter a Meſſenger, 


Brutus, What's the matter ? 
Meſſ. You are ſent forto the Capitoll : 
Tis thought,that CMartins ſhall be Conſul : 
I haue ſeene the dumbe men throng to ſec him, 
And the blind to heare him ſpeak:Matrons flong Glones, 
Ladics and Maids theis Scarftes, and Handkerchers, 
Vpon him as he paſs'd : the Nobles bended 
As to Tones Statue,and the Commons made 
A Shower,and Thunder, with their Caps,and Showts: 
I never ſaw the like, 
Prutw, Let's to the Capitoll, 
And carry with vs Eares and Eyes forth'time, 
But Hearts for the euent, 


Scicim. Haue with you, Exeunt. 


Enter two Officers, to lay Cuſhions,as it were, 
in the Capitol. 


1. Offs +:Come, come,they are almoſt here : how many 
Rand tor Coalulſhips ? 

2. Off. Three,they ſay : but*tis thought of cuery one, 
Corwlanus will carry it, | 

1, Off. That's a brave fellow : but hee's vengeance 
prowd,and loues not the common people. 

2. Off. Faith,there hath beene many great men that 
haue flatter'd the people,who ne're loued themzand there 
be many that they have loued,they know not wherefore: 
ſo that if they loue they know not why, they hate ypon 
no better a ground, Therefore, for C@1o/an neyther to 
care whether they love, or hate him , maoifefts rhe true 
knowledge he ha's in their diſpoſition, and out of his No» 
ble careleinefie lets them plainely ſce'r, 

1. Off. 1f he did not care whether he had their loue,or 
no, hee waued indifferently,'twixt doing them neyther 
good,nor harme : but hee ſcckes theirhate with greater 
deuotion, then they can render it him; and leaues nothing 
vndone, that may tully diſcouer him their oppoſite, Now 
to ſeeme to affect the mallice and diſpleaſure of the Peo- 
ple,is as bad,as that which he diſlikes, to flatter them for 
their loue, 

2. Off, Hee hath deſerued worthily of his Countrey, 
and his aſſent is not by ſuch eafie degrees as thoſe, who 
hauing beene ſupple and courteous to the People, Bone 
netted, without any further deed, to haue them at all into 
their eſtimation,and report : but hee hath ſo planted his 
Honors in their Eyes,and his ations in their Hearts, that 
for their Tongues to be ſilent, and not confefſe ſo much, 
were a kinde of ingratefull Iniurie: to report otherwiſe, 
were a Mallice, that giuing it ſclte the Lye, would plucke 
reproofe and rebuke trom euery Eare that heard it. 

1. Of. No more of him, hee's a worthy man ; make 
way they are comming, 


A Sennet, Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of 
the People, Littors before them : Coriolanns, Mene- 
nixs,Comming the Conſul: Scieming and Brutus 
take their places by themſeInes : Corio« 
lanus ſtands. 
Menez, Having determin'd of the Volces, 
And to lend for Titxs Lartixs : it remaines, 
As the maine Point of this our after-meeting, 
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To gratific his Noble ſeruice,that hath | 
Thus ſtood for his Countrey. Therefore pleaſe you, 
Moſt reverend and graue Elders,to defire | 
The preſent Conſull, and laſt Generall, 
In our well-found Succeſſes, to report 
A little of that worthy Worke,perform'd 
By CMartine Cains Coriolanius + whom 
We met here,both ro thanke,and to remember, 
With Honors like himſelfe. 
1;Sens. Speake, good Comtinin : 
Leaue nothing out for length, and make vs thinke 
Rather our ſtaces defeCtiue for requirall, 
Then we to ſtretch it out, Maſters a'th' People, 
We doe requeſt your kindeft eares: and after 
Your louing motion toward the common Body, 
fTo yceld whar paſſes here, 
Scicin, We are conuented ypon apleafing Treatic,and 
haue hearts inclinable to honot and aduance the Theame 
of our Aſſembly, 
Brutus. Which the rather wee ſhall be bleſt ro doe, if 
he remember a kinder value of the People, then he bath 
hereto priz.'d them at, 
Menen. That's off,that's off; I would you rather had 
been ſilent: Pleaſe you to heare Commins ſpeake? 
Brutw. Moſt willingly : bur yet my Caution was 
more pertinent then the rebuke you giue it, 
| Aenen, He loues your People, bur tye him not to be 
| their Bed.fellow : Worthie Cominixs ſpeake, 
Coriolanus riſes,and offers to goe away, 
Nay, keepe your place. 
Senat, Sit Coriolanw : never ſhame to heare 
What you hauc Nobly done, 
{oriel. Your Honors pardon : 
[ had rather haue my Wounds to heale againe, 
Then heare ſay how I gor them, 
Brutus, Sir,] hope my words dis-bench'd you not ? 
{ricl. No Sir; yet oft, , 
When blowes haue made me ſtay,I fled from words. 
You ſooth'd not,therefore hurt not; but your People, 
L loue them as they weigh-- 
| Menen, Pray now fit downe, 
| *. Corio. I had rather haue one ſcratch my Head i'th' Sun, 
When the Alarum were ſtruckegthen idly fir 
To heare my Nothings monſter'd. Exit Coriolanus 
| - Menin, Maſters of the People, 
Your multiplying Spawne, how can he flatter? 
That's thouſand to one good one, when younow ſec 
He had rather venture all his Limbes for Honor, 
Then on ones Eares to heare it, Proceed Commis, 
Com. 1 ſhall lacke voyce: the deeds of Coriolanme 
Should not be vrter'd feebly : it is held, 
That Valout is the chiefeft Vertue, 
And moſt dignifies the hauer ; if it be, 
The man I ſpeake of, cannot in the World 
Be fingly counter-poys'd. At fixteene yeeres, 
When T arquiz made a Head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the marke of others : our then Dictator, 
| Whom with all prayſc I point at, ſaw him fight, 
When with his Amazonian Shinne he droue 
| The brizled Lippes before him: he beftrid * 
An o're-preſt Roman, and i'thConfuls view 
Slew three Oppolers : Tarquinslelfe he met, 
And ſtruoke him on his Knee in that dayes feates, 
When be might at the Woman inthe Scene, 
He prou'd beſt mani i'th' field, and for his meed 
Was Brow-bound with the Oake. His Pupill age 
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Man-entred thus,he waxed like a Sea, 
And in the brunr of ſeuenteene Barrailes fince, 
He lurche all Swords of the Garland: for this laft, 
Before,and in Corioles, let me ſay 
[ cannot ſpeake him home: he ſtope the flyers, 
And by his rare example made the Coward 
Turne terror into ſport: as Weeds before | 
A Veſſel! vnder [ayle,ſo men obey'd, 
And fell below his Stem: his Sword, Deaths ftampe, 
Where it did marke,it tooke from face to foot ; 
He was athing of Blood, whoſe every motion 
Was tim'd with dying Cryes: alone he entred 
The tnortall Gate of th' Citie, which he painted 
With ſhunleſſe deftinie : aydelefſe came off, 
And with a ſudden re-inforcement ftrucke 
Carioles like a Planer; now all's his, 
When by and by che dinne of Warre gan pierce 
His readie ſence : then ſtraight his doubled @pirir 
Requickned what in fleſh was fatigate, 
And to the Battaile came be,where he did 
Runne reeking oe the lives of men,as if 'rwere 
A perpertuall Boyle :and rill we call'd 
Both Field and Citic ours, he neuer food 
To eaſe his Breſt with panting, 
Menen. Worthy man. 
Senat. He cannot :but with meaſure fit the Honors 
which we deuiſe him. 
Com. Our ſpoyles he kickt at, 
And look'd vpon things precious, as they were 
The common Muck of the World : he couers lefſe 
Then Miſerie it ſelfe would giue,rewards his deeds 
With doing thern, and is contenc 
To ſpend the time.to end it, | 
Menen. Hee's right Noble,lert him be call'd for, 
Senat. Call {oriolanxs, 
Off. He doth appeare. 


—— 


Enter Coriolanrs., FL 


Menen, The Scnate,Coriolanu,are well pleas'd tomake 
thee Conſull. 
Corio, 1 doe owe them ſtill my Life,and Services. | 
Menen, It then remaines, that you doe ſpeake tothe 
People. 
Corio, I doe beſcech you, 
Let me o're-leape that cuſtome : for I cannor. | 
Pur on the Gowne, ſtand naked, and entreat them 
For my Wounds ſake,to giue their ſufferage : 
Pleaſe you that I may paſſe this — 
Scicin, Sir,the People muſt haue their Voyces, 
Neyther will they bate one jor of Ceremonie, 
Menen. Put them not too'r: 
Pray you goe fit you to the Cuſtome, 
And take to you, as your Predecefſors haue, | 
Your Honor with your forme. | 
- Corio. Itis a part that I ſhall bluſh insRing, 
And might well be caken from the People. 
Brutus, Marke you that. | 
Corio. To brag ynto them, thus I did, and thus = 
Shew themth'vnaking Skarres, which I ſhould hide, 
As if I had receiu'd them forthe hyre 
Of their breath onely. 
Menen, Doe not ftand ypon't: 
We recommend to you Tribunes of the People 
Our purpoſe tothem,and to our Noble ll 
Wiſh we all Ioy,and Honor. 


\ Senar. Tof 
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Senat. To Coriolanns come allioy and Honor, 
Flonriſh Cornets, 
' Then Exennt, CManet Sicinins and Brutus. 
Brn, Youlſce how he intends to viethe people. 
Scicin, May they perceiue's intent: he wil require them 
As if he did contemne what herequeſted, 
Should be in them to giue, 
Bru, Come,wee'l intorme them _ 
Of our proceedings heere on th Market place, 
I know they do attend vs, 
Enter ſewen or eight Citizens. 
1.Cit. Once it he do require our yoyces, wee ou ght 
not to deny him, 
2. Cit, We may Sirif we will. 
3.Cit, Wehaue power 1n our ſelues to do it, butitis 
a power that we hauc no power to do: For,it hee (hew vs 
his wounds, and tell vs his deeds, we are to put our ton- 
guesintothoſe wounds, and ſpeake for them : So if he tel 
vs his Noble deeds, we muſt alſo tell him our: Noble ac- 
| ceprance of them. Ingratitude is movſtrous, and forthe 
multitude to be ingratefull, were to make a Monſter of 
the multitude; of the which, we being\members, ſhould 


bring our ſelues to be monſtrous members. 


1-Cit. Andto make vsno better thought of a little 
helpe will ſeruc : for once we ſtood vp about the Corne, 
he himſclte ſtucke not to call vs the many-headed Multi- 
tude, 

3.(#. Wehaue beene call'd ſo of many, not that our 
heads are fome browae, fome blacke, ſome Abram,ſome 
bald; bit that our wits are ſodiuerſly Coulord; and true» 
ly I chinke, if all our wittes were to iſſue out of one Scull, 
they would lye Eaft, Weft,North,South, and their con- 
ſent of one direct way, ſhould beat onceto all the points 
a'th Compaſſe. - . . 

2.{it, Thinke you ſo? Which'way do you iudge my 
wit would flye, | 

2.Cit, Nay your wit will not ſo ſoone out 2s another 


ifit were at liberty, 'twould ſuxe Southward. 

2 Cit, Why that way ?- 

; Cit, Tolooſe it (elfe in a Fogge, where being three 
parts'melred away with rotten Dewes, the fourth would 
recurne for Conlctence ſake, to helpe to ger thee a Wite, 

2 Cit. You are neuer without your trickes, you may, 
you may. , | 

3 Cit, Are youallreſolu'd to give your voyces ? But 
that's no-marrer, the greater part carries it, I ſay, If hee 
would incline to the people, there was neuer a worthier 
man, LLILY 
| | Emter Coriol am in « gowne of Humility, with 
Heere he comes, and in the 'Gowne of humility, marke 
his behaviour : we are not to ſtay z[rogether, but ro come 
by him wherehe (tands, by ones, by twoes,& by threes. 
He's to make his requelts by particulars, wherein cueric 
one of vs ha's a ingle Hogor, in giving him our own voi- 
ces with our awne topguesgtherefore follow me, and Ile 
direct you how you ſhall go by him, 

- All. -Cantent; content. 
' Am. OhSir,you are notright;haue you not knowne 
The worthieſt men have done'e? 
Corio, Whar mult 1 lay, I pray Sit? 
Plague vpon't, I cannot bring 
My congmeo ſich a pace. Looke Sir, my wounds, 
I gor them in my CountrierService, when 


| Some certaine of your Brethrenrour'd, and ranne 


| 


mans will, 'tis ſtrongly wadg'd vp it.a blocke-nead : bur | 
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From th'noiſe of our owne Drummes, | 

Menen, Oh me the Gods, you muſt not ſpexk of that, 
You muſt deſire them to thinke vpon you. 

Coriel. Thinke vypon me? Hang 'em, 
I would they would forget me, like the Vertues 
Which our Diuines loſe by em. - 

Men, You'l marre all, y 
Ile leaue you: Pray you ſpeake to em,]T pray you 
In wholſome manner. 


ns 


Exit 


Enter three of the Citizens. 

Corio. Bid them waſh their Faces, 
And keepe their tecth cleane : So,heere comes a brace, 
You know the cauſe (Sir) of my Rtanding heere. 

3 (#t, WedoSir,tell vs what hath brought youtoo'r, 

Corio, Mine owne deſert, | 

2 Cit, Your owne deſert, 

Corio. 1, but mine owne deſire, 

2 Cit. How not your owne defire ? 

Corio, No Sir, twas never my deſire yetto trouble the 
poore with begging. 

3 Cit. You muſtthinkeifwe giue you any thing, we 
hope to gaine by you. | | 

Corio, Well then I pray,your price s*th*Conſulſhip. 

1 Cit. Theprice is, to aske1t kindly. 

Corio. Kindly fir, I pray letme ha't: I haue wounds to 
ſhew you, which ſhall bee yours in priuate : your good 
voice Sir, what ſay you? 

2 Cit, You ſhall ba't worthy Sir. 

( ori0. A match Sir, there's in all two worthie voyces 
begg'd : I baue your Almes, Adieu. 

3 Cit, Bur this is fomerhing odde. 

2 Cit. And 'twere ta give againe : but *tisno matter. 

Exment. Emer two other Citizens, 

Coriol. Pray you now, -if it may ſtand with the tune 
of your voices, that I may bee Conſull, 1 haue heere the 
Cuſtomarie Gowne, | 

1. You have deſerued Nobly of your Countrey, and 
you haue not deſerued Nobly, | 

Corjol, Your Anigma. 

1. You haue bin aiſcourge to herenemies, you haue 
bin a Rod to her Friends, you haue not indeede loned the 
Common people. - 

Corial . You ſhould account mee the more Vertuous, 
thatT have not bin common in my Loue, I wilt fir flatter 
my ſworne Brother the people to' earne a deerer eftimas 
tion of them,'tis a condition they account gentle: fince 
the wiſedome of their choice, is rather to my Hat, 
then my Heart, 1 will pratice the infinuating nod, and be 
off to them moſt counterferly, that is fir, I will counter. 
fer the bewitchment of ſome popular man, and giue it 
bountifull to the defirevs : Theretore beſeech you, I may 

be Conſul; 7 

2. Wee hope to finde you our friend: and therefore 
giue you our yeices heartily, | 

1+ Youhauereceyued, many wounds for your Coun- 
trey. 1420 

Corel. I wil not Seale your knowledge with on 
them. I willmake much of your voyces, and ſo trouble 
you gn —— || 2.1L? 

Both. The Gods give you ioy Sir heartily. 

Coriol, Moſt Par. ak [ af 
Better it Frodye;, better rofterue, | 

Then craue the higher, which firſt we do-deſerve. 
Why in this Wooluiſh tongue ſhould Fftand heere, | 
To beggeof Hob and Dicke, that does appecre 
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T heir needlefſe Vouches : Cuitome calls me roo'r. 
W hat Cuſtome wills in all chings,fhould we doo'r? 
The Daft on antique Time would lye vnſwept, 
And mountainous Error be too highly heapr, 
For Truth to o're-peere. Rather then fooleirſo, 
Let the high Office andthe Honor go | 
To one that would doe thus. I am halfe through, 
The one part ſuffered,the vther will I doe, 

Enter three Citizens more , 
Here come moe Voyces, 
Your Voyces? for your Voyces I hane fought, 


| Watcht for your Voyces: for your Voyces, beare 
| Of Wounds,two dozen odde : Batrailes thrice fx 


I have ſeenc,and heard of: for your Voyces, 
Haue done many things,ſomie leſſe, fome more * 
Your Voyces? Indeed I wonld be Confull.”” | 
1.Cir. Hee ha's done Nobly, ad cannot goe withour 
any honeſt mans Voyce, 
2-Cit, Therefore ler him be Conſull; the Gods give | 


| him joy,and make him good friend co the People. 


Al.” Amen, Amen,God'fadethce,Noble Conſull, 
Corio, Worthy Voyces. 


Enter Menetius, with Brutus and Scicinins, 


Aﬀeve. Y ou haue Rood your Limitation: 
And the Tribunes endue you with the Peoples Voyce, 
Remaines,that in ch'Offciall Markes inueſted, 
You anon doe meet the Senate, 
Corio, Is this done ? 
Scicin,The Cuſtome of Requeſt you haue difcharg'd: 
The People goe admit you and/are ſummon'd - 
To meet anon,vpon your approbation, 
Corio, Where? at the Senate-houſe ? 
Scicin, There, { oriolanne. 
Corio, May change theſe Garments ? 
Scicin. You may, Sir. 
Cori.Thar lle firaight do: and knowing my ſelfe again, 
Repayre toth' Senare-houſe, 
Mene. Ile keepe you company, Will you along ? 
Brut, We ſtay here for the People. 
Scicin, Fare you well. Exennt Coriol. and Mene. 
He ha's it now : and by his Lookes,me thinkes, 
| 'Tis warme at's heart, | 
Brut. With a prowd heart he wore his humble Weeds: 
Will you diſmifle the People? 
Enter the Plebrians. 
Scici. How now,my Maſters, haue you choſe this man? 
I»Cit, He ha's our Voyces,Sir, 
Brut, We pray the Gods, he may deſerue your loues, 
2.Cit. Ameo,Sir:ro my poore vnworthy notice, 
He mock'd vs,when he begg'd our Voyces. 
3.Cit.Certainely,he flowted vs downe-righr. 
1.Cit. No,tis his kind of ſpeech, he did not mock vs, 
2.Cit. Not one amongſt vs,ſaue your ſelfe, but {ayes 
He vs'd vs ſcornefully : he ſhould have ſhew'd vs 
His Marks of Merit, Wounds receiu'd for's Cauntrey, 
Scicin, Why ſo hedid.Iam ure, 
All. No,no:no man ſaw 'em. 
2.Cit, Hee ſaid hee had Wounds, 
Which he could ſhew in priuare : 
And with his Hat,thus wauing it in ſcorne, 
I would be Conſull,ſayes he : aged Cuſtome, 
But by your Voyces, will not ſo permir me, 
Your Voyces therefore: when we graunted that, 
Here was,[ thanke you for your Veyeesghabhe you 
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| Faſt Foe toth*Plebey, your Voyees might + *+ 
| Be Curles to yaurſelues. You ſhould have f4, 4 


| 
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| Th'apprehenſion of his preſent portance, 


| 
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Your moſt ſweet Voyces:now you hiaue feft your Vo; wy 
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| haue no frrher with you. Was nocthis mockerie? 
Scicm, Why eyther were you ighnoratit-to ſce'c® 

Or ſeeing it;of ſuch Childi(h triendlinefle, 

To yeeld your Voyces? * " 
Brut. Could younot have told him, 

As you were lefſon'd : When he had no Power; - 

Burt was a pettie ſeruant tothe State, DO 361 1 

He was your Hnemie, ever4pake againit -* 

Your Liberties,and the Charters that you beate 

I'th' Body of the Weale: and now arriyghg | 

A place of Poreficie, and ſay o'th' State, N 

If ne ſhould till malignanely temaine In RX 


. 
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That as his worthy deeds did chiyme no leffs ** 
Then what he (tood for: ſo his gracious nttre” '"' | 
Would thinke vpon you, for your Voyces, © 
And tranſlatthisMallice cowards you, into/L otre; 
Standing Four friendly Lot. - Y12:2133G 
Scicm, Thus to have ſaid, + © 
As you were fore-advis'd, had roucht hisSpitir, - 
And try'd his Inclinationsfrom him plucke 
Eyther his gracious Promiſe, which you might ws 
As cauſe had call'd'you vp, bavie held himtoy 24 7- </1 
Or <clſc it would hauc gall'd his farly nature, © Y nn? 
Which eaſily endures not Article, - 03861 £53 71 
Tying him to ought, ſo putting him to Rape,” 5+ 
You ſhoulg haue ta'ne th'aduantige of his Cholter, 
And pals'd him vneleed, © 3 O01 


= 
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| 

Brai. Did you perecive, at ITIGT IQ vv 
He did ſollicite you in freeConteppr, Wy 
When he did tieed your Louts%and doe you thinke, * ' | 
That his Contempt ſhall not be brufing to you, | 
When he hath power 1o ceuſhzWhy,had your Bodyes 
No Heart among you? Or had you Tongues, to cry 
Againft the ReQorſhip of Indgement? 

Scicm, Haue you,ere now,deny'd theniker :- 

And now againe,of him that did not aske,bur mock, 
Beſtow your ſu'd.for Tongues? ' + + 

3.Cir. Hee s not confirm'd, we may deny himyer. 

2.Cit. And will deny him : | 
Ile have five hundred Voyces of that ſound. 

1.Cit. ]rwice five hundred. & their friends,topiece "er, 

Brutr.Ger you hence mftintly,and tell thoſe friends, 
They haue choſe a Conſull, that will from them rake | 
Their Liberties, make them of no more Voyce 
Then Dogges,that are as often beat for barking; 
As therefore-xept to doe ſo, 

Scrci, Let they afſemblezznd ona ſafer Tudgement, 
All reuoke your ignorant eleftion: Enfores his'Pride; - 
And his old Hate vato you: befides,forgerner 1) | 
With what Contempt he wore ths le Weed; 
How in his Suit he ſcorn'd you: bnt your Loues, 
Thinking vpont his Services,tooke from you 


& 
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Which moſt gibingly,vngravely,he did fafhion 
After the inueerate Hate he beares you, | 
Brwg. Lay a fault on vs, your Tribunes, 
That we labour'd (no impediment berweene) 
Bur that you mult caft your Ele&tion on him. 
Scici,Say you choſe him, more after our commandment, - 
Then as guided by your owne true affeQtions,and that 
Your Minds pre-occupy'd with what you rather muſt do, 
Then what you ſhould,made you againſt the graine 
To Voyce him Conlull, Lay the faulc on vs, 
b b 
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That Ancu Martins, Numaes Daughters Sonne; 
Who after great Hoſtiliu here was King, 

Of the {ſame Houle Publizs and Quintus were, 
That our beſt Water, brought by Conduits hither, 


{| And Nobly nam'd, ſo twice being Cenſor, 


Was hisgreat Anceſtors 

Scicin, One thus deſcended, 
That hath beſide well ww bis perſon wrought, 
To be ſet high in place,we did commend 
To your remembrances; but you haue found, : 
Skaling his preſent bearing with his paſt, 
That hee's your fixed cnemie; and revoke 
Your ſuddaine approbation.' 

Bymt. Say you ne*re bad don't, 
(Harpe on tþat till) but by our putting on: 
And preſently,when you haue drawne your number, 
Reparre toth* Capitoll, 

Al, Wewil! ſo: almoſt all repent intheir elefions 

Exeunt Plebeians, 

Brut, Let them goe on; 
This Mutinie were better put in hazard, 
Then Ray paſt doubr, for greater: 
If,as his nature is,he fall in rage 
With their refuſall; both obſerue and anſwer 
The vantage of his anger, 

Seicin, Toth' Capitoll, come: 
We will be there before the ireame o'th'People: 
And this ſhall ſeemegas partly *tis,their owne, 
Which we haue goaded an+ward, Exeunt. 


Attus T ertius, 


Cornets, Enter Coriolanus, Menenins, all the Gentry, 
Commius, Titus Latins, and other Senators, 

Corio. Tullus Avuffidins then had made new head, 

Latins. He had,my Lord,and that it was which caus'd 
Our ſwifzer Compolition, 

Corio, So then the Volces ſtand but asat fuſt, 
Readie when time ſhall prompt them,ro make roade 
Vpon's againe, 

Cem, They are worne(Lord Con{ull) ſo, 

That we ſhall hardly in our ages lee 
Their Banners wave againe. 

Corio, Saw you Auffidins ? 

Lativs. On fafegard he came to me,aud did curſe 
Againſt the Volces,for they had ſo vildly 
Yeelded the Towne : he is retyred xo Antium, 

Corio, Spoke he of me ? 

Latins, He did,my Lord. 

Corio, How ? what? 

Latins, How often he had met you Sword to Sword : 


-_——— 


|| Thar of all things vpon the Earth, he hated 


Your perſon moſt ; That he would pawne his fortunes 
To hopeleſſe reſtitution, ſo he might 
Be call'd your Vanquiſher. 

Corio. At Antium lives he? 

Latmr, Ar Antium, 

Corio, 1 wiſh I had a cauſe to (eek: himthere, 
To oppoſe his hatred fully, Welcome home, 

Enter Sciciuins aud Brutus. 

Bchold,theſe are the Tribunes of the People, 


| The Tongues o'th' Common Mouth. Ido deſpiſe them : 


—_—— 
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Cor. Hah? what is that? (| 
" Bras. It will bedangerous to goe on-»No further, | | 

Corio. What makes this change ? F 
AMene, The matter? 
Com, Hath he not paſs'd the Noble,and the Common? 
Brut. Commins,no. 
Corio, Haue I had Childrens Voyces? i 
Senat,Tribunes giue way,he ſhall roth*Market place, 
Brut, The People are incens'd againſthim, 
Scicin. Stop,or all will fall in broyle, 
Corio. Are theſe your Heard ?. 

Muſt theſe haue Voyces,that can yeeld ther now, 

And ſtraight diſclaim theirtoungs? what are your Offices? 

You being their Mouthes, why rule you not their Teeth ? 

Haue you not ſer them on? | 
ene, Be calme, be calme. $24 
Corie. It is a purpos'd thing,and growes by Plot, 

To curbe the will of the Nobilitie : 

Suffer'r,and liue with ſuch as cannot rule, _ 

Nor euer will be ruled, 


' 


| The People cry you mockt them : and of late, 


Brut, Call'c not a Plot: 


When Corne was giuen them grat#, you repin'd, 
Scandal'd the Suppliants: for the People;calld the 
Tine-pleaſers,flatterers, fors to Nobleneſſe, 

Corio, Why this was knowne before, 

Brut, Not to them all. 

Corzo, Haue you inform'd them ſithence ? 

Brut, How? I informe them ? 2 

Com. You are like to doe ſuch bufineſle, 

Brut. Not valike each way to better yours. 

Corio. Why then ſhould I be Conſull? by yond Clouds 
Let me deſerue ſo jll as you,aud make me 
Your fellow Tribune, 

Scicin. You ſhew too much of that, 
For which the People ftirre: if you will paſſe 
To where you are bound, you muſt enquire your way, | 
Which you are out of with a gentler ſpirit, | 
Or neuer be ſo Noble as a Conſull, 
Nor yoake with him for Tribune, 
a Mee, Let's be calme., 
© Com, The People are abus'd: fer on,this paltring 
Becomes not Rome : nor ha's (oriolanus 
Deſeru'd this fo diſhonor'd Rub, layd falſely 
I'th' plaine Way of his Merit, 

Corio, Tell me of Corne: this was my ſpeech, 
And I will ſpeak't againe, 

ene, Not now, not now, 

Senat, Not in this heat, Sir,now, 

Cor:0. Now as | live, I will, 
My Nobler friends, I craue their pardons i 
For the mutable ranke-ſented Meynie, 
Let them regard me,as I doe not | cy 
And therein behold themſclues : 1 lay againe, 
In ſoothing them, we nouriſh 'gainſt our Senate 
The Cockle of Rebellion, Inſolence,Sedition, | 
Which we our (clues haue plowed for, ſow'd,& ſcattci'd, 
By mingling them with vs,the hoaor'd Number, 
Who lack not Vertue, no,nor Power, but thac 
Which they baue giuen to Beggers, 

Aene, Well, no more. 


Corw, How? no more? 


| 
Senat, No more words; we beſcech you. | 
| 


— 
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As for my Country, I have ſhed my blood, Call our Cares, Feares ; which will in time 
Not fearing outward force : So ſhall my Lungs Breake ope the Lockes z'rh*Senare, and bring in 
Coine words till their decay,againſt thoſe Meazels The Crowes to pecke the Eagles, 
Which we diſcaine ſhould Terrer vs, yer ſought AMene, Come enouph, 
The very way to catch thera, : Bru. Enough, witt: over mezſure, 
Eru. You ſpeake a'th'people,as if you werea God, | Cori, No, take more, | 
{ To puniſh; Not a man,of thcir Infirmiry, | What may be {worneby, both Divine and Homane, | 
Sicin. 'Twere well welet the people know'r. | Seale what | end withall, This double worſhip, | 
Mie. What, what? His Choller? Wherecon part do's di{daige with caule, the other 
Cor. Choller? Were 1 as patient as the midnight Neep, | Iffuic without all reaſon: where Gentry ,Ticle,wiſedom 
By lone, 'twou!d be my minde. Cannot conclude, but by the yeaand no 
Sic, 1115 3 minde that ſhall remain a poiſon | Of generall |gnoranceyit mult omic 
Where it 15: not poyſon any further, Reall Neceſſities, and give way the while 
Corio, Shall remaine? To vnſtable Slightnefle, Purpoſe to barr'd, ir followes, 
Heare you this Triton of the Afijznones ? Marke you Nothing is:done to purpoſe. Toeretore beſeech you, 
tlis abſolute Shall? You that will be leſle fearefull, rhen difcrees, 
Com, *'T was from the Cannon, That love the Fundamental part of Stare | 
Cor, Shall? O God ! but moſt vnwiſe Patrictans: why | Morethen you doudt the change on'e: That preferre 
| You oraue, but wreakieile Senators, haue you thus A Noblelite, before a Long,and Wiſh, 
Giuen Hiera hecre to choole an Ofhcer, To1umpe a Body with 2 dangerous Phyſicke, - 
That with his peremprory Shall, being bur That's ſure of death withour it : at once plucke out | 
The horne, ang noiſe o'th'Monſters, wants not fpirit The Multitudinous Tongue, let themnotiicke | 
To ay, hee'l turne your Current ina ditch, The lweet which is their poyſon, Your diſhonor 
And make your Channell his ? It he haue power, | Manglestrue judgement, and bercaues the Scare 
[ 


Then vale your Ignorance : Ifnone,awake Ot that Integrity which ſhould becom't's | 


Not having the power ro'dothe good it woald s | 


Hh 


Your dangerous Lenity: If you are Learo'd, 


| 
Be not as common Fooles; if you are nor, For th'illwhich doth controul'r. 17 
Let them have Cuſhions by you, You are Plebeians, Bru. Has ſaid enough. {100 
If they be Senators : and they ate no leſle, | Sicin. Ha's tpoken like a Traitor and ſhall enfwer 
When borh your voices blended, the greatſt taſte As Traitors do, | 
Moſt pallates theirs, They chooletheir Magiltrate, Corio, Thou wretch,deſpight ore-whelme thee : 
And ſuch a one as he, who puts his Shall, What ſhould the pcopie do with theſe bald Tribaunes ? 
His popular Shall, againR a grauer Bench On whom depending, their obthiencefailes 
Then cuer frown'd in Greece, By Iouc himſelfe, To'th'grearer Bench, in Rebellion: | | IN 
| It makes the Conſuls baſe ; and my Soule akes When what's not meer;bur what muſthe, vas L aw, 
To know, when ewo Authorities are vp, ! Then were they choſen : ina berrer houre, 
Neither Supreame ; How ſoone Confuſion Let what is meet, be ſaideir moſt be meer, 
May enter twizt the gap of Both,and rake And throw their power c>duſt, * 
The one by th'other, Bru, Manifett Trez{on.- '/ g/ 22470 
Com. Well, on to*th'Markert place, Sic, This a Conſull > No, | 
Corio, Who ever gaue that Counſell,to giue forth Enter an eEdble! { 
The Corne a*ch'Score-houte gratis,as'twas vs'd Bra, The Ediles hoe : Let him be apprehevded : 
Sometime in Greece, Sicin. Go call the people, in whoſe name tny Sclfe 
Mene, Well,well,no more of that. Arcach thee as a Trajtorous Tnnouator : 
Cor. Thogh there the people had more abſolute powre | A Foe to'ch'publike Weale. Obey 1 charge thee, 
I ſay they noriſhrdiſobedierce: fed,the ruin of the State, | And follow to thine anſwer, 
Bru, \Why ſhall the people giue Corio, Hence old Goar. 
One that ſpeakes thus, their voyce? All. Wee'l Surety him. | 
Corio, Ile giue my Reaſons, Com, Ag'd (ir, hards off. *, 
More worthter then their Voyces. They know the Corne Corio Hence rotten thing,or I ſha!l ſhake thy bones 
Was nor our recompence,refting well afſur'd Our of thy Garments, | 
They ne're did ſervice for't ; being preſt to'th*Warre, Sicin, Helpe ye Citizens. 
Fuen when the Nauell of the State was touch'd, Enter a rabbie of Plebeians with the eEdiles. 
They would not thred the Gates: This kinde of Service Aene. On both ſides morereſpe, 
Did not deſcrue Corne gratis. Being Vih'Warre, Sicin, Heere's hee, that would rake from you 81! your 
There Murinics and Reuolts, wherein they ſhew'd | power. 
Moſt Valour ſpoke not for them.. Th'Accuſation Bru. Seize him e/fdiles,Y 
Which they haue often made againft the Senate, All, Downe with him, downe with hira, 
All cauſe vnborne, could neuer be the Nariue 2 Sen, Weapor:s, weapons, weapons : 
Of our ſo franke Donation. Well, whar then? They all buſtle abont Coriolanm, 
How ſhall this Boſome-multiplied, digeſt | Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens : what ho: 
The Senares Courrtelie ? Ler deeds exprefle Stcinas, Brat, Coriolanus, Citizens, 
What's like to be their words, We did requeſt it, | All. Peaceypeace, peace, ftay,bold,pexce. | 
We are the greater pole, and in true feare | Mene. Whatis abour ro be? Tam ourof Breath, 
They gaue vs our demands, Thus we debaſe Contuſions neere, cannot ſpeake, You,Tribunes 
The Nature of our Seats, and make the Rabble To'th'people: Coriolanus,patience : Speak gaod Sicirires, / 
B - Siem! 
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Scici, Heare me, People peace. | 
AN. Let's here our Tribune : peace, (peake, ſpeake, 
ſpeake. | 
Scigi. You are at point to loſe your Liberties ; 
Martixs would haue all trom you; Aarti, 
Whom late you hauc namd for Confſeull, 
AMene, Fie, tie, he , this 15 the way to xindle, not to 
queach, 
Sea, Tovnbuild the Citie,and to lay all flat. 
Scict. What is the Citie, but the People ? 
All. True,the People are the Citie. 
Brut, By the conſent of all, we were ceſtabliſh'd the 
Peoples Magiſtrates. 
All. Youfo remaine, 
AMene, Andioarclike to doe, 
Com, Thu is the way to lay the Citie flat, 
To bring the Roofe ro the Foundation , 
And burie all, which yer diftinCtly raunges 
In heapes, and piles of Ruine, 
Scici. This deſerues Death, 
Brut. Or let vs ſtand roour Authoritie, 
Orler vs loſc jt ; we doc here pronounce, 
Vpon the part o'ch' People, in whoſe power 
We were elected theirs, Martins 1s worthy 
Of preſcnt Death. 
Scici. Therefore lay hold of him: 
Beare him toth* Rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
| Iato deſtru&tion caſt him, | 
Brut, Adiles ſeize him. 
All Ple. Yeeld Martins, yeeld. 
Afene, Heare me one word, 'bcſeech you Tribunes, 
{ heare me but a word. 
e/£ailes. Peace,peace. 
| Acne. Be that you ſeeme,truly your Countries friend, 
And temp'ratcly proceed to what you would - x 
Thus violently redrefle. 
Brat, Sir,thole cold wayes, 
That ſeerme like prudent helpes,are very poyſonous, 
\Where the/Diſeaſe is violent, Lay hands vpon him, 
And beare himro the Rock. Corio. drawes bis Sword. 
Corio, No,lle die here: 
There's ſome among you have beheld me fighting, 
Come trie vpon your ſelues, what you have ſeene me, 
Mene, Downe with that Sword, Tribunes withdraw 
a while, / 
Brut. Lay hands vpon him. 
Alene, Helpe. Martima,helpe: you that be noble, helpe 
| \ him young and old. 
All. Downe with him,downe with him, Exeunt. 
In this Matinie, the Tribunes, the e/Ediler, and the 
1 People ave beat in. 
ene, Goe,get youto our Houſe: be gone,away, 
Ajl will be naught elle. 
2. S-na, Ger you gone. 
Com. Stand faſt, we haue as many friends as enemizs. 
{ ene. Shall it be puttothat ? 
Sexa, The Gods forbid : 
I prythee noble friend, home to thy Houſe, 
Leave vs to cure this Cauſe, 
Atene. For 'tis a Sore ypon vs, 
Yon cannot Tem-your ſelfe: be gone,'beſeech you, 
| Cone. Come Sir,along with vs, 
ene. 1 would they were Barbarians,as they are, 
Though in Rome lirrer'd+ nor Romans, as they are not, 
Though calucd i'th* Porch o'th' Capitoll : 
| Be gone, put not your worthy Rage into your Tongue, 


TheTrageare of Coriolanus. 


| One time will owe another, 
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Corio, On faire ground,l could beat fortie of them, 


Mene. 1 could my felfe take vp a Brace o'(h' bef of 
| them, yea,the two Tiibunes, 


Com. But now 'tis oddes beyond Arithmetick, 
And Manhood is call'd Foolerie,when it Nangs 
Againſt a falling Fabrick, Will you hence, 
Betore the Tagge returne? whole Rage doth rend 
Like interrupted W aters,and o're-beare 
What they are vy'd to beare. 

Mene. Pray you be gone ; 


| 


[letrie whether my old Wir be in requeſt 
With thoſe that haue bur little: this muſt be patcht 
With Cloth of any Colour, 
Com. Nay,come away. E xeunt Coriolanm and 
Commiuns, 
Patri. This man ha's marr*d his fortune, 
Aene, His vature is too noble for the World ; 
He would gort flatter Neptune for his Trident, 
Or [one,tor's power to Thunder: his Heart's his Mouth: 
What his Breſt forges, that his Tongue mult vent, 
And being angry, does forget that euer 
He heard the Name ot Death, A Noiſe within. 
Here's goodly worke, 
Patri, 1 would they were a bed. 
Afene, 1 would they were in Tyber. | 
What the vengeance, could ke nog fpeake 'em faire ? 
Enter Brutua and Sicinins with the rabble againe, 
Sicmn, Where is this Viper, 
That would dep-pulate the city,& be euery man himſelf 
AMene, You worthy Tribunes. 
Sicin. He ſhall be throwne downe the Tarpeian rock 
With rigorous hands ; he hath refiſted Law, 
And therefore Law ſhall ſcorne him further Triall 
Then the ſeuerity of the publike Power, 


Which he ſo ſets arnaughr. 
I Cit, He ſhzll well know the Noble Tribunes are 
The peoples mouths,and we their hands. . | 


All. He hall ſure cnt, | 

Aene., Sir,fir, Sicin. Peace, 

Me, Donor cry hauocke, where you ſhold but hung 
With modeit warrant, 

Sic. Sir, how coni'ft thar you haue holpe 
To makethis reſcue ? 

Mene, Heere me ſpeake? As Ido know 
The Conſuls worthineſle, fo can Iname bis Faults, 

Sicm, Conſull? what Conſull ? 

Aſene, The Conlull Corielanus . 

Bru, He Confull, 

All. No,no,no,no,no, 

Aſene. It by the Tribunes leaue, 
And yours good people, 
I may be heard, I would craue a word ortwo, 
The which ſhall turne you to no further harme, 
Then ſo much loſſe of time. 

Sic, Speake breefely then, 
For we are peremptory to diſpatch 
This Viporous Traitor : to eieRt him hence 
Were but one danger,andto keepe him heere 
Our certaine death; therefore it is decreed, 
Hedyes to night, 

Menexn, Now the good Gods forbid, 
That our renowned Rome whoſe gratitude 
Towards her deſerued Children,is enroll'd 
In TIoues owne Booke, like an vnnaturall Dam 
Should now eate yp her owae. 


| 
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Sic. He's a Diſeaſe that muſt be cur away. 

CAene, Oh he's a Limbe, that ha's bur a Diſeaſe 
Mortall, ro cur it off : to cure 1t, cafe, 
What ha's he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? 
Killing our Enenues, the blood he hath loſt 
(Which I dare youch,is coore then that he hath 
By many an Ounce) be dropp'd ir for his Country : 
And whar is left, to looſe ir by his Countrey, 
Were to vs all that doo't, and ſuffer ir 
A brand to th'end a'th W orld. 

Sicin. This is cleane kamme, 

Brut, Mcerely awry : 
When hedid loue bis Country, it honour'd him, 

Men:n, The leruice ofthe foote 
Being ovce gangren'd, isnot then reſpeRted 
For what betore it was, 

Bru, Weelheareno more! 
Purſue him ts his houſe, and plucke him thence, 


Leaſt his infeion being of catching nature, 


Spred furcher, 

Menen. One word more, one ward : 
This Tiger-footed-rage, when it ſhall find 
The harme of vnskan'd iwiltneſle, will (too late) 
Tye Leaden pounds roo's heeles. Proceed by Proceſſe, 
Leaſt partics (as he is belou'd) breake our, 
And ſacke great Rome with Romanes. 

Brut, It it were lo? 

Stzin. What do ye talke ? 
Haue we not had atalte of his Obedierice ? 
Our Ediles finot : our fclues rclifted : come. 

AMene, Confider this : He ha's bin bred i'tht Warres 
Since 4 could diaw a Sword, and is ill-ſchool'd 
In boulted Language : Meale and Bran together 
He throwes without diftinftion, Giue meleaue, 
le g5to him, and yndectake co bring him in peace, 
Where he ſhall anſwer by a lawfull Forme 
(In peace) to his vemoſt perill, 

1.Sev, Noble Tribunes, 
It is the humane way : the other courſe 
Will prcoue to bloody : and the end of it, 


Vnknowne tothe Beginning, 


Sic.Noble Meneninu, be you then as the peoples officer: | 


Mattcrs, lay downe your Wezpons, 

Bru. Go not home, 

Sic, Meet on the Marketylace:wee'l attend you there: 
Where if you bring not Afartius,rwer*l proceede 
[n ovr fult way. 

Menen, Tlie bring him to you, 
Let me defice your company 3 he muſt come, 
Or what is worlt will follow, 

Sena, Pray youlex's to him. Exennt Omner. 

Exter { criolanus with N obles, 

Corio. Let them pull all about mine cares, preſent me 
Death on the Wheele, or at wilde Horſes hecles, 
Or pile ten hiltes 0n the Tarpeian Rocke, 
T hat the precipization might downe ftretch 
Below the beame of fight; yer will I (ill 
Be thus to them, 

Enter Volumnia, 

Noble. You dothe Noubler, 

{ 9110, | mule my Mother 
Do's not approue me further, who was wone 
To call them \Vollen Vaſlailes, rchings created 
To buy and tcl! with Groats, to ſhew bare heads 
In Congregations, to yawoe, be it:}[,and wonder, 
When one but of my ordinaace ftood vp 
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To ſpeake of Peace,or Warre, I talke of you, 
Why did you wiſh me milder? Would you haue me 
Falſe ro my Nature ? Rather ſay, 1 play 
The manl am, 
Volem, Oh fir, fir, fir, 
I would haue had you pur your power well oa 
Before you had worne ir out. 
Corio, Let go. 
Vol. You might have beene enough the man you are, 
With ftriuing lefle to be fo : Leſſer had bin 
The things of your diſpofirions, if 
You had not ſhew'd them how ye wzre diſpos'd 
Ere they lack'd power to cxotle you, 
Corio. Letthem hang .q 
Volum. 1,and burne roo, 
Enter /Mſenenme with the Senators, 
Men, Come,come, you have bincoo rough,ſomhing! 
t00 rough : you muſt returne,and mend ic. 
Sen. Thece's noremedy, 
Valelſe by nor {6 doing, our good Citie 
Cleave in che midd'ſt,and perith, 
Volum. Pray be counſail'd ; 
I have a heart as little apr as yours, 
But yer a braine, that leades my vie of Anger 
To beter vantage. 
Alfene, Well ſaid, Noble woman : 
Before he ſhould thus ſtoopeto'th'heart, bur that 
The violent fit a'th'time cranes it as Phyficke 
For the whole State; I would put mine Armour on, 
Which I can ſcarcely beare, 
Corio, What muſt I do? 
Mene. Recurne to th Tribunes, 
Covie. Well, what then?wha:s rhen? 
| Mene. Repent,what you have ſpoke. 
Corio. For them, I cannoe do ittothe Gods, 
Mult 1 chen doo't to them ? 
Volnm, You are too abſolute, 
Though therein you can never be roo Noble, 
Bur when extremities fpeake. I haue heard you ſay, 
Honor and Policy, like vo{euer'd Friends, 


| I'th'Warre do grow together : Grant that,and cell me 


In Peace, what cach of tzem by rhother looſe, 
That they combine nor there? 
Corio. Tuſhytuſh. 

CMenes. A good demand. 

Uslum. It it be Honor in your Warres,to ſeeme 
The ſame you are not, which for your beſt ends 
You adopt your policy : How 1s it leſle or worte 
That it ſhall hold Companionſhip in Peace 
With Honour,asin Warre ; fince that to both | 
It ſtands in hke requeſt, 

Corio. Why torce you this? 

Uolum. Becaulc, that 
Now it lyes you onto [peake to tlpeople: 

Not by your owne inftruftion, nor by*th*matrer 

W hich your heart prompts you, but with ſuch words 
That are but roated in your Tongue; 

Though bur Baftards,and Syllables 

Ofno allowance, to your boſomes truth. 
Now, this no more diſhonors you at all, 

Then to take in z Towne with gentle words, 
Which elſe would pur you to your fortune,and 
The hazard of much blood, 

I, would diflemble with my Nature, where 
My Fortunes and my Friends ac ftake,requis'd 
I ſhould do ſoin Honor, I am 1n this 
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Your Wite,your Sonne: Theſe Senators,the Nobles, 
And you,will rather ſhew our generall Lowts, 
| How you can frowne,then ſpend a fawne vpon'em, 
For the inhericance ot their !ouzs, and ſafegard 
Ot what that want might ruine, 

CAMcren, Noble Lady, 

Come got with vs,ſpeake faire: you may ſalue ſo, 
Not what is dangerous prefent,bur the loſſe 
Of what 1s paſt. 

Us/um, | pry thee now, my Sonne, 
Goctothemyw:th this Bonnet in thy hand, 

And thus farre having, {tretchr 1t(here be with them) 
Thy Knee bafliag the ones: for 1n ſuch buſineſſe 
Action is eloquence,and the eyes of th';zgnorant 
More learned then the cares, wauing thy head, 

W hich often thus correCting thy ſtout heart, 
Now humble as the ripeſt Mulberry, 

That will not hold the handling : or ſay to thery, 
Thou art their Souldier,and being bred in broyles, 
Haſt not the ſoft way, which thou do'ſt confefle 
Were fit for thee to vie,as they to clayme, 

In asking their good loues, but thou wilt frame 
Thy ſelte (forſooth) hereafter theirs fo fare, 

As thou haft power and perſon, 

HMenen, This but done, 

Euen as ſhe ſpeakes,why their hearts were yours : 
For they have Pardons, being ask'd,as free, 
As words to little purpoſe, 

Volum. Prychce now, 

Goe,and be rul'd : alchough I know thou hadſt rather 
Follow thine Enemie in a herie Gulte, 
Then flatter him in a Bower, 

Here is Commis. 

Com. I haue beene i'th* Market place: and Sir 'cis fir 
You make ſtrong partie, or defend your (elfe 
By calmeneſſe,or by ablence: all's in anger. 

Amen. Onely faire ſpeech. 

Com, 1 thiake *cwill ſecue, if he can thereto frame his 
ſpirie, | 
Volnum. He muſt, and will : 

Prythee now [+y you will, and goe about it. 

Corio. Muſt I goe ſhew them my vnbarb'd Sconce ? 
Muſt I withymy baſe Tongue gue ro my Noble Heart 
A Lye, that it muſt beare well ? 1 will doo't ; 

Yer were there but this ſingle Plot,to loole 
This Mould of 1fartizs,they to duſt ſhould grinde it, 
And throw't againlt the Winde. Toth' Market place : 
You haue put me now to ſuch a part, which neuer 
I ſhall diſcharge toth' Life, 

| Com. Come,come, wee'le prompt you, - 

Volum, I prythee now {ſweet Son,as thou haſt ſaid 
My praiſes made thee fiſt a Souldier ; ſo 
To haue my praiſe for this, performe a part 
Thou haſt nor done before. 

Corio. Well, I muſt doo't : 
Away my diſpoſition, and poſſeſſe me 
Some Harlots ſpirit: My throat of Warre be rurn'd, 
Which quicr'd with my Drumme into aPipe, 
Small as an Eunuch, orthe Virgin voyce 
| That Babies lull a-{leepe : The {miles of Knaues 
Tent in my cheekes, and Schoole-boyes Teares take vp 
The Glaſles of my fight: A Beggars Tongue 
Make motion through my Lips,and my Arm'd knees 
Who bow'd but in my Stirrop, bend like his 
That hathrecein'd an Almes, I willnot doo'r, 
'Leaft I ſurceaſe to honor mine owne truth, 


/ 


Enter Cominins, 
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And by my Bodies ation, teach my Minde 
A moRt inherent Baleneſle. 
Volum, Atthy choice then : 
To begge of thee, it is my more diſ-honor, 
Then thou of them. Come all to ruine, ler 
Thy Mother rather feele thy Pride, then feare 
Thy dangerous Stontnefle : for I mocke at death 
Wirh as bigge heart as thou, Do as thou liſt, ' 
Thy Valiantnefſe was mine, thou ſuck'ſt it from me : 
But owe thyPride thy ſelfe, 
Corio, Pray be content : 
Mother, I am going to the Market place: 
Chide meno more, Ile Mountebanke their Loues, 
Cogge their Heatts from them,and come home belou'd 
Of a!l che Trades in Rome. Looke,I am going: 
Commead me co my Wife, Ile returne Conſull, 
Or neuer truſt ro what wy Tongue can do 
I'th way ot Flattery further, | 
 Volum, Doyour will, ExitVolanmia: 
Com, Away the Tribunes do attend you:arm your ſelf 
To anſwer mildely : tor they are prepar'd 
With Accuſations, #s I heere more firong' 
Then ate ypon you yet. 
Corio. The wordis, Mildely. Pray youlerys go, 
Let them accuſe me by invention :1I | 
W1ll anſwer iv mine Honor. 
Menen. 1, but mildely. 
Corio,” Well mildely be it then, Mildely, 


Exeunt 


Enter Sicmina and Brut, $i 
Bre. Inthis poiac charge him home, that he affects 
Tyrannicall power : If he cuade vs there, 
Inforce him with his enuy to the people, 
And that the Spoile got on the Awtiats 
Wazne're diſtributed. What, will he come? 


Enter au Edile, 
Edile. Hee's comming, 
Bru. How accompanied? 
Edile. Wirth old Mcnenixs,and thoſe Senators 
That alwayes fauour'd him, 
Sicin. Have you a Catalogue 
Of all the Voices that we haue procur'd, ſet downe by*ch 
Edile, 1 have : "tis ready, (Pole? 
Sicin, Haye you collected them by Tribes? 
Eaile. 1 have, 
Siu, Aſſemble preſently the people hicher : 
And when they heare me ſay, it ſhall be fo, 
I'th'right and ttength a'ch'Commons : be ir either 
For death, for fine, ar Baniſhment, then let them 
If I fay Fine,cry Fine ; if Death, cry Death, 
Infiſting on the olde prerogative 


| And power i'th Truth a'th Cauſe, 


Edile, | ſhall informe them. 

Bru, And when ſuch time they have begun to cry, 
Let them not ceaſe, but with a dinne confus'd / 
Inforce the preſent Execution 
Of what we chance to Sentence, 

Edi, Very well. 

Sicin, Make them be ſtrong, and ready for this hint 
When we ſhall hap co giu'r them. 

Bru, Goabouc it, 

Put him co Choller ftraite, he hath bene vs'd 
Euer to conquer, and to have his worth 
Of contradiQtion, Reing once chaft, he carnot 
Be rein'd againe to Teryperance, then he ſpeakes 
What's 
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What's in his heart,and that is there which lookes 
With ys to breake his necke. 
Enter Corwlanus, Mrnenins and Comi. 
mm with others. 

Sicin. Well, heere he comes. 

Mene, Calmely, 1 do beſcech you, 

Corio, I, as an Hoſtler, that fourth 
Will beare the Knaue by'th Volume : 
Th'honor'd Goddes 
K eepe Rome infſatety, andthe Choires of luftice 
Supplied with worthy men, plant loue amongs 
Through our large Temples with © (hewes of peace 
And not our ſtreets with Warrte. 

x Sen, Amen, Amen. 

CMene. A Noble wiſh, 

Enter the Edile with the Plebeians. 

Sicmn, Draw neecre ve people. 

Eaile, Liſtro your Tribunes. Audience : 
P eace I fay, 

Corio, Furſt heare me ſpeake, 

. Both Tri, Well,ſfay : Pezce hoe. 
(rio. Shall I be charg'd no further then this preſent 2 


pooreſt peece 


4 Muſt all decermine heere ? 


Sicin, I do demand, 


| If you ſubmir you to the perples voices, 


Allow their Ofhcers, and are content 


[| To ſuffer lawfull Cenſure for ſuch faults 
| As ſhall beprou'd vpon you. 


Corio. I am Content. 
Mexe, LoCitizens,he ſayes he is Content, 
The warlike Seruice he ha's done, conſider: Thinke 


| Vpon the wounds his body beares, which ſhew 


Like Graues 1'th holy Church-yard. 
Corio, Scratches with Briars, (carres to moue 


| Laughter onely. 


Mene. Conſider further : 
That when he ſpeakes not like a Citizen, 
You finde him like a Soldier : do not rake 
His rougher Actions for malicious ſounds: 
Bur as I ſay, ſuch as become a Soldier, 


| Rather then envy you, 


Com, Well,wcll,no more, 
Corio, What is the matter, 
That being paſt for Conſull with full voyce : 
I am ſo diſhonour'd, that the yery houre 
You take it off againe, 
Sicin, Anſwer to vs. 
Corio, Say then : *cis rrue, F ought (0 
Sicin, We charge you, that you haue contriu'd to take 
From Rome all ſcaſon'd Office, and to winde 
Your ſelfe into a power tyrannicall, 
For which you are a Traitor to the people. 
Corio, How? Traytor? 
Mene, Nay temperately : your promiſe. 
Corio. The fires ''th'toweſt hell, Fould in the people : 
Call me their Traitor, thou injurious Tribune, 
Within thine eyes fate twenty thouſand deaths 
In thy hands clutcht : as many Millions in 
Thy lying tongue, both numbers, 1 would ſay 
Thou lyeſt vnto thee, with a voice as free, 
As | do pray the Gods, 
Sicin, Marke you this people ? 
All, To'th'Rocke, ro'th'Rocke with him, 
Sicin, Peace : 
We need* nc: pur new matter to his charge 


What you hauc ſeenehim do, and heard him ſpeake : 
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B-ating your Officers, curfing your iclues, 
Oppoſing Lawes with Rroakes,and heere defying 
Thoſe whoſe great power muſt try him, 
Even this ſo criminall, and in ſuch capitall kinde 
Delerues th'excreameſt death. 
Bru, Bur (ince he hath ſeru'd well for Rome, 
Corio, What do you prate of Service, 
Brut, bralke of that, that know it. 
Cori. You? 
Mene, Is this the promiſe that 
Com, Know, 1 pray you. 
Corio, Ile know no further : 
Let them pronounce the ſteepe Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond cxile, Fleaing, pent to linger 
But with a graine a day, 1 would not bu 


you made your mother, 


Their mercie,at the price of one faire word, | 


Nor checke my Courage for what they can giue, 
To haue't with ſaying, Good morrow. 

$:cin, For that be ha's 
(As much as in him lies) from time totime 


| Enw'd againſt the people z ſeeking meanes 


To plucke away their power: as now at laft, 
Given Holtile ſtrokes, and thar not in thepreſence 
Of dreaded Iuſtice, bur on the Miniſters 
Thar doth diſtribute ir. Inthe name a'ch'people, 
And in the power of vsthe Tribunes, wee 
(Ev'n trom this infant) baniſh him our Citie 
In perill of precipitation 
From oft the Rocke Tarpeian, never more 
Toenter our Rome gates. I'ch'Peoples name, 
I ſay it ſhall bee ſo. 
All. Ic ſhall be fo, ir ſhall be {oz let himaway : 
Hee's baniſh'd, and it ſhall be fo. 
Com, Heare me my Maſters,and my common iriends. 
Sicin, He's (entenc'd ; No more hearing, 
Com. Letime ſpeake: 
I haue bene Conlull, and can ſhew from Rome 
Her Enemies markes vpon me. I doloue 
My Countries good, with a reſpe&t more tender, 
More holy, and profound, then mine owne life, 
My deere Wiues eſtimate, her wombes encreale, 
And treaſure of my Loynes: then it 1 would 
Speake that. 
Sicin, We know your drift, Speake what ? 
Bru. There's no more to be (aid, but he is baniſh'd 
As Enemy tothe people, and his Countrey, 
lt ſhall bee fo, 
Al. 1tſhall be fo, ic ſhall be ſo, 
Corio. You commoncry of Curs, whoſe breath I hate, 
As reeke a'th'rotten Fennes : whoſe Loves I prize, 
As the dead Cacrkafſes of ynburied men, 
That do corrupt my Ayre : I baniſh you, 
And heere remaine with your yncertaintie, 
Let cuery feeble Rumor ſhake your hearts : 
Your Enemies, with nodding of their Plumes 
Fan you into diſpaire: Have the power till 
To baniſh your Defencers, cill at length 
Your ignorance (which fiades not till it feeles, 
Making but releruation of your ſclues, 
Sull your owne Foes) deliver you 
As miolt abated Capriues, to ſome Nation 
That wonne you without blowes, de'piſing 
For you the City, Thus I turne my backe; 
There 13 a world elſewhere. 
Exeunt Coriolanus, Comin, with Cumalys. 


T hey all hout, and throw vp their Caps, "= 
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Attend vs through the City, 
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Exier Coriolanms Volumnia, Viroilia, Menenins, Comming, 
| with the youg Nobility of Rome. 

Corio.Come. leaue your reares:a brief farwel:the bei 
With many heads butts me away. Nay Mother, 
| Where 15 your ancizat Courage? You were vs'd 
To ſay, Extreamittes was the trier of ſpirits, 
That common chances, Common men cou!d beare, 
That when the Sea vas calme, all Boats alike 
Shew'd Maſterſhip inf 2ating, Fortunes blowes, 
When moſt {trooke home, being gentle wounded,craues 
A Noble cunning. You were vs'd to load me 
| With Pceceprs that would make inuincible 
The heart that conn'drhem. 

"tf « Oh heaucas! O heauens ! 

Corio. Nay, | prythee woman, 

Vol.Now the Red Peftilence (trike al Trades in Rome, 
And Occupations periſh, 

(ori, What, what, what : 
I ſhall be lou'd when | am lack'd. Nay Mother, 
Reſume that Spirit, when you were wont to fay, 
If you had beene the Wife of Hercules, 
Six of his Labours you.'d haue done, and ſau'd 
Your Husbana fo much ſwet, Cominiae, 
Droope not, Adicu: Farewell my Wite,my Mother, 
Ile do well yet. Thou old and truc Aſenenus, 
Thy ceares are faiter chen a yonger mans, 
And venoinous tothinceyes, My (lometime)Generall, 
1 haue ſeene the Scerne, and thou halt oft beheld 
Hearc-hardning ſpectacles, Tell theſe ſad wornen, 
Tis fond ro waile incuitable Rtrokes, 
As*cisto laugh ar*'em My Morher,you wot well 
My hazards ſtill haue beene your ſolace,and 
Belceu'r not lightly, though I go alone 
Like to a lonely Dragon, that his Tenne 
Makes fear'd,and ralk'd of more then ſcene : your Sonne 
* [Will or exceed the Common,or be caught 
With caucclous baits and practice. 

Volxum, My tuft lonne, 
Whether will thou go? Take good Comms 
\W ich thee 2while : Deterazine on {ome courſe 
More then a wilde <xpoſture, to each chance 
That ſtart's 1'ch'way betoce thee, 

Corio. Othe Gods! 

Com.lle follow thee a Moneth, deuiſe wich thee 
Where thou ſhalc reſt, that thou may'ſt heare of vs, 
And we of thee. Soit the time thruft forth 
A cauſe for thy Repeale, we ſhall nor ſend 
O're the val(t world, to feeke afingle man, 
| And looſe aduantage, which doth euer coole 
Ith'ablcnce of the needer. 

Corio.. Farc ye well : 
Thou haſt yeares ypon thee, and thou art too fall 
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The Tragedreof (ortolanus, 
Edite. The peoples Enemy 75 gone,1is gone. Of the warres ſurfers, ro go roue with one es; 
eAll. Our enemy is baniſh'd,be is gone: Hoo,00, That's yet vnbruis'd : bring me bur our at gate, 
Sicin. Go ſee him ovt 2t Gates, and follow him Come my ſweet wife, my deereſt Mother,and 
As he bath follow'd you, withall deſpight My Friends of Noble touch : when T am forth, 
Guue him delcrn'd vexxtion, Let a guard Bid me farewell, and ſmile, I pray you come : 
While I remaine aboue the ground,you ſhall 
All, Come,comeglets lee him out at gates,come: Heare from me ſtill, and neuer of me ought 
The Gods preſcrue oue Noble Tribunes, come, Exewnt, | But whatis like me _—_— 
Menen, That's worthily 
wt - = any _ can _w OO_ not weepe, 
_ t I could ſhake off but one ſeuen yeeres 
Actus (Quar US. From theſe old armes and hanna, ve the good Gods 
I'd with thee, euery foor. ERIN, 
__ —— 427" EIS {oria. Giue me thy hand, come. Exeunt 


Enter the two T ribuney, Sicinin#,and Brutns, 
with the Edble. 

Src, Bid them all home, he's gone: & wee'l no further, 
The Nobility are vexed, whom we ſec haue ſided | 
In his behalfe. 

Brut, Now we haue ſhewne our powerg 
Let vs {eeme humbler after jt is done, | 
Then when it was a doving, | 
Sicin, Bid them home: ſay their great enewy is gone, 
And they,ftand in their ancient flrength, 
Bret, Dilmiſle chem home. Here comes his Mother, 
Enter Volumnia V wroilia,and Menenins. 
Sicin, Let's not meet her, 
Grant Why ? 
Sin, They ſay ſhe's mad, 
Brut, They have tane note of vs;keepe on your way. 
Volum. Oh y'are well met ; 
Th'hoorded plague a'ch*Gods requit your love. 
Menen. Peace,peace,be not ſoloud. 
Velum, If that I could for weeping, you ſhould heare, 
Nay,and you ſhall heare ſome, Wall you be gone 7 
Vrrg. Youſhall ſtay tov ; I would I had the power 
To (ay ſo tomy Husband. 
Sicin, Are you mankinde ? 
Volum, ] foole,is that a ſhame. Note but this Foole, 
Was not a man my Father? Had'ſt thou Foxſhip 
To daniſh him that Rrooke more blowes for Rome 
T hen chou haſt ſpoken words, 
Sicm, Oh bleſſed Heauens | 
Yolum. Moe Noble blowes, then ever Y wiſe words, 
And for Romes goo\,, Ile tell thee what : yer goe ; 
Nay but thou ſhalc (tay coo : ! would my Sanne 
Were in Arabia,and thy Tribe before him, 
His good Sword in his hand, 
Sicis, What then ? 
Virg.W hat then? Hee'ld make anend of thy poſterity 
Volum. Baftards,and all, 
Good man, the WW ounds that he does beare for Rome ! 
Menen. Come,come,peace. 
Sicin, T would he had continued to his Country 
As he began, and not vnknit himlelfe 
The Noble knot he made, 
Bre, ] would he had. 
Volum. I would he had ?'Twas you incenſtthe rable, 
Cats, that can iudge as ficly of his worth, 
As I can of thoſe Myfleries which heauen 
Will not have earth co know. 
Brat, Pray let's go. 
Volam. Now pray fir get you gone, 
You haue done a braue deede : Ere you go, heare this : 
As farre as doth the Capicoll exceede 
.The meancſt houſe in Rome; ſo farre my Soune 
| This 
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This Ladies Husband heere ; this { do you ſee) 
Whom you haue baniſh'd, does exceed you all. 
Bru. Well, well, weelleaue vou, 
Sicin. Why ſtay we to be baited 

With one that wants her Wits, 

Uolam. Take my Prayers with you. 
1 would the Gods had nothing elſe todo, 
But to confirme my Curſſes, Could 1 meete *er 
Bur once a day, it would ynclogge my heart 
Of whart lyes heauy too'r, 

Mene, You have told them home, 

And by my troth yow haue cauſe : you'l Sup with me, 

Volum. Angers my Meate : I ſuppe vpon my lelfe, 
And (o (hall fterve with Feeding: Come,ler's go, 
 Leaue this fainr-puling, and lament as 1 do, 

In Anger, /uno.like :; Come,come,come, 

Mene. Fiche ,he. 

Emter a Roman, and a Vole, 

Rom, 1 know you well fir, and you know mee : your 
name | thinke 1s Adrian. 

Volce. Ik is fo fir, truly I haue forgot you. 

Rom. 1 am a Roman, and my Seruices ate as you are, 
againſt'em, Know you me yet.. 

Walce. Nicanor : no, 

Kom, Theſame fir, 

Volce. You had more Beard whenlT laſt ſaw you, but 
your Fauour is well appear'd by your Tongue, Whar's 
the Newes in Rome : I haue a Note fromthe Volcean 
are co finde you out there, You haue well ſaucd mcea 
dayes journey. 

Rom. There hath beene in Rome ſtraunge InfſurreQi- 
ons : The people, againſt the Senarours, Patricians, and 
Nobles. 

Vol. Hath bin; is it ended then? Our State thinks not 
ſo, they are ina moſt warlike preparation, & hope to com 
ypon them, in the heate of their diuifion 

Rom, The maine blaze of it is paſt, but a ſmall thing 
would make it flame againe. For the Nobles receyue {0 
to heart, the Baniſhment of that worthy Coriolanw, that 
they are ina ripe aptniefſe, to take al power from the peo- 
ple, andtoplucke fromthem their Tribunes for euer, 
This lyes glowing I caa tell you, and 1s almoſt mature for 
the violent breaking our, 

Vol. Cortolanus Baniſht ? 

Rom. Banilh'd far, 

Vol. You will be welcome with this intelligence Nj- 
cancr, 

Rom, The day ſerues well for them now. I haue heard 
it ſaide, rhe firte(} time to corrupt a mans Wife, is when 
ſhee's falne our with her Hus band. Your Noble Tuilx 
Auffiding well appeare well in theſe Warres, his great 
Oppoler Coriolanns being now in no requeſt of his coun- 
trey. 

Velce, He cannot chooſe : I am moſt fortunate, thus 
accidentally to encounter you, You have ended my Bu- 
Gneſſe,and? will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom, 1] ſhall betweene this and Supper, tell you moſt 
ſtrange things from Rome : all rending to the good of 
their Adverſaries, Haue you an Army ready ſay you? 

Vol. A moſt Royall ones: The Centurions, and their 
charges diſtintly billerted already in th'entertainment, 
and tobe on foot at an houres warning, 

Rom. Iam ioyfull co heare of their readinefſe,and am 
the man I thinke, that ſhall ſer them 1n preſent Action.So 
fir, heartily well mer,and mot glad of your Company, 

Vole. Youtake my'part frommefir, Ihavethe moſt 


Exit Tribunes. 


Exewat 
Exit, 
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cauſe to be glad of yours, 
Rom, Well, ler vs gorogether, 
Enter Corinlavites tt: mac ane Apparre!!, Die 
gniſd and muſf'cd, 
Corio. A goodly City is this Artroms. Citty, 
Tis 1:hat made thy Widlowes : Macy ar 2evre 
Ot theſe faire Edifices fore my Watrres 
Have I heard groane,and drop : Then know me ner, 
Leaſt that thy Wiues with Spirs, and Boyes with ones 
In puny Battell ly me. Saue you fir, = 
Enter a Citizen. 

Cit. And you, 

Corio, Ditect me,ifit be your will, where great eAuf- 
fidiues lies : Is he in Awvtinm: ? 

Cit. Heis, and Feaſts rhe Nobles of the State, at his 
houſe this night, 

Corio, Which is his houſe, befeech you ? 

Cit. This heere before voy, 

Corio. Thanke you ir, farewe!!, Exit Citizen 
Oh World, thy f}:yppery rurne* ! Friends now faſt ſworn, 
Whoſe double botomes feemes to weare one hearr, 
Whoſe Houres, whoſe Bed whoſe Meale and Everciſe 
Are fiill rogether : who Twin (2s 'twere)in Loue, 
Vnfeparable, ſhall within this toure, 

On 2 difſentjon of a Doir, breake our 

To bittereft Enmity : So telle(t Foes, 

Whoſe Pafhons, and whoſe Plors have broke their fleep 
Totake the one the other, by ſome chance, 


Freart. 


Sometrickenot worth an Egge, ſhall grow deere friends} 


And inter-16ynecheir yſſues. So wich me, 
My Birth-place have 1, and ty loves ypon 
This Enernie Towne ; Ne enter, if he ſlay me 
He does faire Tuftice : if he giue me way, 
Ile do his Country Service. 

Muſiche playes, Enter a Serningman, 


Exit, 


1 Ser, Wine, Wire, Wine ; What ſecvice'ts heere? 1 


thinke cur Fellowes are afleepe. 
Enter another Serningman, 
2 Ser, Where's (ot: my M.cals for him: \Cotwe, Exit 
Enter Corwolanus, + 

Corio, A goodly Houſe: 

The Feaft ſmels well : bur ] appeare not like a Gueſt, 
Enter the firft Serumgman. 

1 Ser, What would you have Friend?whence are you? 
Here's no place for you: Pray goto the doore? Fri: 

Corio, | have deſcru'd no better entertainment,in be- 
ing Corrlgnm, Enter ſecond Seruant, 

2 Ser, Whenceare you fir? Ha's the Porter his eyes in 
his head,tizat he gives entrance to ſuch Companions ? 
Pray ger you out, 

Corio, Away. 

2 Ser, Away ? Get you away. 

Corte. NowthHart troubleſome. 

2 Ser, Are you ſo brave: le have youtalke with ancn 

Enter 3 Serningman, the 1 mects him, 

3 What Fellowes this? 

1 A ſtrange one as cuer Tlook'd onh: I cannot get him 
out © th'houſe : Prythee call my Maſter to him. 

2 What have you to do here fellow? Pray you auoid 
the houſe. 

Corio, Let me but ſtand, I will not hurt your Harth. 

3 What are you? | 

Corio. A Gentleman. 

3 A marullous poore one, 

Corio. True,ſo 1 am. 

3 Pray youpoore Gentleman, take vp ſome other ta. 
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tion : Heere's n5 place for you, pray you auoid; Coine, 

Corr, Follow your Fuaction,go,and barren on colde 
birs, Pulbes bim away from him, 

3 What you will not? Prycheetell my Maifte: what 
a ſtrange Guelt he lia'shcere, 

2 AndIfhill. 

3 Where dwel'it thor ? 

Corg.. Vadei the Canopy, 

3 Vnder ths Canopy | 

Cerro, I, 

3 Whetc's that ? 

Corio. 1'th City of Kites and Crowes, 

3 I'th City of Kites and Crowes ? \V kat an Aﬀſe it is, 
then thou dwel'ft with Dawes too ? 

Corio, No, I ierue not thy Matter, 

2 How fir? Do you meddle with my Maſter ? 

Corio. 1,tis an honefter ſervice, then to meddle with 
thy Miſtris : Thou prar'(t,and prat'ſt, ſerue with thy tren- 
cher : Hence, Beat s lan away 

Entor Auffidins with the Serningman. 

Auf. Whereis this Fellow ? 

2 Here fr, I'de have beaten himlike a dogge, bur for 
diſturbing the Lords withia, | 

Anf.Wlence com'tt thou? What woldRt 5?Thy name? 
Why ſpeak'ft not? Speake man ; What's thy name ? 

'* Corio. It Tull not yer thou know'ft me, and ſeeing 
me, do(t notthinke me tor the man I am, necelhitic com» 
mands me name my ſclte, 

Avwuſ, What is thy name ? 

Cerio. A name vmnuticall to the Volkcians cares, 
And harſh in ſound co thine. 

Arf. Say,what's thy name ? 

Thou haſt a Grim apparance, and thy Face 

Beares a Command in't : Though thy Tackles torne, 

| Thou ſhew'fta Noble Veſſell:; What's thy.name ? 

| Corio, Pcepare thy brow co frowne:knowlt y me yet? 
Auf, 1 know thee not ? Thy Name ? 

| Corio, My name is Caine CAMartina, who hath done 

To rhee paracularly, and toall the Volces 

Great hurt and Miſchiefe : cherero witneſſe may 

My Surnarne Corielanw. The painfull Secuice, 

The extreme Dangers ,and the droppes of Blood 

Shed for my thanklefſe Country,arerequitted ; 

But with thac Surname, a good memorie 

And witneſfe of the Malicc and Difpleature 

'| Which thou ſhould ({t beare me,only that name remains, 


Exit ſecond KYT! ANA, 


| The Cruelty and Enuy of the peeple, 


Permatced by onr daftard Noblcz,who 

Hane all forjooke me, hath deuour'd thereft : 

| And ſuffer'd me by r1*voyce of Slaues to be 

| Hoop'd out of Rome. Now this extremity, 

{ach brought me to thy Haith, not out of Hope 
(Miftake menot) to ſaue my life : for if 

{ had fear'6 death, of all che Men i'th'World 

I wonld hauc voided thee. But in mecre ſpight 

To be tu!l qt of thoſe my Baniſhers, 

Stand | beloie thee heere : Then it thou haſt 

{ A heart of wreake in thee, that wilt renenge 

Thine ownc particular wrongs, and ftop thoſe maimes 
Ot ſhame ſeene through thy Country, ſpeed thee ſtraight 
| And inake my miſery leruechy turne:: Sovſeir, 

{ Thar wy reuengeful! Services may proue 

As Betichts torhee, For I will fight 

| Ag.aintt wy Cankred Countrey, with the Spleene 

1 Ot all che vnder Fiends. Bur it ſo be, 

' Thou dar't ao this, and that to proue more Fortunes 


b- 


T he Trageate of Coriolanus. 


| 


Ti'art tyr'd, then in a word, I alſo am 
I.onger co liue moſt wearie : andpreſent 
My chroat to thee, and to thy Ancient Malice : 
Which nor to curt,would ſhew thee bur a Foole, 
Since 1 haue ever followed thee with hate, 
Drawne Tunnes of Blood out of thy Countries bref, 
And cannot live but to thy ſhame, vnleſle 
It be to do thee ſervice. 

Auf. Oh Martins, Marting; 
Each word thou haſt (poke, hath weeded from my heart 
A roote of Ancierit Enuy, If Jupiter 
Should from yond clowd ſpeake diuine things, 
And fay *tis true; 1'denot beleeue them more 


| 


Then thee all-Noble Martize, Let merwine 

Mine armes about that body, where againſt 

My grained Aſh an hundred times hath broke, 

And icarr'd the Moone with ſplinters: here cleep' 
The Anuile of my Sword, and do conteſt 

As hotly,and as Nobly with thy Loue, 


As ever in Ambitious firength, I did 

Contend againſt thy Valour. Know thou firſt, 

I lou'd the Maid I married : never man 

Sigh'd cruer breath. Burt that I ſee thec heere 

Thou Noble thing, more dances my rapt heart, 

Then when I firſt my wedded Miftris ſaw 

Beſtride my Threſhold, Why, thou Mars I cell thee, 
We haue a Power onfoote : and I had purpoſe 

Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawae, 

Or looſe mine Arme for't : Thou haft beate mee our 
Twelue feuerall times,and I haue nightly fince | 
Dreamt of encounters 'twixt thy ſelf and me; 

We have beene downe together in my ſleepe, | 
Vabuckling Helmes,fiſting cach others Throat, 

And wak'd halfe dead with nothing. Worthy Martixs, | 
Had we no other quarrell elſe to Rome, but that 

Thou art thence Baniſh'd, we would muſter all 

From twelue,to ſeuentic : and powring Watre 

Into the bowels of yngratctull Rome, 

Like a bold Flood o're-beate. Ohcome,goin, 

And take our Friendly Senators by*th'hands 

Who now are heetre, taking cheir Jeaues of mee, 

Who am prepar'd againlt your Territories, 

Though not for Rome it lelfe. 

Corio, Youblcſſe me Gods, 

Auf. Therefore moſt abſolute Sir,ifchou wilt have 
The leading of thine owne Reucnges, take 
Th'one halte of my Commiſhon,and ſet downe 
As beſt chou art experienc'd,fince thou know'Rt 
Thy Countries ſtrength and weaknefle, thine own waies 
Whether to knocke againſt the Gates of Rome, 
Orrucely vic them in parts remote, 

To fr1ght them, cre deftroy, Bur comein, 

Let me commend thee firſt, to thoſe that ſhall 

Say yeato thy defires. A thouſand welcomes, 

And more a Friend, then ere an Enemie, 

Yet 2avtims that was much. Your hand; moſt welcome. 
| Exennt 
| E uter two of the Seruengmen. 

1 Heere's a ſtrange alteration? 

2 By my nand,I had rhoght to haue ſiroken him with 
8s Cudgell,and yer my minde gaue me, his cloathes made 
a falſe report of him, 

1 What an Arme he has, be turn'd me about with his 
finger and his thumbe,as one would ſer vp a Top. 

2 Nay,I knew by his face that there was ſome-thing 


| in him. He had fir,a kinde of face me.thought, I cannot 
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but 1 thought there was more in him,then I could chink. 


i rh'world, 
1 Ichinkeheis: but a greater ſoldier then he, 
You wot one. 


1 Nay, it's no matter for thar. 

2 Worth fix on him. ' 2 

1 Nay notſoneither: burTrakebim to be the greater 
Souldiour, 

2 Faith looke you, one cannot tel{ how to fay that: for 
the Defence of a Towne,our Generall is excellent, 

1 I, and for an-aflaulrt too. 

Enter the third Serningman, 

3 Oh Slaves, I can tell you 'Newes, News you Raſcals 

Both. What, what, wiiar? Ler's partake, 

3 Iwouldnotbea Roman of all Nations; | had as-. 
live be a condemn'd man, 

Both. Wherefore? Wherefore? 

Why here's he that was wont to thwacke our Ge> 
nerall, Cain Aarti, - > [ 

1 Why doyou ſay,thwacke our Generall ? 

3 I donor ſay thwatke our Generall, but hewzs al- 
wayes goodzenoogh for him 

2 Come we are ſcllowes and friends : he was ever too 
hard for him, I hane heard him fay fo himſelfe. 

1 He was too hard for him dire@ly, tofay the Troth 
on't before Corioles, he ſcorche him,and norcht hun hke'a 
Carbinados 

2 And hee had bin Cannibally giuen, hee might have 


| boyld andeaten him too, 


1 But moreof thy Newes. 

2 Why heis ſo made on heere within, as if hee'were 
Son and Heireto Mars, ſet at ypper cad o'th'Table : No 
queſtion askt him by any ot the Senators, bur they ſtand 
bald before him, Our General! himſelfe makes a Millris 
of him,SanGifies himſelfe with's band, and turnes vp the 
white o'th'eye to his Diſcourſe. Bur the bottome of the 
Newes is, our Generall is cut 1'th'middle,& but one halfe 
of what he was yeſterday. For the other ha's halfe, by 
the intreaty and gravnt ofthe whole Table. Hee'l go be 
ſayes,and ſolethe Porterof Rome Gates by th'eares, He 
will mowe all downe before him, and leaue his paſſage 
poul'd. ' 

2 And he's as like to do't,as any manT can imagine, 

3 Doo't? he will doo t:for look you fir, he has as ma- 
ny Friends as Enemies: which Friends lir as it were,durſt 


| not (looke you fir) ſhew them/elucs (as we terme it) his 


Friends, whileſt he's in DireRitude, 

1 Dire&icude? Whar's that ? 

3 Bur when they ſhall ſee (ir, his Creſt vp againe,2nd 
the man in blood they will out of their Burrougbes (lik: 
Conies after Raine) and reuell al) with him. 

1 Bur when goes this forward : 

26d morrow, today, preſently, youſhall haue the 
Drum frooke vp this afternoone : *Tis as it were a parcel 
of their Feaſt,and to be executed ere they wipe their lips, 

2 Why then wee ſhall have a flirring World againe : 
This peace is nothing, but tocuft Trongencreaſc Taylors, 
and breed Ballad-makers. 

1 Letme haue Warre ſay I, it exceeds peace as farre 
as day do's night: It's ſprightly walking ,audible,andfall 
of Vear, Peace, is a very Apoplexy, Lethargic, mull'd, 
deafe, ſlcepe, infenſible, a getter of more baſtard  Chil- 


« 2 Sodid1,lle be ſworne:. Hejis imply-the raceft man 


2 Who my Maſter? | 1 


tell howto tearme it, AT; 
1 Hehad fo, looking as ir were, would D'were hang'd | 


dren, then warres a deſtroyerofmen, | 
2 'Tis ſo, and as warres in foie fort anav-be (aide to 


| 
be a Raviſher, @ir cannot begenicd, biic peace is a great! 
- = o 


maker of Cuckolds. .:+ 7 
1 1,and it makes men hate one another) 
3 Reaſon, becauſe they then leffe neede one 2ncthe: : 


| The Warres for my money.. Ilhopeto fee-Romanes 2s || 


[ 


| 


cheapeas Volcians. They are rifing,they are riting. 
Bo:b, In, in; in, in. 1100 6 

. Enter the two Tribunes $:cinins,and Brit ms. - 
Sicin, We heare not of him,neither need we fear hias 


His remedies are tae, the preſent peace. e308 
| And quietnefle of the people, which before'- 


Were in wilde hurry. Heere do we make his Frieuds\ 
Bluſh, that the world goes well : who rather had, 
Though they themſelues dil ſuffer by 't, beho1d 


Diſſentious numbers peftring Rreets, then ſee IS . 
+ Our Tradeſmen fnging jntheir ſhops,and going 


About their Funtions friendly. 
Enter Menenne. * oe9 | 
Br. Weſtood too't in good time. Is this MMeneniut? 


Sicin, "Tis he, tis he : Oheis grown mol} kjnd oflace: | 


Haile Sir. Mere. Haile to you beth, | 

Sicin, Your Coriolanus is not much miſt; 'buc with liis 
Friends. 4. the Commonwealth doth ſtand, {o would 
do,were he more angry at it. ; 

AMene. All's well, and might have bene muchbercer, 
if he could have temporiz'd. WW 

S1cin, Wheie 1s he, heace you ? ſ | 

Mene. Nay | heare nothing: 
His Mother and his wife, heare nothing from him, 

ti,” » "111 Enter three or fore Citizens, 

All. The Gods preſerue you both, 

Sicm, Gooden our Neighbours, 

£ru, Goodeatoyou all, gooden to you all. 

1 Ourlelues,cur wiues,and childrey, on our knees, 
Are bound to pray for you both, ; 

Sim. Liue,and thrive; 

Bru, Farewell kinde Neighhours”; 
Wewilht Corielanus hat lou'd you ns we did. 

All. Now the Godskeepe you, 

Both Tri. Farewell, farewell, Exennt Citizens 

Sicin, This is a happier anG more comely time, 
Then when theſe Fellowes ran about the ſtreets, 
Crying Confuſion, » ..; 

Bru. Cairns Martine was 
A worthy Officer i'th'Watre, but Inſalene, 
O'recome with Pride, Ambitious, paſt all thinking 
Selfe-louing.j 

Sicin, And affeing one ſole Throne, withour afſiſtice 

CHMene, I thinke not (o. 

Sicin, Welſhould by this,toall our Lamention, 
If he had gone farth Conſull, found it ſo. 

Bru, The Gods have well preuented t,and Rome 
Sits ſafe and ſtill, without hir. 

Enter ane/Edile. 
e/Xd-le. Worthy Tribunes, 


There is a Slaue whom we have put in priſon, 


E xemndi 


Reports the Volces with two ſeuerall Powers 


' Are entr-dinthe Roman Territories, 


And with the deepeſt malice of the Warre, 
Deftroy, what lies before *em, 
Mene, 'T1s Auffidins, 
Who hearing of our Martins Baniſhmene, 
Thruſts forth bis hornes againe into the world 
Which were In-ſhell'd, when Martixs Rood for Rome, 
A nd; 
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1 2.4 TheT ragedre-of Goridlanus. 
$1} | And durſt not once peepe'our:y: "1% a © | The breath of Garlicke-eaters, | DIN3ÞI3 ©: 
LR | Sicin, Come,what talke you of CAMartins. Com. Heelſhake your Rome abour your exres, 
Om | Zru. Gotee this Rumorer-whipg, it cannot be, Mene. As Hercules did ſhake downe Melloyy Prnite : 
« 1 The Volces dzze breake with vs, You haue made faire worke, - s | 
214 Mene, Cannot be ? - 11.80. Brut. Bur is this true fir ? Ky 
38 We lhaue Recard, that very welt it can, © Com, I,andyou'l looke pale ; nz 
| | 'And three examples of the like; hath beene ' Before you finde it other. All the Regions 1 
ow - Within my Age. But reafon with the fellow Do ſmilingly Reuolt, and who refifts 
T Before you puniſh him, where he heard this, Are mock'd for valiant Ignorance, 
3:1 | Leaft you ſhall chance to whip your Information, | Andperiſh conſtant Fooles: whois't can blame bir > : {' 
*' i And beate the Meſſenger, who bids beware | Your Enemies and his, findeſomerhing in him, | 
i" -- 8 Of what is to be dreaded, Mene. We areall vndone, voleſſe k 
RK S:cim, Tellnot me : I know this cannotbe. The Noble man have mercy. / | 
#. 1 Bru, Not poflible. Com. Who ſhall aske nt? ods 
TS Enter a Meſſerger, The Tribunes cannot doo't for ſhame ; the people :, | 
+ AMeſ. The Nobles in great earneſtneſſe are going Deſerue ſuch pitty of him, as the Wolfe | 
"et All to the Senate-houſe : ſome newes is comming Doe's of the Shepheards : Forhis beſt Friends, ifthey | 
Lins {| That turnes their Countenances, | Should ſay be good to Rome, they charg'&him,cuen | 
Sicin, 'Tis this Slaue : As thoſe ſhould do that bad deſeru'd his hate, 
Go whip him fore the peoples eyes : His raifing, And therein ſhew'd like Enemies, + 
Nothing but his report. | Me, Tis true,if he were putting to my houſe, the brand 
Meſ. Yes worthy Sir, eller That ſhould conſume it, I haue not the tace 
The Slaues report is ſeconded, and more To lay, beſcech you ceaſe. You have made faire hands, 
More fearfull is deliuer'd. You and your Crafts,you have crafted faire, 
Siciv. What more fearetull ? Com. You haue broughe p- 
Mef, Itis ſpoke freely out of many months, A Trembling ypon Rome, ſuch as was never 
How probable I do not know, that Aſartiae S'incapeable of helpe. ' 
loyn'd with Aruffidina, leads a power *gainft Rome, Tri. Say not, we brought it, 
And vowes Reucnge as ſpacious, as berweene Mene. How? Was't we ? We lou'd him, 
| The yong'R and oldeft thing, But like Beaſts, and Cowarely Nobles, 
Sicin, This is moſt likely.1 Gaue way vnto your Cluſters, who did hoote 
Bru, Rais'd onely,thatthe weaker fort may wiſh Him out o'th Cirty, | | 
Good Martius home againe. Me (0m, Butl feare .. | 
Sicm. The very trickeon', - They'l roare himin againe. Tullus Auffidua, | 
Mene, This is voalikely, + - The ſecond name of men, obeyet his points 
| He,and AuFidiues can no more attone Asif he were his Officer: Deſperation, 
WS. 4 | Then violent Contrariery. Is all the Policy, Strengrh,and Defence 
Hy Enter Meſſeuger. That Rome can make againſt them, 
g | | Meſ. You are ſent for tothe Senate: Enter a Trocpe of Citizens. 
| | - A fearefull Army, led by Canu Martins, HMene. Heere come the Cluſters, 
| ly Aſſociated with Auffrdins, Rages And is Auffidize with him ? You are they 
0. Vpon our Territories,and have already That made che Ayre vnwholſome, when you caſt 
| O ce-borne their way, conſum'd with tire,and tooke Your ſtinking, greafie Caps,in hooting 
What lav before them. At Corielanu Exile, Now he's comming,? 
| ; Enter Cominins , And not a haire ypon a Souldiers head 
W-; Com. Oh you haue made good worke, Which will nor proue a whip : As many Coxcombes 
"W. \ . Mene, Whatnewes? What newes? As you threw Caps vp,will he :zumble downe, 
t:þ Com, You haue holptorauiſh your owne daughters,& j} And pay you for your voyces, 'Tisno matter, 
| 4 To melt the Citty Leades ypon your pates,' If he could burne vs all into oue coale, 
'p To ſee your Wiues diſhonour'd to your Noſes. We haue deſeru'd ir. 
i Mene. Whar's the newes? Whart's the newes ? Omnes, Faith,we heare fearfull Newes, 
| Com. Your Temples burned in their Ciment, and 1 Cit, For mine owne part, 
, | | Your Franchiſes, whereon you ſtood, confin'd When I faid baniſh him, 1 aid *:was pitty. 
3 Into an Augors boare. 2 AndiodidT], 
{> Mene, Pray now, your Newes : 2 And ſodidI: andto tay cthertruth, ſodid very ma- 
ll } You have made faire worke I feare me : pray your newes, | ny of vs, that we did we did for the beſt,and though wee 
' bp! if Afartires ſhould be joyn'd with Volceans, | willingly conſented co his Baniſhment, yer it was againſt 
by 1 Cors. 11? He is their God, he leads them like a thing {| ourwill. 
FAD i Made by ſome other Deity then Nature, Com. Y'are goodly things,you V oyces, 
j 88 +416 That ſhapes man Better : and they follow hing Mene, You haue made good worke | 
Wt ih | Againſt vs Brats, with no lefſe Confidence, | You and your cry. Shal's to the Capitoll? | 
(#1 1k Then Boy cs purſuing Summer Burrer-flies, Com, Oh I,whar elſe 2 Exenm both. 
(f [: H44- Or: Butchers killing Flyes, Sicim, Go Maſters get you home, benot ditmaid, | 
(# ; p Meve, You haue made good worke, Theſe are a Side, that would be glad to have 
"1091 734 Y 011 and your Apron men: yeu,that Rood ſo much This true, which they ſo ſeeme to feare. Go home, 
I] {| HY Vpon the yoyce of occupation, and 3 And ſhew no ſigne of Feare. ;- 
43; 11/8 T. Crt. 
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hum. 


2 (it. Sodid weall, But come, let's home. Exit Cir. 


Brs, 1 do not like this Newes. 
Sicin, Norl, 

Bru, Let's to the Capitoll: would halfe my wealth 
Would buy this for alye. 

Sicin. Pray les go. Exennt Tribunes, 

Enter Aut1dins with by Liewtenant, 

Auf. Do they till fiye to'th Roman ? 

Liew. 1 do nor know what Witcheraft's in him : but 
Your Soldiers vic him as the Grace 'fore meate, 
Their ralke at Table, and their T hankes at end, 

And you are darkned in this aCtion Sir, 
Euen by your owne, 
Auf. 1 cannot helpe it now, 
Vnlefle by vſing meanes [lame the foote 
Of our defigne, He beares himlelfe more proudlier, 
Even to my perſon, then I thought he would 
When firſt I did embrace him, Yet his Nature 
Inthat's no Changeling, and | muſt excuſe 
What cannot be amended, 
Liew, Yer 1 wiſhSir, 
(I meane for your particular) you had not 
loyn'd in Commiſſion with him : but either þave borne 
The a&ion of your ſelfe, or clie ro him, had left it ſoly. 
eAwf. 1 vnderRand thee well,and be thou ſure 
W hen he ſhall corne to his account,he knowes not 
What I can vrge againlt him, although ic ſeemes 
And ſohe thinkes, and isnolefle apparant 
To th'vulgareye, that he beares all things fairely : 
And ſhew Husbandry for the Volcian State, 
Fights Dragon-like, and does atcheeve as ſoone 
As draw his Sword : yet he hath left yndone 
That which ſhall breake his necke, or hazard mine, 
When ere we come to our account, 
Lien. Sir, I beſeech you, think vou he'l carry Rome ? 
Auf. All places yeelds to him cre he fits downe, 
And theiNobility of Rome are his : 
The Senators and Patticians loue him too : 
The Tribunes are no Soldiers : and their people 
Will beas raſh in the repeale, as haſty 
Toexpell him thence. I thinke hee'l be toRome 
As is the Aſpray to the Fiſh, who rakes it 
By Soueraignty of Nature, Firlt, he was 
A Noble ſeruant to them, bur he could not 
Carry his Honors eeuen : whether 'was Pride 
Which our of dayly Fortune cuer taints 
The happy man; whether dereCt of iudgement, 
To faile ia the diſpoſing of thoſe chanees 
Which he was Lord of t or whether Nature, 
Not to be other then one thing, not moouing 
From th'Caske to th*Cuſhion : but commanding peace 
Euen with the ſame auſteriry and garbe, 
As he controll'd the warre. But one of theſe 
(As he hath ſpices of them all) nor all, 
For I dare (o farre free him, made him fear'd, 
So hated, and ſo banifh'd: bur he ha's a Merit 
To choake it in the vit'cance*: So gur Vertue, 
Lie in thincerpreration of the time, 
And power vnto it felfe moſt commendable, 
Hath not a Tombe ſo euident as a Chaire 
T'extoll what it hath done, 
One fire drives out one fire 4 one Naile,one Naile 


Rights by righes fouler, Rirengths by ſtrengths do faile. 


| _ 


x (ur. The Gods bee goodrovs: Come Maſters let's 
home, I cucr {aid we were i'th wrong, when we baniſh'd 


Come lec's away : when Caims Rome is thine, 


Thou art poor'ſ of all; then ſhortly art thou mine.exerm; 


—_— _____ 


Aﬀus Quintus. 


IS 


Enter Menenius, Comining, Sicinins Brutus, 
the two T Tibunes with cthers. 

Menen, No, Ile noc go: you heare what he hath ſaid 
Which was ſometime his Generoll : who loved him 
Ina moſt deere particular. He call'd me Father : 

But what o'that ? Go you that baniſh'd him 
A Mile before his Tear, fall downe,and knee 
The way into his mercy : Nay,ifhe coy'd 

To heare Commine ipeake, lle keepe at home. 

Com. He would not ſeeme to know me. 

AMenen. Do you heare? 

Com, Yet one time he did call meby my name ; 

I vrg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we haue bled rogether. Coriolanm 

He would not anſwertvo: Forbad all Names, 
He was a kinde of Nothing, Titleleſſe, . 


Till he had forg'd himſelfe a name a'ch'fire 


| 


Ot burning Rome. 
Armen. Why lo : you haue made good worke ; 
A paire of Tribunes, that have wrack'd for Rome, 
To make Coales cheape : A Noble memory. 
Com. I minded him, how Royall 'twas to pardon 
When it was leſle expeQted. Hereplyed | 


| It was a barepetition ofa State” 


To one whom they had puniſh'd, 
Menen, Very well, could he ſay lefſe, 
Com, I offered to awaken his regard 
For's privace Friends. His anſwer to me was 
He couldnor ſtay topicke them, in apile 


| Ofnoylſome muſty Chaffe. He ſaid, "twas folly 


For one poore graine or two, to leaue ypburne 
And till to noſe th'offence, 
Menen, For one poorte graine or two? 
I ar one of thoſe : his Mother, Wife,his Childe, 
And this brave Fellow too : we are the Graines, 
You are the muſty Chafte,and you are {melt 
Abouethe Moone. We muſt be burnt for you, 
Sicin. Nay,pray be patient: If yourefule your ayde 
In this ſo neuer-needed helpe, yer donot 
Vpbraid's with our difireſſe. But ſure if you 
Would be your Countries Pleader, your good tongue 
More then the inſtant Armie we can make 
Might ſtop our Countryman, 
CMene, No: le not meddle, 
Sicin, Pray you goto him. 
Mene, What ſhould I do? 
Bru, Onely make triall what your Love can do, 
For Rome, towards Uartins. 
CAMene, Well,and lay that Martine recurne race, 
As ( omimnizes is teturn'd, vnheard; what then ? 
But 25 a diſcontented Friend, greefe-ſhor 
Wirth his vnkindneſſe. Say't be fo? 
Sicin, Yer your good will 
Muſt haue that thankes from Rome,after the meaſure 
As you intended well, 
Mene, Ie vndertak't ; 
I thinke hee'l heare me. Yet to bite his lip, 
And humme at good Cominixes, much ynhearts nec, 
cc 
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| He was not taken well, he had not din'd, 


| To give or to forgiue; but when we have fuffe 


4 
' 


' 


— 


> 4 


} 


[Thy Generall is my Louer : I haue beene 


[ The Veiaes ynhll'd, our blood 1s cold,and then 


\\'E powrt vpon the Morning, are ynapt 
Thele Pipes,and theſe Conueyances of our blood 
With Vine and Feeding, we haue ſuppler Soules 
Then in -2ur Prieſt-like Fafts: therefore le watch bim 
Till he be dieted ro my requeſt, 
And then lle {er ypon him, 
Bru. You know the very rode into his kindneſlc, 
And cannot loſe your way, 
Mene,. Good faith Ile prove him, 
Speed how it will, I ſhall cre longyhaue kno ledge 
Of my ſucceſle, Exit, 
Com, Hee lneuerheare him, 
$1c1m, Not. 
Com. tel! you,he doe's fit in Gold, his eye 
Red as 'twould burne Rome : and his Iniury 
The Gaoler to his pitty, I kneel'd before him, 
'T was very faintly he ſaid Riſe: diſmiſt me 
Thus wich his ſpeechleſſe hand. Whar he would do 
He ſent in writing after me : what he wouldnor, 
Bound with an Oath to yeeld to his conditions: 
So that all hope is vaine, volefle his Noble Mother, 
And his Wife, who (as I heare) meane to folicite him 
For mercy to his Countrey : therefore let's hence, 
And with our faire increaties haſt them on. 
Enter Menenius tothe Watch or Guard, 
1.t#at, Stay: whence are you, 
2.F at, Stand,and go backe, 
AMe,You guard like men, 'tis well. But by your leave, | 
I am an Officer of Scate,& come to ſpeak with Corielanm 
1 From whence ? Mene. From Rome. 
1 ou my not paſſe, you muſt returne : our Generall 
will no more heare from thence, 
2 You'l ſce your Rome embcac'd with fire, before 
You't ſpeake with Corio/anm. 
Mene, Good my Friends, 
If you haue heard your Generall talke of Rome, 
And ofhis Friends there, it is Lots to Blankes, 
My name hath touch'c your eares : it is Menening, 
1 Beit ſo,go back:the vertue of your name, 
Is not hcere paſſable, 
Mene, I tell thee Fellow, 


E xeunt 


—_ 


—_— 


The booke of his good Acts, whence men haue read 
His Fame vnparolel['d, happcly amplified : 

For I haue cuer verified my Friends, 

(Of whom hee's chee'e) wich allthe fhze that verity 
W ould without laphag ſuffer . Nay,ſometimes, 
Like to a Bowle vpon a ſubtle ground 

L have rumbled pait che throw : and in his praiſe 
Haue (almoſt)ampr the Leaſing, Therefore Fellow, 
I muſt hauc leaue to paſſe, 

1 Faith Sir,it you had rold as many ies in his bebalſe, 
as you hauc veatered words in your owne, you ſhould not 
paſſe heere : no, though it were as vertuous to lye, as to 
live chaſtly, T herefore go backe. 

Mes .Prythee fellow,rcmember wy name is Meneniue, 
alwayes factionary on the party of your Generall. 

2 Howſoever you have bin his Lier, as you ſay you 
haue, I 21 one that telling true vnder him, muſt ſay you 
cannat paſſe, Therefore go backe, 

ene, Ha's he din'd c2i't thou tell? For I would not 
ſpeake with his, till atter dinner, 

i YouareaRoman,are you? | 


” 


for fuch things as you, I can ſcarſe thinke ther's _—_—_— 


Mene. 1 am as thy Generall is, 

7 Then you ſhould hate Rome, as he do's. Can you, 
when you haue puſht out your gates, the very Defender 
of chem, and in a violent popular ignorance, giuen your 
enemy your ſhield, thinke to front his revenges with the 
caſie groanes of old women, the Virginall Palms of your 
daughters, 'or With the palſied interceſſion of ſuch ade. 
cay'd Dorant a5 you ſeeme to be? Can you think to blow 
our the intended fire, your Tity isready to flame in, with 
ſuch weake breath asthis? No, you are deceiu'd, therfore 
backe to Rome,and prepare for your execution : you are 
condemn'd,our Generall has fworne you our of reprecue 
and pardon, 

Mene. Sirra, if thy Captaine knew I were heere, 

He would yſc me with eſtimation, 

1 Come, my Captaine knowes younot, 

Mene, | meane thy Generall, 

1 My Generall cares not for you. Back I ſay, go: leaſt 
I ler forth your halfe pinte of blood, Backe,that's the yt- 
moſt of your having, back 

Mene, Nay bur fellow, Fellow. 

Enter Coriolanu with eAvuffiding, 

Corio. What's the matter ? 

Mene.Now you Companion:lle ſay an arrant for you: 
you ſhall know nowtharI am in eftimation : you fhall 
perceiue, that a Jacke gardant cannot office me from my 
Son Corwlaruwygueſic - my entertainment with him: zf 
thou ſtand'ſt not i'th (tate of hanging, or of ſome death 
more long in SpeRatorſhip,and crueller in ſuffering, be- 
hold now preſently, and {woond for what's ro come ypon 
thee. The glorious Gods fit in hourely Synod about thy 
particular proſperity,and louc thee no worlethen thy old 
Father Menenime do's, O my Son, my Son thou art pre- 
paring fice for vs : looke thee, heerc's water to quench it, 
1 was hardly moued ro come to thee: bur beeipg aſſured 
yone but my ſelfe could moue thee ,I haue bene blowne 
out of your Gates with ſighes : and conjure thee to par- 
don Rome, and thy petitionary Countrimen, The good 
Gods aflwage thy wrath, and turne the dregs of it, vpon. 
tis Valet heere: This, who like a blocke hath denyed 
my acceſle to thee, | 

Corio, Away, 

Mene, How? Away ? 

Corio, Wife, Mother, Child, I know not. My affaires 
Are Seruanted to others : Though I owe 
My Reucnge properly, my remiſſion lies 
In Volcean brefts. That we baue beene familiar, 

Ingrate forgerfulneſſe ſhall poiſon rather 
Then pitty : Note how much, therefore be gone. 
Mine cares againſt your ſuites, are ſtr then 
Your gates againſt my force, Yetfor] _ thee, 
Take this along, I writ ir for thy ſake, 
And would haue ſent it. Another word Menenime, 
I will aot heare thee ſpeake, This man Auffidins 
Was my belou'd io Rome: yet thou behold. 
Auffid, You keepe a conſtant temper, 
Manet the Guard and Menenina, 
1 Now fir, is your name Aſenenins ? 
2 'Tis a ſpell you ſee of much power : 
You know the way home againe. 

1 Do you hearchow wee are ſhent for keeping your 

greatneſſe backe ? 

2 What cauſe do youthinke haue to ſwoond? 

Menen, 1 neither care for th'world, nor your General: 


— 


Exeunt 


ſo ſlight. He that hath a will co die by himfelfe, feares ir 
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1 A NobleFellow I warrant him. 


The Oake not to be winde-ſhaken, 


Exit Watch, 
Enter Corwlanus and A L 


1418s, 


Ser downe our Hoaſt. My partner inthis Acton, 

You muſt report to th'Volcian Lords, how plajnly 

{ haue borne this Buſineſſe, 
Auf, Onely their ends you have reſpected, 

Stopt your eares againſt the generall ſuite of Rome : 


That thought them ſure of you, 

Corio. This laſt old man, 
Whom with a crack'd heart] have ſent to Rome, 
Lou'd me, aboue the meaſure of a Father, 
Nay godded me indeed. Their late(t reſuge 
Was to ſend him : for whole old Loue | have 
(Though I ſhew'd ſowrely to him) once more offer'd 
The firſt Conditions which they did refuſe, 
And cannot now accept, to grace him onely, 
That thought he could do more: Avery lictle 
I haue peelded coo, Freſh Em baſſes,and Suites, 
Nor from the Stare, nor priuate friends heereafter 


Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow 
In the ſame time 'tis made? I will nor. 

Enter Virgilia  olumnia,Ualeria, yong Martina, 

with Attendants, *, 
My wife comes formoſt, then rhe honour'd mould 
Wherein this Trunke was fram'd, and in her hand 
"The Grandchildeto her blood. But out affection, 
All bond and priviledge of Nature breake 
Letit be Vertuouz to be Obſtinate. 
What is that Curt'fie worth? Or thoſe Doves eyes, 
Which'can make Gods forſworne ? ] melt, and am not 
| Ot ſtronger earth then others: my Mother bowes, 
| As if Olympus to 8 Mole-hill ſhould 
In ſupplication Nod : and my yong Boy 

Hath an Aſpe of interceſs100, which 
Great Nature cries, Deny nor. Let the Volces 
Plough Rome, and harrow Iealy, Ile never 
Be ſuch 8 Gofling co obey inftinR ; bur tand 
As if a man were Author of himſelf,& knew no other kin 

Virgit. My Lord and Husband. 

Corio, Theſe eyes are not the ſame I wore in Rome. 

Virg. The ſorrow that delivers vs thus chang'd, 
Makes you thinke ſo. 

Cori. Like a dull Afor now,I haue forgot wy part, 
And I amout, cuento a full Diigrace. Beſt of my Fleſh, 
Forgiue my Tyranny : but do not lay, 

For that forgiue our Romanes. O a k:ſe 

Long as my Exile, ſweet as my Revenge ! 
Now by the jealous Queene of Heauen, thar kiſle 
I carried from thee deare; and my true Lippe 
Hath Virgin'd it cre fince. You Gods, I pray, 
And the moſt noble Mother ofthe world 
Leaue vnſaluted : Sinke my knee 1'th'earth, 
Of hy deepe duty, more impreſzion ſhew 
Then that of common Sonnes. 

Volam, Oh ftand vp bleſt! 

' Whil'& with no ſofter Cuſhion then the Flint 

I kneele before thee, and vnproperly 


Kneeles 


 —_ 


not from another : Ler your Generall do his worft, For 

you, bee that you are,long; and your miſery encreale 

with your age. I ſay to you,as I was ſaidto, Away.Exit | 
2 The worthy Fellow is our General, He's the Rack, 


Corie, We will before the walls of Rorne to morrow 


Neuer admitted a privat whiſper,no not with ſuch friends | 
| 


Will 1 lend care to. Ha?what ſhout is this? Showt within 


| Which by ctinterpreration of full time, 


_— 


| Triumphantly treade on thy Countries ruine, 


Thine enmities moſt capitall : Thou barr'ft vs 


Berweene the Childe,and Parent. pb! oy PEDIOTY i: 
Corio, What's this? your koees to me ? 
To your CorreRed Sonne ? 


Then let the Pibbles on the hungry beach 
Fillop the Starres : Then, let the mutinous windes 
Strike the proud Cedars 'gainſt the fiery Sun: 
Murd'ring Impoſhbility, comake 
What cannot be, ſlighc worke, 

Volum. Thou art my Wartiour, I hope to frame thee 
Do you know this Lady ? 

Corio, The Noble Siſter of Pablicols; 
The Moone of Rome: Chaſte as the 1bicle 
That's curdied by the Froſt, from pureft Snow, 
And hangs on Dians Temple: Deere Valeria. 

Volum, This is a pooxe Epitome of yours, 


May ſhew like all your elſe. 
Corio, The God of Souldiers : 
Wirh the conſent of (upreawe Toue, informe 
Thy thoughts with Noblenefle, that thou mayſt proue 
To ſhame vnyulnerable, and Ricke 1'ch Wares | 
Like a great Sea-marke ſtanding euery flaw, 
And ſauing thoſe that eye thee. 
Uolum, Your knee, Sirrah. 
Corio, That's my brave Boy, 
V olum. Een be,your wife,this Ladic,and my ſelfe, 
Are Surors to you, 
Corio, I beſeech you peace: 
Or it you'ld aske, A this before; 
The thing I haue forſworne to graune, may neuer 
Be held by youdenials, Donot bid me 
Diſmiſſe my Soldiers, or capitulate 
Againe, with Romes Mecbanickes . Tell me not 
Wherein I ſeeme vnnaturall :Defre not rallay 
My Rages and Revenges, with your colder reaſons, 
Yolum, Oh no more,no more : 
You haue ſaid you will not grant vs any thing: 
For we haue nothing elſe to aske, but that 
Which you deny already: yer we will askey 
Thar if you faile in our requeſt, the blame 
May hang vpon your hardnefle, therefore heare vs, 
Corio, Auffidins, and you Volces marke, for wee'l 
Heare novght from Rome jn priuate. Your requeſt ? 
Folum, Should we be lent & not ſpeak, our Raiment 
And ftate of Bodies would bewray what life 
We have led Gonce thy Exile, Thinke with thy ſelfe, 
How more vnfortunate thea all luing women 
Are we come hither ; fince that thy fight, which ſhould 
Make our cies How with joy,harts dance with comforts, 
Conſtraines them weepe,and ſhake with feare & ſorow, 
Making the Mother, wife,and Childe to ſee, 
The Sonne, the Husband,and the Father tearing 
His Countries Bowels out; and to poore we 


Our prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort 

That all but we enioy, For how can we ? 

Alas! how can we, for our Country pray ? 
Whezeto we are bound, together with thy viQtory : 
Whereto we are bound: Alacke,or we mult looſe 
The Countrie our deere Nurſe, or elſe thy perion 
Our comfort in the Country. We muſt finde 

An evident Calamiay, though we had 

Our wiſh, which fide ſhould win. For cither thou 
Mut as a Forraine Recreant be led 

With Manacles through our ſtreets, orelſe 


i 


| | 


| 
| 


| 
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<3j1 duty & miſtaken, all this while, 
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And beare the Palme, for having bravely ſed 
Thy Wite and Childrens blood: For wy ſclfe, Sonne, 


| | purpoſe tot to WAite on Fortune, till 


Thelic warres determine; Ft | cannot perſwade thee, 
Rather ro ſhew a Noble graceto nee pans 
Then leckeche end of one ; thou ſthaltno tooner 
M1rclito aflault th y Country, then rotreade 
(Trult roo, thou ſhalt aot jon thy Mothers wombe 
[hat broug! ir thee co 215 world, 

Virg. I,andimne,uat brought you ſorth'Medoy, 
To keepe y 0ur name Huing to time, 

Boy, Althalttretircad on me; le run awsy 
Til I am bigger, but then le fight, 

Corio, Not of a wornans tenderneſle to be, 
Requires nor Childe,nor womans face wht: 
I ave ſatero»iong, 

Vilum, Nay,go not ftromvs thus : 
Ific were (0,;hat our requeſt did tend 
To fauethe Romanes, thereby to deflro7 
The Volces whom you {erue, you might condemne vs 
As poyſonous of your Honour, No,our ſure 
15 thar you reconcile chem ; While che Volces 
May ſay, this mercy we have ſhew'd : the Ramanes, 
This we fecciu'd, and each ineither fide 
Giue the All-haile to th:ce, and'try be Bkeſt 


The end of \Wartes vacertaine : but this certaine, 
That if thou conquer Rome, the benefir 

Which thou ſhalt thereby reape, is ſuch a name 
Whoſe repetition will be dog g'd with Curles : 


{ Whoſe Chronicle thus writ, Thoman was Noble, 


But with his lalt Attempt, lie wip 'diroutrt + 
Deſtroy*d his Country,and his name remaines h, 
To tl\'in{ving Age,abhorr'd; Speake ro me Son? 
Thou haft affected the fiue trames of Honor, 


| To uitcate the graces of theGods, 


To teare with Thunder the wide Cheekes #'th* Ayre, 
And yet to clnge thy Sulphure with a Boult 

That (hoild bur rive an Oake, Why do*t nor ſpeake? 
Think'(t rhou it Honourable for a Nobleman 

Still ro remember wrongs £ Daughter,ſpeake you : 
He cares not for your weeping. Speake thou Boy, 
Perhaps thy childulinefle will moue him more 
Thete sno man inthe world 
More bound ro's Mother, yer heere he let's me prate 
Like one i'th'Stockes, Thou haſt never inchy life, 
Shew'd thy deere Mother any curtehie, 

When ſhe(poore Hen ) Fond of no fecond brood, 
Ha's clock*d thee to the \Warres : and (afelie home 
Loden witly Honor, Say my R equelt's yniult, 

And {purne me backe: Bur, 1f ir be not ſo 

Thou artnot honelt, and the Gods will plague thee 
That thou reftrorwi'lt from me the Dary, which 

To a Mothers part belongs. He turnes away : 


To his ſur-n2me Cor19/anm longs more pride 
Then piery to our Prayers. Downe an ed, 
This is the laſt, So, we will home to Rome, 
And dye among our Neighbours : Nay, behold's, 
This Boy that cannor tl] whathe would haue, 
But kneeles, and hols vp hands for fellow ſhip, 
Doc's reaton our Petition with more (trengeh 
Then thou 4 to deny't. Comeylet vs go : 

This cliow bad a Volceanto his Mother : 

His VVitc is ir» Coreoles, and his childe 


I him by"chance : yet giue vs our dipatch : 


For making vp this peace. Thouknow'lt (greet Sonne) 


Down L dies: let vs Thame him wich him withour knees 


I am huſhr yntill our City be afire,& then lle peak alitle 
' Holds her by the band /ilemt. 
Corio. O Mother, Mother! 
V\ hat haue you done? Behold, the Heauens do ope, 
The Gods looke downe, and this vnnaturall Scene 
They laugh at. Oh my Mother, Mother : Oh! 
You haue wonne a happy Victory toRome. , 
Bur for your Sonne, beleeue it : Oh beleeue it, 
Mo{t dangerouſly you haue with him preail's, 
p not moſt mortall to him. Bat let it come: 
Avjfidis, though I cannot make true Warres, 
lle trame conuenient peace, Now good Anufhding, 
Were you in my ſteed, would you have heard = | 
A Motherleſſe? or granted lefle Arid 4 
Auf. ] was mou'd withall. 
Corio, I dare be {worne you were : 
And fir, it is no little thing to make 
| Mune cyes to {weat compaſſion, But (good fir) 
\V hat peace you'l make,aduiſe me ;For my part, 
lle not to Rome, Nle backewith you, and pray you * 
Stand to mein this cauſe, Oh Mother! Wife 1 | 

Auf, lamglad thou haſt ſet thy mercy, & «hy Honor 
Artdifierence mthee : Our of that Ie worke - © © 
My ſ:!te a former Fortune. 

Corio, 1 by and by ; But we will drinke together : 
And you ſhall beare 
A better witneſle backe then words, whith we 
On like conditions, will hane Counter-ſeal'd; 

Come enter with vs : Ladics you deſerue 

Tohauea Temple built you : All the Swords 

[n Trtaly,and her Confederate Armes 

Could not have made this peace, Exennt, 
Enter Meneniua and Sicining .” ſtone ?: 

Mene, Sec you yon'd Coin 7th Capitol, yorr: corner » 

Sicin, Why what of that ? 

Mene. It t be poſſible for you to difplaceit with your 
| lictle finger, there is ſome hope the Ladies of Rome,eſpe- 
| cially his Mother, may prevatte with him, Bur I {lay,there 
| is NO hope 1 in't,our throats are ſentenc'd, and —_ vppon 
j CXCecut ton, 
| Sin, 1;'r poſsible, that ſo ſhort a time can ater thie 
| 


| 
| 
| 


condition of a mzn, | 
Acne. There 13. difierency berween a Grub & a But. 
| terfly, yet your Burterfly was a Grub: this Martins, is 
| growne from Man tv I : He has wings, bee's more: 
{ thenacreeping thing 

S'cin, Helou'd his Mother deerely, 

Mcne. So 6jd he mee: 2nd heno more remembers his 
Mother now ,then an eight yeace vld horſe, The rartneſſe 
| of his face, ſowres ripe Gr apes, W hen he walks, he moues 
| like an Engine,and the ground ſhtinkes before his Trea- 

ding. Heis able to pierce a Corfler with his eye: Talkes 
| like a knell, and his hum is a Battery, Hefirsin his State, 


asathing madefor Alexander, What he bids bee done,is 
finiſhe with his bidding. He wentsnothing of a God bur 
| Eternity,and a Heauen to Throne in, 
| Sic, Yes,mercy,if you report him truly. 
| AMene. I paint him in the CharaQter. Mark what mers 
cy his Mother ſhall bring trom him : There is no more 
| mercy in him, then there is milke ina male-Tyger, that 
| ſhall our poore City finde: and all this is long ot you, 
Sicm, The Gods be good vnto vs. 
Mene. No,in ſuch a caſe the Gods will not bee good 
vnto vs, When we baniſh'd him, we —_— nor them ; 


Emer a Meſſenger. 
Meſſe 


— none” —_ my 


| 
y and he returning to breake our necks, they re je ect not vs, 


- -———<= -—— fp». e___ | — 
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Meſ, Sir, if you'ld ſave your life, flye to your Houſe, 
The Plebe1ans haue got your Fellow Tribune, 
And hale him vp and downe ; all ſwearing, if 
The Romane Ladies bring not comfort home; 
They | giue him death by Inches, 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
Sicin, What's the Newes ? (prevayl'd, 
Mefſ. Good Newes, good newes,the Ladies haue 
The Volcians are diſlodg'd, and Martixs gone : 
A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 
Nognot thiexpulfion of the T ar quine. 
Sicin. Friend, art thou certaine this is true ? | 
Isc moſt certaine, | 
Kef, As certaine as I know the Son is fire : 
Where haue you lutk'd that you make doubt ofit: * ; 
Ne're through an Arch ſo hurried the blowne Tide, 
As the recomforted through th'gates, Why harke you : 
Trumpets, Hoboyes Drums beate, altogether, 
The Trumpets, Sack-buts, Plalteries,and Fifes, 
Tabers,and Symboles,and the ſhowting Romans 
Make the Sunne dance, Heatke you. A jhout within 
Mene. This is good Newes : 
I will go meete the Ladies, This Yoſumnia, 
Is worth of Conſuls, Senators, Patricians, 
A City full :Of Tribunes ſuch as you, 
A Sea and Land full: you hauepray'd well to day : 
This Morning, for tenthouſand of your throates, 
I'de not haue giuen a doit, Harke,how they joy. 
Sound ftill with the Shouts, 
Sicin, Firſt,the Gods bleſſe you for yaur tydings : 
Next, accept my thanketulneſle. 
Meſſ, Sir,we haue all great cauſe to give great thanks. | 
Sicin, They are neere the City, 
Meſ. Almoſt at point to enter. 
Sicin. Wee'l meetthem, and helpe the ioy. Exewnt. 


— 


— 


Enter two Senators gwith Ladies, paſting oner 
the Stage, with other Lords, 


Sena Behold our Patronneſle, the life of Rome : 
Call all your Tribes together, praiſe the Gods, 
And make triumphant fires, ſtrew Flowers before them : 
Vnſhoot the noiſe that Baniſh'd Marrim:; 
Repeale him, with the welcome of his Mother : 
Cry welcome Ladies, welcome. 

All. Welcome Ladies, welcome. 

| A Flonriſh with Drummes & Trumpets, 


——  — 


Enter T ullus eAuffidins, with Attendants, 

Af. Go tell the Lords a'ch'City, I am heere: | 
Deliuer them this Paper : bauing readit,> 
Bid them repayre to th'Marker place, where I 
Even intheirs,and in the Commons eares 
Will vouch the truth of it, Him I accule ; 
The City Porrs by this hath enter'd, and 
Intends t'appeare before the People, hoping 
Topurge himſelfe with words, Diſpatch. 

Enter ; or 4 ( onſpratorr of Avufſidins Fatlion. 

Moſt Welcome. 

1.Con, How is it with our Generall ? 

Auf. Euen fo,as with a man by his owne Almes im- 
poyſon'd, and with his Charity flaine, 

2.Con. Moſt Noble Sir, If you do hold the ſame intent 
Wherein you wiſht vs parties ; Wee'l deliuer you | 
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| We muſt proceed as we do finde the People. 


Ot your great danger, | 
Auf. Sir, I cannottell, 
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3.Cox. The People will remaine vncertaine,whil't 
'T wixt you there's difference : bur the fall of either 
Makes the Suruiuor heyre of all, 

Auf, 1knowit: 
And my pretext to firike at him, admits 
A good conſtruction, I rais'd hiar, and I pawn'd 
Mine Honor for his truth: who being ſo heighten'd, 
He watered his new Plants with dewes of Flattery, 
Seducivg ſo my Friends : and to this end, 
He bow'd his Nature, neuer knowne before, 
Burt to be rough, vnſwayable,and free, 

3.Conſp, Sir, his ſtoutneſſe 


_— 


| When he did ſtand for Conſull, which he lo(f 


Bylacke of ftooping. 

Anf, That I would have ſpoketof: 
Being baniſh'd for't, he came ynto my Harth, 
Preſented ro my knife his Throat : I cooke him, 
Made him joynt-{ercant with me: Gaue him way 
In all his owne defires : Nay, let him chooſe 
Out of my Files, his proie&s,to accompliſh 
My beſt and freſheſt men, ſerv'd his defignements 
In mine owne perſon : holpe to reape the Fame 
Which he did end all his; and tooke ſome pride 
To do my ſelfe this wrong : Till at thelaft 
I ſeemr'd iis Follower, nor Partner; and 
He wadg'd me with his Countenance,asif 
I had bin Mercenary, 

1,Con. Sohedid my Lord: X 


| The Army marueyl'd at it, and inthelaſt, 


W hen he had carried Rome, and that we look'd 
For no lefle Spoile, then Glory, 
Axrf. There was it ; 
For which my finewes ſhall be tretcht ypon him, 
At a few drops of Womens rhewme, which are 
As cheape as Lies; he fold the Blood and Labour 
Of our great Action; therefore ſhall he dye, 
And Ile renew me in his fall. Bur hearke. 
Drummes and TY s ſound; with great 
ſhowts of the perple, 
1, Con, Your Natiue Towne youenter'd like a Poſte, 
And had no welcomes home, but he returnes 
Splicting the Ayre with noyſe, 
2. Con, And patient Fooles, 
Whoſe children he hath ſlaine, their baſe chroars teare 
With giuing him glory. 
3- Con, Thezetore at your yantage,' 
Ere he expreſſe himſelfe, or moue the people 
With what he would fay, lethim feele your Sword: 
Which we will ſecond, when he lies along 
Atter your way. His Talepronounc'd, ſhall bury 
His Reaſons, with his Body. 
Auf, Say no more, Heere come the Lords, 
Enter the Lords of the City. 
Al! Lords. You are moſt welcome home, 
Auf, 1 hauenet deleru'd it. 
Bur worthy Lords, haue you with heede peruſed 
Whar I haue written to you ? 
All, We haue, 
1,Lord. And greeue toheare't: _. 
What faults he made before the laſt, I thinke 
Might hauc ſound eafie Fines : But there to end 
Where he was to begin,and giue away 
The benefic of our Leuies, aniwering vs 
With our owne charge : making a Treatie, where 
There was a yeclding; this admirs no excuſe, 
cCcY 
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Auf. He approaches, you ſhall heare him. 


Commoners being with bad, 
Corr, Haile Lores, I am return'd your Souldier : 


| No more inte&ed with my Countries loue 


Then when I parted heace : but fill ſubhfting 
Vnder your great Command. You ate to know, 
Thar proſperouſly I haur attempred, and 
With bloody paſſage led your W ares, cuen ro 
The gates of Rome : Our {poiles we haue brought home 
Doth more then counrerpoize a full third poye 
The charges of che Action, We haue made peace 
With no lefle Honor to the Antiates 
Then ſhame co th'Romaines, And we heere deliucr 
Sublcrib'd by*th'Conſuls, and Parricians, 
Together with the Seale a'th Senat, what 
Wehaue compounded on, 

Anf. Read it not Noble Lords, 
But tell the Traitor inthe higheſt degree 
He hath abus'd your Powers. 

Coro, Traitor? How now ? 

Af, 1 Traitor, Martins. 

Corio, Martins? 

Auf. 1 Martiica, Cains Martins : Do't thou thinke 
le grace thee with that Robbery, thy Rolne name 
Coriolanm in Corioles 2 
You Lords and Heads a'th'State,perfidiouſly 
He ha's betray'd your bulinefſe,and giuen vp 
For certaine drops of Salt, your City Rotne : 

I ſay your City to his Wife and Mother, 
Breaking his Oath and Reſolution, like 

A twiſt of rotten Silke,neuer admitting 
Counſaile Ych'warre : But at his Nurſes teares 
He whin'd and roar'd away your Victory, 
That Pages bluſh'd at him, and men of heart 
Look'd wond'ing each at others. 

Corio. Hear'(t thou Mars ? 

eAruf, Name not ihe God, thou boy of Teares, 

Corio, Ha? 

Auf:d. No more. , 

Corio, Meaſuteleſſe Lyar, thou haſt made my heart 

Too great for what comaines it, Boy? Oh Slaue, 
Pardon me Lords, 'tis the firſt rime that euer 

{ was forc'd to ſcoul'd, Your judgments my graue Lords 
Muſt giue this Curre the Lye : and his owne Notion, 
Who weares my ſtripes impreſt vpon him, that 

Muſt beare my beating to his Graue, ſhall i ioyne 

To thruſt the Lye vato him, 

1 Lord. PeaccB$oth,and heare me ſpeake, 

Corio, Cut me to peeces Voices men and Lads, 
Staine all your edges on me. Boy, falſe Hound : 
> pe haue writ your Annales truc, 'tis there, 
That like an Eagle in a Dove-coat, [ 


| 
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Flatter'd your Volcians i in Corioles. 


1 Emer Coriolanus marching with Drumme and Colourr, The ) Alone I didit, Boy. 


eAnf, Why Noble Lords, 

Will you be put in minde of his blinde Fortune, 
Which was your ſhame, by this vnboly Braggart? 
'Fore your owne eyes, md cares? 

eAll Conſp, Lethim dyefor't. 

All People, Teare him to peeces,doit preſently: 
He kill'd my Sonne, my daughter, be kill d my Goſine 
Marc, he kill'd my Father, 

2 Lord, Peace hoe ; no outrage, peace: 

The man is Noble,and his Fame folds in 

This Orbe o'thcarth: His laſt offences to vs 
Shall haue Tudicious hearing, Stand Arffidmn, 
Aad trouble not thepeace, 

Corio, O that I had him, with fix Auf:dinſſes,or more : 
His Tribe, to vie my lawfull Sword, 

Auf, Inſolent illaine. 

All Conſp, Kill, kill, Kill, kill, kill him, 

Draw both the CG onſdirators, and kils Martins, who 
falles, Arffrdinu flands on him, 
Lords, Hold,hold,hold, hold, 

Auf. My Noble Maſters, heare me ſpeake, 

1.Lord. O Tull. * 

2.Lord, Thou haſt done a deed, whereat 
Valour will weepe, 

3.Lord. Tread not vpon him Maſters,all be quiet, 
Put vp your Swords, 

Auf. My Lords, 

\W hen you ſhall know (as in this Rage 
Prouok'd by him,you cannot ) the great danger 
VW hich this mans life did owe you, you'l retoyce 
Thar he is thus cutoff. Pleaſe it your Honours 
To call me ro your Senate, Ile deliver 

My ſelfe your loyall Servant, or endure 

Your keauieſt Cenfure, 

1.Lord, Beare from hence his body, 

And mourne you for him, Let him be regarded 
As the moſt Noble Coarſe, that cuer Herald 
Did follow to his Vrne, 
2.Lord. His owne impatience, 
Takes from Anffraing 2 great part of blame : 
Let's make the Belt of it, 
Auf. My Rage is gone, 
And] am firucke with forrow. Take him vp: 
Helpe three a'ch'cheefeſt Souldiers, Ile be one, 
Beate thou the Drumme that it ſpeake mournfully : 
Traile your ſReele Pikes. Though in this City hee 
Hath widdowed and vnchilded many a one, 
Which to this houre bewaile the Jnivry, 
Yet he ſhall have a Noble Memory, AfſiR, 
Exennt bearing the Body of Martins. A dead Mech 
Sowunded, 
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enter Saturninus and his Followers at one doore, Whom (worthily) you would haue now ſucceede, 


Floariſh. Enter the Tyibwnes and Senators a/ofſt Andihen | Let vs intreat, by Honour ofhis Name, 
and Baſrians and his Followers at the | And in the Capitoll and Senates right, 


other, with Drum & Colours, Whom you pretend to Honour and Adore, 
That you withdraw you, and abate your Strength, 
Saturninus, Diſmiſſe your Followers, and as Svrers ſhould, | 
Oble Patricians, Patrons of my right, Pleade your Deſerts in Peace and Humblenc tle. 
Defend the juſtice of my Cauſe with Armes. | Saturrine, How tayrethe Tribune ſpeakes, 


And Countrey-men, my loving Followers, | Tocalme my thoughts. 
Pleade my Succeſſue Title with your Swords, | Baſiia. Mavens Andronieus, ſo | do affie 
I was the firſt borne Sonne, that was the la(t 


In thy vprightneſle and Integrity : 
That wore the Imperiall Diadem of Rome ; And to 1 Loue and Honor thee, and thine, 
Then let my Fathers Honours liue in me, Thy Noble Brother Tire, and his Sonnes, 
Nor wrong mine Age with this indignitie. And Her (to whom my thoughts are humbled all) 

Baſcianus, Romaines, Friends, Follow cs, | Gracious Lawinia, Romes rich Ornament, 

Fauourers of my Right: That I will heere diſmifſe my loning Friends : 
Ifeuer Baſtian, Caſars Sonne, And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Favour, 
Were gracious in the eyes of R oyall Rome, Commit my Cauſe in ballance to be weigh'd. 
Keepe then this paſſage to the Capitol] : | Exit Sonldionrs. 
And ſuffer not Diſhonour to approach Saturnine. Friends, that haue beene 
Th'imperiall Seate to Vertue : conlecrate Thus forward in my Right, 
To Ivſtice, Continence, and Nobihty : ! Ithanke you all, and heere Di{miſſe you all, 
Bur let Deſert in pure Eledtion ſhine 3 Andtothe Love and Fauour of my Countrey, 
And Romanes, fight tor Freedome in your Choice. Commair my Selfe, my Perſon, and the Cauſe : 

Rome, be as iuſt and gracious ynto me, 

Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft with the Crowne, As I am confidene and kinde to thee. 

Open the Gates, and let me in. 
Princes, that ſtrive by Factions, and by Friends, ZLaſ:ia, Tribunes, and me, a poore Competitor. | 
Ambitiouſly for Rule and Empery : TS . Flonriſh, They go wp into the Senat boyſe, 

' Know, that the people of Rome for whom we fland 
A ſpeciall Party, have by Common voyce Enter a Captaine, 
Ia Eleion for the Romane Er perie, | Cp. Romanes make way : the good Andyanicir, 
Choſen Androniczxs, Sur-named Pio, Patron of Vertue, Romes belt Champion, 
For many good and great deſerts to Rome. Succefſefull inthe Batrailes that he fights, 
A Nobler man, a brauer W atrriour, With Honour and with Fortune is rerurn'd, 
Liues not this day within the City Walles, From whence he circumſcribed with his Sword, 
He by the Senate is accited home And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome. 
From weary Warres againit the barbarous Gorhes, 
That with his Sonnes (a terror to our Foes) Sownd Drummes and Trumpets, And then enter two of Titus 
Hath yoak'd a Nation ftrong, train'd vp in Armes. Sounes ; After them.,, two men bearing a Coffin courred 
Ten yeares are ſpent, lince heft he vodertooke with blacke, then two other Sonnes. Aﬀter them, Titus . 
This Cauſe of Rome, #nd chaſticed with Armies Andronicus , and then Tamerathe Ducens of Gothes, | 
Our Enemies pride. Fiue times he hath return'd ber two Sorines Chiron and Demetrins, with Aaron the . 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his Valiant Sonnes Hoore,and others ,as many 4s can bee: They ſet downe the , 
| Ta Cofhns from the Field. ( offin,and Titws fbeakes, : 
| And now atlaft, laden with Honours Spoyles, 
Returnes the good Anaroni-us to Rome, Andronicur, Haile Rome : 
Renowned Tu, flouriſhing in Armes. | Victorious in thy Mourning Weedes : F 
Loc 
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oc as the Burke chat hath difſcharg'd his fraught, 
Recurnes with precious lading to the Bay, 

From whence at ficft ſhe wegih'd her Anchorage : 
Commeth Ardronicw bound with Lawrell bowes, 
To reſalute his Country with his teares, 

Teares of true ioy for bis returne to Rome, 

Thou great detender of this Capitoll, 

Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend. 
Romaines,of hue and twenty Valiant Sonnes, 
Halte of the number that King Priam had, 

Bel1old the poore remaines aliue and dead! 

Theſe that Suruine, let Rome reward with Loue: 
Theſe that I bring vnto their lateſt home, 

With buriallamonygſt theic Aunnceftors, 

Heere Gothes haue giuen me leaue to ſheath my Sword: 
Tun vakindegand carclefle of thine owne, 

Why (ufter'tt thou thy Sonnes vaburied yet, 

To honer on the dreadfull ſhore of Stix ? 

Make way to lay them by their Bretheren, 


T hey open the Tombe, 

There greete in hlence as the dead are wont, 
And leepe in peace,[laine in your Countries warres : 
O ſacred receptacle of my ioyes, 
Sweet Cell of yertue and Noblitie, 
How many Sonnes of mine haſt thou in tore, 
That thou wilt never render to me more ? 

Lac, Giue vs the proudeit priſoner of the Gothes, 
That we may hew his limbes,and on a pile 
Ad manu fratrum, ſacrifice his fleſh ; 
Before this carrhly priſon of their bones, 
That ſo the ſhadowes be not yoappeas'd, 
Nor we difturb'd with prodigies on earth. 

Tie I giuc him you,the Nobleſt that Suruiues, 
The eldeſt Son of this diftreſſed Queene, 

1ym, Stay Romaine Bretheren, gracious Conqueror, 
Vicorious 7 itws,ruc the teares I ſhed, 
A Mothers teares ia paſſion for her fonve ; 
And if thy Sonnes were euer deere tothee, 
Oh thinke my ſonnes to be as deere to mee. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought ro Rome 
To beautific thy Triumphs,and returne 
Captiuetothee,and to thy Romaine yoake, 
But muſt my Sonnes be flaughtred in the ſtreetes, 
For Valiant doings in their Countries cauſe ? 
O 1 If ro fight for King and Common-weale, 
Werepiety in thine, ic is in theſe : 
Andronicns Aaine not thy Tombe with blood. 
Wilt thou draw neere the nature of the Gods ? 
Draw neere them then in being mercitull, 
Sweet mercy is Nobilicies true badge, 
Thrice Noble 7T*s,(pare my firſt borne ſonne, 

Tit, Patierr your felſe Madam,and pardon me. 
Theſe arethe Brethren, whom you Gorthes beheld 
Aliue and dead, and for their Bretheren (laine, 
Religiouſly they aske a ſacrifice: 
To this your ſonne is nacrkr, and die he muſt, 
Tappeatec their groaning ſhadowes that are gone. 

Luc, Away with hun, and make a fire ſtraight, 
And withour Swords vpon a pile of wood, 
Ler's hew lus limbes till they. be cleane conſum'd, 


Exit Sonnes with Alarbus, 
T amo. O cruel! irrcligious piety, 
Chi. \Was euer Scythia halte ſo barbarous 2 
Pem. Oppole me Scythiato ambitious Rame, 
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Alarbu goes to reſt, andwe ſuruiue, 
Totremble ynder Titus threatning lookes, 

Then Madam ſtand refolu'd,but hope withall, 

The ſelfe ſame Gods that arm'd the Queene of Troy 
With opportunitie of (harpe revenge 

Vpon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, : 

May fauour T amora the Queene of Gothes, 

( When Gorthes were Gothes,and Tamora was Queene ) 
To quit the bloody wrongs vpon her foes, 


Enter the Sonnes of Andronicus againe, 


Luci, See Lord and Father, how we haue pe:form'd 
Our Romaine rightes, A/arbms limbs are lopr, 
And intrals feedethe facrifiling fire, | 
Whole ſmoke like incenſe doth perfume the skie, 
Remaineth nought bur to interre our Brethren, 
And with low'd Larums welcomethem to Rome. 

Tit, Letit be fo,and let Androniws 
Make this his lateſt farewell ro their ſoules, 

Flourihh, 
Then Sound Trumpets,and lay the C oſfias in the Tombe, 

In peace and Honour reſt you heere my Sonnes, 
Romes readieſt Championsgrepofe you heere inreſt, 
Secure from worldly chaunces and miſhaps : 
Heerelurks no Treaſon, heere no ene (wels, | 
Hecre grow no damned grudges, heere are no tormes, 
No noyle,bur filence and Eternallleepe, 
In peace and Honour reſt you heere my Sounes, 


Enter Lavinia, 


Lawi. Tn peace and Honourylive Lord 7i1z long, 

My Nuble Lord and Father,live in Fame; 

[oe at this Tombe my triburarie teares, 

I rendec tor my Bretherens Obſequies: 

And at thy feete [ kneelegwith teares of ioy 
Shed on the earth {or thy returne to Rome. 

O bleſſe me heere with thy victorious hand, 
Whole Fortune Romes belt Citizens applau'd, 

74 Kind Rome, | 
That haſt thus lovingly reſeru'd 
The Cordia!l of mine age to glad my hart, 

Lavinia live out-live thy Fathers dayes : 
And Fames eternall Cate for vertucs praiſe, 

Marc. Long liue Lord T1txs, my beloued brother, 
Graciovs Triu:ypher in the eyes of Rome, y. 

Tit, Thankes GenileTribune, 

Noble brother Marcss. 

Mar. And welcome; Nephews from ſucceſfull wars, 
You that ſurviue and you that ſleepe in Fame: 
Faire Lords your Fortunes are all alike in all, 
That in your Countries ſeruice drew your Swords. 
Bur (ater Triumph is this Funerall Pompe, 

That hath afpir'd to Solon; Happines, 
And Triumphs over chaunce in honours bed. 
Tit w Andronicw,ghepeopleot Rome, 
Whole friend in juſtice thou haſt ever bene, 
Send thee by me their Tribune and their truſt, 
This Paliiament of white and ſpetlefſe Hue, 
And name thee in EleQion for the Empire, 
With cheſe our late deceaſed Emperours Sonnes : 
Be Canaidatxs then.and putit on, 
And helpe to ſet a head on headleſſe Rome, 
Tit. A better head her Gjorious body firs, 
Then his that ſhakes for age and feelenefle; 
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Patricians eraw your Sword#;and 
Till Saternimu beRomes Empetrovr : 

| Azdronicus would thou wert fhipr to hel,” 
Rather then rob me of the peoples hares, 


And lay, 
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What ſhoutd 1 d'on this Robe an&treuble you, 
Be ehoten with proclamations to day, 

To morrow yeeld yp rule, reſigne my life, 

And ſer abroatfnew brfineffeforyou all. 
Rome 1 haue bene thy Souldier forty yeares, 
And led my Counttfes frtngth ſucceffefully, 
And buciedone and'twenry, Valiant Sonnes, 
Knighted in Field, ffaine hanfully in Armes, 

| In right and Sertice ofthetr Noble Covnrrie : 

{| Giue me a fiaffe of Honour for mine age, 

Bur not a Scepter ro conttonle the world, 
Vpright he fed ir Lords thatheld it aft, 70" 


Mar. Titxs,thou ſhalt obtaine and aske the Ecmperie. 
Sat, Proud and ambitious Tribune} rhov tell ? 
Tits. Patience Prince Satrrnimu, "© ON | 
Sat. Romaines do nie right, TT 
ſheath'them not” 
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Luc. Proud Sathrxine, weertupeer of the good 


That Noble minded T rrwus mietines to thee; 


Tit. Content thec Printe;1 wil: reftortro thee 
The peoples harts,and weane them from themſelves, 
Baſs; Andronitm,1 donorfiatter thee 
But Honovr thee, and will doe till I die: 
My Faction if thou firengthen with thy Friend ? 
| will moft thankefu}! be,and chankest6 men 
OfNoble mindes,is Honourzble Meede. 
Tit, Peopkr of Rome, and Noble Tribunes heere, 
I aske your vyoyces and your Suftrages, 
Will you beftow them triendly on Andronicus ? 
Tribunes, To oratifie the-good Andronicas, 


' And Gratulate his ſafe returne to Rome, 


The people will accept whom he admits. 
Tit, TribunesT thanke you, and this ſure I make, 
That you Create your Emperours eldeſt ſonne, 


[| Lord Satwraine,whoſe Vertves will I hope, 


Refle& on Rome as TyrarisRayes on earth, 
And ripen Iuſtice mthis Common» weale'; 
Then if you will ele by my aduiſe, 


[| Crowne him, and ay : Lovg hve ovr Emperour, 


Mar. An. With Voyces and applaule of ceery ſort, 

Patricians ard Plebeans we Create * 

Lord Satwrninus Romes Great Emperour. 

Long Ime our Emperour Satwrnine, 

"A long Flowriſh till they come downe., 

Satu. Titns Androniens,tor thy Fauours dore, 

Towsm our Hle&ion this day, 

I give thee thatikes irypart of thy Deſerts, 

And will with Deeds requite thy gentleneſſ: : 

And for an Onſet Tit#51r0 advance 

Thy Name, and Honorable Familie, 

Laxinia will I make my Empreſſe, 

Rome sRoyal! Miſtcis, Miſtris of my hart 

And inthe Sacred Pathan her eſpoule : 

Tell me And#onicus doth this motion pleaſe thee # 
Tit. It doth my wotthy Lord,andia this match, 

I hold me Highly Honoured of your Grace, 

And heere in fght of Rome,to Serine, 

King 2nd Commander of our Common.weale, 


The Wide-worlds Emperour,do 1 Conſecrate, 


My Sword, my Choriot,ond my Prilonerss, 


| Preſents well Worthy Romes Imperial Lord : 


Receive them thenthe Tribute that [ owe, 
Mine Honours Enfignes humbled at my feete, 


— 


—_— 


Sarw, Thankes Noble-Tis; Father of my life, | 
How proud T am of thee,and of thy gifts” 
Rome ſhall record,andwhen 1 do forget / | 
The \eaſt bf theſe vnſpeakable Deſerts, | 
Romans forget your Fealtie ro me. | 

Tit, Now Madam are your priſonerto an Emperour, 
To him that for you Honour and yourState, | 
Will vie you Noblyand your followers. 

Satw. A goodly Lady,traſt me of the Hue 
That I would chooſe, were I to chooſe anew : --* 
Cleere vp Faire Queene that cloudy connmenarice,, 
Though chadhee of warre”' © -* 199 8 ' 
Hath wrought this changeof cheere” ++ 1 
Thou com'ttnot to be rmade 2 ſcorne in Rome: - 
Princely ſnaitbe thy vſage etiery way, ''* - 450.220 
Reſt or, my wordand letnor diſcontent ' +72 "DES? L 


. 
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Dnntall your hopes + Madam he comforts you, 
Can make your Greater then the Qiicene- of Gothes?3 ''Þ 
L a«inia you are not difpled('d with-ehns 2756: © | 
Lax. Not | my Lord, fityirneNobilifie;” 
Warrants theſe words in Princely-curtefie? . 
Sat . Thankes ſweete Lain Romans let vs goe: #'* | 
Ranſomleſſe heere weſer dur Priſorſersfree, 42207'S 
Proclaime our Honors Lotds with Trump&and Druai, - | 
Paſs, Lord Titre by your leave, this Maids tmirie/” 
Tit. How fir? Are you in earneſt then ty Loutd >= TI | 
Baſe. TNoble Tirzs,and reſoki'd withall, 
To doe my felfe this reaf6h; md this right; 
Marc, Sem cuiquam$s or RomaneTuſtice, j | 
This Prince in Tuice ceazeth bur his owiie, | 
Luc. And that he will and ſhall, if Luci live. 
Tit. Trayrots awant,whereis the Emperours Guarde? 
Treaſon my Lord, Lawinie is ſurprit'd. 
Sat, Surpriſ'd, by whom ? 
Baſs. By him that iuftly may . 
Beaie his Betroth'd, from all the world away, 
Muti, Brothers helpe to'convey her hence away, 
And with my Sword He keepethis doore fafe. 
Tit . Foilow my Lord;and le ſoone bring her backe. 
Aſut, My Lord you paflienor heere.” 
Tit, What villaine Boy batt me'my way in Rowe 7 
Tar, Helpe Lucins helpe, * He hils him, | 
Luc, My Lord youart viieft,and morethen to, | - 
ln wrongfull quarrel yowhave Naine your ſon, 
T*t, Nor thou, nof he/are any fonnes of mine, 
My ſonnes would never ſo diſh onour mie, 
Traytor reſtore Lanmiato'the Emperour; 
Lac. Dead ifyou will, but nor ro be his wite, 
That is anothers lawfull promift Loue. 
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Enter alofi the Emperony with T amora and her two 
ver ,and Aaron the Moore. Df, 

Empe, No Titiu,no;the Emperour needs herhot,” 
Nor her,nor thee,nor any ofthy ſtocke: 
He truſt by Leitfure him that mocks me once, 
Theeneper : not thy Frayterous haughty ſonnes, 
Confederates all, thus to-diſhonour me, , | 
Was none in Rome xo make a ſtale | 
Bur Sarwrnine ? Full well Andronicad 
Agreetheſe Deeds, wir that proud bragge of thine, 
That faw'ft ,1 beg'd the Empire at thy hand*, 

Tit, O monfirous,what reproachfull words are theſe ? 
Sat, But goe thy wayes,goe giue that changing peece, 
To him that flouriſh for her with his Sword : | 
A Valliant ſonne in-law thou ſhaltenioy 2 
One,ttz to bandy with thy lawlefle Sonnes, 


To 


—— 
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To ruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome. - | 2.Sowne, Father,andin that name doth nature ſpeake, 


— Ao 
——— — ——_— 

th i.e tt. ee 

mm tt _— —_ — 


| e if all the reſt will peede. 
Tit, Thele words are Razors to my wounded hart. | Ie. Tore RI KA hen halfe my {Jar 
| Sat. And theretore louely T amore Quecue of Gothes, 0 hs Facher,ſpule and ſubſtance of vs all, 
| That like the ſtately 7 bebe mong, i her Nimpbs ; yok Suffer thy brocher Mavens to interre | 
Doſt over-ſhine the Gallant" Dames of Rome, His Noble Nephew beerc in yertues neſt, 
if hou be pleat'd with this my tocaine choyle, That died in Honour and Laxmia's cauſe, 
| Bc!10! I chooſe thee Tamorafor my Bride, Thou art a Romaine, be not barbarous; 
| And will Create thee Bputaol Suns, 'd hoyſe? | TheGreekes vpon aduiſe did bury Ajax 
| Speake Queencot Goths doſt thou applau my choy That flew hicabidle: And Lone Grand, 
And heere 1 ſweare by all the Romaine Gods, Did graciouſly plead for his Funerals : 
| Sith Prieſt and Holy-water,ace ſoneere, : Let 6 young Mutivs then that wasthy ivy, - 
And Tapers burne lo bright, and every thing Be bard his enzrance heere. | 
Jn readines for Hymenews Rand, Tit. Riſe Marcns,riſe, | 
I will no relalute the l1rects of Rome, - The diſmall'f day is this that ere I ſaw, 
| Or clime mk neon wn - m_ = " To be diſhonored by my Sonnes in Rome : 
| rIGE aLON , ? 
| 3 hte ria in ſight hom toRomel ſweare, | Well,bury age" wy ap = aur 
If Sarwrnize aduance the Queen of Gothes, Lys. Therelie thy bones ſweet Aſmtins with thy 
Sheejvill a Hand augld ban jolp Gabers, Till we with Trophees do adorne thy Tombe. (friends 
A louing Nurſe, a Mother tohis youth, The) all kneele and (xy: 
Saw. AlcendFaire Qeone, No man ſhed teares for Noble Aſutrus, 
Panthean Lords, accompany : :4 Heliyes in Fame,that di'd jn vertues cauſe. Exit, 
Your Noble Emperour and his lovely Bride, Mar, My Lord to ſtep our ottheſe ſudden dumps, 
Sent by the heauens for Prince Satwrnine, ; nes eats Gone of Gathes, 
Wheye Ween rn ber Forrpar COnguared, Is of a ſodaine thus aduanc'd _—_—_ ? 
There ſhall we Conſummacte our Spouſall _ _ no ae FE SSA 
'S | | Bebe. ; 1 viſe or no) the heauens can cell, 
"T7 Tit. Iam notbid to waite ypon this Bride; ( Ke ana? -4 Ir ding © themen, | 
5; þ Titar\ohen mas hos Wong tn walke Hlone, ? That brought her for this high goodturne fo farre ? 
Zn Diſhonoured thus and Challenged of wrongs Yes, and will Nobly him remunerate. | 
Puter Marcus and Titw Seonr Fleſh 
t with the Meore 
f Mar O Titns (o5 ! Ofce what thou haſt done ! __ gr 3uning pg way yan, Gs end | 
'R x In a bad quargell,Nlaine a Vercuous ſonne, . yeni WA 
k Tit, No fooliſh Tribune,no ; Nolonne of mine, Cat. 'So Baſciavns,you have plaid your prize, 
; [ Nor thou, nor thele Colfedrates in the deed, Bob uo 1s mit your Gallant Bride. | 
| That hath diſhonourcd all our Family, a of wy you of yours my Lord ; I ſay no more, | 
1k; 8 Vaworthy dcother, and vnwarthy mn Nor ” no leffo,nnd fa lrobdery leade, 4 
Vf | Luci, Batlet vs giue him buriall as becomes : Sat. Traytor,jf Rome have law,or we haue power, 
PW Giue eſ»rca: buriall with our Bretheren. . [ ll hy eRticn hall repencchis Rope, 
W91N | Tit. Traytors away,he relt's aot in this _ e2 | Baſi. Rape call you it my Lord,to i wa owne, 
' | This pnnmegs inofmarerh parges Toth foge, My true betrothed Loue, andnow my wife ? 
4.1 Which beue Compracnlly jane ; Burt let the lawes of Rome determine all, 
F.1 Heere none but Souldiers,and Romes Servitors, Meane while I am poſleſt ofthat is mine. 
| Repole in Fame: None baſely ſlaine in braules, Sat. "Tis good fir : you are very ſhort with ys, | 
[4 A Bury him where you can, he comes not heere, Berifwoling mae bens ſharpe with you, 
on Mar. My Lord this is impiety in you, Baſi. My Lord, what I haue done as beſt 1.may, 
pry My Nephew Mates deeds do plcadtor him, Anſwere 1 muſt, ard ſhall do with wy life, 
$1 | He mult be buried with his brerhcren. Onely thus much | giue your Grace to know, 
| nd 1nail,or ny 4 4 44s e 
n | Ti, And (hall! What villaine was it ſpake that word ? _ kr TIE d, 7 
'S | Tins ſonnr (roars. hank That in the reſcue of Lavinia, | 
1 1 He that would vouch'd ic 10 any place but cere. With his owne hand did lay his ycungeft Son, 
þ 4-' | Tir. What would you bury him in my deſpight? In zeale to you, and highly mou'd to wrath. 
" | 00) Wi apy _ , Diem, 20Y he | Tobe foncduntd in that he frankly gaue: 
8, _ | To pardon Afatms, and to bury | j o favour Saiwrnine 
; 1088 © | Fi. Marcus, Even thou haft ſtroke ypon my C _ plea 5x. nr Fewr7 x nit fin # as, 
FORK 244 ep; 479 NAGA 1-9 RES RAS RENEE, A Father and a friend to thee,and Rome. 
Km! 12 My foes doc repuby you everg.one, Tit. Prince Baſiianus leaue to plead my Deeds, 
"4 Sotrouble me no more, but get you gone. | 'Tis thou, and thoſe, that haue 7 uae me, 
1&1 '# | 1.Some. Heisnothimſcltc,lert vs withdraw, =_— go. ont thy heavens be my iudge, | 
"of | | 2.S0:ne, NotT tell ſatin; bones be buried, How Tens nn Moncn'd Slommanind! 
Wt if The Trouhiy andiohe finacy hqoath, . Tam. My worthy Lord if cuer Tamera, 
{0 b | Afw. Brother, for in that name doth nature plea'd. | and ih. 7 Were? 
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Were gracious in thoſe Princely eyes of thine, 
Then heare me ipeake indifferently for all : 
And at my ſute ( {weet ) pardon what is paſt, 
Satw, What Madam, be diſhonoured openly, 
And baſelypur it vp without revenge ? 
Tam. Notiomy Lord, 
The Gods of Rome for-fend, 
I ſhould be Authour to diſhonouryou, 
Burt on mine honour dare, I vadertake 
For good Lord Titxs innocence in all : 
Whoſe fury not diſſembled ſpeakes his griefes : 
Then at my ſute looke graciouſly on him, 
Looſe not ſo noble a friend on vaine ſuppoſe, 
Nor with ſowre lookes affti&t his gentle hearr, 
My Lord,berul'd by me,be wonne atlaQ, 
Diſſemble all your griefes and diſcontents, 
You are but newly planted in your Throne, 
Leaſt then the people, and Patricians coo, 
Vpona iuſt ſuruey take T its part, 
And ſo ſupplant vs for ingrerendy 
Which Rome reputes to be a hainous fin ne. 
Yeeld at intreats, and then letme alone : 
le finde a day to maſſacre them all, 
And race their faQtion,and their familie, 
The cruell Father,and his trayt'rous ſonnes, 
To whom] ſued for my deare ſonnes life. 
And make them know whart 'tis to let a Queene, 
Kneele in the fireetes,and beg for grace in vaine. 
Come, come,{weet Emperour, (come Andronicns) 
Take yp this good old man, and cheere the heart, 
That dies in tempeſt of thy angry frowne. 
King. Riſe Tis, riſe, 
My Empreſle bath preuail'd. 
Tits. I thanke your Maieftie, 
And her my Lord, 
Theſe words,theſe lookes, 
Infuſe new life in me. 
T amo. Titxs,] am ncorparate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted happily, 
And muft aduiſe the Emperour for his good, 


This day all quarrels die Azdronicus. 


And let it be mine honour good my Lord, 

That I haue reconcil'd vour friends and you, 

For you Prince Baſsianus,] haue paſt 

My word andpromiſe to the Emperovr, 

That you will be more milde and tractable, 

And tearenot Lords: 

And you Lanimia, 

By my aduiſe all humbled on your knees, ** 

You ſhall aske pardon of his Mateſtie, 
Sen, Wedoe, 

And yow to heauen, and to his Highnes, 

That what we did, was mildly, as we might, 

Tendring our hſters honour and our owne, 
Mar. That on mine honour heere I do proteſt, 
King, Away and ta!ke not,trouble vs no mores 
Tamora, Nay ,nzy, 

Sweet Emperour, we muſt all be friends, 

The Tribune and his Nephews kneele tor grace, 

] will not be denied, ſweet hart looke back. 
King. Marcus, 

For chy ſake and thy brothers heere, 

And at my lovely T amora's intreats, 


{ I dne remit theſe young mens haynous faults, 
|: and vp : Laxiniachough you left me like a churle, 


1 found a friend, and ſure as death I (ware, 


«©. 


| 


— 


I would not part a Batchellout from the Pric?, 
Come, if the Emperours Court can feaſt two Brides, 
You are my gueſt Lawnie, and your friends : 
This dayſhall be a Loue-day Tamor «. 
Tit, To morrow and it pleaſe your Maieſtie, 
To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, 
With horne and Hound, 
Weele give your Grace Bon 1owr, 


Satxr, Be itlo Titm,and Gramercy to. Exenm, 


— 
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Attus Secunda. 
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Flowriſh, Enter Aaron alone. 

Aron, Now climbeth Ta»ra Olympus toppe, 

Safe our of Fortunes ſhor, and fits aloft, 

Secure of Thunders cracke or lightning flaſh, 

Aduanc'd about pale envies threatning reach: 

As when the goldenSunne ſalures the morne, 

And having gilt the Ocean with bis beames, 

Gallops the Zodiacke ir his gliſtering Coach, 

And ouer-lookes the higheſt piering hills : 

Sn\T amora 

Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waite, 

And vercue ſtoopes and trembles at her frowne. 
Then Aaron arme thy hart, and fir thy thoughrs, 
To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miſtris, 

And mount her pitch, whom thou in ttiumph long 

Haſt priſoner held, ferttred ia amorous chaines, 

And taſter bound to Aarons charming eyes, 

Then is Prometheus ti'de to Cancaſus, 

Away with flauiſh weedes,and idle thoughes, 

I will be bright and ſhine in Pearle and Gold, 

To waite vpon this new made Empreſſe. 

To waite ſaid I 2 To wanton with this Queene, 

This Goddeſle, this Semerimw, this Queene, 

This Syren,that will charme Romes Saturnine, 

And ſee his ſhipwracke,and his Common weales. 

Hollo, what Rtorme is this ? 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius braning, 
Dem. Chiron thy yeres wants wit,thy wit wants edge 

And manners to intru'd where I am grac'd, 

Ard may for ought thou know'ſt afteed be. 

Chi. Demetrins,thou doo'ſt over-weene in all, 

And toin this, to beare me downe with braues, 

'T13 not the difference of a yeere or two 

Makes me lefle gracious,or thee more fortunate : 

] am as able, aod as fit,as thou, 

To ſerue,and to deſeruemy Miſtris grace, 

Andthat my ſword vpon thee ſhall approve, 

And plead my paſſions for Lawinia's loue, 
Arom,Cluds,clubs,theſe louers wilt not keep the peace. 
Dem, Why Boy,although our mother (vnaduiled) 

Gaue you a daunſing Rapier by your ſide, 

Are you ſo deſperate growne to threat your friends ? 

Goe tao : haue your Lath glued within your ſheath, 


{ Till you know better how to handle it, 


Chi. Meane while fir, with the lietle $kj\1T have, ' 
Full well ſhalt thou perceine how much I dare. 
Deme, 1 Boy,grow ye ſo brave e They drawe. 
Aron, Why how now Lords? 
So nere the Emperours Pallace dare you draw, ; | 
An 
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And maintaine ſuch a quarrell openly? | That what you cannot 8s you wouldatcheiue, 
Full well I wote, the ground of all this grudge. You muſt perforce accompliſh as you may: 
1 would not for 2 million of Gold, Take this of me, Lacrece was not more chaſt 
The cauſe were knowne to them it moſt concernes, Then this Lawinia, Baſtian loue, 
* | Nor would your noble mother for much more A ſpeedier courſe this lingring languiſhmentx 
Be ſo diſhonored in the Court of Rome<« Muft we purſue, and I haue found the path: 
For ſhame put vp. My Lords, a ſolemne hunting is in hand, 
Deme. Not 1, till Ihave ſheath'd There will the louely Roman Ladies troope ; 
My rapier in his boſome,and withall The Forreſt walkes ate wide and ſpacious, 
| Thruſt theſe reprochfull ſpeeches downe his throar, And many vofrequented plors there are, 
Thar he hath brearh'd in my diſhonour heere, Fitted by kinde Go rape and villanie : 
Chi. For that I am prepar'd,and full relolu'd, Single you thither then this dainty Doe, i 
Foule ſpoken Coward, And ſtrike ber home byforce,itnot by words; 
| That thundreſt with thy tongne, This way or not atall,ftand you in hope. 
And with thy weapon nothing dar'ft performe, Come,come,our Empreſle with her ſacred wit 
Aron, A way I lay. To villainie and yengance conſecrate, 
Now by the Gods that warlike Gothes adore, Will we acquaint with all that we intend, 
| This pretty brabble will yndoo vs all : And ſhe ſhall file our engines with advite, 
Why Lords,and thinke younot how dangerous That will not (uffer you to ſquare your ſelues, 
It is to ſet ypon a Princes right ? But to your wiſhes height aduance you both, 
What is Lawjnia then become {o looſe, The Emperours Court is like the houſe of Fame, 
Or Baſiianws (0 degenerate, Thepallace full of rongues, of eyes, of cares; 
| That for her loue ſuch quarrelsmay be broacht, The Woods are ruthlefſe, dreadfull, deafe, and dull : 
Without controulement, Juſtice, or revenge ? There - 20 6m firike braue Boyes,& take your rurnes, 
Young Lords beware, and ſhould the Emprefſe know, There ſerue your lufts, ſhadow'd from heauens eye, 
This diſcard ground,the muticke would not pleaſe, | And reuell in Lawimia's Treaſur ie, 
Chi, i care notl, knew ſhe and all the world, Ch; , Thy counſell Lad ſmells of no cowardiſe, 
I loue Lawinia more then all the world. Deme. Sy f.c ant nefas, till 1 finde the ſtreames, 
Demet, Youngln $» To coole this heat, a Charme to calme their fits, 
Learne thou to make ſome meaner choiſe, Per Stigia per manes Vebor. Exeunt, 
Laxinia is thine elder brothers hope. 
Aron. Woy are ye mad ? Or know yenot in Rome, Enter Titus Andronicus and bis three ſonnes, making 4 noyſe 
How furious and impatiem they be, with hounds and hornes, and eM arcus, | 
And cannot brooke Competitors in loue ? | 
Itell you Lords,you doe but plot your deaths, Tit. The hunt is vp, the morne is bright and gray, 
By this deviſe, The fields are fragranr, and the Woods are green; . | 
Chi. Aroma thouſand deaths would I propoſe, Vncouple heere, and let vs make a bay, 
To atchicue her whom | do loue, And wake the Emperour, and his louely Bride, 
Aron. To atcheiue her,how ? And rouze the Prince, and ring a hunters peale, 
Deme. Why,mak'f thou it ſa ſtrange ? That all the Court may eccho with the noylſe, 
Shee is a woman, therefore may be woo'd, Sonnes let it be your charge, as it is ours, 
{Shee is a woman,therfore may be wanne, To attend the Emperours perſon carefully ; 
Shee1s L4%imia cheretore mult be lou'd. | I have bene troubled in wy leepe this night, 
What man, more water glidech by the Mill But dawning day new comtort hath inſpir'd, 
Then wots tae Miller of and ealie it is 
Of a cut loafe to ſteale a ſhive we know : Winde Horner, 
Though Baſsianus be the Emperours brother, Heere a cry of boundes, and wmde bornes in a peale,then 
Better then he haue worne Fulcans badge, Enter Saturmmns,T amora,Bſſuanus, Laninia Chiron, De- 
Aron, 1, and as good as Satwrniaq may. metrius,aud their Attendants, 
J Dems. Then why ſhould he diſpaire that knowes to 
Witch words, faire lookes, and liberaliry : (court it Ti, Many good morrowes to your Maieſtie, | 
What haſtnort thou full ofcen ſirucke a Doe, Madam to you as manyand as good, 
And borne her cleanly by the Keepers noſe 2 I promiſed your Grace, a Hunters peale, 
Aron. Why then it icemes ſome certaine ſnatch or ſc Satur. And you haue rung it luſtily my Lords, 
V/ould ſerue your turnes, | Somewhar to earely for new married Ladies, 
Chi. I'fo the turne were ſerved, Baſt. Lawinia,how ſay you ? 
Deme. Aaron thou haſt hit it. Las. I ſayno:; 
Aron. Would you kad hit it roo, I have bene awake two houres and mores 
Then ſhould not we be tir'd with this adoo : Satur, Come on then, horſe and Chariots letvs haue, 
Why harke yee, harke yee, aud are you ſuch fooles, And to our ſport : Madam,now ſhall ye (ce, | 
To ſquare for this ? Would it offend youthen ? | Our Romaine hunting. 
Chi. Faith not me, Mar. 1 haue dogges my Lord, 
Deme. Nor me,ſfo] were one, Will rouze the proudeft Panther inthe Chaſe, 
Aron. For ſhame befriends, & joyne for that you iar: | And climethe higheſt Þ omontary top. 
'Tis pollicie,and ftratageme mult doe | Tit, And I have horſe will follow where the game 
ng you affe,aud ſo muſt you reſolue, Makes way, and runnes likes Swallowes ore. the plaine | 


Deme. Chiron 


—_— 


—_ —_ 
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i Deme, Chiron we hunt not we,with Horſe nor Hound 
But hope to plucke a dainty Doeto ground, 
Enter Aaron alone. 
Aron, He that had wit, would chinke that] had none, 
To bury ſo much Gold vnder a Tree, 


O29 — 


Let him that thinks of me fo abiealy, 

Know that this Gole muſt couzea firatageme, ; 

Which cunningly eftetted,will beger | 

And ſo repoſe ſweet Gold tor their vnreſt, 

That haue the:r Almes our of the Empreſle Cheft. 
Emer T amora tothe Moore. 

Tamo, My louely Aaron, | 
Wherefore look'(t thou fad, | 
When euery thing doth make a Gleefull boaſt ? 
The Birds chaunt melody on cuery buſh, 


The greene leaues quiuer, with the cooling winde, 
And make a cheker'd ſhadow on the ground : 
Vader their {weete ſhade,«Aaror let vs hit, 

And whil' the bablirg Eccho mock's the Hounds, 
Replying ſhrilly co the well run'd-Hornes, 

4s if a double hunt were heard at once, 

Let vs fit downe,and marketheir yelping noyſe: 
And after conflict, ſuch as was {uppos'd. 


When witha happy Rtorme they were lurpris'd, 
And Curtain'd with a Counſaile-keeping Caue, 
We may each wreathe\ in the others armes, 
(Our paftimes done) poſleſſe a Golden (lumber, 
| Whiles Hounds and Hornes,and ſweet Mclodious Birds | 
Be vntO vs, as is a Nurſes Song 
Of Lullabie,to bring her Babe aſlcepe. 

Aron, Madame, 
ThoughYenws gouerne your dehires, 
Saturneis Dominator over mine : 
Whar ſignifies my deadly Randing eye, 
My hlence,and my Cloudy Melancholie, 
My fleece of Woolly haire,that now vncurles, 
Euen as an Adde: when ſhe dath vnrowle 
Todo ſome fatall execution ? 
No Madam,theſe areno Veneriall fgnes, 


Blood, and reuenge, are Hammering in my head, 
Harke Tamora,the Empreſle of my Soule, 
Whichneuer hopes more heauen,thenreſts in thee, 
This is the day of Doome for Baſcianus; 

His Philomel muſt looſe her tongue to day, 

Thy Sonnes make Pillage of her Chaſtity, 

And waſh their hands in Baſianms blood. 

Seeſt thou this Letter,rake it vp I pray thee, 
And giue the King this fatall plotted Scrowle, 
Now queſtion me no more, we are eſpied, 
Heere comes a parcell of our hopefull Booty, 

W hich dreads not yer their hues deftruCtion. 


Enter Baſſianu and Lavinia. 


Tamo. Ah my ſvieet Moore: 
Sweeter to me then lite, 
Aron. No more great Empreſſe, Baſſianus comes, 
| Be croſle with him,and Ile goe fetch thy Sonnes 
To backe thy quarrell what fo ere they be, 
Baſſi. Whom haue we heere ? 
Romes Royall Empreſle, 


The Snake lies rolled in the chearetull Sunne, 


Excunt 


| 


And never after to inherit it, | 


' Should drive vpon his new transformed limbes, 
A very excellent peece of villany : | 


, Androbe doubted ,that your Moore and you | 
' Are fiagled torch to cry experimenhts ; 


— —— 


The wandring Prince and Dido once enioy'd, 
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Vengeance is in my heart,death in my hand, JA. | 
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Who hath abandoned her holy Groues, 
To lee the general! Hunting in this Forreſt? 
T amo. Sawc'e contiouler of our private ſteps; 
Had | the power, that ſome {ay Dian had, 
Thy Temples ſhould be planted preſently. 
Wiih Hornes, as was Acteons, and the Hounds 


\ 2mannerly Intruder as thou art. | 
; , : 
Laxi. Vnder your patience gentle Empreſle, 


'F1s chought you haue a goodly gitr in Horning, 


Toue (he:ild your husband from his Hounds to day, 
Tis pirry they ſhould rake him for a Stag, 
Biſſi. Beleeue me Queene, your ſwarth Cymerion, 
Doth make your Honour of his bodies Hue, 
Spotted, detelted,and abhominable. 
Why arz you ſequeſtred from all your traine? 
Diſmounced trom your Snow-whie goodly Steed, 
41nd wandred hither toan obſcure plur, 
Accompanied with a barbarous Afoore, 
It tovle defire had not conducted you ? 
Lani. And being intercepted in your ſport, 
Great reaſon that my Noble Lord,be rated 
For Saucineſle, | pray you let vs hence, 
And let her ioy her Rauea coloured loue, 
This valley fits the p urpole paſſing well, 
Baſſi. The King my Brother ſhall have notice of this. 
Lavr. I,for theie fligs have made him noted long, 
Good King, to be {o mightily abulcd. 
Tamors. Why 1 hauc patience to endure all this? 
Enter Chiron and Demetrins, 
Dem. How now deere Soueraigne 
And our gracious Mother, 
Why doth your Highnes looke fo pale and wan? 
Tamo. Hauel] not reaſon thinke you to looke pale. 
Thelerwo haue tic'd me hither ro this place, 
A barren,dereſted yale you ſee itis. 
The Trees though Sommer, yet forlorne and leane, 
Ore-come with Moſſe,and balefull Miſſelto, 
Heere neuer ſhines the Sunne,heere nothing breeds, 
Volefle the nightly Owle,or fatall Rauen ; 
And when chey ſhew'd me this abhorred pit, 
They tol4 me heere ar dead time ofthe night, 
A thouſ»nd Fiends,a thouſand hiffiag Snakes, 
Ten thouſand ſwelling Toades,as many Vrchins, 
Would make ſuch fearefull and confuſed cries, 
As any mortall body hearing it, | 
Should ſtraite fall mad, or elſe die ſuddenly. 
No {ooner had they told this helliſh tale, 
But ſtrait they cold me they would binde me heere, 
Vato the bo('y ofa diſmall yew, 
And leaue me to this miterable death. 
And then they call'd me foule Adultereſſe, 
Laſciuious Goth,and all the bittereſt reamrde's 
That ever care did hearero ſuch effeR. | 
And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 
This vengeance on me had they exccured : 
Revenge n,as you loue your Mothers life, 
Or be ye not henceforth cal'd my Children, 
Dem, This is a witnefſe that 1 am thy Sonne, ſtab him, 
Chi. And this for me, 
Strook home to ſhew my ſtrength. 
Lani, 1 come Semeramwu_ nay Batbarous Tamora. 
d d Fag 
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20 
For no name fits thy nature but thy owne, 
Tam. Giueme thy poyniard,you ſhal know my boyes 
Your Mothers hand {hall right your Mothers wrong, 
Deme, Stay Madam iecte is more belongs to her, 
Firft thraſh the Corne,then afcer burne the ttraw : 
This Minton ſtood vponler chaſtity, 
Vpon her Nuptiall vow, her ioyaltic, 
And with that painted hope, braues your Mightineſſe, 
And ſhall ſhe carry this varo ker graue ? 
Chi.” And if ſhe doe, © 
I would I were an Eunuch, 
Drag hence her !1\nsband to fome ſecret hole, 
And make his dead Trunke- Piilow to our lutt, 
Tamo. But when ye haue the huny we detire, 
Let not this Waſfpe ouc-line vs both to ſting. | » 
* Chir, | warraitt you Madam we will make that ſure; 
Come Miſtris,now pertorce we will enioy, 
That nice-preterued honefly of yours, 
Laxi. Oh Tamnra,chou bcar'lt a woman face, 
Tamo, 1 will not heare her ſpeake, away with her, 
Lani. Sweet Lords intreat her heare me but a word 
Demet, Liſten faire Madam,let it be your glory 
To ſec her teares, but be your hart to them, 
As vniclenting flint to drops of raine, 
Lani, When did the Tigers yaung-ones reach the dam? 
-O doc not learne her wrathgſhe taught it thee, 
The milke thou ſuck & from her did turne to Marble, 
Euen at thy Teit thou had'lt thy Tyranny, 
Yet euery Mother breeds not Sonnes alike, 
Do thou intreat ker ſhew a woman pitty, 
Chiro. \\ hat, | 
Would'ſt thou haue me proue my ſelfea baſtard? 
Laxi. 'Tis tru?, 


The Rayuea doth not haich a Larke, 
Yer haue | heard, Oh could I fiade itnow, 
The Lion mou'd with pitty,did indure 
To haue his Princely pawes par'd all away, 
Some ſay,that Rauens toſter forlorne children, 
The vwiul'it theie owne birds famiſh in their nets : 
Oh beto me though thy hard bart ſay no, 
Nothing [o kind but ſomerhing pirrifull, 
Tamo, 1 k10w not what it meanes, away with her. 
Lavin, Oh let me tcach thee for my Fathers fake, 
That gaue thee life when well he might haue flaine thee: 
Be not obdurate,open thy deafe cares, 
- . 
Tamo. Had'ſt thou in perſon nere offended me, 
Euen for his ſake am 1 pirtilefle: 
Remember Boyes 1 powr'd forth teares in vaive, 
To {xe your brother from the ſacrifice, 
Bur Gorcet Andyonicuy would not relent, 
Therefore away Witlh. her,and vie her as you will, 
The worſe ro her,the better lou'd of me. 
- Low. Oh Tamora, . 
Be cail'd a gentic Queene, |, 
And with tinne owne hands kill me in this place, 
For *c15 not ljforhat I] h2ve beg'd to long, 


Poonre [ \ 15 (Las ee, WHCN Daſſtan dy'd, 
| - Y 1 . *; 1 1 F > ff 1 , % 
T1103. rr ber (row then? ond woman let me go ? 


1,114, "Tis prefent Ceath I beg,andone thing more, 
Chat womanhood denies wy tongue cotell : 
:om ther worſe then killing Juſt, 


es at 
, | Fo " 
\ 1nd umm! | 
'Y inete neucr mans eye may hchold my vody, 

D-- this, and be a charitable murderer. 

$o ſhould | rob my lweer Sonnes of their fee, 
No le: cheat latifhe their luſt on thee, 
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| Where I eſpied the Panther faſt aſleepe, 


Thar ever eye with (1ght made heart lament, 


Deme, Away, 
For thou haſt ſtaid vs heere too long, 
L aninia, No Garace, 
No womanhoos ? Ah beaſtly creature, 
The blot and enerny to our generall name, 
Contufſton fall 
Chi. Nay then Ile op your mouth 
Bring thou her husband, 
T his is the Hole where Aaron bid vs hide him, 
Tam, Farewell my Sonnes,ſee that you make her ſure, 
Nere let my heart know merry cheete indeed, 
Till all the Andronici be made away : 
Now will 1 hence to ſeeke my louely Aoore, 
And let my fpleenefull Sonnes this Trull defloure. Exit, 


Enter Aaron with two of Tit us Sonnes. 
Aron, Come on my Lords,the better footc before, 
Straight will I bring you to the lothſome pit, 


Ouin, My fight is very dull what ere it bodes, 
Marti, And mine 1 promiſe you, were it not for ſhame, 

Well could I leauc our iport to ſleepe a while, 
Orin, What art thou fallen ? 

What fubtile Hole is this, 

Wholem uthis couered with Rude growing Briers, 

Vpon whole leaves are drops of new-ſhed-blood, 

As treſh as mornings dew Giftil'd on flowers, 

A very fatall place 1t feemes rome: 

Speake Brother ha(t thou hurt thee with the fall # 
Martis. Oh Brother, 

With the difmal't obieR 


Aron, Tow will I fetch the King to finde them heere, 
nat he thereby may haue a likely geſle, 
How thele, were they that made away his Brother, 
Exit Aaron. 
Arte, hy doft not comfort me and helpe me our, 
From this vahallow'd and blood-ftained Hole? 
Linn, Tam lurprited with an vocourh feare, 
A chilling ſweat ore-runs my trembling 10ynes, 
My heart ſuſpe&s more then mine ei# can tee, 
Aarti, Toproue thou baft a true divining heart, 
Aaron and thou looke downe into this den, 
And fee a fearefull fight of blood and death, 
Duns, Aaron 1s gone, 
And my compaſſonate heart 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behald 
The thing whereat « trembles by ſurmils; 
Oh tell me how it is, for nere till now 
Was I achild,to feare 1 know not what. 
Aarti. Lord Paſſions lies embrewed heere, 
All on a heape like to the ſlaughtred Lambe, 
Jnthis deteſted, darke,blood-drinking pit, 
Owjn, Ttit be darke, how doott thou know 'tis he ? 
Afart, Vpon his bloody finger he doth weare 
A precious Ring,that lightens a'! the Hole: 
Whyh like a Taper in lome Morumenr, 
Doth ſhine ypon the dead mans earthly cheekes, 
And ſhrwes the ragged intrailes of the pit: 
So pale did ſhine the Moone on Piramas, 
When he by night lay bath'd in Maiden b lood: 


- O Bro: her helpe me with thy fainting hand. 


If fare hath made thee faint, as mee it hath, 
Our of this fell devouring recepracle, 
As hatefull as Ocitzs mittie, mouth. 
Quint. Reach me thy band, that I may helpethee our, 
Or! 
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Or wanting ſtrength to doe thee ſo much good, 
I may bepluckt ;ntothe ſwallowing wombe, 
Of this deepe pit, poore Baſrianus graue : 

1 haue no firenythro plucketheeto the brinke, 
AMartinsNor | no firength to chmewithbut thy help. 
nin, Thy band once more, | willnor loot againe, 

Till thou art heere aloft,or 1 below, x 

Thou can't not come to me,! comets thee, Toth ſal in, 


Enter the Enperonr , Aaron the Moore, 


Satwr. Along with me, I{e {ce what hole is heere, 
And what he 1s thatnow is leapririto it. 
Say,whoarrt thou that lately did't defcend, 
Into this gaping hollow of the carth ? 

Marti. ,The vnhappic ſonne of o)d Andronicws, 
Brought hither in amoſt voluckie houre, 
To finde thy brother Baſrianms dead, 

Satur, My brother dead ? { know thoudoſt Luticſt, 
He and his Lady both aze at the Lodge, 
Vpon the North-fide of this pleaſant Chaſe, 
'Tis nor an houre f{ince 1 left himthere, 

CHMarti, We know not where you left him all aliue, 
But our alas, hecce haue we found him dead, 


Enter Tamora, Andronicus,and Luci, 


Tamo. Where is my Lord the King ? 

King Heere Tamora,though grieu'd with killing griefe. 

Tam. Where is thy brother Baſsianms ? 

King.,Now to the bottomme doſt thou ſearch my wound, 
Poore Baſrianus heere lies murthered, 


Tam. Then all roo late T bring this fatall writ, 
The complor of thisrimeleſſe Tragedie, 
And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 
In pleafing ſmiles ſuch murderous Tyrannie. 
She giveth Saturnine a Letter, 


Satrrninas reads the Letter, 
And if we miſſe to mecte bim banſomely, 
Sweet hnnt ſman, Baſſianns 'tis we meane, 
Doe thoxn ſo much as dig the grave for him, 
T how know (t our meaning ,looke for thy reward 
Among the Nettles at the Elder tree: 
Which oner-ſbaaes the mouth of that ſame pit : 
Where we decreed to bury Baſſianuss 
Doe this and purchaſe vs thy laſting friends. 


King. Oh Tamora, was euer heard the like ? 
This is the pit, and this the Elder tree, 
Looke firs,if you can finde the huntſman our, 
That ſhould haue murthered ÞBaſrianms heere. 
Aron, My gracious Lord heere is the bag of Gold. 
Xing. Two ofthy whelpes,fell Curs of bloody kind 
Haue heere bereft my brother of his life : 
Sirs drag them from the pic vnto the priſon, 
There let them bide vntill we have deuis'd 
Some neuer heard-of tortering paine for them, 
Tamo. What are they in this pir, 
Oh wondrous thing : 
How eaſily murder is diſcouered? 
Tit. High Emperour, vpon my feeble knee, 
Ib eg this bonne, with teares, not lightly ſhed, 
T har this fell fault of my accurſed Sonnes, 
Accurſed,if che faults be proud inthem. 
King, Ifit beprou'd? you ce it is apparant, 
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| Who found this Letter, T amora was it you ? 
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Tamora. Andronicus himlelte did take is Vp, 

Tit, 1 did my Lord, 

Yetler me be their baile, 

For by wy Fathers reverent Tombel yow 
They ſhall be ready at yout Highnes will, 
To anſwere their {ufpition with their liues. 

Km, Thou ſhalt not baile them, lee thou follow me: 
Some bring the murthered body,fome the murtherers, 
Let them not ſpeake a word, the guilt is plaine, .. 

For by my ſoule, were there worſe end then death, 

Thar end vypon them ſhould be execured, 
Tamo. Andronicus ] will entreac the King, 
Feare not thy Sornes,they ſhall do well enough, 

Tit, Come Lucins come, 

Stay not tortalke with them, E xewut, 
Enter the Empreſſe Sonnes with Lauinia,her hands c#t off and 
ber tongue cut out,and ranſht, | 


Whor'was that cut thy rongue and rauiſht thee, 
Chi. Write downe thy mind, bewray thy meaning ſo, 
And if thy ſturpes will let thee play the Scribe, 
Dem, See how with (ignes and cokens ſhe can ſcowle. 
Chi, Goe home, 
Call for ſweer water, waſh thy hands. 
Dem, She hath no tongue co call,nor hands to waſh. 
And (o let's leaue her to her filent walkes, 
Chi, Andi'were my cauſe,! ſhonld got hang my ſelfe. 
Dem, Ifthou had'ſt hands rohelpe thee knit the cord, 
; | Execant. 
Winde Flornes. 
Enter Marcus from buntiag to Lawinia, 
Who is this,my Neece that flies away to tafi? 
Coſen a word, where is your busband? 
If1do dreame ,would all my wealth would wake me z 
If I dor wake, ſome Planet ſtrike me downe, 
That I may ſlumber ineternall ſleepe. 
Speake gentle Neece,what ſferne yngentle hands 
Hath lopt, and hew'd,and made thy body bare + 
Of her two branches,thoſe {weer Ornaments | 
Whoſe circkling ſhadowes, Kings baue ſought ro ſleep 
And might not gaine ſo great a happines 
As halfe thy Love :; Why doofſt not ſpeake ro me ? 
Alas,a Crimſon river of warme blood, 
Likc to a bubling fountaine ſtu'd with winde, 
Doth riſe and fall berweene thy Roled lips, 
| Comming and going with thy hony breath, 


— 


But ſure ſome Terexs bath defloured thee, 

And leaſt thou ſhould tt dete& them, cut thy tongue, 
Ah,now thou turn'ſt away thy face for ſhame; 

And notwi handing all this loſſe of blood, / 

As from a Conduit with their ifſuing Spouts, 

Yet doethy checkes looke red as Titans face, | 
Bluſhing to be encountred with a Cloud, 

Shall I ſpeake for thee ? ſhall 1 ſay 'tis ſo | 

Oh that I knew thy hart, and knew the beaff 

That I might raile at him to eafe my mind, 


Doth burne the hart ro Cinders where it is, 
And in a tedious Sampler ſowed her minde, 


A craftier Terews hatt thou met withall, 


And he hath cut thoſe pretty fi ngers off, 
dd 2 
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Deme, So now goetell and if thy congue can ſpeake, } 


Sorrow concealed, like #n Ouen ſtop, 
, 
Faire Th;lomela ſhe bur loſt her tongue, | 


Bur lovely Neece,chat meane 18 cur from thee, | 


| 
| 
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That could haue better ſowed then Philomel, 
Ol had the monſter ſeene thoſe Lilly hands, | 
Tremble like Aſpen leaves ypona Lute, 
And make the (iiken ririgs delight ro kiſſe them, 
| He would not then haue touch chem tor his life. 
Or had he heard the heauenly Harmony, 
\V hic h that ſweet tongue hath made : 
He would haue dropt his knife and fell aſlcepe, 
As (erberma at the Thracian Poexs fete, 
Come,let vs goc,and make thy father blinde, 
For ſuch a ſight will blinde a fathers eye. 
One houres torme will drowne the fragrant meades, 
What, will whole months of tearesthy Fathers eyes ? 
Doe not draw backe,for we will mourne with thee: 
Oh could our mourning eaſe thy miſery, Exeunt 


— 


Atlus T ertius . 
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Enter the Indges and Senatours with Tits two ſonnes bound, 
paſſing on the $ rage 80 the place of ex:curion, and Titm gomg 
before pleadm 4 


T+, Heare me graue fathers,noble Tribunes Nay, 
Por pitty of mine age, wholc youth was ſpent 
In dangerous warres, whilſt you ſecurely (lept: 
For all my blood in Romes great quarrell ſhed, 
For all the froſty nights that I have watche, 
And for theſe bitter ceares, which now you ſee, 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeker, 
Be pittifull ro my condemned Soanes, 
Whole ſoules is not corrupted as 'tis thought ; 
For two and twenty ſonnes I neuer wept, 
Becaule they died in honours lofty bed. . 
Andronicus lyeth downe and the Indges paſſe by him, 
For theſe, Tribunes,in the dui write 
My harts deepe languor,and my ſoules ſad teares : 
Let my teares (tanch the earths drie appetite. 
My ſonaes ſweet bloed, will make it ſhame and bluſh: 
O carth ! I will be friend thee more wich raine Excunt 
That ſhall diſtill from thete ewo ancienc ruines, 
Then yourhfull Aprill ſhall with all his ſhowres 
In ſummers drought: Ile drop vpon thee ftill, 
Hin Winter with warme teares Ile melt the ſnow, 
Aad keepe erernall ſpring time on thy face, 
So thou refuſe ro drinke my deare ſonnes blood, 


—_— 


Enter Lncius with his weapon drawne, 


LA 


Oh reuerent Tribunes,oh gentle aged men, 
- | Vnbinde my ſonnes,reuerle the doome of death, ' 
And letme ſay(that neuer wept before) 
M yreares are now preualing Oratours, 
Ls. Oh noble father, you lament in vaine, 
The Tribunes hcare not,no man is by, 
And you recount your forrowes to a tone. 
I:. Ah Luci for thy brothers let me plead, 
Graue Tribunes,once more I intreat of you. 
Ly. My gracious Lord,no Tribune heares you ſpeake, 
Tj. Why 'tis no matter man,it they did heare 
They would nor marke me:oh if they dig heare 
They would not pitty me. 
Therefore ] tell my ſorrowes bootles tothe ſtones, | 


| 
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Who though they cannot anſwere my diftreſſe, 
Yet in ſome ſort they are better then the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale ; 
When I doe weepe,they humbly at my feete 
Receiue my ceates,and ſeeme to weepe with me, 
And were they but attired in graue weedes, 
Rotne could afford no Tribune like to theſe, 
Afﬀone is as ſoft wax?, 
Tribunes more hard then ſtones: 
Aſtone is filent,and offenderhnor, | 
And Tribunes with their tongues doome men to death. 
But wherefore ftand'ſt thou with thy weapon drawne 2? 

Ls. To reſcue my two brothers from their death, 
For which attemptthe Iudges hauepronounc't 
My cuerlaſting doome of baniſhment, 

Ti. O happy man, they haue befriended thee ; 
Why fooliſh Lucixs,doſt thou not perceiue 
That Rome is bur a wildernes of Tigers ? 
Tigers muſt pray,and Rome affords no prey 
But me and and mine: how happy art thou then, 
From theſe deuourers to be baniſhed ? 
Bur who comes with our brother Afarcrs beere 2 


Enter Marcus and Laninia, 
Mar. Tuw,prepare thy noble eyes to weepe, 
Or ifnot ſo,thy noble heart to bene : 
I bring conſuming ſorrow to thine age. 
Ti, Will it conſume me ? Let me ſee it then. 
CHMar. This was thy daughter, 
Ti. Why Marcus fo ſhe 18, 
Luc. Ayemethis obieR kils me. 
Ti, Faint-harted boy,ariſe andleoke ypon her, 
Speake Lawinia,what accurſed hand 
Hath made thee handlefle in thy Fathers fight ? 
What foole hath added water to the Sea ? 
Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy e 
My griete was at the height before thou cam'ſt, 
And nowlike Ny{zs it diſdaineth bounds ; 
Giue me a ſword , Ile chop off my hands too, 
For they baue fought for Rome, and all in yaine ; 
And they have nur'lt this woe, 
In feeding life : 
In booteleſſe prayer have they bene held vp, 
And they haue ſeru'd me toeftedleſle vie, 
Now all the ſeruice I require of them, 
Is that the one will helpe to cut the other : 
'Tis well Lawia,that thou haftno hands, 
For hands to doRome ſeruice,is bt vaine. 
Luci. Speake gentle fifter, who bath martyr'd thee ? 
Mar. O that delightfull engine of her thoughts, 
That blab'd them with ſuch pleafing claquence, 
Is torne from forth that pretty hollow cage, 
Where like a ſweet mellodius bird it ſung, 
Sweet varied notes inchanting euexy eace. 
Lxci. Oh ſay thou for her, 
Who hath done this deed & 
Aire. Oh thas I found her ſtraying in the Parke, 
Seeking to hide herſelfe as doth the Deare 
Thar hath receiude ſome vncecuring wound, 
Tit, It was my Deare, 
And he that wounded her, 
Hath hurt me more, then had he kild me dead : 
For now I ftand as one ypon a Rocke, 
Intiiron'd with a wilderneſſe of Sea. 
Who markes the waxing tide, 
Grow waueby waue, | 
ExpeRing 
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| Expecting ever when ſome envious ſurge, 
| Will in his briniſh bowels ſwallow him. 


| 


| 


This way to death my wretched ſonnes are gone : 
Heere ſtands my other ſfonne,a baniſht man, 

And heere my brocher weeping at my woes. 
But that which gives my ſoule the greateſt ſpurne, 
Is deere Lawimia,deerer then my toule. 

Had I bur feene thy piQure in this plight, 

[Ic would have madded me. What ſhall I doe? 
Now I bchold thy linely body fo? 
Thou haltno hands to wipe away thy teares, 
Nor congue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee ; 
Thy husband he is dead,and for his death 

Thy brothers are condemn'd and dead by this. 
Looke Marcus,zh fonneLucizzs looke on her ; 
When I did name her brothers,then freih reares 
Stood on her cheekes,as doth the hony dew; 
Vpon a gathred Lillie almoſt withered,, 

* Mar, Perchance ſhe weepes becauſe rhey kil'd her 
husband, 

Perchance becauſe ſhe knowes him innocent. 

Ti. If they did kill thy husband then be ioyfull, 
Becauſe the law hath tzne revenge on them. 
Nogno,they would not doe fo toule a deede; 
Witnes the ſorrow that their hſter makes. 

Gentle Laxinis let me kiſle thy lips, 

Or make ſome fignes how I may do thee eaſe : 
Shall thy good Vncle,andthy brother Luci, 
And thou and I fit round abounr ſome Fountaine, 
Looking all downewards to behold our cheekes 
How they are ſtain'd in meadowes, vet not dry 
With miery ſlime left on them by a flood : 

And im the Fountaine ſhall we gaze {olong, 

Till the freſh taſte be raken trom that cleerenesy, 
And made a brine pit with our bitter teares 2 

Or ſhall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or ſhall we bite our tongues,and in dumbe ſhewes 
Paſle the remainder of our hatefull dayes? 

What ſhall we doe 2 Let vs that have vur tongues 
[Plot ſome deuile of further miſcries 

To make vs wondred at in timeto come. 

Ls, Sweet Father ceaſe your teares,for at your griefe 
See how my wretched fiſter ſobs and weeps, 

Mar, Patience deere Necce,g00d Tir drie thine 
eyes. 

"Th. Ah Marcus, Mare, Brother well I wort, 
Thy napkin cannor drinke a teare of mine, 
For thou poore man haſt drown'd it with thine owne, 

Ls, Ah my Lavinia 1will wipe thy checkes. 

7'i; Marke Marcus marke,] vaderitand her fignes, 
Had the a torigue to ſpeake, now would ſhe ſay 
That co her brother which I ſaid to thee, 

His Napkin with hertruereares all bewer, 
Can do no ſeruice on her forrowfull checkes. 
Oh what a ſfimpathy of woe is this! 

As farre from helpeas Limbo is ftrombliſſe, 


Emer Aron the Moore aloxe. 


Moore. Titus Andronicmymy Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word, that if thou loue thy ſonnes, 
Let Marcus, Luciu,or thy felte old Tir, 

Or any one of you, chop off your hand, 

And ſend it tothe King;he for the ſame, 
Will ſend thee hither both thy ſonnes alive, 
And that ſha!l! bethe canſome tor their faulr. 


| 


Ti, Oh gracious Emperour,oh gentle Azron, | 
Dideuer Rauen fing to like a Larke, 
That giues ſweet tydings of the Sunnes vpriſe? 
\With all my heart,lleſend che Emperour nv hand, 
Good Aron wilt thou help to chop it off | | 
Lu. Stay Father,for chat noble hand of thine, 
That hath throwne Cowne fo many cnemies, 
Shall not be tent : my hand will ſerue the turne, 
My youth can berter ſpare my blood then you, 
And therfore mine ſhall ſaue my brothers hues. 
Afar, \V hich of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And rear'd aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 
Writing deftruction on the enemies Caſlle # 
Oh none of both but are of high deſert : 
My hand hath bin bur idleter it ferue 
T-ranſome my two nephewes from their death, | 
Then have I kept it toa worthy end, 
7foore, Nay come 3gree, whole hand ſhallgoe along | 
For teare they die before their pardon come, 
Mar, My hand ſhall goe. 
Ls, By heauen it ſhall not goe. 
Ti. Sirs (triue no more,ſuch withered hearbs as theſe 
Are meete for plucking vp,and therefore mine. | 
Lu. Sweet Father,if] ſhall be thought thy fonne, |} 
Let me redeeme my brothers both from deach. 
Aar, And tor our fathers ſake,and mothers care, 
Now let me ſhey a brothers loue to thee. 
Ti. Agree betweene you, | will ſpare my hand. 
Lu, Thenlle goe fetch an Axe. 
Aar. Bur I will vie the Axe, Excunt 
Ti. Come hither Aaron,lle deceiue them both, 
Len] me thy hand,and I will giue thee mine, 
CAoore. If that be cal'd deceit,] will be honef?, 
And never whil't I live deceiue men 1o: 
Bur lle deceiue you in another ſort, 


And that you'l ſay ere halte an houre paſſe, 
He cuts off Tit hand, 
Enter Lucius and Marctt rag 4ine. 


Ti, Now ſtay you fttife,whart ſhall be,is diſpatche,; 

Good Aron giue his Maicſtie me hand, 
Tel! him,it was a hand that warded him 
From thouſand dangers : bid him bury ir: 
More hath it merited : That let it haue, 
As for tor my ſonnes, ſay I account of them, 
As jewels purchaſt at an eahte price, 
And yet deere roo, becauſe I bought mine owne, 

Aron. ] goe Andronicus,and tor thy hand, 
Looke by and by to haue thy ſonnes with thee : 
Their heads I meane : Oh how this villany 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of ir. 
Let fooles doe good,and faire men call for grace, 
Aron wi'l have his ſoule blacke like his face. 

Ti. O heereI lift this one hand vp to heauen, 
And bow this fceble ruine to the earth, 
If any power pitties wretched ceares, 
To that I call : what wile thou kneele with me 2 
Doe then deare heart, for heauen ſhall heare our prayers, 
Or with our hghs weele breath the welkin dimme, 
And ſtaine the Sun with fogge as ſomtime cloudes, 
When they do hug him in their melting boſomes. 

Mar. Oh brother ſpeake with poſſibilities, 
And do not breake into theſe deepe extreames. 


Exa, 


Ti. Is not my forrow deepe, having no bottome 2 
ddz Then 
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| Then be wy paſſions bottomleſſe with them, 


Afr. Bat yer ler reaſon gouerne thy lament. 
Tutu, If there were reaſon for theſe mileries, 


| Then into limits could I binde my woes : 


When heauzn doth weepe, doth nor the earth oreflow & 


Threatning the welkin with his big-{wolne face? 


| AnJ4wilt thou have areaſon for this colle 2 


| am the Sea, Harke how her ighes doe flow; 
Shee is the weeping welk:n, I the carth: 
Then muſt iny Sea be moved with her ſ1ghes, 
Then mult my carth with her continuall ceares, 
Become a deluge : ouerflow'd and drown'd : 
For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes, 


| Burt like a drunkard mult I vomit them; 


Thea giue me leaue, for loofers will have leaue, 
Tocale their Romackes with their bitter tongues, 


Enter a meſſenger with two heads and a hand, 


Meſſ. Worthy Andronicss, ill art thou repaid, 
For that good hand thou lentſt the Emperour : 
Heere are the heads of thy ewo noble {ounes. 
And heeres thy hand in ſcorneto thee ſent backe : 
Thy griefes,their ſports : Thy reloluton mockt, 
That woe is me to chinke vpon thy woes, 

M-re then remembrance of my fathers death, 

Mac, Now let hot Ar-na coolein Cicilic, 
And be my heart an cuer-burning hell : 

Theſe miſcries are morethen may be borne. 
To weepe with them thar weepe, doth caſe ſome deale, 
But ſorrow flouted at, is double death. 

Luci.Ah chat this fight ſhould make ſo deep a wound, 

And yet deteſted life not ſhrinke therear : 
That eucr death ſhould let life beare his name, 
\W here life hath no more intereſt bur co breath. 

Mar. Alas poore hart that kiſſe is comfortlefſe, 
As frozen water to a ſtarved ſnake, | 

Titus. When will this fearefull lumber have an end 2 

Mar, Now farwell flatterie, die Andronicus, - 
Thou doſt not lumber, ſee thy two ſons heads, 
Thy warlike hands, thy mangled daughter here : 
Thy other baniſhc ſonnes with this deere fight 
Strucke pale and bloodleſſe, and thy brother I, 
Even like a ſtony Image, cold and numme. 

Ah now no more will I controule my gricfes, 
Rent off thy filuer haire, thy other had 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this diſmall ſight 
The cloſing vp of our moſt wretched eyes : 

Now is a time to ſtorme, why art thou ſtill e 

Tits. Haha, ha, 

Atar. Why doſt thou laugh 2 it fits not with this houre, 

Ti, Why I haue not another teare to ſhed : 

Beſides, this ſorrow is an enemy, 

And would viurpe vpon my watry eyes, 

And make them blinde with triburarie teares, 
Then which way {hall 1 finde Reuenges Caue ? 
For theſe tiwo heads doe ſceeme to ſpeake to me, 
And chreat me, I ſhall never come to blifle, 
Tillall chete m:{chiefes be returned againe, 


Exit, 


Fucen in their throats that haue commirted them. 


| Come let me ſee what taske I have to doe, 


You heauie people, circle me about, 
| That 1 may turne me tocach one of you, 
And {weare vnto my ſouleto right your wrongs. 


-| The vow is made, come Brother take a head, 


If the windes rage, doth not the Sea wax mad, 


| 


The Tragedie of Titus eA dronicus. 


| 


And in this hand the other will I beare, 

And Lawmia thou ſhalt be employd in theſe things : 
Beare thou my hand ſweet wench betweene thy teeth : 
As for thee hoy, goe get thee from my fight, 
Thou art an Exile, and thou muft not ſtay, 
Hie to the Gothes, and raiſe an army there, 
And if youloue me, asI thinke you doe, 

Let's kifſe and part, for we haue much ro doe. 


Maxet Lucins, 


Laci, Farewell Andronicu« my noble Fathex : 
The woful'ſt man that ever liu'd in Rome; 
Farewell proud Rome, til Lucizs come againe, 
Heloues his pledges dearer then his life; 
Farewell Lavinia my noble fifter, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haſt beene, 
But now, nor Lacias nor Lavinia lives 

But in oblivion and hateful griefes ; 

It Zim le, he will requit your wrongs, 

And make proud Satwrnine and his Empreſſe 
Beg at the gates likes T arquin and his Queene, 
Now will I to the Gothes and raiſe a power, 
To bereueng'd on Rome and Satwrnine, 


A Bnaket, 
Enter Andronicus, Marcus, Lavinia, and the B a” 


eAn, Solo, now fit, and Jooke you cate no more 
Then w1ll preterue iuſt ſo much ſtrength in ys 
As w'li revenge thele bitter woes of ours , 
Marcus vnknit that forrow-wreathen knot : 
Thy Neece an I( poore Creatures)want our hands 
And cannot paſſionate our tenfold griefe, 
Wh toulded Armes, This poore right hand of mine, 
Is left to tirranize yppon my breaſt, 
Who when my hart all mad with miſery, 
Bears in tius hollow priſon of my fleſh, 
Then us I chumpe it downe, 
Thou Map of woe, that thus doſt ealk in Ggnes, 
When thy poore hart beates without ragious beating, 
Thou cantt nor ſtrike it thus ro make ir ſtill e 
Wound it with ſighing girle, kil it with grones : 
Or get ſome little knife betweene thy teeth, 
And iſt againſt chy hart make thou a hole, 
That all the teares that thy poore eyes ler fall 
May run into that ſhake, and ſoaking in, 
Drowne the Jainenting foole, in Sea ſalt teares. 
Mar Fy brother fy, teach her not thus to lay 
Sach vioient hands vppon her tender life, 
An How now ! Has ſorrow made thee doate already? 
W.v /{ar-44,n0 man ſhould be mad butT : 
Wha: vieeat hands can ſhe lay on her life : 
Ah, wheretcre doſt thou vrge the name of hands, 
To bid ./£ncas cell the tale twice ore 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miſerableg 
O hand's not the rheame, to talke of hands, 
Leaf we remember ſtill that we have none, 
Fie, fie how Frantiquely ] {quare my talke 
As if we ſhould forget we had no hands : 
It Marcus did not name the word of hands. 
Come, lets fall too, and gentle girle exre this, 
Heereis nodrinke? Harke Marcw what ſhe faies, 
I can interpret all her martir'd ſignes, 
She lates, ſhe drinkes no other drinke buc teares 
Breu'd with her ſorrow ; meſh'd yppon her checkes, 
Speech. 


Exit Lucim 
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Speechleſſe complayner, [ will learne thy thought: 
In thy dumb ation, will I be as perfeR 

As begging Hermits in their holy prayers, 

Thou ſhalt not fighe nor hold thy ftumps ro heaven, 


| Nor winke,nor nod,nor kneele,nor makea {igne, 


Bur I(of theſe) will wreſt an Alphaber, 


{ And by Rill practice, learne to know thy meaning, 


Boy. Good grandfire leauetheſe bitter deepe laments, 

Make my Aunt merry,with ſome pleafing tale. 
Mar. Alas,the tender ” in paſhon mou'd, 

Doth weepe to ſee his grandſires heauineſſe, 

| An. Peacetender Sapling,thou art made of teares, 

And teares will quickly mel: thy life away. 

Marcus ſtrikes the diſh with a knife, 

What doeſt thou firike at Marcus with knife. 

” Mar. Ac thatthatIhauekil'd my Lord,a Flys 

An. Our on the murderovr : thou kil't my hart, 

Mine eyes cloi'd with view of Tirranie ; 

A deed of death done on the Innocent 

Becoms not Titws broher : get thee gone, 

L ſee thou art not for my company. 

Mar, Alas(my Lord) | haue but kild a flie. 

An, But? How : if that Flie had a father and mother ? 

How would he hang his {lender gilded wings 

And buz lamenting doings in the ayer, 

Poore harmeleſſc Fly, 

That with his pretty buzing melody, 

Came heere tro make vs merty, 

And thou haſt kil'd him. 
CMar. Pardon me fr, 

It was a blacke illfauour'd Fly, 

Like ro the Empreſſe Moore,therefore T kild him. 
An. O,o,o, 

Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 

For thou haſt done a Charitable deed : 

Giue me thy knife,] w1ll inſult on him, 

Flattering my ſclfes,as if it were the Moore, 

Come hither purpoſely topoylon me, 

There's for thy ſelfe,and thats for Tamia: Ah firra, 

Yet I thinke we are not brought ſolow, 

But that betweene ys, we can kill a Fly, 

That comes in likeneſle of a Cole-blacke Moore, 
Mar, Alas poore man,griefe ha's ſo wrought on him, 

Herakes falſe ſhadowes, for true ſubſtances. 
An. Come,take away : Lavinia, goe with me, 

[le to thy cloſſet,and goeread with thee 

Sad Rories,chanced in the times of old, 


Come boy,and goe with me,thy hght is young, 
And thou ſhalt read, when mine begin to dazell, Exexnt 


Atlus Quartus, 
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Enter young Lucius and Laniniarunning after him, and 
the Boy flies from her with his bookes vnder bis arme, 
t Enter Titns and Marcess. 
Boy. Helpe Grandfier helpe,my Aunt Lawinie, 
Followes me euery where I know not why, 
Good Vncle Marcus (ee how {ſwift ſhe comes, 
Alas ſweet Aung,I know not what you meane, 
Mar, Stand by me Lucins,doe not feare thy Aunt, 
Titus, She loues thee boy too well ro doe thee harme 
Boy. 1 when my father was inRome ſhe did, 


— I 
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Mar What meanes my Neece Lawinia by theſe Gignes* 
Ti, Feare not Lacie: ſomewhat doth ſhe meane: 
See Lwcins (ce, how much ſhe makes of thee : 
Some whether would ſhe haue thee goe with her, 
Ah boy, Corneliancuer with moxe care 
Read to her ſonnes,then ſhe hath read to thee, 
Sweet Poetry,and Tullics Oratour : 
Canſt thou not geſſe wherefore ſhe plies thee thus ? 
Boy. My Lord I knownat ],nor canI geſle, 
Vnleffſe ſome fir or frenzie do poſleſle her : 
For I have heard my Grandher ſay full oft, 
Extremitie of griefes would make men mad. 
And I haue read that Heewba of Troy, 
Ran mad through ſorrow, that made me to feare, 
Alchough my Lord,l know my noble Aunt, 
Loves me as deare as ere my mother did, 
And would not but in fury fright my youth, 
Which made me downe to throw my bookes, and flie 
Cauſles perhaps,but pardon me ſweet Aunt, 
And Madam,it my Vncle Afarcus goe, 
[ will moſt willingly attend your Ladyſhip. | 


Mar. Incins | will. | 


Ti. How now Laxjnia, Marcss what meanes this ? 
Some booke there is that ſhe debres to ſee, 
Which is it girle of theſe ? Open them boy, 
Burt thou art deeper read and better skild, 
Come and take choyſe of all my Library, 
And ſo beguile thy ſorrow, till the heauens 
Reueale the damn'd contriuer of this deed, 
What booke ? 
Why lifts (he yp her armes in ſequence thus ? 
Mar. 1 thinke ſhe meanes that ther was more then one 
Confederate in the fa, I more there was : 
Or elſe to h2aven ſhe heaues them to reuenge, 
Ti. Lucins what booke js that ſhe toſſeth ſo? 
Boy, Grandhier 'tis Ouids Metamorphoſis, 
My mother gaue it me, 
Mar. For loue of fer that's gone, 
Perhahs ſhe culd it from among the reſt, 
Ti. Soft,ſo buſily ſhe turnes the leaves, 
Helpe her,what would ſhe finde ? Lawinia hall I read? 
This is the tragicke tale of Philomel? 
And treates ot Terens treaſon and his rape, 
And rape I feare was roote of thine annoy. 
Mar, See brother ſce,note how ſhe quotes the leaues 
Ti. Lazinia,wert thou thus ſurpriz'd ſweet girle, 
Raviſht and wrong'd as Philomela was ? 
Forc'd in the ruthleſſe,vaſt,and gloomy woods ? 
See,ſce,l ſuch a place there is where we did hunt, 
(O had we neuer,neuer hunted there) 
Patern'd by that the Poet heere deſcribes, 
By nature made for murthers and tor rapes. 
Har. O why ſhould nature build io foule a den, 
Valeſſe the Gods delight in tragedies # 
Ti,Giue hgnes fwee: girle,for heere are none but friends 
What Romaine Lord it was durſt do the deed ? 


| Orſluagke not Satwrnine,as Tarqum etlts, 


Thatleft the Campe to finne in Lu-rece bed, 
Mar.Sit do:vne ſweet Neece, brother fit downe by me, 
Appollo, Pallas, Jowe,or CAlerenry, 
Inſpire me that I may this treaſon finde. 
My Lord looke heere, looke heere Laninia, 


He writes his N amme with his fFaffe and guides it | 
with feete and month. 
This ſandie plot is plaine, guide if thou canſt 
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| Leecins and le goe brauc it at the Court, 


44 


W:rchour the helpe of any band at all, 

Curſt be that harc that forc'ſ vs ro that ſhift : 
Write thou good Necce,and heere diſplay at laft, 
What God will have diſcouered for revenge, 
Heauen guide thy pct co print thy ſorrowes plaine, 
] That we may know the Traytors and the truth. . 


She take 1 the ſtaffe in her mouth,and guides it with her 
ſtumps and writes, 
Ti. Oh doe ye read my Lord what ſhe hath wrics ? 
Sturrum, Chon, Demetrins. 
LH ar. What, what,the luſttull ſonnes of T amora, 
Performers of chis hainous bloody deed ? 
Ti. Mam Dominator poli, 
Tam lewt #s audis ſcelera,taem lentns vides ? 
Mar. Oh calme chee gentle Lord ; Although 1 know 
There is cnough written vpon this earth, 
To ftirre a murinie in the mildeſt choughts, 
And arme the mindes of infants to exclaimes. 
My Lord kneele downe with me; Lavinia kneele, 
And kneele ſweet boy,the Romaine Hetitors hope, 
And ſweare with me,as with the wofull Feere 
And father of that chaſt diſhonoured Dame, 
Lord l[unins Brutus \weare for Lucrece rape, | 
| That we will profecute(by good aduile) 
Morrall reuenge vpon thele tcaytorous Gothes, 
And ſce their blood,or dic with this reproach. 
Ti. Tis ſure enough,aad you knew how. 
But if you hunt theſe Beare-whelpes, then beware 
The Dam will wake,aad if ſhe winde you once , 
Shee's with the Lyon deepely ſtill in league. 
Andlulls him whilit ſhe palyeth on her backe, 
And when he ſleepes will ſhe do what ſheliſt» 
Youarea young hunt{man CArcss,lct it alone 3 
And come,I will goc get alcafc of braſle, 
Aad with a Gad ot ftecle will write theſe words, 
And lay itby :the angry Northethe winde 
Will blow theſe lands like Sibels leaues abroad, 
And wheres your leſſon then. Boy what ſay you ? 
Boy. I ſay my Lord,thar it I were a man, 
Their mothers bed-chamber ſhould not be lafe, 
For theſe bad bond-mcn co the yoake of Rome, 
Mer. Ithat's my boy,thy father hath full off, 
For his vngratetull country done the like. 
Boy. And Vacle ſo will I,aud if I liue, 
Ti, Come goe with me inco mine Armorie, 
Lucis Ile fic chee,and withall,my boy 
Shall carry from me to the Emprefle ſonnes, 
Preſents that I intend to ſend chem both, 
Come,conge,thou'lt do thy meſſage wilt thou not ? 
Boy. I with my dagger intheir boſomes Grandhre : 
Ti. No boy not ſo, Ile teach thee another courſe, 
Lauinia comeg Marcus looke to my houſe, 


I marry will we 11r,and weele be waited on. 

Afar. O heauens | Can you heare a good man grone 
And not relent,or not compatſion him ? Fn 
| Adarcss attend him in his extahe, 


' I This after me, I have writ my name, | 
| 


| 


| That hath more (cars of ſorrow in his heart, 

Then toc-mens markes vpon his batter'd ſhield, 
| Par yer ſo iuft, that he will not revenge, 

Revenve the heavens for old Andronices, Exit 
| Enter Aron, Chiroz and Demetrius at one dore:axd at another 

dre youn g Lucins aud another with a bunale of 
weapens,and verſes writ vpon them. 
© 


— 


The Trage de of T itus eAndronicus. 
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Chi. Demetrins heeres the ſonne of Lucins, 
He hath ſome meſlage to deliver ys, 
Aron.l ſome mad meſſage from his mad Grandfather. 
Boy, My Lords,with all the humblenefle 1 may, 
I greete your honours from Andronicns, 
And pray the Romane Gods confound you both, 
Deme, Gramercie loucly Lacins ,what'sthe newes? 
For villanie's markt with rape, May itpleaſe you, 
My Grandfire well aduiſ'd bath ſent by me,” 
The goodlieſt weapons of his Armorie, 
To gratific your honourable youth, 
The hope of Rome,for {o he bad me ſay; 
Andſo 1 do and with his giftspreſenr 
Your Lordſhips, when cuer you haue need, 
You may be armed and appointed well, 
And ſol leaue you both: like bloody villaines. Exit 
Deme,W hat's heere? a icrole,& written round about x 
Let's ſee, 
Integer vitz ſceleriſque purus non egit manry iacul;; nec ar- 
cM, 
Chi, O'tis a verſe in Forace,] know it well. 
I read itin the Grammer long agoe, 
Aoore, I iuſt averſein Horace :right, you have it, 
Now whatathing it is to be an Aﬀe? 
Heer's no found ieft,the old man hath found their guilt, 
And tends the weapons wrapt abour with lines, 
That wound( beyond their Leliog Ns the quick ; 
But were our witty Empreſle well a foot, 
She would applaud Andronicus conceit: 
Butler her reſt,in her enreſt a while. 
Andnow young Lords,wa's tnot a happy ſtarre 
Led vs to Romeſtrangers,and more then fo; 
Captives,to be aduanced to this height? 
It didme good before the Pallace gate, 
To brave the Tribune in his brothers hearing. | 
Deme, But me more good, to ſce fo great a Lord 
Baſ\cly infinuate,and ſend vs pifts. 
Moore, Had hend6t reaſon Lord Demetrius & 
Did you not vic his daughter very friendly ? | 
Deme, | would we had 2a thouſand Romance Dames 


| Atſucha bay,by turnero ſerucourluſt, 


Chi. A charitable wiſk, and full of loue, 
Moore. Heerelack's but you mother for to ſay, Amen, 
Chi, And that would ſhe for twenty thouſand more, 
Deme. Come,let ys go,and pray to all the Gods | 
For our beloued mother in her paijnes. 
Afoore,Pray to the dewils, the gods haue giuen vs oucr, 
: Flouri(h. 4 
Dem, Why do the Emperors trumpers flouriſh thus ? 
Ch;. Belike for ioy che Emper our hath a ſonne. 
Deme. Sofr,who comes heere 2 
Enter Nurſe with a blacke a Moore childs. 
Nur. Good morrow Lords: 
O rell cme,did you ſee Aaronthe Moore ? 
Aron, Well,more or lefle,or nere a whit at all, 


( 
Exeunt. | Heere e-L1ron 15,and what with eAaros now ? 


Nurſe. Oh gentle Axron,we are all vndone, 
Now helpe,or woe betide thee euermore. 

Aron, Why, what a catterwalling doſt thou keepe ? 
What doſt thou wrap and fumble in thine armes ? 

Nurſe. O that which I would hide from heauens' eye, 


| Our Empreſfſe ſhame,aud(ſtately Romes diigrace, 


She is deliuered Lords,ſhe is delivered. 
Aron To whom ? 
Nurſe. 1 meanc ſhe is brought a bed? 
Aron, Wel God giue her good reſt, 
Wharl 
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What hath he ſenr her ? 
Nurſe. A deuill, ; | 

Aron, Why then ſhe ishhe Deuils Dam: a ioyfull iſſue. 
Narſe. Aioylefle, diſmall, blacke &,forrowtull iflue, 

Heere is the babe as loathſome as atoad, 

Among'(|t the faireſt breeders of our clime, 

The Emprefſle ſends it thee,thy Rampe,thyſeale, 

And bids thee chriſten it with thy daggers point, 

Aron. Out you whorezis black-{o baſe a hue ? 

Sweet blowſe, you are a beaurious bloſſome fure; 

Deme, V\\laine what haſt thou done ? 

Aron, That which thou canſt not vndoe. 

Chj, Thou haſt vndone our mother. 

Deme, And therein helliſh dog,thou haft yndone, 


Ur —— 


Accur'ſt the oft-ſpring of fo foule a fiend. 
Cbs, Ir ſhall nor line, 
Aron, It ſhall nor die. 
Nurſe. Aaron \e muſt, the mother wils it ſo. 
Aran, Whar, muſt it Nwrſe ? Then let no man bur I 
Doe execution on my fleſh and blood. 

Deme, Ile broachthe Tadpole on my Rapiers point: 
Nurſe give it me,my ſword ſhall ſoone diſpatch it. 
| Aron, Sooner this ſword (hall plough thy bowels vp. 
Stay murtherous villaines, will you kill your brother 2 
Now by the burning Tapers of the skie, 
That ſh'one ſo brightly when this Boy was got, 
He dies vpon my Semitars ſharpe point, 


I tell you young-lings,not Enceladus 

With all his threatning band of Typhens broode, 
Nor great Alcides,nor the God of warre, 

Shall ceaze this prey out of his fathers hands : 
What, what, ye ſanguine ſhallow harted Boyes, 

Ye white-limb'd walls, ye Ale-houſe painted hgnes, 
Cole- blacke is better then another hue, 


| For all the water in the Ocean, 
Can neuer turne the Swans blacke legs to white, 
Although ſhe laue them hourely in the flood : 
Tell the Emprefſe from me, I am of age 
To keepe mine owne ,excule it how ſhe can, 
Deme, Wilt thou betray thy noble miſtris thus? 
Aron, My miftris is my miſtris:this my ſeite, 
The vigour,and the picture of my youth ; 
This,before all the world dol preterre, 
This mauger all the world will I keepe ſafe, 
Or ſome of you ſhall ſmoake for it in Rome, 
Deme. By this cur mother is for ever ſham'd. 
Chi. Rome will deſpiſe her for this foule eſcape. 
Aur, The Emperour in his rage will doome her death. 
| Chi, Tbluſh tothinke ypon this ignominie, 
Aron. Why ther's the priuiledge your beauty beares: 
Fie trecherous hue,that will betray wich bluſhing 
The cloſe enaQts and counſels of the hart : 
Heer's a young Lad tram'd of another Jeere, 
Looke how the blacke ſlaue ſmiles vpon the father; 
As who ſhould ſay, old Lad I am thine owne, 
He is your brother Lords, ſenſibly fed 
Of that ſelfe blood that firſt gaue life ro you, 
And from that wombe where you impriſoned were 
He is infranchiſed and come to light : 
Nay he is your brother by the ſurer fide, 
Alchough my ſeale be ſtamped in his face, 
Nurſe. eAaron what ſhall I ſay vnto the Empreſle ? 
Dem, Aduiſe thee eAaron, what is to be done, 


Woe to her chance,and 6amn'd her loathed choyce, | 


That touches this my firſt borne ſonne and heire, 


—_ ETT—_— 


In that it {cornes to beare another hue : \ 


— — 
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And we will all ſubſcribe tothy aduile : 
Saue thou the child,ſo we may all be ſafe. 

Aron, Then fit we downe and let vs all corſv!r. 
My ſonne and I will have the winde of you : 
Keepe there,now talke at pleaſure of your ſafety, 

Deme, How many womes law this childe of his ? 

Aron, Why io brave Lords, when we ioyne in league 

I-am a Lambe: bur if you braue the /oore, 
The chated Bore, the mountaine Lyoneſle , 
The Ocean {wells not fo at Aaron ftormes : 
But ſay againe,how many ſaw the childe # 

Narſe, ( ornelia,the midwite,and,wy ſelfe, 
And none elle but the delivered Emprefle, 

Aron. The Emprefle,the Midwite,and your ſelfe, 
Two may keepe countel|, when che the third's away : 
Goe tothe Empreſle,tell her this I ſaid, He kals her| 
Weeke,weeke,ſo cries a Pigge prepared toth'ſpir. 

Deme, What mean'ſt thou Aaron ? 
Wherefore did'ft thou this ? 

eAron. O Lord (ir, "tis a deed of pollicie? - 

Shall the live to berray chis guilr of our's; | 
Along tongu'd babling Goſhp? No Lords no : | 
And now be it knowne to you my full inten, | 
Not farre, one Mmlitens my Country-man 
His wife but yeſternight was brought to bed, | 
Hischilde is like to her,faire as you are: 
Goe packe with him, and giue the mother gold, | 
And tel! them both the circumſtance of all, 
And how by this their Childe ſhall be aduaunc'd, 
And be receiued for the Emperours heyre, 
And ſubſtituted in the place of mine, 
To colme this tempeſt whizling in the Court, 
And let the Emperour dandle him for his owne. 
Harke ye Lords, ye ſee I haue giuen her phyſicke, 
And you mult needs beſtow her funerall, 
The fields areneere,and you are gallant Groomes : 
This done, ſee that you rake no longer daics 
But ſend the Midwife$reſently to me. 
The Midwife and the Nurſe weil made away, 
Then let the Ladies rattle what they pleaſe, 
Chi. Aaron | ſeethou wilt not ttuft the ayre with ſe 
Deme. For this care of T amora, (crers, 
Her lelte,and hers are highly bound to thee, Exexunt, 
Aron, Now to the Gothes, as ſwift as Swallow flies, 
There to diſpoſe this treaſure in mine armes, 
And ſecretly to greere the Empreſle friends : 
Tome on you thick-lipt.ſlaue, Ile beare you hence, 
For it is you that purs vs to our ſhifts : 
Ile make you feed on berries,and on rootes, 
And feed on curds and whay,and ſucke the Goate, 
And cabbin in a Caue, and bring you vp | 
To be a warriour, and command a Campe. Exit 


of 


Enter Titus, old Marcus, young Lucius, andet bar gentlemen 
with bowes and Titus beares the arrowes with 
Letters on the end of them. 


Tit, Come Marcw,come,kinſmen this is the way, 
Sir Boy let meſee your Archeric, | 
Looke yee draw home enough,and 'tis there ſtraight: 
Terras Aftreareliquit be you remembred Marc. 

She's gone, ſhe's fed, fir take you to your tooles, | 
You Eofens ſhall gee ſound the Ocean: 

And caft your nets,haply you may find her in the Seay 
Yet ther's as little juſtice as at Land : 

No Publius and Sempronn,you muſt doe it, 
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| | Tit.. Why there ir goes,God give your Lordſhip ioy, 
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The Tragedi e of Titus eAndronicus. 


"Tis you mult dig with Marttocke, and with Spade, 
And picrce the inmolt Center of the earth ; 

Thea when you come to Platoes Region, 

I pray you delwer him this perition, 

Tell himit is for maftice,and for aide, 

And that it comes trom-old Anzaroxicre, 

Shaken with ſorrowes in yngratetull Rome, 

Ah Rome! Well, well, I made thee miterable, 
What time I threw the peoples ſuftcages 

On him that thus doth ryrafinize ore me, 

Goe get you gone,and pray be carefull all, 

And leave you not a man of watre vnſearchr, 
This wicked Emperour may haue {hipt her hence, 
And kinſmen then we may goe pipe tor iuſtice, 

Mare; O Publing is not this a leauie cate 
To fee thy Noble Vnckle thus diftract ? 

Publ. Therefore my Lords it highly vs concernes, 
By day and night Catrend him carefully ; 

AnG feede his humour kindely as we may, 
Till time beger ſome caretul) remedie, 

Marc. Kinſmen,his forrowes are paſt remedie, 
Toyne with the Gothes,and with revengetull warre, 
Take wreaks on Rome torthis ingraticude, 

And vengeance on the Traytor Sarrrnimne. 

Tit. Publizs how now ? how now my Maiſters? 

What haue you met with her ? 
Publ, No my good Lord,but Puts ſends you word, 
If you will haue revenge from hell you (hal, 
Marrie for juſtice ſhe is ſo imploy'd, 
He thinkes with /oxe in heauen,or ſome where elte : 
So that perforce you muſt need ſtay a time, 

Tit, He doth me wrong to feed me with delayes, 

[le diue into the burning Lake below, 

And pull her our of «Acaron by the heeles. 

Marcus we are but ſhrubs,no Cedars we, 

No big-bon'd-men,fram'd of the Cyclops ze, 

Bur mettall Afarcxs ſteele to the very backe, 

Yer wrung with wrongs nore theJour backe can beare: 

And fith there*sno tuſtice in earth nor hell, 

We will ſollicite heanen, and moue the Gods : 

To ſend downe Iuſtice for to wreake'our wongs : 

Come to this geare,you are a good Archer Marc, 
He gies them the Arrowes. 

A1 Ionuem,that's for you: here ad eAppollonem, 

Ad Ma#temgthat's for my ſelfe, 


| Heere Boy to Pall as hcere to CMerenry, 


To Srurnine,to Camunotto Saturume, 
You were as good to (hoote againſt the winde. 
Too it Boy, Marcus looſe when I bid; 
Ot my word, I haue wrieten to effect, 
ters not a God lefc vnlollicited, 

Merc. Kinſmen,ſhoort all your ſhatrs into the Court, 
We will afflict the Emperour in his pride, 

Tit, Now Maiſters draw,Oh well laid Lnucin : 


| Good Boy in Virgoes lap, giue it Pallas, 


Marc, My Lord,l aime a Mile beyond the Moone, 

Your letter is with [upster by this, | 
Ti. Haha, Prblius, Publius what halt thou done ? 

See,ſco,thou halt thor oft one of Tawrws hornes. 

21ar. This was the ſport my Lord,when Publ1 ſhot, 
The Bull being gal'd, gaue Arres ſuch a knocke, 
Thar downe fell both the Rams hornes in the Court, 
And who ſhould finde them but the Empreſle villaine ; 
Shelaught,and cold the Moore he ſhould not choole 


Bur giue them to his Maiſter for apreſent. 


% 


— 


Enter the C lowne with a basket and two Pigeons in it, 
Titw, Newes ,newes, from heauen, 

Marcus the poalt is come. 

Sirrah,what tydings ? haue you ary letrers 2 

Shall I have Juftice, what ſayes /upiter? 

Clowne. Ho the libbermaker,he ſayesthat he hath ra. 
ken them downe againe, for the manmuſt nor be hang'd 
till che next weeke, 

Tit. But what ayes [wpiter 1 aske thee ? 

Clowne. Alas fir | know not apiter 
Inever dranke with himin all my life, 

Tit. Why villaine art not thouthe Carrier ? 

| Clowne, 1 of my Pigious fir,nothing elle. 

Tit. Why, d.d't thou not come from beaven? 

Clowne. From heauen ? Alas fir,1 never came there, 
God torbidI ſhould be (o bold,to preſſe co heauen in my 
young dayes. Why I am going, with my pigeons to the 
Tribunall Plebs, to take vp a matter of brawle, betwixt 
my Vncle,and one of the Emperialls men. 

Mar. Why fir, that is as fic as can beto ſeruefor your 
Oration,and let him deliver the Pigions to the Emperour 
from you. | | 

Tit, Tell mee,can you deliver an Oration tothe Em- 
perour with a Grace ? 

Clowne, Nay truely fr, I could never ſay grace in all 
my life, 

Tit. Sisrah come hicher,make no more adoe, 

But giue your Pigeons to the Emperour, 

By me thou ſhalt have Iuftice ar his hands. 

Hold, hold,meane while her's money for thy charges, 
Giue me pen and inke. 

Sirrah,can you with a Grace deliver a Supplication ? 

Clowne. Ihr 

Titus , Then here is aSupplication for you, andwhen 
you cometo him, arthe fic{t approach you mutt kneele, 
then kiſſe his foote, then deliner vp your Pigeons , and 
then looke for your reward, Ile be at hand fir, ſee you do 
it brauely. 

Clowne. I warrant you fir, let me alone, 

Ti, Sirrha baſt thou a knife? Comeler me ſeeir, 
Heere Marcws,fold itin the Oration, 

For thou haſt made it like an humble Suppliant: 
And when thou haſt given ir the Emperour, 
Knocke at my dore,and te! me what he ſayes, 
Clowne, God be with you fir, ] will. Exit. 
Tit, Come Mares let vs goe, Publius follow me. 
Excunt. 
Enter Emperony and Empreſſe ,and ber two ſonnes, the 
E mperonr brings the Arrowes in his hand 
that Titxs ſvet at him. 


Satur, Why Lords, 
Whar wrongs are theſe ? was euer ſeene 
An Emperour in Rome thus overborne, 
Troubled, Confronted thus,and for the extent 
Of eg all juſtice, vi'd in ſuch contempr? 
My Lords,you know the mighttull Gods, 
(How ever theſe difturbers of our peace 
Buz in the peoples cares }therenought hath paſt, 
Bur even with law againſt the willtull Sonnes 
Ot old Andgroxicw. And what and if 
His ſorrowes haue ſo ouerwhelm'd his wits, 
Shall we be thus afflied in his wreakes, 
His fits,his frenzie,and his bitterneſſe 2 
And now he writes to heauen for his redreſle. 


Sec,hceres to Joue,and this to Mercary, 
This 
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This to Apollo,this to the God of warre : 

Sweet {crowles to flic about the freets of Rome: 

What's this but Libelling againſt the Senate, 

And blazoning our Inwſtice every where ? 

A goodly humour,is it not my Lords? 

As who would fay,in Rome no Iuſtice were, 

Bur if I hue, his fained cxtaties 

Sha!l.beno (ſhelter to thele outrages: 

Burt h e and ais ſhall know, thar luſtice lines 

In Sztzrnin: health zwhom if he {lcepe, 

Hee'l fo awake,as he in fury (hall 

Cur off the proud” Conlpirator that lives, | 
Tamo, My gracious Lord,my louely Satarnine, | 

Lord of my hte, Commander of my thoughts , | 

Calme thee and beare the faults of Titza age, 

Th'eftc&s of forrow tor his valiant Sonnes, 

Whoſe loſſe hath pier't him deepe,and {car'd his heart; 

And rather comfort his diftreſted plight, 

Then proſecute the meaneft or the belt 

For theſe contempts, V hy thus it ſhall become 

High witted Tamora to glole with all : 

But Titzs,1 have rouch'd thee to the quicke, 

Thy life blood out : It Aaron now be wile, 

Then is all ſate,the Anchor's in the Port, 

Enter Clowne, 

How now good fellow.would thou ſpeake with vs? 
Clow. Yea forſooth, and your Miſterſhip be Emperiall. 
7.4m. Emprefle I am, but yonder fits the Emperour, 

Clo, 'Tis he ; God & Saint Stephen giue you good den; 

I haue brought you a Letcer,& a couple of Pigions heere, 

He reads the Letter, 
Satu, Goe take him away,and hang him preſently. 
Clowne. How much money muſt I haue ? 
Tam. Come firrahyou mult be hang'd, 
Clow. Hang*d? berLady,chen I have brought vp 3neck 
toa fairecnd, Exit. 
Satu, Deſpighttull and intollerable wrongs, 

Shall I endure this monſtrous villany ? 

I know from whence this ſame deuite proceeCes : 

May this be borne? As it tis traytrous Sonnes, 

That dy*d by law for murther of our Brother, 

Have by my meanes beene butcher'd wrongfully? 

Goedragge chevillaine hither by the haire, 

Nor Age,nor Honour,ſhall ſhape priviledge : 

For this proud mocke, [le be thy ſlaughter man: 

Sly franticke wretch,that holp'it tro make me great, 

In hopethy ſclte ſhould gouerne Rome and me, 

Enter Nuntin E millins. 
Satur, What newes with thee Emil: ? 
Emil. Arme my Lords, Rome never had more cauſe, 

The Gothes have gather'd head,and with a power 

Ot high reſolued men,bent to the ſpoyle 

They hither march amaine,vnder conduct 

Of L«ucmw,Sonne to old Andronicis : 

Who threats in courſe of thisrenenge to do 

As much as cuer Coriolanxs did, 

King, Is arlike Lucizzs Generall of the Gothes ? 

Theſe tydings nip me,and | hang the head 

As flowers with fro(t,or grafſe beat downe with flormes: 

I,now begins our forrowes to approach, 

'Tishe the common people love fo much, 

My felfe hath often heard ther ſay, 

(When haue waiked like a priuateman) 

That Lucizs baniſhment was wrongfully, 

And they hue wiſhe that Lacize were their Emperour. 
Tam. \\\iy ſhould you feare ? Is not our City ftrong? | 


— 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| With words more ſweer, and yet more dangerous 


—— —— 


King, 1, but the Cittizens fauour Lucene, 
And will reuolt from mezto {t:ccour him, 

Tam, King ,be thy thoughts Imperious like thy.name. } 
Is:he Sunne d1m*d, that Gnats do flic in it * 
The Eagle ſuffers little Birds to ling, 
And is not carefull what they meane thereby, | 
Knowing that with the ſhacow of his wings, 
He can art plealure ſtinc their melodie. | 
Eueco to mayeſt thou, the giddy men of Rome, 
Then.cheare thy ſpirit, for know thou Emperour, 
| will enchaunt the old Andronicas, 


Then baices to fiſh, or hony ſtalkes to theepe, 

\When as the one is wounded with the baite, 

The other rotred with delicious foode, 

Kmyg, Bnthe will not cntreat his Sonne for ys, 
aw, It Tamora emreat bim, then he will, 

For can ſmoothand fill his aged eare, 

With golden promiſes,that were his heart 

Almoſt Impregnable, his old eares Ceafe, 

Yet (hould both care and heart obcy my tongue, 

Goe thou before to our Embaſladour, 

Say that the Emperour requetts a parly 

Ot warhke Lucizs,and appoint the meeting. 
King. Emillizs do this meſſage Honourably, 

And it be ftand in Hoſtage for his ſafety, 

Bid him demaund what pledge will pleaſe him beſt, 
Emill, (our bidding ſhall I doefteQually, 
Tam. Now will I to that old Ardronicns, 

And temper him with all che Art I haue, 

To plucke proud Lucixs from the warlike Gothes, 

And now ſweet Emperour be blithe againe, 

And bury all thy feare in my deuiles, 

Satr, Then goe ſuccefiantly and plead for him. Exit, 


Exit. 
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Flonriſh. Enter Luciuswith an Army ef Gothes, 
with Drum and Sonldiers, 


Ce Wo 


L.«ci, Approued warriours,and my faithfull Friends, 
] haue recented Letters from great Rome, 
Which t1gnifies what hate they beare their Emperour, 
And how delirous of our fight they are. 
Therefore great Lords,be as your Titles witneſle, 
|:yperiougand impatient of your wrongs, 
And waerein Rome hath done you any ſcathe, 
Let him make treble ſatiſtaftion, 

Goth. Brauc \l;p,|pruag from the Great Androvicwe, 
Whole name was once our terrour,now our comfort, 
Whotc high exploits,and honourable Deeds, 
Ingratefull Rome requites with foule contempt: 

Behold ia vs, weele follow where thoulead'fi, 
| [ike ſtinging Bees in hotreft Sommers day, 

Lec! by theic Maifter to the flowred fields, 
And be aneng'd on curied Tamora: 
And as he faith, {o fay we all with him, 

Lxet. | humbly thanke him, and I thanke you all, 
But who comenheere,led by a luſty Goth? 

E:.ter a Goth leading of Aaron with hus child 
in bis armes, 

Goth, Renowned Lucie, from our troups I raid, 
| To gaze vpon a ruinous Monaſterie, 
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And as I earneſtly did fixe mine eye 
Vpon the waſted building,tuddainely 
I heard a childe cry vnderneath a wall : 
{ mate vato the noyie, when loone 1 heard, 
The crying babe control'd with this ditcourſe ; 
Peace Tawny {laue,halte me,and halte thy Dam, 
Did not thy Hue vewray waote brac thou art ? 
Had nature lent Hee, but thy Mothers looke, 
ViIlaine thou might'ti have bene an Emperour, 
But where the Bull an Cow arc bockh milk-white, 
They neuer do beget « cole-blacke-Calte : 
Peace, villaine peace,cuen thus he rates the babe, 
For | muſt beare thee to atrulty Goth, 
Who when he knowes thou art the Empicfle babe, 
W1ll hold thee dearely for thy Mothers fake, 
With this,my weapon drawne I ruſhr vpon him, 
Surpriz'd him [udJainely,and brought him hither 
To vſe,zs you thinke neeedetullof the man. 
| Lnct, ON worthy Goth, this is the incarnate d-uill, 
Thatrob'd Andronicus of his good hand : 
This is the Peatle that pleai'd your Empreſle eye, 
And hcere's the Baſe Fruit of bis burning luft, 
Say wall-ey'flaue, whether would'{t thou conuay 
This growing Image of thy ftiend-like face ? 
Why dot not ſpeake 2 what deafe? Not a word? 
A halter Souldicrs,hang lim on this Tree, 
And by his lide his Fruite of Baſtardic. 
Aron, Touch not the Boy,he is of Royall blood, 
Luci, Too likethe.Syre tor cucr being good, 
Firſt hang the Child that he may ſee it iprall, 
A fight to vexe rheFathers (oule withall, 
Aron, Gert me aLaddet Lucius ſauce the Childe, 
And beare it From meto the Emprelle : 


1 


Ifrhou do this,lle ſhew thee wondrous things, 

Thac highly may aduatka7e thee to heare ; 

If thou wilt not, befall Ghar may befall, 

Ile ſpeake no more : but vengeance rot you all. | 

Luci. Say on,and ifir pleaſe me which thou ſpeak'ft, 
Thy child ſhall liue,and I will ſee ic Nouriſhr. 

Aron, And if it pleaſethee? why afſure thee Cntize, 
*Twill vexe thy ſoule to heare what I ſhall ſpeake: 
For I muſt talke of Murthers, Rapes,and Maſlacres, 
As of Blacke-night,abhominable Deeds, 
Complors of Miſchiete, Treaſon, Villanies 
Ruth{u!l to heare, yer pittiouſly preform'd, 

And this hall all be buried by my death, 
Valeſſe thou ſweare co me my Childe (hall liue. 
Luci, Tell on thy mince, 
I ſay thy Childe ſhall hue, 
Aroz. Sweare that he Qiall,and then 1 will begin, 

Luci. Who ſhould 1 ſweare by, 

Thou beiccueſt uo God, | 

That graunicd, how can't mou beleeue an oath ? 
Arm. \\hatif 1 do not,as indeed I'do.not, 

Yet for | kaow thou art Rehgious, 

Andlaft a thingz within thce,called Conicience, 

Witn tyenty Dopiſh rzickes and Ceremonies, 

Which 1 1:-uc ſcene thee carefull co oblcrue ; 

Therefore | vie tliy gath, for that I know 

An 1deorholds his Bauble for a God, 

And keepes the oath which by that God he ſweares, 
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T'-> that Ye vroe him : therefore thou ſhalt vow 


Bo chatfame God, what God ſo creit be 
That thou 3dorett,and haft in reverence, 
Ta ſaue my Boygco nouriſh and bring him vp, 


* 
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Ore clic will cricourr nougiht to thee. 


The Tragedie of Titus eAn dronicus. 
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Luci, Euen by my God I ſweare toto thee I will, 
Aron. Firit know thou, 
I be got him on the Empreſle, 
Luci. Oh moſt Infatiate luxurious woman ! 
Aron, Tut Lnciu,this was buta deed of Charitie, 
Toithat which thou ſhalt heare of me anon, 
'Twas her two Sonnes that murdered Baſſin, 
They cut thy Siſters congue,andrauiſht her, 
And cut her hands off, and crim'd her as thou ſaw'ſt, 
Lucins, Oh deteftable villaine ! x 
Call 't thou that Trimming ? 
Aron, Why ſhe was waſht,and cur,and trim'd, 
And*cwas trim {port for them that had the doing of it, 
L»ci, Oh barbarous beaftly villaines like thy lelfe! > 
eAron, Indeede, ] was their Tutor to inſtru them, | 
That CodJing ipiric had they from their Mother, 
As ſure a Card as cuer wonnethe Set: | 
That bloody minde I thinke they learrr'd of me, 
As true a Dog as euer fought at head, 
Well,let my Deeds be witnelle of my worth: 
I trayn'd thy Bretheren to that guilefull Hole, 
Where the dead Corps of Baſſianw lay : 
[ wroteche Letter,that thy Father found, 
And hid the Gold within the Letter mention'd, 
Contedetate with the Queene,and her two Sonnes, 
And what nor done,that thou haſt cauſe torue, 
Wherein] had no tiroke of Miſchetfe in it. 
I play dthe Cheater for thy Fathers hand, | 
And when I had it,drew my ſelſe apart, 
Andalmoſt broke my heart with extreame laughter, 
I pried me through the Creuice of a Wall, 
When for his hand, he had his two Sonnes heads, 
Beheld his teares,and laught ſo hartily, 
That both mine eyes were rainic hike to his ; 
And wen I told the Empreſle of this ſpore, , 
She founded almoſt at my pleafing tale, 
And for my tydings, gaue me twenty kiſſes. 
Goth, What canſt thou ſay all this,and never bluſh ? 
Aron, 1,like a blacke Dogge,as the ſaying is, 
Lnei. Art thou not ſorry tor theſe hainuus deedes ? 
Aron, 7,that ] had not done a thouſand more: 
Fucn now I curſe the day,and yet I thinke 
Few come within few compaſle ofmy curſe, , 
Wherein I did not ſome Notorious 1ll, 
As kill a man, or clte devite his death, 
Rauiſh a Maid,or plot the way todo it,, 
Accuſe {ome Innocent, and foriweare my ſelfe, 
Ser deadly Enmity berweene two Friends, 
Make poore mens Cattell breake their neckes, 
Set fire on Barnes and Hayſtackes in the night, 
And bid the Owners quench them with the ceares : 
Ofc haue I dig'd vp dead men fromtheir graues, 
And ſer them vpright at their deere Friends doore, 
Euco when their forrowes almoſt was forgot, 
And oa their skinnes,as oo the Barke of Trees, 
Haue with my knife carued in Romaine Letters, 
Ler not your ſorrow die, though I am dead, 
Tut,! haue done a thouſand dreadfull rhings 
As willingly,as one would kill a Fly, 
And nothing greeues me yn indeede, 
Buc that I cannot doe ten thouſand more. 
Luci. Bring downe the diucll,for he muſt not dic 
So ſweet a Yeath as hanging preſently. 
Aron, If there be dinels, would ] were a deuill, 
Toliue and burne in cuerlaſtiog fire, 
So 1 might have your company in hell, 


Bur 
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Bur to torment you with my bitter congue. 

Luci, Sirs op his mouth,& ler him ſpeake no more. 

Enter Emnilling. 

Goth. My Lord, there is a Meſſeriger from Rome 
Deſires to be admitredto your preſciee. 

Lac. Let him come neecre. 
Welcorne Emilia, what the newes from Rome ? 

Emi. Lord Lucius,and you Princes of the Gothes, 

The Romaine Emperour greetes you all by me, 
And for he vnderſtands you are in Armes, 
He craves a parly at your Fathers houſe 
Willing youro demand your Holleges, 
And they ſball beimmedintcly delivered, 

Gath. What faies 6ur General ? 

Luc, Emillixs,let the Emperour giue his pledoes 
Vnto my Father,and my Vncie Afarcus, -omriſh, 
And we will come : march away. Excunt, 


Enter T amera,aud her two Sonnes diloniſed, 


Tam, Thus in this range and ſad Habilliament, 
1 will encounter with Anaronicas, 
And ſay,lI am Revenge ſent from below, 
To ioyne with him and riphthis kainous wrongs : 
Knocke at his ſtudy where they ſay he keepes, 
To ruminate ſtraogeplors of dire Revenge, 
Tell him Revenge 1s comero ioyne With him, 
And worke contution on his Enemies. 
T bey krrocke and T its opens hu ſtudy dove. 
Tit. Who doth molle(t my Contemplation ? 
Is it your tricke to make me ope the dore, 
That ſo my fad decrees way flie away, 
And all my tudie be.rono cftect ? 
You are decein'd,for what I meane to do, 
Sec heere in bloody lines I have fer downe ; 
And what is written ſhall be executed, 
Tam. Titxs,] ancometo talke with thee, 
Tit. Nonot a word : bow canI grace my talke, 
Wanting a haad co giue jr aCtion, 
Thou haſt the ods of me, therefore no more. 
Tam. Ifthou did't know me, 
Thou woul7'ft talke with me. 
Tit. I amnot mad,] know thee well enough, 
Witneſle this wretched Rump, 
Witneſle theſe crimſon lines, 
Witneſſe theſe Trenches made by gricfe and care, 
Witneſle the tyring day, a: adheauie night, 
Wutneſle all ſorrow,thatT know thee well 
For our proud Empreſſe, Mighty T amora : ' 
Is not thy comming for my other hand ? 
Tamo. Know thou (ad man, l am not Tamora, 
She is thy Encmic,and I tby Friend, 
I am Reuenge ſent from th'nfernall Kingdome, 


. Tocaſe the gaawing Vuiture of the mind, 


By working wreakefull vengeance on my Foes : 

Come downe and welcome mic to this worlds light, 

Conferre with me of Murder and of Death, 

Ther's not a hollow Caue or lurking place, 

No Valt obſcurity,or Milly yole 

Where bloody Murther or derefted Rape, 

Can couch for feare, but 1 will finde them our, 

And in their cares cell them my dreadfull name, 

Reucnge, which makes the foule oftengers quake. 
Tit, Art thou Reuenge?and art thou-ſent rome, 

To be a torment co mince Enemies ? 
Tam.-1am,cheretore come downe and welcome me. , 


— 


Ll. Tit, Doe me ſome ſervice ere | come to chiee + 
Loe bythy fide where Rape and Murder ftands, 
N ow giue {ome ſurance that thou art Reven-, 
| Stab them ,or teare thern on thy Chariot w heeles, 
And then 1!e come and be thy Waggoner, 
| And whirle along with thee about the Globes, 
Provide thee ewo proper Paltries,as blacke as Tet, 
To hale thy vengetull Waggon ſwift away, 
And inde out Murder in their gu: lty cares, 
And when thy Car is loaden with their heads, 
I will diſmount,and by the Waggon wheele, 
Trot like a Seruile footeman all day long, 
Fuen from Epton: ribog in the Eat, 
Vntill his very Cownet At in the Cen. 
And day by day tle do this heavy taske, 
| Sothou deſtroy Rapine and Murder there. 
Tam. Theſeare my Miniſters,and come with me. | 
Tit. Are them thy Min iffers, what are they call'd? © } 
Tam, Rape and Murder, therefore called lo, 
Cauſe they take vengeance of ſuch kind of mea, 
Tit, Good Lord how like the Emprefle Sons they are, | 
And you the Empreſle : Bur we worldlv men, | 
Haue miſerable mad miſtaking eyes : 
Oh ſweet Revenge,now do | cometo thee, 
And if one armes imbracement will content thee, _ 
I will imbracethee inir by and by, | 
| Tam. Thisclofing with him,fits his Lunacie, | 
| Whatere I forge to feede his brajne-hcke firs, 
Do you vphold, and maintaine in your ſpeeches, 
For now he firmely rakes me for Revenge, | 
And being Credulous in this mad thought, 
lle make him ſend for Lnacim his Sonne, Þ 
And whil' I ata Banquet hold him ſure, 
[le find ſome cunning praRtiſe out of hand 
To ſcatter and diſperſe the giddie Gothes, 
Or at the lea(t make them his Enemies : 
| Sce heere he comes, and | mult play my theame. 
Tit, Long have Jbene1 orlorne,and-all for thee, 
| Welcome dread Fury ro my woolulthoufe: 
| Rapine and Murther,you are welcome too, 
| How like the Empreſſe and her Sonnes you are. 
| Well are you fitted, had you but a Moore, 
| Couldnot all hell afford you ſuch a dewill ? 
\ For well | wote the Empreſſe never wag s; 
But in ner company there is a Moore, 
| And would you repreſent our Queene aright 
{ It were conuenient you had ſuch a devil 
But welcome 2s you are, what ſhall we doe? 
Tam, What wonld"*;} thou haue vs doc Andronicuas? 
Dem, Snew me 4 Murtnerer,]le deale with him. 
Chi, Shew me a Villaine that hath done a Rape, 
| And lam ſent tobe reveng d on him, 
| Tam. Shew me a thouſand that have Cone thee wrong, 
{ns oe! ve reuenged on them all, 
- L ooke round about the wicked freers of Rome, 
Sb when thou find't a man thar's like thy lelfe, 
| Good Murder {tzh him,hee's a Murtherer. 
CGoc thou with him,and when it isthy hap 
To fnd&e another that is like to thee, 
| Good Rapine ftab him,heis a Raviſher. 
| Gothon with then, and in the Emperours Courr, 
| There is a Queene Lanibed by a Moore, 
| Well maift thou know her by thy owne proportion, 
| For vp and downe ſhe doth relemblethee, 
1 pray thee doe on them ſome violent death, 
| They hauec bene violent to me and mine, 
| X- 
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| | " 4 Tam. Well haft thou leſſon'd vs,this ſhall wedo., | ObVillaines,Chiron,an6 Demerraw, = 75 | 
a! 7 ' But would itpleaſe thee good Andronicus, Here ftands the ſpring whom you haue tain'd with mud, 
4 \s | To fend for Luci thy thrice Valiant Sonne, This goodly Sommer with your Winter mixt, | 
£08 | $6 Who leades towards Rome a Band of Warlike Gothes, You kil'd her husband,and for that vil'd fault, 
1,608 | | And bid him come and Banquet at thy houſe. Two of her Brothers were condemn'd to death, | 
i 1 - - | When he is heeregeuen at thy Solemne Feaſt, My band cut off,and made a merry ieſt, 
C8...” I will bring in the Empreſle and her Sennes, Both her {weet Hands,her Tongue.and that more deere 
ky The Emperour himſclfe,and all thy Foes, Then Hanes or tongue, her ſpoclefle Chaſtity, 
z "_ And at thy mercy ſhall they ſtoop,and kneele, Iubumaine T raytors,you conftrain'd and for'ft. 
- % And onthem ſhalt thou cale,thy angry heart ; What would you ſay,ifI ſhould let you ſpeake 2 
8 1 | What faies Andronics to this Ceuile ? Villaines for ſhame you could not beg tor grace. 
4. Harke Wretches,hogs I meane to martyr you, | 
BY Enter Marc. _ This one Hand yer isleft,to cut your throats, 
f | Whil't that Lawmia tweene her ſtumps doth hold: 
F '4 Tit. Mafera my Brother, 'tis ſad Titxa calls, The Baſon that receiues your guilty blood, 
| | j fl ; Go gentle Mares to thy Nephew Lucias, You know your Mother meanes to feaſt with me, 
\*/ 1 f Thou ſhalt enquire him out among the Gothes, And calls herſelfe Revenge,ond thinke #me mad, 
WW /6 Bid him repaire to me,and bring with him Harke Villaines,I will grin'd your bones to dull, 
8" Some of the chiefeſt Princes ot the Gothes, And with your blood and it, llemake a Paſte, 
ul Bid himencampe his Souldiers where they are, And of the Paſte a Coffen1 will reare, 
a :- Tell him the Emperour,and the Empreſle too, And make two Paſtics of your ſhamefull Heads, 
£8 of | Feaſts at my houle,and he ſhall Feaſt with chem, And bid that ſtrumper your vohallowed Dan, 
Bl | This do thou for my loue,and (o let him, Like to the earth ſwallow her increaſe. 
TH 4 As he regards his aged Fathers life, This is the Feaſt,thatI haue bid berto, 
"208, | ] " Mar, This will I do,and ſoone returne Igaine. And this the Banquet ſhe ſhall ſurfer on, 
1:8 'S: Tam. Now will I hence about thy buſineſle, For worie then F hylomel you v{ d my Daughrer, 
+ WF 1 And take my Miniſters along wich me, And worſe :}cn Progne,] will be reve”g'd, 
1; G Tit. Nay ,nay,let Rape aud Murder flay with me, And now prepare your throats : Lawmia come, 
| ' her Or els Ile call my Brother backe againe, Receiucthe blood,and when that they are dead, 
98 4 Ki And cleaue to no revenge but Lucims, = Let me goe grin'd their Bones to powder (mall, 
o\- 4 53 * | Tam, What ſay you Boyes,will you bide with him, And with this hatefull Liquor temper it, 
F308: ! ' or Whiles ] goe tell my Lord the Emperovr, And in that Paſte lettheir vil'd Heads be bakte, 
Ih ” How I haue gouern'd our determined jeſt? Come,come,be euery one officious, . 
ded) ff Yeeld to his Humour, ſmooth and ſpeake him faire, To make this Banket, which I wiſh mighe proue, 
| | And tarry with hit till I turne againe. Morxe fterne and bloody then the Cenraures Feaſt, 
PY 7it. 1 know them all though they ſuppoſe me mad, He cmts their throats, 
1 'N And will ore-rezch them in their owne Geviles, £0':0w bring chem in, for Ile play the Cooke, - 
| F119 | Apayre of curſed hell-hounds and their Dary, And ſeethem ready,gainſt their Mother comes, Exennt, 
| | | Dem, Madam depart at pleature,leaue vs heere. 
i [v4 Tam, Farewell Andronicw,revengenow goes Enter Lncms, Marcus and the Gothes, 
| | To lay a complot to betray thy Foes. 7 
Tit, I know thou doo'(t,and (wceet reuenge farewell. | Lac. Vanckle Marcua,fince "Tis my Fathers minde 
" Cbi. Tell vs old man,how ſhall we be imploy'd ? That I repair to Rome, am content. 
$-\- FR Ti, Tut lhaue worke enough for you to doe, Goth, And ours with thine befall, what Fortune will. 
v.14 Publius come hicher, Cars,and Valentine, | Luc, Good V nckletake youin this barbarous Moore, | 
F-: $i Pub, What is your will ? This Raucnous Tiger,this accurſed deuill, 
| | * Tit. Knowyouthele two ? Let him receive no ſuſtenance, fetter him, 
44 114 . Pub, The Empreſle Sonnes Till he be brought vnto the Emperous face, 
| I take them, Chiron, Demetrius. For teſtimony of her foule proceedings. 
Titus. Fie Publ1,fhethou art too much deceau'd, And ſee the Ambuſh of our Friends be firong, 
| The one 1s Murder,Rape 1s the others name, IFere the Emperour meanes no good ro Vs, 
And therefore bind them gentle Publius, Arou. Some deuill whiſper curſes in my ere, 
| Cai ,and Valentme,lay hands on them, And prompt me that my tongue may vtrer for th, 
| | Oft have you heard me wiſh for ſuch an houre, The Venemous Mallice of my {welling heart, 
j | And now ] fi nd it, therefore binde them ſure, Luc. Away Inhumaine Dogge, Vnhallowed Slaue, 
al | { hi, Villaines forbeare,we are the Enipreſſe Sonnes, Sirs,helpe our Vnckle,to conuey him in, Flanriſh, 
wo 40 Pub, And cherctore do we,what we are commanded, | The Trumpets (hew the Emperour is athand. 
Pat | Stop cloſe their monches,let themnotſpeake a word, 
7 WW. 1s he ſnare bound, looke that you binde them faſt, Exeant. Sound T ruewpett, Enter _—_— and Empreſe,vith 
©! 1004 6 Tribunes and athers, | 
wi oh vl [ Enter Tit Andronicua with a knife and Lanivia | 
a 3144 1 with a'Baſon, Sat,What,hath the Firemament more Suns then one ? 
ot Thu F- :” Luc, What bootes it thee to call thy ſelfe 8 Sunne 2 
(HET | Ts, Come,come Laninia,looke,thy Foes are bound, Mar. Romes Emperour & Nephewe breake the parle 
m SING Sirs ſtop their mourthes, let them not ſpeake ro me, Theſe quarrels muſt be quietly debated, 
by js : | But let them heare what fearctull words I vtter, | The Feaft is ready which the carefull 7ir-s, 
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TheTragedie of © Titus MHadronicns. 51 


Hath ordained to an Honourable end, 
For Peace, for Loue,for League,and good to Rome : 
Pleaſe you therfore draw nie and take your places. 
Catur, Marcus we will, Hoboyes. 
A Table brought in. 
Enter Titn like a Cooke, placing the meat on 
the Table and Lan;nia with a vale ouer ber face, 


Titus. Welcome my gracious L ord, 

Welcome Dread Queene, 

Welcome ye Warlike Gothes, welcome Lucia, 

And welcome all:although the cheere be poore, 

'T will f!l your ſtomacks, pleaſe you eat of ir, 

Sat, Why art thou thus attir'd Adroniciua ? 
Tit, Becauſe I would be ſure to have all well, 

To entertaine your Highneſſe,and your Empreſſe, 
Tam. \\'eare bcholding to you good Andronicu ? 
Tit, And if your Highnefle knew my heart, you WEre: 

My Lord the Emperour refolue me this, 

W as it well done of rath Firgame, 

To lay his daughter with his owne right hand, 

Becauſe ſhe was enfor't,ſtain'd,and deflowt'd? 

Satur. It was Andronicus, 
Tit. Your reaſon, Mighty Lord ? 
Sat. Becauſe the Girle,ſhould not ſuruine her Fame, 

And by her preſence [till renew his forrowes. 

Tit, Arcaſon mighty,ſtrong,and effeCtuall, 

A patterne,preſident,and liuely warrant, 

For me(moſt wrerched) to performe the |;ke: 

Die,die, Laninie,and thy ſhame with thee, 

And with thy ſhame,tby Fathers ſorrow die, 

He kils her, 
Sat, What haſt done, ynnaturall and rnkinde ? 
Tit. Kil'd her for whom my teares haue made me blind. 

I am as wofull as /irginins was, 

And have a thouſand times more cauſe then he. 

Sat. What was ſhe rauiſhc ?cell who did the deed, 
Tit. Wilt pleaſe you ear, 

Wilt pleaſe yourHigneſle feed ? 

Taw, Why haſt thou {laine thine onely Daughter > 
Titus, Nor 1,'twas Chiren and Demetriae, 

They rauiſht her, and cut away her tongue, 

And they, 'twas they,that did her all this wrong, 
Sats, Go fetch them hither to vs preſently. 

Tit. Why there they are both, baked in that Pie, 

Whereof their Mother dantily hath fed, 

Eating the fleſh thar the herſelfe hath bred. 

"Tis true, *ris rrue,witnefſe my knives ſharpe point. 

He ſtabs the Empreſſe. 
Sats. Die franticke wretch, for this accurſed deed, 
Luc, Can the Sonnes eye, behold his Father bleed? 
There's meede for meede,dezth for a deadly deed, 
Mar. Y ouſad fac'd men, people and Sonnes of Rome, 
By vprores ſever'd like a flight of Fowle, 
Scattred by windes and high tempeſtuous guſts ; 
Oh ler me teach you how, to knit againe 
This ſcattred Corne,into one mutuall ſheafe, 
Theſe broken limbs againe into one body. 
Goth. Let Rome herlelfe be bane vnto herſelfe, 
And ſhee whom mightie kingdomes cuclie too, 

''Like a forlorne and deſperate caſtaway, 

| Doe ſhamefull execution on her ſelfe. 

Bur if thy froſtie ſignes and chaps of age, 

Graue witneſſes of crue experience, 

Cannot induce you to attend my words, 

| Speake Romes deere friend, as 'erft our Aunceſtor, 


— 


; 


When with his ſolemne tongue he did diſcourſe 
To loue-ficke Didoes ſad attending eare, 

The tory of that balefull burning night, 

When ſubtilGreekes ſurpriz'd King Priams Troy: 
Tell vs what Sox hath bewichc our cares, 

Or who hath brought the fatall engine.in, 

That giues our Troy,our Rome the ciuill wound. | 

My heart is not compact of flint nor fleele, | 
Nor can I vtter all our bitter griefe, 

But floods of teares will drowne my Oratocie, ? 
And breake my very vttrance,euen in the time | 

VW hen it ſhould moue you to attend me moſt, 

Lending your kind hand Commiſeration, * 
ow is a Captaine,let himrell the cale, | 

our hearts will throb and weepe co heare him 
Luc, This Noble Anditars be it knowne to m_ y 

That curſed {biron and Demetr ite 5 
Were they that murdred our Emperours Brother 
And they it were that rauiſhed our Siſter, « 
For their fell faults our Brothers were beheaded, 
Our Fathers teares defpif d,and baſcly coulen'd 

Of that true hand that fougbt Romes quarrell os 
And ſent her enemies vntothe grauc, F 
Laſtly,my ſelfe vakindly anithcd, | 
The gates ſhut on me,and turn'd Weeping out, + p 
To beg reliefe among Romes Enemies, 

Who drown'd their enmity in my true teares, 
And op'd their armes to 2 fila me 25a Friend ; t 
And I am turned forth be it knowneto you, | 
That haue preſeru'd her welfare in my blood 
And from her boſome tooke the Eneniics alin - 
Sheathing the ſteele in my aduentroy ; 
Alas you knowl amno Vaunter ], 
My ſcars can witneſſe,dumbe altboug|; ttc 2:6 | 
That my report is iuſt and full of cruth: « Hh 
But foft,me thinkes | do digrefſe too much, 
Cyting my worthleſle praiſe:Oh pardon me, 
For when no Friends are by,men praiſe themſelves, ; 

Marc. Now is my turne to ſpeake:Rehold this Child 

Of this was T amora deliuered, | , 
The iflue of an Irreligious 2oore, 
Chiefe Archite& and plotter of theſe woes | 
The Villaine is aliue in Tits houſe, * | 
And as he is,to witnefle this is true, | 


Now iudge what courſe had Titwto revenge 
Thele wrongs, vnſpeakeable pit patience, 
Or more thea any liuing man could beare., 
Now you haue heard the truth, what ſay you Romaines? | 
Haue we done ought amiſe ? ſhew ys wherein, 
And from the place where you behold ys now, 
The poore remainder of Andronict, 
Will hand in hand all headlong caſt vs downe 4 
Andon theragged ſtones beat forth our braines | 
And make a muruall cloſure of our houſe : : | 
Speake Romaines ipeake,and if you ſay we ſhall | 
Loe hand in hand, Lucixs 3nd I will fall, ; | 
Emil, Come come, thou reaerent man of Rome 
And bring our Emperour gently inthy hand, 
Luci our Emperour :for well I know, | 
The common yoyce do cry it ſhall be fo, 

Mar. Lncin all haile Romes Royall Emperour 
Goe,gocinto old Titus forrowtull houle, i 
And hither hale that misbelieving Moorg, 

To ve adiudg'd forne diretu!] laughteriag death, | 
As puniſhment tor his moſt wicked life. 
Liicius all haile co Romes gracious Gouernour, : | 


ce 2 Lucius 
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Luc. Thankes gentis Romanes,may I governe fo, 
To heale Romes harmes,and wipe away her woe, 
But gentle people, give me 2yme a-while, 

For Nature puts me to a beauy take : 

Stand all aloofe, bur Vackle dravy you neere, 

To ſhed oblcquious teares ypon this Trunke : 
Oh cake chis warme kifle on thy pale cold lips, 
Their forrowfull drops vpon thy bloud-ſlaine face, 
The laſt true Duties of thy Noble Sonne. 

Aar. Teare tor teare,und louing kifle for kifſe, 
Thy Brother Marci tenders on thy Lips : 

O were the ſumme of theſe that I ſhould pay 
Countleſle, and infinit, yet would T pay them. 

Luc. Come hither Boy, come,come, and learne ot ys 
' To melt in ſhowres : thy Grandfire lou'd thee well: 
Many atime he danc'd thee on his knee: 

Sung thee aſlcepe, bis Louing Breſt, thy Pillow : 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, ©. 
 Mecte, and agreeing with thine Infanc 
n thac reſpect then, like a louing Childe, 
Shed yer ſome ſmall drops from thy render Sprin g 
| Becauſe kinde Nature doth require it ſo: | 
Friends,ſhould aſſociate Friends,in Greefe and\Wo. 
Bid him farwell, commit him to the © ove 
Do him that kindneſſe, and take leaue of him:— 

Boy, OGrand(ire,Grandfire : even with all my heart 
-:Woutu { were Dead,fo you did Live againe, 

O Lord, I cannot ſpeake to him for weeping, 
My teares will choake me, if I ope my mouth. 
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| As ſor that heynous Tyger Tawora, 


| See Iuſtice done on aaron that dimn'd Moore, 


FINIS. 
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Romans. Youſad Axrdroxici, haue done with woes, 
Giue ſentence on this execrable Wretch, 
That bath beene breeder of theſe dire eucnts, 

Lac, Sethim breſt deepe in carth,and famiſh him ; 
There ler him and, and rauc,and cty for foode ; 

It any one releeucs, or pitties bum, 
For the offence, he dyes. This is our doome : 
Some ſtay, to {ce him faſt'ned in the earth, 

Aron, O why ſhould wrath be mute, & Fury dumbe? 
T am no Baby 1, that with baſe Prayers 
I ſhould repent the Euils I have done. 

Ten thouſand worſe, then euer yet I did, 
Would I performe if I might haue my will ; 
If one good Deed in all my life I did, 

I do repent it from my yery Soule. 

Lucixe. Some louing Friends conuey the Emp,hence, 
And giue him buriall in his Fathers graue, 
My Facher, and Lavinia, ſhall forthwith 
Be cloſed in our Houſholds Monument ; 


No Funerall Rice, nor man in mournfull Weeds ;] 
No mournfull Bell ſhall ring her Buriall: 

But throw her toorth to Beaſts and Birds of prey : 
Herlite was Beaſt-like, and deuoid of pity, 

And being ſo, ſhall haue like want of pitty, * 

From whom, our heauy happes had their beginning : 
Then afrerwards, to Order well the State, 


That like Events, may ne're it Ruinare, Exennt ownes, 
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Enter Sampſon ana Gregory, with Swords and Bucklers, 
of the Honſe of Capulet, 


Sampſon. 


Regory : A my word wee'l not carry coales, 
Greg. No,for then we ſhould be Colliars. 
Sanp. I mean, if we be in choller,wee 1 draw, 


Greg, I, While you live, draw your necke out 
o'th Collar, 

Samp. 1 ftrike quickly, being mou'd, 

Greg. But thou art not quickly nou'd to ſtrike, 

Samp. Adog of the houſe of Mſonntaguze,moues me. 

Greg. To moue,js to ſtir; and to be valiant,is ro fland: 
Theretore,ifthou art mou'd,thou runſt away, 

Samp. A dogge of that houſe ſhall moue me to ſtand. 
I will rake the wall ofany Man or Maid of Aſonntagues, 

Greg. That ſhewes thee a weake flaue, for the wea- 
keſt goes to the wall, 

Samp. True,and therefore women being the weaker 
Veſſels,are ever thruſt to the wall : therefore I will puſh 
Mount agues men from the wall, and thruſt his Maides to 
tne wall, (theirunen. 

Greg. The Quarrell 1s betweene our Maſters, and vs 

Samp, "Tis all one,I will ſhew my lelfe « tyrant: when 
I have fought with the men, Iwill bee -ciuill with the 
Maids,and cut off their heads. 

Greg, The heads of the Maids? 

Sam.1 the heads of the Maids,or their Maiden-beads, 
Take it in what ſence thou wilt, 

Greg, "They muſt takeir ſence, that feele it. 

Samp, Me they ſhall feele while I amable to ftand : 
And 'tis knowne I am a pretty peece of fleſh. 

Greg, "Tis wellthou art not Fiſh: If thou had'ſt, thou 
had'ft beene poore Tohn. Draw thy Toole, here comes of 
the Houſe of the CAlountagnes, 

Enter two atber Serningmen, 

Sam My naked weapon is out: quarrel, I wil back thee 

Gre, HoW? Turnethy backe,zndrun, 

Sam. Feare me nor. 

Gre, No marry : I feare thee. | 

Sam. Let vs take the Law of our ſ1des:ler them begin. 

Gr.I wil frown as I pafle by,& let the rakeir as they lift 

Sam. Nay,as they dare, I wil bite my Thumb at them, 


which is a diſgrace to them, if they beare it, 


Abra, Do you bite your Thumbe at ys fr? 
Samp. I do bite my Thumbezfir, 
Abra. Doyou bite your Thumb at vs, fr? 


Sams. Is the Law of our fide,if] fay 1? | Gre. No. 


| 


| 


| 


—_ 


| 


| 


Sam, No fir,! do not bitemy Thumbe at you ſir: bur 
I bite my Thumbe fir, | 
Greg, Doyou quarrell Gr? 
Abra, Quarrell fir?no fir, (as you 
Sam, If you do tie, I am for you,l ſerue 3s good a man { 
Abra, Nobeuer? Samp, Well fir, 
Enter Benuodlio. * 
Gr.Say berter:here comes one of my maſters kinſmen, 
Jamp. Yes, better, 
Abra, You Lye. 
Sawp. Draw it you be men. Gregory, remember thy 
waſhing blow, They Fight. 
/ Ben, Part Fooles:pur vp your Swards,you kaownot | 
what you do, 


| Enter 7 iball. 

Tyb. What art thou drawne, among theſe heartleſſe 
Hinedes? Turne thee Benwolio,looke vpon thy death, 

Ben. 1 do but keepe the peace, pur vp thy Sword, | 
Or manage ic to part theſe men with me. 

Tyb. What draw,and talke of peace ?.l hate the word 
Ax 1 hate hell, all Mowntagaes,and thee: 

Haue at thee Coward. Fight, 
Enter three or foure Citizens with Clubs, 

Ofi.Clubs, Bils,and Partiſons,ftrike, beat them down 

Downe with the Capslets,downe with the Aſowntaguer, 
Enter old Capulet in his Gowne,and bu wife, 

Cap. What noiſe is this?Give me my long Sword ho, 

Wife, A crutch,a crutch ; why call you for a Sword ? 

Cap. My Sword I ſay : Old Monntagae is come, 

And flouriſhes his Blade in ſpight of me, 
Enter old Mountagne,& hu wife. 

Mown.Thou villaine Capwlct, Hold me nor, let me go 
2.4Vife, Thou ſhalt not ftir a foote to ſeeke a Foe, 
Enter Prince Echales, with his Traine. 

Prince. Rebellious SubieQs, Enemies to peace, 
Prophaners of this Neigbbor-(tained Steele, | 
Will they not heare ? What hoe, you Men, you Beaſts, 
That quench the fire of your pernitious Rage, 

Wirth purple Fountaines iſſuing from your Veines : 
On paine of Torture, from thole bloody hands | 
Throw your miſternper'sd Weapons to the ground, 
And heare the Sentence of your mooued Prince, 
Three ciuill Broyles, bred of an Ayery word, 
By thee old Capwiet and Monntague,, | 
Haue thrice diſturb'd the quiet of our fireers, | 
And made Yerond's ancient Citizens | m1 
Caſt by their Grave beſeeming Ornaments, 
To wicld old Partizans, in hands as old, 
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q 1 j Cankced with peace,to part your Cankred hate, | Ben, Good morrow Coulin. 
= |feuer you diſturbe our {reets againe, / Rom, 1s the day fo young ? 
mm 4x Your liues ſhall pay the tocteirt of the peace. Ben, But new ſtrooke nine, 

1h For this time allthe reſt depart away :; Rom, Aye me, ſad houres ſeeme long: 

wy You Capalce ſhall goe along with me, » | \Was that my Father that went henec 1o faſt? 

| = And AMownterwe come you this afttrnoone, | Bew. It was : what ſadnes lengthens Roweo': lioures ? | 

5 To know our Fathers pleaſure inthis caſe : A | Ko, Not hauing that, which hauing, makes them ſhort 
b 1 To old Free-towne,our common iudgernent place : { Ben, Inloue. ; 
Tc Once more on paine of death, all men depart, Exeunt, | Romeo. Out, 
| ns - Afoun. Who ſer this auncient quarcell new abroach ? | Ben. Ofloue. | 
| F | 1 A Speake Nephew,were you by,when it began: | Rem Our of her favour where lam in loue, 
'S Beu, Heere werethe leruants of your aducriarie, | Gen. Alas that loue ſo gentle in kis view, 

1. {© | And yours cloſe fighting ere | did approach, Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proofe. 

7 | drew to part them,in rhe inſtanc came | Rom, Alas that loue, whofe view is muffled till, 
s | The fiery Tibalt with his {word prepar'd, | Should without eyes,ſee path-wayes to his will : 

1 f , | Which as he breath'd defiance tomy cares, Where ſhall we dine? O me : what fray was heere? | 
| MH He ſwong abour his head, and cut the windes, Yer tell me not,for I haue heard it all: - | 
{4 Who nothing hurt withall,hitt him in tcorne. Heere's muchto do with hate,but more with loue: 

f P14 While we were enterchanging thruſts and blowes, Why then,O brawling loue,O loving hate, | 
| Y Came more and more,and fought onpart and patr, O any thing,of nothing firſt created ; 

WY [If Till the Prince'came, who parted cither part. O heauie lighrneſſe, ſerious vanity, 

bi 'F Wife. O where is Romeo,ſaw you him to day? ) Miſhapen Chaos of welſeeing formes, 

5 þ F# Right glad am I,he was nor at this fray, | Feather of lead, bright ſmoake,cold fire, ficke health, 
fa: | ; wn Ben, M1dam,an houre before the worſhipt Sun Still waking ſleepe, that is not what it is : 

'# | 1 Peer'd forththe golden window of the Eaſt, This loue feele ];that fecle no louc in this, 

4 '| A troubled mind draue me to walke abroad, Doeſt thou not laugh ? 
"7 0 Where vnderneath the groue of Sycamqur, Zen, NoCore,lrather weepe. 
ON: 1: That Weſt-ward rooteth from this City fide : Rom. Good heart,at what ? 
+ Ag So cately walking did | ſee your Sonne: Fen. Atthy good hearts oppreſsion, 
6" If; 2M Towards him I made,but he was ware of me, | Rom, Why ſuch is loues tranſg refsion. 
"| wy hAnd Role into the couert of the wood, Grietes of mine owne lic heauic in my breaſt, 
"38: 17 I meaſuring his affeCtions by my owne, | Which thou wile propagate to haue ir preaſt 
JF: Fg Which then moſt ſought, wher moft might not be found: | With more of thine, this loue that thou haſt ſhowne, 
,. of ; Being one too many by my weary ſelfe, Doth add= more gricfe,totoo much of mine owne, 
; ke Purſued my Honour, not purſuing his Loue is a\moake made with the fume of lighes, 
"*.1 0 And gladly ſhunn'd, who gladly fled from me, Being purg'd,a fire ſparkling in Louers eyes, 
| Avant, Mroy a morning hath he there beene ſeene, | Being vext,a Seanouriſht with louing teares, 

[W281 With teares augmenting the freſh mornings deaw, Whart is it elſe ? a madneſſe, moſt difcreer, 

k q: | Adding to cloudes,more cloudes witt his deepe fighes, | A choking ga!l,and a preſeruing ſweet : 

; | 1 Bur all io ſoone as the all-cheering Sunne, Farewell my Coze. 

| Should in the tartheſt Ealt begin to draw Ben. Soft I will goe along, 1 
| i? The ſhadie Curtaines from Amroras bed, And if you leave me ſo, you do me wrong, 
| Away from light ſfieales home my heauy Sonne, Rom. Tot [have loft my ſclte, lam not here, 
[ And priuate in his Chamber pennes himſelfe, This is not Rome, hee's ſome ocher where, 
{ Shuts vp his windowes ,lockes faire day-light our, Bex. Tell me in ſadnefle, who is that you Joue ? 
| And makes himfelfe an artificiall night; | Rom. Whar ſhall I grone andrell thee ? 
Blacke and portendous mult this humour prote, Ben, Grone,why no : bur ſadly tell me who, 
| Vnlefle good counſell may the cauſe remoue, Rom, A licke man in ſadneſſe makes his will ; 
 *} Ber. My Noble Vncle doe you know the cauſe ? A wordill vrg'dto one that is fo ill ; 
Mown. 1 nenther know it,nor canlearne of him. In ſadnceſle Cozin,l do loue 8 woman. 
Ben, Hane you importun'd him by avy meanes? Ben, Taym'd ſo neare,when I ſfuppol'd you lou'd, 
Morn, Both by my felfe and many others Friends, Rom. Atight good marke man,and ſhee's faire] love 
But he his owne »fc ions counſeller, Ben, Arightfaire marke, faire Coze,'s ſooneſt hir, 
"FJ Is to himllelfef I will not ſay how true) Row. Well in'that hit you miſle,ſheel not be hir 
But to himlſclte fo lecret and ſo cloſe, Wirth Cupids arrow,(he bath Drens wit : 
| So farte from ſounding and diſcovery, And in rong proofe of chaſtity well arm'd: 
As is the bud bit with an envious worme, From loues weake childiſh Bow, ſhe lives vacharn'd. 
47 Fre he can ſpread his (weete leanes to the ayre, Shee will not ſay the Hhege of louing tearmes, 
F108 HY | Or dedicare his beauty to the ſame, Nor bid th'incounter of aſſajling eyes. 

118) | 6 Could we but tearne from whence his ſorrowes grow, Nor open her lap to SainCt-ſeducing Gold: | 
Po. ok We would as willingly giue cure,as know, O the is rich in beautie,onely poore, | 
148060 Enter Roma, That when ſhe dies, with beautie dies her ſtore. 

11-1 1 Pe # Sec where he comes,(o pleale you Rep aſide, - Bon, Thenſhe hath ſworne,that ſhe will Rill live chaſt ? 
{Y *3} ; hg { Ile know his greceuance,or be much denide. Rom, She hath,and in that ſparing make huge waſt? 
vey 6 \ 4 Alown, ] would thou werr ſo happy by thy (tay, | For beauty ſteru'd with her ſeuerity, 4 

[&; 4Þ ts heare trwuc ſhrift, Come MaCan let's away, Excum. | Cuts beauty off from all polteritic. - +. C 
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| She is too faire,too wiſewi : "7 too faire, 
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To merit blifle by making me 
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aire: 

She hath torſworne to loue,and inthat yow 

Do 1 live dead, that hueto tel! it now, 
Be», Be rul'd by me,forget to thinke ofher, 
Rom, O teach me how I ſhould forget to thinke. 
Bex. By giuing liberty vnco thine eyes, 

Examine other beauties, 


Ro.'Tis the way to calhers(exquiſit)in queſtion more, | 


Thele happy maskes thac kifle taire Ladies browes, 
Being blacke,purs vs in mind tney hide the faire: 
He that is ſtrooken blind,cannot forgec 
1 he precious treaſure of his eye-fight loſt ; 
Shew me a Miftreſle that is paſſing faire, 
W hat doth her beauty ſerue bur as anote, 
Where 1 may read who palt that paſhog faire. 
Farewell thou can't not teach me to forget, 
Ben, le pay that doQtrine,or elſe die in debt. Exenunt 
Enter Capmlet ,Conntie Paris,and the Clawne, 
Caps, CMountague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike,and tis not hard I thinke, 
For men fo old as wee, to keepe the peace, 
Par. Of Honourable reckoning are you both, 
And pittie 'tis you liu'd at ods {o long: 
But now my Lord, what tay youto my ſute ? 
Caps. Bur (1ying ore what I haue ſaid before, 
My Child is yet a firanger inthe world, 
Shee hath nor ſeene the change of fourteene yeares, 
Let rwo more Suinmers wither in their pride, 
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a Bride, 
Pari. Younger then ſhe,are happy mothers made. 
Capu. Andtoo ſoone mar'd are thoſe ſo carly made: 
Earth hath ſwallowed all my hopes bur ſhe, 
Shee's the hopefull Lady of my earth: 
Bur wooe her gentle Parzs,got her heart, 
My willto her conſent, is bur a part, 
And ſhee agree, within her ſcope of choiſe, 
Lyes my conſent,and faire according voice : 
This night 1 hold an old accuttom'd Feaft, 
\Wherero 1 haut invited many a Gueſt, 
Such as I loue,and you among the ſtore, 
One more,moft welcome makes ray number more : 
At my poore houle,lookefto behold this night, 
Earth-rreading ftarres,that make darke heaven light, 
Such comfort as do luſty young men feele, 
When well apparrel'd Aprill on the heele 
Oflimping Water treads,euen ſuch delight 
Among freſh Feunell buds {hall you this nighr 
Inherit at my houtle: heare all,all ſee : 
Andlike her moſt, whoſe merit moſt ſhall be : 
Which one more veiw,ot many,mine being one, 
May Rand in number,though in reckning none, 
Come,goe with me: goe firrah crudge about, 
Through faire Verona, find thole perions out, 
Whoſe names are wrizten there,and to them ſay, 
My houſe and welcome,on their pleaſure ſtay, Frit, 
Ser, Find them out whoſe namet are written, Heete it 
is written, that the Shoo-maker ſhould meddle with his 
Yard, and the Tayler with his Laft,the Fiſher with his 
PcnGll, and the Painter with his Nets, But 1 am lent to 
find thoſe perſons whoſe names are writ, & can never find 
what names the writing perton hath here writ;( | muſt to 
the learned) in good time, 
Enter 'Bennolio and Romeo. 
Ben. Tut man,one tice burnes our anothers burning, 
One paige is leſned by anothers anguiſh : 


_— 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| Shut yp inpriſon, kept withour my foode, 


Turne giddie,and be holpe by backward curning : 
One deſparate greefe,cures with anothers lauguiſh : 
Take thou ſome new infeRion to the eye, 
And the rank poylon of the old wil die, 

Rom, Your Plantan leafe is excellent for that, 

Zen, For what I pray rhee 2 

Rom, For your broken ſhin, 

ben, Why Romeo art thou mad? 

Rom, Not mad, bur bound more then a mad manis: 


Whipr and tormented : and GodCen good fellow, 

Ser, Godgigoden,]Ipray fir can you read ? 

Rors. 1 mine owne fortune in my milerie. 

Ser, Perhaps you have learn'd it without b ooke : 

But I pray can you read any thing you ice? 

Rom, | if I know the Letters and the Layguage, | 

Ser, Ye ſay honeſtiy,reſt you merry. | 

Kem, Stay tellow, I canread, 

He reades the Letter, | 

Wo igneur Mart ino,and 15 wife and danghter : County An- 

ſelme and his beautions ſiſters : the Lady widdow of Utru- 
wio Seignenr Placentio and his lonely Neeces : Mercutioand 
his brother Valentine : mine vncle Capulet bis wife and dang be | 
ters : my faire Neece Roſaline, Linia Stignenr V alentio,C hs 
Coſen T ybalt : Lucio and the Imely Helena. 
A faire aſſembly, whirher ſhould they come ? 

Ser. Vp. 

Row, Whither? to ſupper? 

Ser. To our houſe, 

Rom. Whoſe houſe ? 

Ser, My Maiſters, 

Row, Indeed I ſhould have askt you that before, 

Ser. Now lle tell you without azking, My maiſter is 
the great rich Capaler, and if you be not of the houſe of 
Meountagnes | pray come and cruſha cup,of wine. Reſt 
you merry. Exit, 

Ben, Art this ſame auncient Feaſt of Capwlers 
Sups the faire Roſaline,whom thou fo loues ; 

With all the admired Beauties of Verona, 
Gothither and with vnattainted eye, 
Compare her face with ſome that | ſhall how, 
And] will make thee thinke thy Swan a Crow, 
Rom, When the deuout religion of mine eye 
M aintaines ſuch falſhood,then turne teares to fire * 
And theſe who often drown d could neuer die, 
Tranſparent Heretiques be burnt for liers, 
One fajrer then my loue : the all-ſeeing Sun 
Nere ſaw her march, fince firſt the world begun, | 

Ben, Tur, you ſaw her faire,none elſe being by, 

Herſelfe poyl'd with herſelfe in either eye : 

But in that Chriftall ſcales, let there be waid, 

Y our Ladies love againſt ſome other Maid 

Thar I will ſhow you,ſhining at this Feaſt, 

And ſhe ſhew ſcant ſhell, well, that now ſhewes beft. 

Rom. Ile goe along,no ſuch fight to be ſhowne, 
But to reioycein ſplendor of mine owne. | 
Enter Capulets Wife and Nurſe, 

Wife Norſe wher's my daughter? call her forthto me, 

Nurſe, Now by wy Maidenhead, at twelue yeare old 
I bad her come, what Lamb: what Ladi-bird, God forbid, 
Where's this Grrle ? what /wdier ? 

Enter Iuliet, 
[*lict. How now, who calls ? 

Nur, Your Mother, 

Isliet. Madam T am heere, what is your will 

Wife. This is the matter : Nurſe giue leaue awhile, we 
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[ muſt calke in ſecret, Nurſe come backe againe,l haue re- | Read ore the yolume of young Paris face, Wis 

membred me,thou'te hcare our counſell, Thou knoweft | And find delight ,writ there with Beauties pen: 

"if my daugixer's of a proty age. Examine cuery {euerall liniament, 

| d . Nwſe. Faith | can tell her age ynto an houre, And ſee how one another lends content; | 

| ; Wife, Shce's not fourtecne. And what obſcur'd in this faire yolume lies, | 

q Nurſe. lelay tourtcene of my teeth, Find written inthe Margent of his eyes, | 

« 14 | And yet to my teene be ir ipoken, | This precious Booke of Loue,this ynbound Lover, 

7 bs! | I have but foure. ſhee's not fourteens, To Beautifie him,onely lacks a Cover, | 

h + How long is it now to Lammas wide ? The fiſh liues in the Sea, and 'tis much pride 

: = \ | Wife, A fortnight and odde dayes, For faire without, the faire within co hide: | 

18 | % Nurſe, Eucn or odde, of all daics inthe yeare come | That Booke in manies eyes doth ſhare the glorie, | 

v 1! j Lammas Eue at night ſhall ſhe be fourtcene. Suſan & ſhe, | Thatin Gold claſpes, Lockes in the Golden ftorie : | 

s 18; f God re(t all Chriſtian ſoules, were of an age. Well Suſan | So ſhall you ſhare all that he doth poſleſle, 

| 41 is with God, ſhe was too good for me.But as! ſaid, on La. By having him,making your ſclfenoleſle. | 

i jþ 4 4s Euc at night ſhall ſhe be fourteene, that ſhall ſhe ma- Narſe, Noleſle,nay bigger: women grow by men, 

| Eo ric, l remember ic well. *Tis fince the Earth-quake now Old La, Speake briefly,can you like of Paris love? | 
| eleven yeares,and (he was wean'd [ never ſhall forger it, Inli, le looke to like,if looking liking moue, 
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| ofall che daics of the yeare, vpon that day : for I had then | Butno more deepe will I endart mine eye, | 
laid Worme-woodto my Dug fitting inthe Sunne vnder | Then your conſent gives firength to make flyr. 

the Douchoule wall, my Lord and you were then at Enter a Seruing man, 

Aantea,nay T1 doe beare a braine, Butasl ſaid, when it Ser. Madam,the gueſts are come,ſupper ſeru'd vp,you 
did raft the Worme-wood on the nipple of my Dugge, | cal'd,my young Lady askt for,the Nurſe cur't in the Pan» 
and felt ir bitcer, pretty foole,to ſee it teachie, and tall out | tery,and every thing in extremitie :I mult hence to wait, 1 


A  "- 


with the Dugce, Shake quoth the Doue-houle, '*twasno | beſcech you tollow ſtraight, Exit. 
neede I crow to bid mee trudge: and face that time tis Mo, We follow thee [ulter, the Countie aies, 

a eleuch yeares,for then ſhe could ſtand alone, nay bi'th' 4 Nwrſe, Goc Gyrle,ſeeke happ;e nights to happy dajes. 
roode ſhe could haue runney& wadled all about : for euen / Any 


the day before ſhe broke her brow, & then my Husband Enter Romeo ,QCAfereutio, Bennolio,with fine or [ixe 
God be with his ſoule, a was a merrie man, tooke yp the | other Makers, Toxch-bearers, 
Child, yea quoth hee,doeR thou fall ypon thy face? thou Rom, What ſhall this ſpeeh be ſpoke for our excuſe 7 
wilt fall backeward when thou haft more wit, wilt thou | Or ſhall we on without Apologie? 

not /ule? And by-my holy-dam, the pretty wretchlette Ben. The date is out of fuchprolixitie, 

» crying, & ſaid I : to [ze now how a Teſt ſhall come about, | Weelc have no Cap:d, hood wink with a skarfe, 

L warrant,& 1 ſhall liue a thouſand yeares,I never ſhould | Bearing a Tartars painzed Bow of lath, 

forget it : wilt thou not {/er quorth he?and pretty foole it | Skating the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 


{ tinted, and ſaid I, But lct them meaſure vs by what they.will, 
y O14 La. lnough of this,I pray thee hold thy peace. Weele meaſure them a Meaſure, and be gone, 
| Nurſe, Yes Madam, yet I cannot chuſe but laugh, to Row. Give me a Torch, I amnot for this ambling. 
| chinke it ſhould leaue crying, & ſay I: and yet I warrant | Being but heauy I will beare the light. 
it had vpon it brow, a buwpe as big az a young Cockrels Mer. Nay gentle Romeo, we muſt have you dance, 
one? A perilous knock, and it cryed bitterly, Tea quoth Rom. Not I beleeue me,you have dancing ſhooes 
my husband, fall'lt ypon thy face, thou wilt fall back- | With nimble ſoles, | have Aeale of Lead 


watd when thou commeſt toage : wilt thou not ule? It | Softakes metothe ground, I cannot moue, 


 inted;andfaid I, Aer; You are a Lover, borrow Capids wings, 
| Ine, And int thou too. I pray thee Narſe,ſay I, And toare with them aboue a common bound, 
Nur, Peace I haue done:God marke thee too his grace Rom, I amtoo ſore enpearced with his ſhaft, 
thou waſt the prettieſt Babethatere | nurſt, and 1 might | To ſoare with his light feathers, and to bound: 
live to ſee thee married once, I have my wiſh, I cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 
O!d Ls Marry that marry is the very theame Vnder loves heauy burthen doel finke, 
I came to talke of,tel| me daughter /whet, | Hors. And to hnke in it ſhould you burthen loue, 
{ How ſtands your diſpoſition to be Married? Too great oppreſſion for a tenderthing, 
Juli. Iris an houte that I dreamenor of, | Rom. Is loue atender thing ? it is too rough, 
Nur. An houre,were not | thine onely Nurſe, I would | Toorude,too boyſterous,and it pricks like thorne, 
{:y thou had ſuckt wiſtedome fromthy teat, CAter, It loue be rough with you, be rough with loue, 
"014 La&Wellthinke of marriage now, yonger then you | Pricke loue for pricking,and you beat loue downe, 
Hecre in Verona, Ladies of ciceme, | Giue mea Caſe toput my vilage in, 
| Atc made alt eaily Mothers, By my count A Viſor for a Viſor,what care [ 
[| was your Mother, much yponthele yeares What curious eye doth quore deformities : 
That vou arenow a Maide,thus thea in bricte : Here are the Beerle-browes ſhall bluſh for me. 
The valiant Pars (eckes you for his loue. Ben, Come knocke and enter, and no ſooner io, 
| Nw , A man young Lady, Lady, ſuch arman asall | Butevery manbetake himto his legs, 
the world, Why hee's a man of waxe. Rom, A Torch for me,let wantons light of hear: 
C11 IL, 1, Feronas Summer hath not ſuch a flower, Tickle the {encelefle ruſhes with their heeles : 
Nurſe, Nay hee's a lower,iofaith a very flower, For I am prouerb'd witha Grandhfier Phraſe, 
0/4L 4: What ſay you,can you louethe Gentleman? | Ile be a Candle-holder and looke ov, 
This nigh you ſhall behold him at our Feaſt, The game was nere ſo faire,and 1 am done. i - 
er. ut, 
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Ater, Tut,duns the Mouſe,the Conſtables owne word, | 
It thou arc dun,weele draw thee from the mire. 


Or ſave your reverence loue, wherein thou Rickeſt 


Vp tothe eares, come we burne day light ho, 

Rom. Nay that'snot ſo. 

Mer, 1 meane ir I delay, 
We waſt our lights in vaine,lights.lights,by day; 
Take our good meaning, for our Tudgement (its 
Fine times in that, cre once in our fine wits, 

Rom. And we meane well in going to this Maske, 
Lut'cis no wit to go, 

Mer. Why may one aske ? 

Rom, 1 dreamprt a dreame to night, 

Mer, And jodid 1. 

Rom. Well what was yours? 

CAer, That dreamers oitenlye, 

Ro. In bed a ſleepewhile they do dreame things true, 

Mer. O then | ſee Queene Mab bath beene with you : 
She is the Fairies Midwite, & ſhe comes in ſhape no big- | 
ger then Agat-ſtone, on the fore-finger ofan Alderman, | 
drawne with a teerne of little Acomies,ouer mens noles as / 
they lie aſlcepe : her Waggon Spokes made of long Spin- | 
ners legs :the Couer of the wings of Graſhoppers, her 
Traces ofithe ſmalleft Spiders web, her coullers of the 
Moonſhines watry Beames, her W hip of Crickers bone, 
the Laſh of Philome,her Waggoner, aſmall gray-coared 
Gnar,not halfe ſo bigge as a round little Worme, prickr 
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{rom the Lazie-finger of a man, Her Chariot is anemptie | 
Haſelnut, made by the loyner Squirrel or old Grub, time | 


out a mind, the Faries Coach-makers : & in this tate ſhe 


gallops night by night,through Louers braines : and then | 


they dreame of Loue.On Courtiers knees,that dreame on 
Curkies trait : orc Lawyers fingers, who ſtrait; dreamt on 
Fees, ore La/ies lips, who ſtrait on kiſſes dreame, which 
oft athe angry Mad with bliſters plagues, becauſe their 
breath with Sweet meats tainted are, Sometime ſhe gal- 
lops ore a Courtierynole, & then dreames he of ſmelling 
out aſure:& ſomtime comes ſhe w.th Tith pigs tale, tick- 
ling a Parſons noſe 35 a lies afleepe, then he dreames of 
another Benefice, Sometime ſhe driveth yre a Souldiers 
necke, & then dreames he of cutting Forraine throats, of 
Breaches, Ambuicados,Spaniſh Blades : Of Healths five 
Fadome deepe,and then anon drums in his eares,at which 
he ſtartes and wakes; and being thus frighted, ſweares a 
prayer or two & ſleepes'againe:this is that very Mab that 

lats the manes of Horſes in the night : & bakes the Elk- 
Lake in foule lurtiſh haires, which once vnrangled, much 
misfortune bodes, 
This is the hag,when Maides lie on their backs, 
Thatpreſſes them,and learnes them firſt to beare, 
Making them poren of good carriage : 
Thisis ſhe, 

Rom, Peace,peace,Aercutio peace, 
Thourtalk'ft of nothing. 
CHMer. True,I talke of dreames : 

Which aie the children of an idle braine, 
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Whichis as thin of ſubſtance as the ayre, 
And more inconftane then the wind, who wooes 
Enen now the frozen boſome of the North : | 
And being anger'd, puftes away from thence, 
To:ning his fide to the dew dropping South, 
Per. This wind you talke of blovres vs from our ſeluey, 


Begot ofnothing,bur vaine phantatie , | 


Rom, | feare too early, for my mind miſgiues, 
Some conſequence yet hanging inthe ſtarres, 


Supper is done,and we ſhall come roo late | 


Shall bicrerly begin his fearetull Cate 

With this nights revels gand expire the tearme 
Of a deſpiſed life clol'd in my breft: | 
By lome vile forteit of yntimely death, | 
But he that hath the ſtirrage of my courſe, « 
Direct my ſute : on juſtice Gentlemen, 4 

Ben, Strike Drum. 

T hey maarch nhout the Stage, «nd Seruinomen come fort! 
with theer napkins, 
Enter Serwant, 

Ser. Where's Potpan,that he helpes not to take away ? 
He ſhift a Trencher ? he {crape a Trencher ? ; 

1. When good manners, ſhall lein one or two mens 
hands,and they vawaſhe too, 'tis a foulething, 

Ser, Away with the Toynſtooles, remove the Court- 
cubbord, looke to the Plate: good thou, ſave mee apiece 
of Marchpane,and 3s thou loueſt me, let the Porter let ih 
Suſan Grind/tore,and Net, Anthonie and Potpan, 

2, I Boyreadie, . 

Ser. '(ouarelooker for,and cal'd for, askt for, & fought | 
forg'n the great Chamber. I 

1 Wecannot be here and there too,chearly Boyes, 
Be brisk awhile,and the longer huer take ali. 

E xeunt. 
Enter ail the Gueſts and Centlewomen to the 
Markers, 
1. Caps, Welcome Gentlemen, 
Ladies that have their tocs 
Vnplagu'd with Cornes,will walke abont with you ; 
Ah my Miſtreſſes, which of you all * 
Will now deny to dance? She that makes dainty, 
She le {weare hath Cornes :am I come neare ye now ? 
Welcome Gentlemen, have ſeene the doy 
That I have worne a Viſor, and could tell 
A whiſpering tale in a faire Ladies eare : 
Such as would pleale ;*cis gone, 'tis gone, "tis gene, | 
You are welcome Gentlemen, come Muſiians play : 
Aſnſiche plates: and the davice. 
A Hall,Ho!l, vive roome, and footeir Girles, 
More light you knaues,and turne the Tables vp : 
And quench the fire,the Roome is growne tov hor, 
Ab firrah,this vnlooke for fport comes well : 
Nay (ic, nay fir,good Corin Capaler, 
For you and I are paſt our dauncing daies : 
How long "1ſt now ſince laſt your felfe and I 
Were ina Maske ? 
2. Capn, Berlady rhirty yeares, 

1. Caps, What man: 'tis not ſo much, 'tis nor ſo much, 

'Tis fince che Nuptiall of Lucentio, 
Come Pentycolt as quickely as it will, 
Some fue and twenty yeares,and then we Maske. 

2 . Cap. "Tis more, 'tis more, his Sonne is elder fir: |} 
His Sonne is thirty, 

3- Cap, Will youtel! methat? 
His Sonne was but a Ward two yeares 2g0e, 

Rom. \\Wha:t Ladie is that which dothn1 rich ithe hand 
Of yonder Knight? 

Ser, I knownor fr , 

Rom. O ſhe doth teach the Torches co burne bright ; 
It ſeemes ſhe hangs vpon the cheeke of night, 

As a rich lewel in an Aschiops care: 
Beauty 100 rich for vſe,for earth too deare: 


So ſhewes 2 Snowy Doue trooping with Crowes, 
As yonder Lady ore her fellowes ſhowes ; 

The meaſure done, lle watch her place of ftand, 
And touching hers,make bleſſed my rude hand. - | 
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Did my heart loue till now,forfweare it light, 
For I never ſaw true Beauty till rhis night, 

Tib. This by his voice, thould be a Afonntegue. 

Ferch me my Rapier Boy, what dares the ſlauc 
Come hither couer'd with an antique face, 
To fleere and {corre at our Solemmrie? 
Now by che ſtocke and Honour of my kin, 
To firtke him dead | hold it nor a fin, 

Cap. Why how now kin{man, 
Wherefore ſtorme you lo ? 

Tib. Vncle this is a ountague, our foe: 
A Villaine that is hicher.come 1a ſpight, 

To ſcorne at our Solemnitie this night, 

Cap. Young Romeo 1zit ? 

Tib. Tis he,that Villaine Romnes, 

Cap. Content thee gentle Coz,let lum alone, 
A beares him like a portly Gentleman ; 

And to lay truth, Verona brags of him, 
To be a vectuous and well gouern'd youth ; 

[ would not for the wealth of all the rowne, 
Here in my houſe do him dilparagement : 
Therfore be patient,take no note of him, 

Itis my will,the which it chou reſpect, 

Shew a faire preſence,and put off theſe frownes, 
An ill beſeeming ſemblance for a Feaſt, 

- Tb. Itfics when ſuch a Villaine is a gueſt, 
Ile not endure him, 

Cap, He ſhall beendu'rd, 

What goodman boy, ſay he ſhall,go coo, 
| Aml the Maiſter here or you ? go too, 
Youle not endure him,God ſhall mend my ſoule, 
Youle make a Mutinie among the Gueſts : 
You will ſet cocke a hoope, youle be the man. 

Tib. Why Vacle,'tis a ſhame. 

Cap. Gotoo,go too, 

You are a ſawgy Boy, 'i{t io indeed ? 

This tricke may chance to (cath you,l know what, 
You malt contrary me,marry "cis time. 

Well ſaid my hearts,you are a Princox,goe, 

Be quiet,oz more light, more light for ſhame, 

Ile make you quiet, What, chearely my hearts. 

Tib, Patience perforce, with wilfull choler meeting, 


| Makes my fleſh tremble jn their different greeting 


I will wichdraw, but this intruſion ſhall 
Now ſceming ſweet, conuett ro bitter gall. 
Rom. If lprophane with my vnwogthieſt hand, 
This holy ſhrine,the gentle fins this, 
My lips to bluſhing Pilgrims did ready ſtand, 
To ({mooth that rough couch,with a tender kiſle, 
[ul, Good Pilgrime, 
You do wrong your hand too much, 
Which mannerly deuotion ſhewes in this, 
For S1ints hauc hands that Pilgrims hands do tuch, 
And palme to palmegis holy Palmers kiſle, 
Rom. Hauc not Saints lips,and holy Palmers too? 
I. IPilgrim,lips that they muſt vſe in prayer, 
Rom. O then deare Saint, ler lips do what hands do, 
They pray(grant thow)leaſt faith turne to diſpaire. 
[ul. Saints do not moue, 
hough grant for prayers fake. 
Rom. Ilien moue not)while my prayers cffe& I take: 
Thus from my lips,by thine my finis purg'd. 
Jul. Then have my lips the {in that they have tooke, 
Rom. Sin from my lips?O treſpaſle ſweetly vrgd ; 
Giueme my (11 againe. 


Exit, 


Iul, You kiſſe by't'booke. 


- 


—— C Me, 


| Nur. Madamyour Mother craues 2 word with you, 
Kom, Whart is her Mother ? 
Nurſ, Marrie Batcheler, 
Her Mother is the Lady of the houſe, 
And a good Lady,and a wiſe,and Yertuous, 
I Nur'tt her Daughter that youralkt withal! ; 
I tell you, he that can lay hold of her, 
Shall haue the chincks, 
Rom, Is fhe a Capwlet 2 


O deare account ! My lite is my foes debr. 

Ben, Away,be gone,the ſport is at the beſt, 

Rom, 1 ſo | feare,the more is my vnreſt, 

Cap. Nay Gentlemen prepare notto be gone, 
We haue atrifling fooliſh Banquet towards : 
Is ite&ne ſo 2 why then I thanke you all. 
I thanke you honeſt Gentlemen, good night : 
More I orches here: come on,thenler's to bed. 
Ah firrah, by my faic it waxes late, . 
llc romy reſt, 

Inl;, Come hither Nurſe, 
W har is yond Gentleman : 

Nr, The Sonne and Heire of old Tyberio, 

Juli, What's he that now is going out of doore ? 

Nor. Marrie that I thinke be young Perrachso, 

In!.\N hat's he that follows here that would not dance ? 

Nw. I know not, 

Hal, Go aske hisname:ifhe be married, 

My graue is like to be my wedded bed. 

Nur. His name is Romeo,and a Monntague, 
The onely Sonne of your great Enemie, 

[u/, My onely Loue ſprung from wy onely hate, 
| Tooearly ſeene, vnknowne,and knowne too late, 
Prodigious birth of Loue itis to me, 

ThatI muſt loue aloathed Enemie, 

Near. What's this ? whats this? 

Inl. Arime,l learne cuen now 
Of one I dan'ſt withall, 


One cal: within, [#lict, 
Nmar. Anon, anon : 


Come let's away,the ſtrangers all are gone, 
Eveant, 


Chorus. 
Now old defire doth in his death bed lie, 
And yong affeRtion gapes to be his Heire, 
T hac taire,for which Love gron'd for and would die, 
With tender /a/iet matcht,is now not faire. 
Now Romeo is beloued,and Loves againe, 
A like bewitched by the charme of lookes : 
But to his foe ſuppos'd he muſt complaine, 
And ſhe feale Louecs ſweet bait from fearefull hookes : 
Being held a foe, he may not haue acceſſe 
To breath ſuch yowes as Loners vie to (weare, 
And ſhe as much in Loue,her meanes much leſfle, 
To meete her new Beloued any where : 
Bur paſſhonlends them Power, timegmeanes to meete, 
Temp'ring extremities with extreame ſweete, 
Enter Romeo alone, 

Row, CanT goe forward when my heart is here? 

Turne backe dull earth,and find thy Center out. 
Enter Benaolio,with Mercutio. 
Ben. Romeo,my Cozen Romeo, Romeo. 

Mere. He is wiſe, 
And on my life hath ſtolne him home to bed. 

Ben. He ran this way and leapt this Orchard wall, 


Call good Areniio:; 


Nay,lle conjure too, 


—_—— 
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Mer. Romeo, Humours, Madman,Paſtion, Louer, 
Appeare thou in the likeneſle of a ſigh, 
Speake but one rime,and I am ſatisfied: 
Cry me but ay me,Prouant, but Loue and day, 
Speake to my goſhip Venw one faire word, 
Oue Nickname for her purblind Sonne and her, 
Young Abraham Cupid he that ſhot ſo true, 
When King Cophersa lou'd the begyer Maid, 
He heareth not, he ticreth not, he mouethn or, 
The Ape is dead,} mult conjure him, 
I coniure thee by Reſalines bright cyes, 
By her High forehead, and her Scarlet lip, 
By her Fine foote, Straight leg,ahd Quinering thigh, 
And the Demeanes,that there Adiacenrt lie, 
Thar in thy likeneſſe thou appeare to vs. , 
Ben. Andif he heare thee thou wile anger him. 
Aer. This cannot anger him,t'would anger him 
Toraife a ſpirit in his Miftreſle circle, 
Of {ome ſtrange nature, letting it ſtand 
Till ſhe had laid it,and coniured it downe, 
That were ſome ſpighr. 
My inuocationis faire and honeſt, & in his Miftcis name, 
1 coniure onely bur to raiſe vp him. 
Ben. Come,he hath hid himſcife among theſe Trees 
To be conſorted with the Humerous night : 
Blind is his Loue,and beſt befits the darke. 
Mer. 1f Loue be blind, Love cannot hit the marke, 
| Now will he fit vader a Medler tree, 
And wiſh his MiftreNſe were that kind of Fruite, 
As Maides call Medlers when they laugh alone, 
O Romeo: hat ſhe were,O that ſhe were 
An open,or thou a Poprin Peare, 
Remeo goodnight, lleto my Truckle bed, 
This Field-bedis ro cold for me to {leepe, 
Come ſhall we go ? 
Ben. Go then, for 'tis in vaine to ſeeke him here 
That meanes not to be found. Exennt- 
Rom. He icafts at Scarres that neuer felt a wound, 
But ſoft, what light through yonder window breaks? 
It is the Eaſt,and [lier is the Sunne, 
Ariſe faire Sun and kill che envious Moone, 
Who is already ficke and pale with griefe, 
That thou her Maid art far more faire then ſhe ; 
Be not her Maid ſince (he is envious, 
Her Veſtal livery is but {1cxe and greene, 
And none bur fooles do weare it,caft it off : 
Itis my Lacy,Q it is my Louc, O that ſhe knew ſhe were, 
She ſpeakes,yet ſhe ſayes nothing, what of that ? 
Her eye diſcourſes, | will anſwere it : 
I am to0 bold 'tis not to me ſhe ſpeakes : 
Two of the faireſt ſarres in all the Heauen, 
Hauing ſome bulineſle do entreat her eyes, 
To ewinckle in their Spheres till they returne. 
What if her eyes were there,they in her bead, 
The brightneſle of her cheeke would (hame thoſe ſtarres, 
As day-light doth a Lampe, her eye in heauen, 
Would through the ayric Region ſtreame {o bright, 
That Birds would fng,and chinke it werenot night : 
See how ſhe leanes her cheeke vpon her hand. 
O that I were a Gloue vpon that hand, 
Thar I might touch that cheeke, 
Il, Ay me, 
Rom, She ſpcakes. 
Oh ſpeake againe bright Angell,for thou art 
As gloriousto this night being ore my head, 
As 13a winged meſſenger of heauen: 


—  — 


| Belonging to a man. 
| What? ina names that which we call a Roſe, 


| 
' 
| 
| 


| Call me but Loue,and Ile be new bapriz'd, | 


Vato the white vpturned wondrivg eyes 
Ot mortalls that full backe to gaze on him, 
When he beſtrides the lazie puffing Cloudes, 
And failes vpon the boſome of the ayre. 
Iul. O Romes, Romeo, wherefore art thou Rowes 2 
Deniz thy Father and retufe thy name! 
Or it thou wiltnot,be but {worne my Loue, 
And Ile no longer be a Capwlet, 
Rom. Shall I heare more,or ſhall I ſpeake at this? 
{x. 'Tis but chy name that is my Enemy : 
Thou art thy ſelfe,thoughnots Aowntague, 
\V hat's Aountague? it 15 nor hand nor toote, 
Nor arme, nor face,O be ſome other name 


By any other word would ſmell as (weets, 
So Romee would, were he not Romeo cal'd, | 
Retaine that deare perfetion which he owes, 
Withour that title Femeodofte thy name, 
And for thy name which is no vart of thee, 
Take all my lelte, 

Rom. 1 cake thee xt thy word : 


Hence toorth [ never will be Romeo. 

[#{1. What man art thou, that thus beſcreen'd innight 
So ſtumbleſt on my counſel]? | 

Rom. By aname, 

I know not how to tell thee wholI am: 

My name deare Saint,js hatefull tro my ſelfe, 
Becaule it is an Enemy to thee, 

Had TI it written, I would teare the word. 

Iuli, My eares haue yet nor drunke a hundred words 
Ofthy tongues vrtecing, yet I know the ſound. 

Art thou not Remeo,and a Montague ? ; 

Rom. Neither faire Maid,if :1ther thee diſlike, 

Ini. How cam'ſt thou hither, | 
Tell me,and wherefore? 

The Orchard walls are high,and hard ro climbe, 
Andtheplace death,confidering who thou art, 
If any of my kinſmen find thee here, 

Rom, \W:th Loves light wings 
Did 1 ore.perch theſe Walls, 

For lohy limits cannot hold Loue our, | 
And what Love can do,that dares Loue attempt : 
Therefore thy kinimen are no flop to me. 

[«l. If they do lee thee,they will murther thee, 

Rom, Alacke there lies more perill in thine eye, 
Then cwenty of their Swords, looke thou bur ſweete, 
And | am proofe againſt their enmity, 

[ul. 1 would not for the world they ſaw thee here. 

Rom. I haue nights cloake to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou loue meglet them finde me here, 

My life were better ended by their hate, 
Then death proroged wanting of thy Love. 

ul, By whoſe direRion found'ft thou out this place ? 

Rom. By Loue thar firſt did proip me to enquire, 
He lent me counſell,and ! lent him eyes , 

[ am no Pylot,yet wert thou as far . 
As that vaſt-ſhore-waſhet with the fartheſt Sea, 
1 ſhould aduenture for ſuch Marchandiſe, 

[ul. Thou knoweſt the maske ofnightis on my face, 
Elſe would a Maiden bluſh bepaint my cheeke, 
For that which thou haſt heard me ſpeake to night, 
Faine would | dwell on forme, faine, faine,denic 
What I haue ſpoke, but farew:ll Complement, 


Doeſt chou Loue ? I know thou wilt lay I, j 
And 
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And I will cake thy word, yer if thou ſwear'ſt, 
Thou maielt prove talle:ac Lovers periurics 
They (ay [ore laught,ol genuc Komes, 
If thou doſt Loue,pronounce un tauhtully : 
Oc if thou thinkelt I ain too quickly wonne, 
He frowne and be perneric,aud lay thee nay, 
So thou wilt wooe :;\Butclicnot torthe world, 
In truth faire Aountarue lamtoo tond : 
And therefore thou maieft thinke my behauiour light, 
But truſt me Gentleman, le proue more recur, 
Thenthole that hauc coying to be [travge, 
I ſhould hauc beene more (trange, i muſt confeſle, 
But that thou ouer heard'lt cre I was ware 
My cruc Loues paſhon,thecetore pardon me, 
And not umputethis yeelding ro light Loue, 
Which the darke night hach 1o.dilcouered, 
Rom, Lady,by yornder MoonelI vow, 
That tips with filuer all chele Fruitegree tops. 
In!, O (weare not by the Moone,th'inconttant Moone, 
That monethly changes in her circled Orbe, 
Leaſt char thy Loue prouc likewile variable, 
Rom. What {hall I {[weare by ? 
Tul. Do not (weare act all : 
Orif thou wilt ſweare by thy gratious ſelfe, 
Which is tze God ot my Ldolatry, 
And llc belccue thee, 
Roms: ]t my hearts deare loue. 
Is/;. Well: Jonotiweare,aithough Tioy in thee; 
I hage no10y of ch4s contract to night, 
It 13 £00 caſh,too yvnaduil'd,too ſudden, 
Too likethe lightning which doth ceaſe to be 
Erc, one caa lay,it lightens, $ weete good night: 
This bud of Loue by Summers ripening breath, 
May proue a beautious Flower when nex:-we meete: 
Goodnight, goodnight,as [weete cepole and reft, 
Come to thy heart,as that within my breſt, 
Ram, O wilt thou leave me fo ynlatisficd ? 
Iuls, "What ſatisfaction can't thou haue to night? 
Ro. Th'exchange of thy Loues taithtull yow for mine. 
Il, 1 gaue thee mine before thou did'it requeſt it ; 
And yet] would it were to giue againe, 
Rom. \V ould'it chou withdrawir, 
For what purpole Louec ? 
Iu. But to be franke and giueit thee againe, 
And yet | wiſh but for che thing I haue, 
My bounty is as boundleſle as the Sea, 
My Loue a> deepe,the moreI giueto thee 
The mote | hauc,for both are IJofinite - 
[ heare (ome noyle within deare Love adue ; 
X Cals within. 
Anon good Nurſe, ſweet 4ſountague be true : 
Stay bur alitcle, | will come agame, 
Rom. O bleſſed bletied night,] amatear'd 
Being ip aight,all chis is bur a dreame, 
Toodlact ery (weet ro be {ubſtantiall, 
[al. Thiee words deare Romeo, 
And goodnight indeed, 
lt that EY DC Of | « 1c be i [onourable, 
Thy purpole 164tige,tend me word to Morrow, 
By one that 1!e procure to cometo thee, 
Wheie ad whac time thou wilt performe the right, 
And 2!l my Fortunes at thy toore Ile lay, 
And follow thee my Lord throughout the world. 
Within: Madam. 


| I'coOme, anon : but it thou meaneſt not well, 


| do bcicech theee iuhin: Madam. 


The Tragedie of Romeoand Juket: 
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(By and by I come) 
To ceaſe thy ſtrife,and leave me to 
To morrow will I ſend, 

Kom, So thrive my toule. 

Is. Athouſand times goodnight. Exit. 

Kemze. A thouſand times the worſe to want thy light, 
Loue goes toward Loue 23 {chook-boyes fro thier books 
ButLouec fi Loue,towards ſchoole with heauic lookes, 


my priete, 


Enter Iuliet ar name. 


Tul. Hiſt Romeo hiſt: O for a Falkners voice, 
Tolvre;his Taffell gentle backe againe, 
Bondage is hoarſe,and may nor ſpeake aloud, 
Elſe would I teare the Caue where Eccho hes, 
And make her ayrie tongue more hoarſe;then 
With repetition of my Komes, 
Rom. It is my ſoule that calls ypon my narne, 
How hfiluer ſweet, found Louers tongues by night, 
Like ſofteft Muſicke to attending eares. 
Tut. Romeo, 
Kom, My Neece, 
Iul. Whata clock tomorrow 
Shall 1 ſend to thee? 
Rom, By the houre of nine. 
| 1sl. I will not faile, "tis twenty yeares till then, 
] haue torgor why I did call thee backe, 
Kom. Let me Rand here till thou remember it, 
[Inl, I ſhall forget,to have thee flill Randrthere, 
Remembring how I Loue thy company. 
Rom. And lle till Ray,to have thee Rill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 
{u!, 'Tis almoſt morning, I would haue thee gone, 
And yetno further thena wantons Bird, 
Thar let's it hop alittle from his hand, 
Like a poore priſoner in his twiſted Gyues, 
And with a filken thred plucks it. backeagaine, 
So louing Iealous of bis liberty. 
Kom. I would 1 were thy Bird, 
Iul. Sweet ſo would 1, 
Yet I ſhould kill chee with much cheriſhing: 
Good night, goodnight, 
Rom. Parcing is tuch {weete ſorrow, 
Thar I hall ſay goodnight,ull it be morrow. 
Inl. Sleepe dwell xponthine cyes, peace in thy breſt. 
Fom. WouldI were ſleepe and peaceſo ſweettoreſt, 
The gray ey'd morne {miles on the frowning night, 
Checkring the Eaſterne Clouds with ftreakes of ht, 
And darknefle fleckel'd like a drunkardreeles, 
From forth dayes pathway,made by Titans wheeles. 
Hence will Ito wy ghoftly Fries cloſe Cell, 
Hishelpe to crauc,and my deare hap to tell. Exit, 
Emter Frier alone with a batket, 


Fri,The gray ey'd morne ſmiles on the frowning night, 
Checkring the Eafterne Cloudes with freaks of light: 
And fleckled darknefſe like a drunkard reeles, 

From forth daies path,and Titans burning wheeles : 
Now erethe Sun aduance his burning eye, 

The day to cheere,and nights danke dew todry, 

I muſt vpfill this Ofier Cage of ours, 

With balefull weedes,aud precious Tuiced lowers, 
The carth that's Natures mother, is her Tombe, . 
Whart is her burying graue that is her worabe ; 

And from her wombe children of divers kind 
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We lucking on her nacurall boſome find : 
Many for many vertues excellent; 
None but for fome,and yet all different, 
Omickle is the powerfull grace that hes 
In Pla ats, Hearbs,Rones,and their true qualities: 
For nought fo vile,that onthe earth dothlive, 
But tothe eacth ſome {peciall good dorh giue, 
Nor ougut ſo good,buc firain'd from that faire yſe, 
Reuolrs from true birth, ſtumbling on abuſe, 
Vertus ir lelfe tunes vice being m:fapplied, 
And vic: ſumecime by aQtion cigmhed, 
Enter Romes, 
Wirhia the infant rin'd of chis weake flower, 
Poylon hath re{1dence,and medicine power : 
For cs being {melt wich chat pare cheares each pait, 
Being caſted )ayes all ſences with the heart, 
Two luch oppoled Kings encampe them (till, 
In man as well as Hearbes grace and rude will : 
And where the worſer is predominant, 
Fu!l ſoone the Canker death cates vp that Plant, 
Rom, Good morrow Father, 
Fri. Benedecite. 
Whatcarly tongue fo ſweet [alurech me? 
Young, Sonne,it argues a diſtempered head, 
So ſoone to bid goodmorrow tothy bed z 
Care keepes his watch in every old mans eye, 
And where Care lodges, fle-pe will never lye ; 
Bur where vabruled you. b with yrltuft prame 
Dath couch his lims, there, golden {l-epe doth raigne; 
Therefore thy earlinefſe doch me aflure, 
Thou art vprous'd with ſome diftemprature; 
Or if nor ſo, then here 1 hit ir right, - 
Our Romeo hath not beene in bd ronight, 


en. 


Rom. Thar laſl is true,the {weeter re} was mme, 
Fri, God pardon fn:walt thou with Roſalive ? 
Rom, Wirth Reſaline,my ghoſtly Father ? No, 
I have forgot that name,and that names woe, =» 
Fri, That's my go0d Son, but wher haſt thou bin then 2 
Roms, Jle tell rlice ere chou aske it m* agen: 
I have beene feafting with mine enemies 
Where on af dden on- hath wounded ine, 
That's by me wounded:both our remedies 
Within thy helpe and holy phificke lies: 
| beare no hatred, blefied man:for loe 
My interceſſion likewiſe (teads my foe, 
Fre. Be plaine good Son,reſt homely inthy drifc, 
Ridling confeſſion, findes bue ridling ſhrift, 
Rom Then plainly know my hearts deare Loueis ſer, 
On the faire daughter of rich Capmlet : 
As mineon hers,to hers is ſet on mine; 
And all combin'd,ſaue what thou muſt combine 


| By holy marriage : when and where,and how, 


We met, we wooed,and made exchange of vow : 
Hle tell thee as we paſſe, but this ] pray, 

That thou conſent to marrie vs to day. 

Fri. Holy S. Franca,what a change is heere? 
Is Reſaline that thou Gd Loue fo deate 

$3 ſoone foriaken? young mens Loue then lies 
Nor eruely in their hearts, bur in their eyes. 

leſu Marie, what a deale of brine 


Hath waſhe thy fallow cheekes for Reſaline ? 


How much ſalt water throwne away in waſt, 

To ſeaſon Loue that of it doth nor taſlt. 

The Sunnoc yer thy highes, from heauen cleares, 
Thy old grones yet ringing in my auncient eares : 
Lo here vponthy cheeke the ſtaine dori fir, 


—_uOo wt. 


>  —— 


| Of an old teare that is not waſhe off yer, 

If ere chou waſt thy ſelfe, and theſe woes thine, 

Thou and theſe woes, were all for Koſalme, 

And art thou chang d?pronounce this ſentence then, 

Women may fall, when there's no Rrength in men. 
Rom. Thou chid'tt me oft for loving Reſaline, 
Fri, For Cotung noc for louing pupill wine; 
Rom. And bad'tt me bury Love, 

Fri. Not in a graue, 

Tolay one in,another out to haue, 

Rom, I pray thee chide me not, her T Love now 
Doth grace tor grace,and Louc for Loue allow : 
The other did nor fo, 

Fri, -O the knew well, 

Thy Loue did read by rote, that could nor ſpell : 

But come young wauerer,come g9e With me, 

In one reſpeR, Ile thy affiſtanc be ; 

For this alliance way to happy proue; 

Toturne your houſhould rancor to pure Lone, 
Kow, Olet vs hence,] Rand on ſudden haſt. / 
Fri. Wiſely and (low,they tumble that run faſt. 

| Exennt 
Fnter Benuolio and Mercentio, 

Mer. Vhere the deu le ſhould this Romes be ? came he 
not home tonight 2 

Ben, Nocto his Fathers, ] ſpoke with his man. 

Mer. Why that ſane pale hard. haited wench, that Ro 
ſalme torments him {o,that he will ſure run mad. 

Ben. Tibalt,che kin{nan to old Capwlct,harh ſent a Lert- 
cer to his Fathers houſe, 

eAev. A challenge on my life, 
| Ben. Romeo wi'l aniwere it, 

Mer. Any man that can write, may anſwere a Letter, 

Zen. Nay, he will antlwere the Letters Maifter how he 
res, being cared. 
Mer. Alas poore Romeo, he is already dead ſtab'd with 
a White wenches blacke eye, runne through the eate with 
a Loue ſong, the very pinne of his heatr, clefr with the 
blind Bowe-boyes bur- fl:aft,and is he a man to encounter 
Tybalt? 

Ben, Why what is Tibalt ? 

Mer. More then Prince of Cats, Oh hee's the Conrogi- 
ous Captaine of Complements : he tights as you fing 
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his minumn, cne, twe,and the third in your botom :the ve- 
ry burche; of a filk burton, a Dualif,a Dualifit: 8 Gentleman 
of the very firſt houſe of the firſt and ſecond cauſe: ah the 
immortall Paſſado the Punto reuer{o,the Hay, 

Ben. The what ? | 

Aer. The Pox of ſuch antique liſping affeAing phan- 
eacies,theſe new tuners of accent : Tetua very good blade, 
a very tall may,a very geod whore, Why js pot this a la- 
mentable thing Grandbre,that we ſhould be thus atfflited 
with thele ſtrange flies : theſe faſhion Mongers,chele par- 
don-mee's, who ftand fo n'1uch on the new form, that they 
cannot (it at caſe on the old bench, O heir bones, their 
| bones, 
Enter Romes, 


| Ten. Here cone Komeo, here comes Romes. 


Aer. Without his Roe, like a dryed Hering, O fleſh, 
fleſh, how art thou fiſhified ? Now is he for the numbers 
that Petrarth fiewed int Lawa to his Lacy, was a Kitchen 
wench,marrie ſhe had » better Love to berime ber : Dido 
a dowdie, C/ropatra a Giphe, Helen and Here, bildinigs 
and Harlots:Thysbie a gray cie ot ſo, but not to the purpole, 
Signior Romeo, Bow jonr,there's a French ſalutation to your 

tr French! 
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prickſong, xeeps time, diftarce,and proportion, heretts | 
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French flop : you gaue vs the the counterfait fairely laſt 
nighr. | 


did 1 gine you ? 
| Mer, Theſlip fir,the lip,can you not conceiue? 


ſuch a caſe as mine,a man may (traine curteſie, 
Mer, That's as much as to tay ſuch a caſe as yours con- 

ſtrains a man to bow in the hanis, 

Rom. Meaning to curſe, 

Mer, Thou haſtmott kindiy hit ir. 

Rom. A moſt curteous expolition, 

Mer. Nay,l am the very piack of curteſie, 

Rom, Pinke tor flower. 

Aﬀer. Right, 

Rom. Why then is my Pump well flowr'd. 

Aer. Sucre wit, tollow nethis icaft, now till thou haſt 

worne out thy Pamp, that when the fagle ſole of it is 

worne, the icalt may remaine after the wearing, fole- 

bngolar. 

Rem Olbngleſol'd ieaft, 

Soly Ingular for the fingleneſle. 
Mer. Come betweene vs good Bernolio,my wits faints, 
ow, Swirs and {purs, 

Swirs and (purs,or lle crie a match. | 

er. Nay,if our wits run the Wild-Gooſe chaſe, am 


thy wits, then I am ſure I haue in my whole five, Was I 
with you there for the Goole £ 
tom. Thou waſt never with mee for any thing, when 
thqu waſt not there for the Goole. | 

fer. ] will bite thee by the eare for that iclt. 
Yom. Nay,good Goole bite not, 

er, Thy wit is a very Bitter-\weeting, 

a moſt ſharpe ſawce, 

tom. Andis itnot well ſeru'd into a Sweet-Goole ? 


Ii 


nchnarrow,to an el] broad, 
Cm. I retch it out for that word, broad, which added 
to the Gooſe,proues thee farre and wide, abroad Gooſe. 


an 


Loue,now art thou (ociable,now art thou Kowes; now art 
thqu what thou art, by Art as well as by Nature, for this 
driveling Loue is like a great Naturall, that runs 
vp and downe to hid his bable 1n a hole, 
Fen. Stop there, ſtop there, 

er, Thou defir't me to top in my tale againſtthe 
*ex. Thou would'ſt elic haue made thy tale large. (haite. 
ler. O thou art deceiv'd, 1 would haue made it ſhort, 
or I was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant 
indeed to occupie the argument no longer, 


| Enter Nur ſe and her man. 

Rom, Hcre's goodly geare. 

A lavle,a layle. 

Cller. Two,two:a Shirt and a Smocke, 

Nor. Peter ? 

Peter. Anon. 

New, My Fan Peter ? 

ter, Good Peter to hide her face? 

For her Fans the tairer tace ? 

Nor, God ye g004d morrow Gentlemen. 

Ater. God ye gooden faice Gentlewoman, 

Nur. |s it gooden? 

Mer, 'Tisno leffe Itell you : for the bawdy hand of the 
Dyall isnow ypoa the pricke of Noone, 


| The Tragedie of Romeo and (Fubet. 


| Romeo, Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit | 


| Rom. Pardon Aercutio,my bulinefſe was great,andin 


dohe : For thou haſt more of the Wild-Goole in one of | 


Mer. Oh here's a wit of Chcuerell, chat ſtretches from | 


er. Why is not this better now, then groning for | 


lolling 


| 


NN — 


| Farewell Lady, Lady, Lady. 


EE —_—— 


take it,is a Gentleman-like offer. 


Nur, Out vpon you: what a man are you ? 
Rom. One Gentlewoman, 
That God hath made,himſclfe to mar, 

Nvwr. By my troth it is ſaid , for himſelfe to, mar qua- 
t ha:Gentlemen, can any of you tel me where I may find 
the young Romes? 

Romeo, 1 can tell you: but young Romeo will be older 
when you have found him, then he was when you ſought 
him : 1 amthe youngeſt of that name, for fault of a worle, 

Nur. You ſay well, 

Aey. Yeais the worſt well, 

Very well tooke : Ifaith, wiſely, wiſely, 

Nur. If you be he fir, 

I defire ſome confidence with you? | 

Zen. She will endite him to ſome Supper, 

Aer. A baud,a baud,a baud. Soho. 

Rem, What haſt thou found? 

Mer. No Hare (ir, vnlefſe a Hare fr in a Lenten pie, 
that is ſomething ale and hoare ere it be ſpent, 

An old Hare hoare, and an old Hare hoarcis yery good 
meat in Lent, | 

But a Hare that js hoare is too much fora ſcorey when it 
hoares ere it be ſpent, 

Romeo will you come to your Fathers? Weele to dinner 

thither, 

Rom. I will follow you, 

Mer, Farewell auncient Lady : 


Exit. JMercntio, Benuclis . 

Nur, I pray youſir, what ſawcie Merchant was this 
that was fo tull of his roperie 2 | 

Kom, A Gentleman Nurſe, that loues to heare himfelfe 
talke,avd will ſpeake more in aminute, then he will ftand 
to 11 a Moneth, 

Nur. Anda ſpeake any thing againlt me, Iletake him 
downe,& z were luſtter then he 15, and rwennie ſuch lacks: 
and if I cannot, le finde thoſe that ſhall : ſcuruie knave, 1 
am none of his flurt-gils, 1am none of his skaines mates, 
and thou muſt ſtand by too and ſuffer every knaue to vie 
me at his pleaſure. 

Pet: 1 faw no man vic you at his pleaſure : if I had, my 
weapon ſhould quickly haue beene our, [ warrant you, [ 
Gare draw afſoone as another man, if I ſceoccalion in a 
good quarrell,and the law on my fide, 

Nur.Now afore God,l am lo vext,that every part about 
me quiuers, skuruy knaue: pray youſir a word: and as [ 
told you, my young Lady bid me enquire you out, what 
(he bid me ſay, I will keepe to my ſelſe : but firſt let me 
tell ye, if ye ſhould leade her in a fooles paradiſe, as they 
ſay,it were axery groſſe kind of behaaour, as = lay : 
for the Gentlewoman is yong : & therefore,if you ſhould 
deale double with ber; truely it were an ill ching to be of- 
fered to any Gentlewoman, and very weake dealing, 

Nur. Nurſe commend me to thy Lady and Miftreſſe,I 
proteſt ynto thee, 

Nur. Good heart, and yfaith I will cell her as much : 
L ord, Lord ſhe will be a ioytull woman, | 

Rom, \What wilt thou tell her Nu:ſe? thou doeſt not 
marke me 2 : 

Nur, 1 will tell her fir, that you do proteſt, which as1 
( afternoone, 
Roms. Bid her deuiſe ſome meanes to come to ſhritt this 


And there ſhe ſhall at Frier Lawrence Cell 
Beſhriu'd and married: here is for thy paines, 


Nu«r, Nortruly firnot a penny, | 
Rom, Go too, 1 ſay you ſhall, 
Nurſe | 


"—_— 


OI 


—> 


cat. 


” CT” 


{| And therefore hath the wind-{wift 


' The Tragedie of Ronitoand Jalet. 


Nur. This zfternoone fir? well ſheſhall be there. 
| Re. And ftay thou good Nurſe behind the Abbey wall, 
ithin this houre my man ſhall be with thee, 


[And bring thee Cords made like a rackled taire, 
| Which to the high top gallantof my ioy, 


Muſt be my conuoy in the ſecret night, 
Farewell,be truſtic and Ile quice thy paines : 
Farewell,commend me to thy Miftretfe, 

Nur. Now God in heanen blefſe thee:tharke you fir, 

Rom. \W hat (aift thou my deare Nurſe? 

Nwrſe. Is your man ſecret, did you nere heare ſay two 
may keepe counſel! purting one away, 

Ro, Wartant thee miy rhan as true as ſteele, 

Nur. Well br,my Miftreſſe is't he ſweereſt Lady, Lord, 
Lord, when 'twas a little pratirry thing, O there is a No- 
ble man in T6wne one Pric,that would faine lay knife a- 
board : butſhe good ſoule had as letue a te Toade,a very 
Toade as ſethim: 1 anger her ſometimes,and tell her that 
Pars is the properet man; but le warrant you, when | ſay 
ſo, ſhee lookes as pale as any clour inthe verſall world. 
Doth not Roſemarie and Romeo begin both with aletter? 

Rom. 1 Nurſe,whar of that ? Both with an R 

Niwr. A mw6cker thar's the dogsname. R.; is for theno, 
] know it begins with ſome other lerter, and ſhe hath the 


| prettieſt ſentencious of ix, of you and Roſemary, that it 


would do you good to heare ir, 
Roms, Commend me to thy Lady, 
Nr. ] a thouſand times, Peter? 
Pet. Anon. 
Nr, Before and apace, 
Emer Inliet. 
Isl. The clocke frook nine, when I did ſend the Nurſe, 
In halfe an houre ſhe promiſed to returne, 
Perchance ſhe cannot meete him:that's not ſo : 
Oh ſh5 is lame, Loves Herauid 5ould be thoughts, 
Which ren times faſter glides then the Sunnes beames, 
Driving backe ſhadowes over lowring bils. 
Theretore do nimble Pinion'd Doues draw Love, 
Cupid wings : 
Now is the $un vpon the highmoſt nil 
Of this daics iourney,and fromninetill twelue, 
I three long houres, yet ſhe is not come. 
Had ſhe affections and warme youthfull blood, 
She would be as ſwift in morion as a ball, 
My words would bandy her to my ſweete Loue, 
And his to me, but old folkes, 
Many faine as they were dead, 
Vawieldie,ſlow,heauy,and pale as lead. 
Enter Nurſe. 
OGod ſhe comes,O hony Nurſe what newes ? 
Haſt thou met with him?ſend thy man away. 
Nur. Peter fray arthe gate, 
In, Now good ſweet Norſe : 
Lord,why lookeſt thou fad Þ ' 
Though newes, be ſad, yer tell them merrily, 
If good thou ſham'ſt the muſicke of ſweet newes, 
Byplaying it to me,wich ſoſower a face, 
Nur. I am 2 weary,giue me leaue awhile, 
Fic how my bones ake, what a jaunt have | had ? 
Iul. I would thou had'ſt my bones,and I thy'newes: 
Nay come I pray thee ſpeake, good good Nurſe ſpeake, 
Nur. leſu what haſt?canyounor tay a while ? 
Do you not ſee that I am out of breath ? 
Iul. How attthou our of breath, when thou haſt breth 
To (ay to me,that thou art our of breath ? 
The excuſe that thou doſt make in this delay, 


Exit Narſe and Peter, 
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| What faics he of our marriido@? what of that? 


Is longer then the tale thou doſt excuſe. 

Is thy newes good or bad?anſwere to that, 
Say either,and Ile ay the circuſtance + 

Ler me be fatisfied,iſt good or bad ? 

Nur. Well, you have made a fimple* choice, you know 
not how to chuſea man : Remee,no not he though his face 
be berter then any many, yet hislegs exc all mens, and 
for a hand, and a foote,ahd a body, though they be not to 
be ralkr on, yer they are paſt compare: he is not the flower 
of curtehe,bur Ile warrapr him as gentle a Lambe:g&thy 
waies wench,ſerue God, W hat have you din'd athorne? 

I«/. Nonotbur allthis this did T know befote | 
Ny. Lord how tny head aket,whit x head hizeT'? 
It beates 25 it would fall in ewerty peetes,”” | fo 2 
My backe 8 tother fide :o my backe,mybacke: 
Beſhrew your heart fot ſending me about ©” 165 : 
To catch my dezth withilenting vp andQ6whe. 9 > 

[u#l. Ttaith?l am ſorriethit thartho#@Sff0lg walls © 
Sweer { wee: ſyyeet Nurf6'rUll tris whit in my Lowe? 

Nr, Your Love'fatts hike an honeffGrhileman, 
And 2 courteons, ind a Kitid)and a handſome; '1 +> 
Aud | warrant a vertuov3:Where fs yout Mother ? 

Id?” White is fy Mother 20 99 05 bart, 
Why ſhe js within, where ſh6tld ſhe be? THALET 
How odly thou replift:” SLE WIDTH 
Your Love'{ves like an honeſt Gentleman t” 

Where is yotr Mother? © Ck 

Nw. OGods Lady deare, 

Are you ſo hot? imarrie come vp I trow, 
Is chis the Poultis for my aking bones ? 
Henceforward do your meſſages your lelfe, 

Iul. Heere's ſuch a coile,come what aies Romeo ? 

Nur, Have you got leaue to go tofſhrifttoday? 

Tul, 1 have. 

Nur. Then high you hence to Frier Lawrence Cell, 
There filaies 3 Husband to make you a wife : 

Now comes the wanton blovd vp in your cheekes, 
Thet'tc be in Scarlet ftraight ar any newes : 
Hie you ro Church, 1 mutt an other way, 
To ferch a Ladderby the which your Loue 
Muft climde 2 birds neſt Soone when it is darke : 
F am the drvdge and toilein your delight : 
Bur you ſhall beare the burthen ſoone at night, 
Go lleto dinner,hie youto the Cell. 
Isi.Hie to high Fortune, hone(t Nurſe, farewell, Exeant, 


Enter Frier and Romeo. 

Fri. So {mile the heauens ypon this holy a, 
That after houres,with ſorrow chide vs nor. 

Rom. Amen,3men,but come what ſorrow cao, 
It cannot counteruaile the exchange of joy 
That one ſhort minute gives me in her ſfighe: 
Do thou bur cloſe our hands with holy words, 
Then Loue-deuouring death do what he darcy 
[tis inough,] may bur call her mine. 

Fri. Thele violent dclights haue violent endes, 
And in their triumph: die like fire and powder; 
Which as they kifle confume. The ſweeteſt honey 
Is loathſome in His owne deliciouſneſle, 
And in the taſte confoundes the appetite. 
Therefore Louemoderately,long Loue doth ſo, 
Too ſwitt arrives as tardie as too flow, 

Enter Iulint. 
Here comes the Lady.:Oh ſo light a foor | 
Will nere weare oucthe euerlatting flim, 
ff 2 A 


— 
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Mt - | 64 TheTragedie of Romeo and Juliet. 

| Afr, Conſort?what dofi thou make vs Minficels ? & 
thou make Minſtrels of vs, looke to beare nothing bur dil- 


A Louer may beftride the Goſſamours, Zi 
That ydles in the wanton Summer ayre, 


A 
| | Ray _ ps light is ys "UP wo w—_ ono my pine that ſhall make you 
: mn ul, Good cuen to ay gan nfeflor, aunce, Comeconſort, | | 
' It Fri. Romeo (hallthanke thee (FRE ſor vs bath, Zen, Wetalke here inthe publike haunt of men: | 
: At Int. As muchto himgelſe in his thanks tog much, Either withdraw voto ſome private place, 
a ** Fri. Ah lalzet,if the mealuze of thy ioy Or reaſon coldly of your greeuances : | 
";y | Be heaprt like minegand chat thy skill bemore Or elſe depart, here all eies gaze on vs. 
Tl Toblaſon it.chca {weeten with thy breath _ , Mer. Mens eyes were made to looke,and let them none, 
+ WT {8 This pcighbour ayre,and ler rich mulickes tongue, | | 1 will not budgefor no mans pleaſure1, | 
| c (| Vnfoldehewmggiu'd happincſle that both | | 
 :'0 Receiue in eiahgr,by this GEere CNCOUNTETs Emer Romeo, 
f A | Jul. Concgic more rich ia matter then in words, Tib. Well peace be with you fir,here comes my wan. 
10 Brags of his ſubftance,uot of Qrnament ; | Aer, Bulle be hang'd fir ifhe weare your Livery: 
| 't | They are but begge:s that can.cqunt their worth, _ ,» Marry go before to field, heele be your follower, 
1k! (#4 | Bur my true, Love is growne ta ſuch ſuch excefle, Tour worſhip jn that ſenſe,may call him mar. | 
wal 7 £4 [ eannor ſum yp ſome of balfe my wea'th, Tib. Romee,che loueT beare thee,can affoord * 
$14 | Fri.Come,came with me, & ve will make (hart worke, | Nobetter terme then this:T Py | 
; 17 E came W 7e is: Thouart a Villaine, | 
et! Y 1 | For by yqur leaucs,you ſhall nos Gay alone, Rom. Tibalt,che reaſon that I baue to loue thee, 
HI. Till þoly Churgh corporate. two in one, Doth much excuſe the appertaining rage 
1H Extgr Mercutio, Benuolis,and men. | To ſuch a greeting: Villaine ——— 
4 : 6 þ] [ Pas. 1 pray $hoe,good dpromy lets retire, Therefore Erewel I ſee thou know'ſt me not. 4 
* [8 j i The day is hoxghe Capsicts 2>rgad : Tb. Boy,this ſhall notexcuſethe iniuries 
Fl. | ? 6 | waa F we _ we my mn ape abrawlc,for now thele | T ” on "ou nan hercfore turne and draw. r| 
4 B% | hot dayes,is the ma trcng, om, roreſt ] neuer injur'd thee, -- 
| | ; Ml Ad. Thou art like one of thele tellowes,tbat when he | But lou'd £4 6,0 ee, then thou can't deviſe: 
F'; 4 enters the confiags of a Tauerne,claps me his Sword vpon | Till thou ſhalt know the reaſon of my loue, | 
4 a4 the Table,and ſayes,God (end me no need of thee: and by | And ſo good Capmlet which name 1 tender | 
1 08 the operation of the ſecond cup,drawea him onthe Draw- | As dearely as my owne,be ſatisfied, 
"08 er, when indeed there is no need. "> Aer. Ocalme,diſhonourable,vile ſubmiſſion : 
13s Ben, Am [I like {ucha Fellow ? Alla ftucathe carries it away. 
{8 BE Mer. Comegcome,thou art as hot a Tacke inthy mood, ) Tybalr,you Rat-catcher,will you walke? 
7 | 0 , as any in /ra{ie; and aſſoone moued ro be moodie, and af- Tib., What wonlds thou have with me? 
we ſoone moodic to be mou'd. Mer, Good King of Cats,nothing but one of your nine 
C2 Ben. And what too? | lives,that I menne to make bold withall, and as you ſhall 
'Þ 1 Mer. Nay, and chere weretwo ſuch, we ſhould have | yſeme hereafter dry beate thereſt gf the eight. Will you 


none ſhorcly,for one would kill the other;thou, why thou pluck your Sword our of his Pilcher by the eares ? Make 
11-4 | wilt quarrell with a mai that bath a haire more, or a haire | haſt,|eaft mine be abour your cares ere ut be our, 
"ay leſſe in his beard,then thou haft:chou wilt quarcell with a Tib, 1 am for you, 
man for cracking Nuts, hauing no other reaſon, but be. Rom, Gentle Mercatie,put thy Rapier vp, 
cauſe thou haſt haſcll, eyes: what eye, -bur ſych an eye, Aler. Come tir, your Paſſado, 
| would ſpie our ſuch a quarrell? chy head is as full of quar- Rom, Drs Benuolio,beac downe their weapons 2 
rels,as an egge is full of meac, and yet thy head hath bin | Gentlemen fe: ſhame forbearethis outrage, 
| beaten as addle as an egge for quarreling:thou baſt quar- | Tiba/r Aſercarro,the Prince expreſly hath 
re!'d with a man for cofhng in the trcer, becauſe he bach | Forbidden bandying in Yerons ſtreetes. 


—__— 
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wakened thy Dog that hath laine zſlcepe in the Sun.Did't | Hold Tybalr,good Mercwrio, ? 
thou not fall out wich a Tailor for wearing his new Doub. Exit Tybat, 
ler before Eaſter? with another,tor tying his new ſhooes Mer. Tam hurt, 
with old Riband,and yet thou wilt Turor mefromiquar- | A plague a both the Houſes, I am ſped: 
relling? | | Is he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ben, And 1 were ſo apt ro.quarell as thou art,any man Ben, What art thou buct ? 


ſhou!d buy the Fee-limple of my life, for an houre and a Mer, 1,1,a ſcratch,a ſcratch, marry tis inough, 
| quarker. Where is my Page?go Villaine ferch a Surgeon. 


Cer. The Fee-fimple ? O imple, Rom. Courage man,the hurt cannot be much, 
1 | Enter Tybalt Petrachio.and others. Mer, No :'tis not ſo deepe as a well, nor ſo wide as a þ, 
Ben. By wy head bere comes the Capulery, Church doore,bur 'tis inough, *twill ſerve : aske for me to 
(ha | Aer, By my heele | carenor, mocrow,and you ſhall find me a graue man.I ampepper'd 
OE 7yb. Follow me clole,for I will ſpeake tothern, I warrant, for this world-:a plague a both your houſes, 
i 08818 Genclemen,Good den,a word with one of you. What, aDog, a Rat, a Mouſc,a Cat to ſcratch s man to 
IR: fs | Mer, And but one word with one of ys?couple it with | death : a Braggart,3 Rogue,a Villaive, that fights by the 
* | ſomething, make ita word and a blow, booke of Arienickdy why the deu'le came you be- 
wt Wo! bi | 7b. Yoaſhall find me apt inough to that fir, and you | eweene vs? 1 was hurt vnder your arme, 
# 480 Kel | will give me oCCallon. Rom. Tthought all for the beſt, 
hy REA CMeoren, Could you nat take ſome occaſion without Mer. Helpe me into ſome houſe Bennelis, 
(eh ! he) M | giuing ? | | Or I ſhall faint:a plague a both your houſes, 
($+jStbs- } Tb. Mercurio cha conſort & with Remes, They haue made wormesment of me, 


NG | 
þ | 
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T he Trapedie of Romeo and Iulret 1 
I ha ue it,and ſoundly ro your Houſes, Exit, [ Rertorts it: Romeo he cries aloud, , | 
| Rom. This Gentleman the Princes neere Alie, ' Hold Friends, Friends parr, and (Wifter thewhis tong1e, ” 
My very Friend hath got his mortall hare | His aged arme bears downetheir farall points, ; 
In my bebalfe,my reputation {tain'd | And cwixt them ruſhes, vnderncath whole acme, 
With Tibalts {Jaunder, Tybalr chat an houre An enutous thruſt from Tybeltjhirthelite” 
Hath beene my Cozin:O Sweet [utret, | Ot ſtout Aferemtio,and then Tybalt fled. 
Thy Beauty hath made me Effeminare, Burt by and by comes backe toRomes, 
And in my temper ſoftned Valours fteele. Who had but newly entertained Revenge; : 
Enter Benmolio. | And too'r they goe like lightning, fererel ; 
Few. O Romes, Remeo, rave Merentio's is dead, | Could draw to part them, was ſtout Tybate flaine : 
That Gallant:ſpiric hath aſpir'd che Cloudes, And as hefell,did Rogves turne and flie: | | 
Which too vntimely here did (corne the earth, This is the truth, or ler Ferwotio die. | 
Rom, This daies blacke Fare, on mo daies doth depend, Cap. +5. 'He is a kinſmanto. the Mountagimry” | 
This buc begins,the wo others muſt end, Aﬀection makes him falfe,heſpeakes noryrue t - 
Enter Tybalt. Some rwenty of them fought inthis blackefrife, ; 
Ben. Here comes the Furious Tybalt backe againe. And all thoſe rwerity conld but Kill one life.” | | 4 
Rom. He gonintriumph,and Afercario ſlaine? I beg for Iuftice, which thou Prince muſt giver "MI; 
Away to heauen reſpeCtiue Lenicie, Romeo (\ew Ty6alt, Romeo mult not lives | 
And fire and Fury, be my condu@ now, Prin. Romes\lew him,he flew Merewtio, I 
Now Tjbalt takethe Villaine backs againe Who now the price of his deare blood doth owe. - 4 | 
That lace thou gau'tme,for Mercntios foule Cap. Not Romeo Prince,he was Merentios Friend, |! 
Is bur alittle way aboue our heads, | His fault concludes,bur whart the law ſhouldend, i 
Staying for thine to keepe him companie : The life of Ty6alt. 
Either thou or I,or both,muſt goe with him. Pr:n, And for that offence, 
T ib. Thou wretched Boy that didſt conſort him here, | Immeiately we'docexile him benee t 
Shalr with him hence. [ bane an intereſt injyour hearts proceeding: q; 
Rom, This (ball determine that. My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding, F' 
They fight. Tybalt falles. But Ile Amerce you with fo ftrong a fine, | 
| Ben. Romes,away be gone: Thac you ſhall all repent the lofſe of thine; ! | 
| The Citizens are vp,and Tybale (laine, It will bedeafe to pleading andexcuſes, i 
Stand not amaz d,the Prince will Doome thee death Nor teares,nor prayers ſhall purchaſe our abuſes. +] 
If thou art taken:hence,be gone, away, Therefore vſe none, let Romeo hence in haft, 
Rom. O! lam Forrunes toole. Flie when he is found, that houre is hislaft. 
Ben. Why doſt thou ſtay? Beare hence this body,and atrend our will : 
| Exit Romeo, Mercy not Murders, pardoning thoſe that kill. 
Enter Citizens. Exennt «| 
Citi. Which way ran he that kild CMercntio? Enter Inliet alone. | 
Tibalt that Murthezer, which way ran he? Iu]. Gallop apace, you hery footed Ricedes, 
Ben, There lies that Tybelt, Towards Phebwe lodging, ſuch a Wagoner 
Cri, Vp hr go with me: As Phazton would whip you to the weſt, 
Icharge thee in the Princes names obey. And bring in Cloudie night immediately, 
Enter Pronce old Montagne, Capulet their Spred thy cloſe Curtaine Love-performing night, 
Wines axd all. That run-awayes eyes may winckezand Romeo 
Frin. Where are the vile beginners of this Fray 2 Leape to theſe armes,vntalkt of and vnſcene, 
| Ben. ONoblePrince,I can diſcouer all Lovers can ſee to doe their Amorous rights, 
The ynluckie Mannage 6f this fatall brall: And by their owne Beauties: or if Loue be blind, 
There lies the man (laine by young Romeo, It beſt agrees with night;come ciuill night, 
That {lew thy kinſman brave Afercutio. Thou ſober ſuced Matron all in blacke, 
Cap. Wi. Tybalt,my Cozin ? O my Brothers Child, And learne me how to looſe a winning match, 
O Prince,O Cozin,Husband,O the blood is ſpild Plaid for a paire of Rtaialeſſe Maidenhoods, 
Of my deare kinſman.Prince 8s thou art true, Hood my vnman'd blood bayting in my Checkes, 
For bloud of ours, ſhed bloud of Aſowntagne. Wirththy Blacke mantle,ril| trange Love grow bold, 
O Cozin,Cozin, | Thinke true Loue ated imple modeſtie ; 
' Prin, Benuolio,who began this Fray ? Come night,come Romes,come thou day in night, 
Ben, Tybalt bere (laine, whom Remeo's hand Cid Clay, | For thou wilt lie ypon the wings of night , 
Romeo that ſpoke him faire,bid him bethinke Waiter then new Snow vpon a Ravens backe: 
How nice the Quarrell was,and vrg'd withall | Come gentle night,come louing blackebrow'd night. 
Your high diſpleaſure: all this vrrered, | Giue me my Romeo,and when [ ſhall die, 
With gentle breath, calme looke, knees humbly bow'd Take him and cut him our in little ſtarres, 
Could nor take truce with the vnruly ſpleene And he will make the Face of heauen ſo fine, | 
' | Of Tybalts deafe to peace, but that he Tilts That zl! che world will be in Love with night, | 
Wirth Peircing Reele at bold Aﬀercutio's breaſt, And pay no worſhip to the Gariſh Sun, 
Who all as hot,turne sdeadly point to point, O | hnaue bought the Manſion of #Loue, 
And with a Martiall ſcorne,with one hand beates Butnot poſlelt ir,and though lam ſold, 
Cold death afide,and with the other ſends | Not yet enioy d,ſo tedious is this day, So. 
Ic back co Tybalr,whoſe dexterity - | Asis the night before ſome Feftiuall, | 
| ft 3 1 O 
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| | l be! | To, an impaticat child that bath new robes Ah where's my man ? giue me ſome Aqua-vitz "Bom 

' And may not weare them,O here comes my Nuric ; Theſe grietes theſe woes,theſe ſorrowes make me 01d; | 
; | Emer Nurſe with cords, Shame come to Romeo. "7 vl 
". WV And ſhe brings newes and euery tongue that ſpeaks Inl. Bliſter'd be thy ton | 
4: 4 Bur Romeos, name, ſpeakes heauen)y eloquencet: For ſuch a wiſh,he was nothards to ſhame ; | 
"a Now Nurſe, what newes? what haſt thou there ? Vpon his brow ſhame is aſham'd ro far; } 
10 * The Cords that Romeo bidthee fetch ? For*tis a throane where Honour may be Crown'd 
” is Nur. 1,1,the Cords. | Sole Monarch of the yniverfall carth: 
WW. | Ini. hy me,waat newes ? | O what a beaſt was I tochide him 2 
| 18 Why doſt thou wring thy hands. Nur. Will you ſpeake well ofhim, 
"ly | '# Nur, A weladyhce's dead,hee's dead, That kil'd your Cozen? 
| ST! We are vndone Lady,we are vndone. Il. Shall I ſpeake ill of him that is my husband?., . /, 
3 F Alacke the day,hee's gone,hee's kil d, he's dead. Ab poore my Lord, what tongue ſhall {mooth thy name, 
| | #! Inl. Can heauen be fo enuious ? When I thy three houres wife haue mangled it. | 
f ; 1 | Nur. Romeo call, But wherefore Villaine did thou kill my Cozin? 
4 >, | ; 't Though heaven cannot.OKomeo, Romeo, That Villaine Cozin would hauc kil'd my husband : 
bit 1B: Who euer would hauc thought it Komes, © \ | | Backefooliſhteares, backer your natiue ſpring, 
18 3? Tali, What diuell artthou, Your triburarie drops belong to woe, 
| | 140; That doſt corment me thus ? Which you miſtaking offer vp to oy : 
BY wo This torture ſhould be coar'd in diſmall hell, My husband liues that Tibalt would have laine, 
I: f (tf Hath Reweo{laine bim(ſclte 2 ſay thou bucl, And Tibalt dead that would have ſlaine my husband : 
ry Fs. And that bare yowell 1 ſhall poyſon more All this is comfort, wherefore weepe I then ? 
FY v1: Thea the death-darting eye of Cockatrice, Some words there was worſer then 7 ybalss death 
1: It. | | I amnot1,ifthere be ſuch an]. | That murdered me,I would forget it teine, 
ff We Or thoſe eyes ſhotgthat makes thee anſwere I: But ohzit prefles to my memory, 
+ bog If he be {laine ſay 1,or ifnot, no. | Like damned guilty deedes to finners minds, 
| *: Briefe,ſounds,determine of my weale or wo, Tybalt is dead and Romeo baniſhed : 
| 5 j Nur. 1 (aw the wound, I ſaw it with mine eyes, T hat baniſhed; that one word baniſhed, 
*. (7 | I God laue the marke,here on his manly breſt, Hath ſlaine ten thouſand Tibalts: Tibalts death 
| . 4F0 p A pitteous Coarlſe,a bloody piteous Coarle; Was woe mough if it had ended there: 
" hs. job Pale,pale as aſhes,all bedawb'd in blood, Oc if ſower woe delights in fellowſhip, 
fl 00021 All in gore blood, I ſounded atthe fight- And needly will be rankt with other griefes, 
W h © | Jul. Obreake my heart, Why followed not when (he {aid 7ibalts dead, 
wh 14 3 Poore Banckrout breake at once, Thy Father or thy Mother,nay or both, 
* | To priſon eyes,nere looke on libertie. Which moderne lamentation might haue mou'd, 
$1 | Vileearth to carth reſigne,cnd motion here, But which @ rere-ward following Tyba/ts death 
And thou and Komeo prefle on heauic beere, { Romeo is baniſhed ro ſpeake that word, 
Nur, O Tybalt,Tybalt,the beſt Fricad] had: Is Father,Mocher, Tybalt, Romeo, Iwliet, 
[48 3k O curteous Tybalt honeſt Gentleman, All Qlaine,all dead: Romeo is baniſhed, 
"8. That eucr 1 ſhould liuc co ſee thee dead. There js no end,no limit,meaſure,bound, 
1" 3-| Inl. What torme is this that blowes {a contrarie? In that words death,no words can that woe ſound, 
| Is Romeo ſlaughtred ? and is Tybalt dead? Where is my Father and my Mother Nurſe? 
| My deareſt Cozen,and my dearer Loi: Nur. Weeping and wailing over Tybalts Coarſe, 
{ Then dreadfull Trumpet (ound the generall doome, Will you goto them?lI will bring you thirher. 
For who is living, if thole two aregone z In.W aſh they his wounds with tears:mine ſhol be ſpent 
Nur. Tybalt is gone,and Romeo baniſhed, When theirsare dric tor Romeo 5 baniſhmenc, 
Romeo that Vi1'd him, he is baniſhed. Take vp thoſc Cordes, poore ropes you are beguil'd, 
Inl. O God! Both you and I for Romeo is exild: 
Did Kew'os hand ſhed Thbal/ts blood He made you for ajhigh-way to niy bed, 
It did,it did,alas the day,it did, Bur I a Maid,die Maiden widowed. 
Nur. O Serpent heart, hid with a flowrivg face, Come Cord,come Nurle,lle to my wedding bed, 
Is/, Did cuer Dragon krepe ſo faire a Caue? - | Anddeath not Romeo,take my Maiden head, 
Beaurtifull Tyranyfhend Angelicall : Nur. Hie to your Chamber, lle find Romeo 
Rauenous Dove-feather'd Rauen, To comfort you, I wot well where heis ; 
Woluſh-rauening Lambe, Harke ye your Romeo will be heere at night, 
Diſpiſzd ſubſtance of Divineſt ſhow : He to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell, 
Iuft oppoſite to what thou I Iul. G find him,giue this Ring to my true Knight, 
0! (B10 | A dimne S2int,an Honourable Villaine : And bid him come,to take his laſt farewell, 
a | O Nature! what had'ſt thou to doe in hell, Exit. 
5: Þ! 01 | When thou did bower the ſpirit of a fiend Emer Frier and Rowe, 
Ws: id} In morta!l paradiſe of ſuch {weet fleſh? | > 
ky!” \Vas cuer booke containing ſuch vile matter Fri, Romes come forth, 
190v1 HL 021 So fairely bound? O thet deceit ſhould dwell Come forth thou fearfull man, 
Ie? s i " ks 'nſuch a gorgeous Pallace, | Affliction is enamor'd of thy parts ; 
of! i "ie N#7, There's no truft,no faicth,no honeſtie in men, | And thou art wedded to calamitie, 
ho 1 18 } All periur'd,all forſworne,all caught,sll diſſemblers, Rom, Facher what newes ? 
1s Whar 
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W har is the Princes Doome ? 
W hat ſorrow craues acquaintance at wyhand, 
Thar I yet know not? 
Fri. Too familiar 
Is my deare Sonne with ſuch ſowre Company } 
l bring thee tydings of the Princes Doome. 
Rom. \W hat lefſe then Doomeſday, 
[5 the Princes Doome ? 
Fri. A gentler iudgement vyaniſht from his lips, 
Not bodies death,but bodies baniſhmenr. 
| Rom. Ha,baniſhmeni?be mercifull, ſay death : 
For exile hath more terror in his looke, 
Much more then death:do notſay baniſhmenr. 
Fri. Here from Verona att thou baniſhed: 
Bepatient,for the world is broad and wide. 
Rom, There is no world without Verona walles, 
But Purgatorie, Torture , hell it ſelfe : 
Hence baniſhed, is baniſh: fromthe world, 
And worlds exile is death. Then baniſhed, 
Is death,miſtcarm'd,calling'death baniſhed, 
Tnou cut'>} my head off with a golden Axe, 
/.nd ſmileft vpon the Rroke that murders me. 

Fri, Odeadly fin,O rude vathankefulneſſe! 
Thy falt our Law calles death,bur the kind Prince 
Taking thy part,hath ruſht ade the Law, 

And turn'e that blacke word death, to baniſhmenr. 
This is deare mercy,and thou ſceft it not, 
Koms, "Tis Torture and not mercy,heauen is here 
W here [alter liues,and cuery Cat and Dog, 
And little Mouſe,euery vaworthy thing 
Live here in Heauen and may lyoke on her, 
Bur R omee may not. More Validitie, 
More [Honourable ſtate, more Courtſhip liues 
In carrion Flies, then Romeo: they may (eaze 
On the white wonder of deare /uliets hand, 
And ſteale immortall bleſſing from her lips, 
Who cuen in pure and veſtall modeftic 
Scill bluſb, as thinking their owne kiſſes fin. 
This may Flies doe, when I from this mult flic, 
And ſaift thou yer, that exile isnot death ? 
But Romeo may not, hee is baniſhed. 
Had'tt thou no poyſon mixt,no ſharpe ground knife, 
No ſudden meane of death, though nere ſo meane, 
Bur baniſhed to kill me? Baniſhed? | 
O Frier,the damned vſc that word innell : 
Howlings attends it, how haſt theu the hart 
Being a Divine, a Ghoſtly Confeſſor, 
A Sin-Abſoluer,and my Friend preteſ? : 
To mangle me with that word, baniſhed ? 
Fri. Then fond Mad man,heare me ſpeake, 
Rem. O thou wilt ſpeake againe of baniſhment. 
Fri, lle giue thee Arwourto keepe off that word, 
Aduerhties ſweete milke,Philoſophie, 
To comfort thee,though thou art baniſhed, 
Rom. Yet baniſhed?hang vp Philoſophiez 
Vnlefſe Philofſobpie can make a /ulier, 
Diſplant a Towne, reuerſe a Princes Doome, 
It helpes not, it preuailesnor,talke no more, 
Fri. Othen I ſee,that Mad men haue no cares, 
Rom. How ſhould they, 
When wiſemen haveno eyes ? 
Fri. Let me diſpaire with thee of thy eſtate, 
Rom. Thoucar'(t not ſpeake of that h dott nor feele, 
Wert thou as young as Juliet my Loue: 
An houre but married, 7y6a/t murdered, 
Doting like me,and like me baniſhed, 
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Then mighteft thou ſpezke, 
Then mighteſt thou tezre thy hayre, 
And fall ypon the ground as I doe now, 
Taking che meaſure of ag vnmade grave. 
Enter Nurſe and kaocket. 
Frier, Ariſe one knockes; 
Good Romeo hide thy (elfe. 
Rom. Nat], 
Voleſſe the breath of Hartficke groanes 
Miſt-like infold me from the (earch of eyes. 
Knocke 
Fri. Harke how they knocke: | 
(Who's there ) Komeo ariſe, ; 
Thou wilt be taken, tay a while,ftand vp : 
| Knocks, 
Run to my ſtudy:by and by,Gods will 
Whart {impleneſſe isthis: 1 come, come, 
Ruocke, 
Who knocks fo hard ? 
Whence come you ? what's your will ? 
Enter Nurſe, n 
Nur. Let me comein, | 4 
And you (hall know my errand ; os 
I come from Lady [nlier. = 
Fri. Welcomerthen, 
Nur. O holy Frier,O cell me holy Frier, 
Where's my Ladies Lord?where's Romeo 2 
Fri, There on the ground, ny 
Wirth his owne teares made drunke. 
Nur. O he is euen in my Miſtreſſe caſe, 
luſt in her cafe,O wofull fimpathy: 
Pirtious predicament,euen (olies ſhe, 
Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring, 
Stand vp,ſtand vp,(tand and you bea man, 
For Juliets (ake,for her ſakeriſc and Rand x 
Why ſhould you fall into ſo deepe an O, 
Rom. Nurſe, 
Nur. Ah fir,ah Gr,deaths the end of all, 
Roms, Speak'(t thou of Iulierthow is it with her ? 
Doth not ſhe thipke me an old Murtherer, 
Now I haue ftain'd the Childhood ef our joy, 
Waiti: blood remoued, but little from her owne ? 
Where 1s ſhe ? and how doth (ſhe? and what ſayes 
My conceal'd Lady to our conceal'd-Loue ? 
Nwr. Oh ſhe {ayes nothing fir, but weeps and weeps, 
And now fals 07 her bed,and then tarts yp, 
And Tybalt calls,and then on Romeo cries, 
And then downe falls againe. 
Ro. As if that name ſhot from the dead leuell of a Gun, 
Did murder ber,-s that narnes curſed hand 
Murdred her kinſman.Oh tel! me Frier,tell me, 
In what vile part ofthis Anatomie 
Doth my name lodge? Tell me,thatI1 may lacke 
The hatefull Manſon. 
Fri, Hold thy deſperate hand : 
Artthou a man ? thy forme cries out thou art ; 
Thy teares are womaniſh, thy wild as denote 
The vnreaſonable Furic of a beaſt, 
Vnſeemely woman, in a ſeeming man, 
And il] beſeeming beaſt in ſeeming both, 
Thou haſt amaz''d me.By my holy order, 
I thought thy diſpoſition berter temper'd, 
Haſt thou ſlaine Tybalc ? wilt thou lay thy ſelfe ? 
And lay thy Lady,that in thy life lies, 
By doing damned hate ypon thy ſeife? 
Why rayl't thou onthy birth? che beauen and earth ?: 
Since 
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Since birth, and heauen and earth,a!l three do mecte { TI would hauebin a bed an houre ago. 


In thee at once, which thou at once would'd looſe. | Par. Theſetimes of wo, attoord no times to woo: 
Fie,fic,thou ſham'ſt thy ſtape,thy toueithy wit, | Madam goodnight,commend me to your Daveinter, 
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Which like a Vſurer ab-unc'tt jn all : Ladj. 1 will, and know her mind early to morrow, 
And vſeF nonein that true vie indeed, . To night,ſhe is mewed vp to ker heauineſſe, 
Which ſhou!d bedecke thy ſhape,thy loue,thy wit : LO Paru,Iwill _—_ penny tender 
Thy Noble ſhape,is but a forme of waxe, my Childes loue ; I thinke ſhe will berul'd 
DiSefling from the Valour of a man, In allrefpeAs by me : pay more, l doubt it not. 
Thy deare Love [worne but hollow periurie, - Wite,go youto her ere you goto bed, | 
Killing that Loue waich thou haſt yow'd to cheriſh. | Acquaint her here,of my Sonne Pars Love, 

Thy wit,that Ornament, to ſhape and Louc, And bid her,marke youme,on Wendiday next, 

| Miſhapen in the condu® of them borh ; But ſoft, what day is this? | 

Like powder in a zk:llefſe Souldiers flaske, b Par. Monday my Lord. 

| Is ſer 2 fire by thine ovne ignorance, Cap. Monday,ba ha:zwell Wendſday is too ſoone, 
And thou diſmembred vyith thine owne defence. A Thurſday let it be:a Thurſday tell her, 

' What, rowſe thee man,thy /ulret is aliuc, She ſhall be married ro this Noble Earle : | 
For whoſe deare ſake thou waſt but lately dead, Will you be ready ? do you like this haſt ? 
There art thou happy.Tybalr would kill thee, Weele keepe no great adoc,a Friend ortwo, 

| Butthou ſlew'ſt Tybalr, there art thou happic. For harke you, 7ybalt being {laine ſo late, 

 Thelaw o-=_ nee 1 1g conn verome thy Friend, 8 may be yought 4 held _- ane "(a 
And rurn'd it to exile,there art Chou happy, cing our Kin{man,it we reuell much ; 

| A packe or bleſſing light ypon thy backe, 1 we weele haue ſome halfe a dozen Friends, 
Happineſſe Courts thee in her belt array, And there an end, But what ſay you to Thurſday ? 

= 13 But like a miſhaped and fullea wrench, Paris. My Lord, | 
TS B2 Thou partelt vp thy Fortune an4 thy Love: I would that Thurſday were to morrow, 
1.3 1 Take COTOCE becd.For {uch a wane wy Fa Cap. Well,get nu gone, a Thurlday,be it then , 
Goe ger thee tathy Loue as was decreed, oyou to Jxltetere you goto bed, 
Aſcend her Deen Faced and m—_—_ her : i her wite,agzinlt Chis wedding day. 
? But looke thou Ray not till the watch be ſer, Farewell my Lord, light io my Chamber hoa, 
; For then thou canſt not paſſe ro Mantwa, | Afore me 18 ſo late, that oe may call ir carly by and by, 
| Where thou ſhalt live till we can finde a time Goodnight, Exennt. 

Toblaze your marriage,reconcile your Friends, 
Beg pardon of thy Pcince,and call chee backe, Enter Romeo and Inlict aloft. * 


With twenty huadred thouſand times more ioy 
Then thou wenz'lt farth in lamencation, 
Goe before Nurſe, commead metothy Lady, 
And bid her haſten all rhe hovie to bed, 
Which heauy ſorcow makes them apt vnto, - 
Ro#nc0 is comming. 

Nur. O Lord,] could haue ftaid here al! night, 
To heare pood counſell:oh what learning is! 
My Lord lle tell my Lady you will come, 


Inl. Wiltchou be gone? It is not yet neere day 3 
It was the Nightivgale,and not the Larke, 
Thar pier'lt the fearefull hollow of thine care, 
Nightly ſhe ings on yond Pomgraner tree, 
Beleeue me Loue,it was the Nightingale, 

Rom, It was the Larke the Herauld of the Morne: 
No Nightingale:lcoke Loue what envious fireakes 
Do lace the fevering Cluudes in yonder Eaſt: 
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. Rom. Do (o, and bid my Sweete prepare tochide, Nights Candles are burnt out, and Iocond day 
4 Nur. Heere fir,a Ring ſhe bid me giue you fir ; Stands tipto onthe miftice Mountaines tops, 
| Hie you,make haſt, for it growes very late, | I muſt be gane andlive,or Ray and die. 
Rom. How well my comfort is reuiu'd by this, {al. Yondlight is not daylight, ] knowitI :; 
Fre. Go hence, It is ſome Meteor tha: the Sun exhales, 
Goodnight,and here ſtands all your ſtate : To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 
| Either be gone betere the varch be ler, And light thee on thy way to Manta. 
Or by the br-1ke of day diſguis'd trom hence, Therefore Ray yet,thou need'ſt not to be gone, 
Soiourne 10 Mcaxtre, llc tind out your man, | Rows, Let me be tane,let me be put rodeath, 
And he ſhall Ggmhie from time to time, I am content,ſo thou wilt haue it io. 
Euery good lap to you,that chaunces heere : Ile ſay yon gray is not the mornings eye,' 
Giue me thy hand, *c15 late, faxewell, goodnight, 'Tis buc the pale reflexe of Cintbias brow. 
Pom. Bu: that aioy paſt ioygcalls out on me, Nor that is not Larke whoſe nyates do beate 
Itwwcea piieke, to bricie ro part with thee : The yaulty heauen ſo high aboue our heads, 
| Farewell, Exunt, I haue more care to ſtay,then will to go : 
| Come death and welcome, /u/iet wills it ſo, 
| * Enter ld Capmlet us Wife and Pary. ; How ift my foule,lets talke,it is notday, 
| Iubi. Itis,it is,hie hence be gone away : 
' £:p. Things hane falne out fir ſo vnluckily, Itis the Lake that ſings ſo out of tune, 
Tax we have nad no time to moue our Daughter : Straining harſh Diſcords,and vnpleaſing Sharpes, 
Looke you,ſhe Lou'd her kinſman Tybat dearely, Somme {ay the Larke makes ſweete Divihon; 
And ſo did 1. Well,we were borne to die. This doth not {o: for ſhe diuiderh vs. 
Tis very lace, ſhe't not come downeto night : Someſay,the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 
| I promile you, but for your company O now I would they had chang'd voyces too : 
/ 


Since | 


— 
 —— 


—_— 


et 


—— ——— 
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Since arme from arme chat voyce dorh vs affray, 
Hunting thee hence, with Hunc {-vp to the day, 
O now be gone,more light andicli ght growes. 
Rom, More light & light,more darke & darke our woes. 
Emter Madam and Nurſe. 

Nur. Madam. 

Isl, Nurſe. 

Nur.Your Lady Mother is comming to your chamber, 
The day is broke, be wary,lookeabour, 
Inl, Then window let day in,andleclife our, 
Rom. Farewell,tarewell,one kifle and lle deſcend. 
Is/, Artthon gone {02 Loue, Lord, ay Husband, Friend, 


; \}I muſt heare from thee cuery day in the houre, 


For in a minute there are many dayes, 
bo by this count I ſhall be much1n yeares, 
Ere I againe behold my &omveo. 
Rom. Farewell: 
I will omirno oportunitie, 
That may conuey my greetings Loue,'o thee, 
Is. O thinkeſt chou we ſhall euer meet againe ? 
Rom, I doubt itnot,and all theſe woes ſhall ſerue 
For ſweer difcourſes in our time tocome, 
[ailet. O God! I haue an ill Diuining ſoule, 
Mc thinkes I ſee thee now, thou art ſo lowe; 
As one dead in the bottome of a Tombe, 
Eicher my eye-fight failes,or thou look'ft pale. 
Rem. Andtruft me Louc,in my eye ſodo you: 
Drie ſorrow drinkes our blood, Adue,adue. Exit, 
Isl. O Fortune, Fortune; all men call thee fickle, 


| If chou art fickle, what doſt thou with him 


That is renown'd for faith ? be fickle Fortune: 
For then I hope thou wiltnot keepe him long, 
Bur ſend him backe. 

Enter Mather, 

Lad. Ho Daughter are you vp ? 

Inl: Who if chat calls? Is ic my Lady Mother. 
Is ſhe not dowae (0 late, or vp ſo early ? 

What vnaccuſtom'd cauſe procures her hirher ? 
Lad, Why how now [aliet? 
In/. Madam I am not well. 
Lad, Euctmore weeping for your Cozins death ? 
What wilt thou waſh him from his grave with teares 2 
And if thou could'{t,thou could't not make him liue : 
Therefore haue done,ſome griete ſhewes much of Love, 
But much of griefe,ſhewes ſtill ſome want of wit. 
Intl. Yetlet me weepe,for ſuch a feeling lofle. 
Lad. So hall you feele the loſſe,but not the Friend 
Which you weepe for. 
I«l. Feeling ſo the loſle, 
I cannot chuſe bur ever weepe the Friend. 
Ls. Well Girle,thou weep'ft not ſo much for his death, 

As that the Villaine lives which flaughter'd him, 

Jul, What Viilaine,Maoam ? 

Lad. That fame Viilaine Romeo. 

I«l. Villaine and he, be many Miles affunder : 
| God pardon,l dae with all my heart: 
And yet no man like he,doth grieve my heart, 

Lad, That is becauſe the Traitor lives. 

In, 1 Madan from the reach of theſe my hands; 
Would none þut I might venge my Cozins death, 

Lad, We will haue vengeance for it, feare thou not, 
Then weepe no more, lleſendto one in Mantua, 
Where that ſame baniſht Run-agete doth liue, 
Shall giue him ſuch an vnaccuſtom'd dram, 
That he hallſoone keepe Ty balt company : 
And then I hope thou wilc be latisfied. 


| 


Il. IndeedI never ſhall be ſatisfied 
With Remes,till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart ſo for a kinſman vext : 
Madam if you could find our but a man - 
To beare a poylon,l would temper it; 
That Romeo ſhould ypon receit thereof, 
Soone {leepe in quiet. O how my heart abhors 
To heare him nam'd,and cannot come to him, 
To wreakethe Loue! bore my Corzin, 
Vpon his body that hatb(laughter'd him. | 
Afo. Find thou the meanes, and Ile find ſuch 2 man. 
But now lle tell thee joytull ridings Gyrle, 
[nl, And ioy comes well,in ſuch aneedy time, 
har are they,beleech your Ladyſhip - | 
Mo. Well, well,thou hait a caretull Farlier Child? 
One who to put thee from thy heauineſle, 
Hath ſorted out a ſudden day of ioy, | 
That thou expeQts not,nor I looke not for, 
lul. Madam jn happy time, what day js this? 
Ao. Marry my Child, early next Thurſday morne, 
The gallant ,young,and Noble Gentleman, 
The Countie Part at Sarnt Peters Church, 
Shall happily make thee a ioyfull Bride. 
Tul. Now by Saint Peters Charch,and Petey too, 
He ſhall noc make me there Joy full Bride, 
I wonder at this haſt,that I muſt wed 
Ere he that ſhould be Husband comes to woe + * 
I pray you cell my Lord and Father Madam, | 
] will not marric yet,and when 1 doe, | (weare 
It ſhalibe Romeo, whom you-know | hate 
Rather then Parts. Theſe are newes indeed. 
Mo. Here comes your Father,tell him fo-your ſclte, / 
And {ee how he will take it at your hands. 


- 


Emtey C apnlet and Nurſe. Q 


Cap, When the Sun ſets,the earth doth drizzle daew 
Bur for the Sunſet of my Brothers Soane,/ 
It raines downright, | 
How now ?A Conduit Gyrle, whar flill jn ceares ? 
Euermoreſhowring in one herle body ? 
Thou counterfaits a Barke,a Sea,a Wind : 
For till thy eyes, which I may call the Ses, | 
Do ebbe and flow with teares,the Barke thy body is 
Sayling in this falt loud, the windes thy fighes, 
Who raging with the teares and they with them, 
Wirhour a ſudden calme will over ſet 
Thy tempeſt rofſed body. How now wife? 
Haue you deliucred to her our decree? 

Lady, I fir; 
Bar ſhe will none, ſhe gives you thankes, 
] would the foole were married to her graue, 

Cap, Soft,take me with you,take me with you wiſe, 
How, will ſhe none?doth ſhe nor giue ys thanks? 
Is ſhe nor prond?doth ſhe not count her bleft, 
Vowporchy as ſheis, that we haue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman,to be her Bridegroome 

Inl, Not proud you haue, 
But th2nkfull that you have ; 
Proud can I neuer be of what I haue, 
Bur thanktull euen for hate,that 14 meant Loue. 

Cap. How now ? 
How now 2 Chopt Logicke ? what is this? 
Proud, and I chanke you:and I thanke you nor, 
Thanke me no thankings,nor proud me na prouds, 
Bur fercle your fine joints 'gainſt Thurſday next, 
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70 
To go with Par to Saint Peters Church : 
Or | will drag chec,on 2 Hurdle thither, 
Our you greene {ickacſlc carrion,out you baggage, 
You tallow face. ; 

Lay, Fie,he,what are yourned ? 

Iul. Good Father, beteeclh you on my knees 


| Heare me with patience,but to ſpeake a word. 


Fa. Hang thec young baggage, diſobedient wretch, 
] tell thee what, ger thee co Caurch a Thurſday, | 
Or neuer alter looke mein the tace, 
Speakeinocreply nort,conotaplwere me. 
My fingers itch, wite : we {carce thought vs bleſt, 
That God had leut vs but this onely Child, 


Bucnow TI ſee this one 15 one too much, 


| And that we have a curſe in hauing her : 
{| Our on her Hilding, 


Nor. Godin heaven bleſſe her, 
You are too blame my Lord to race her ſo, 
Fe. And why my Lady wiſedome?hold your tongue, 
Good Prudence, ſmatter with your gotſip,go. 
Nur, 1 ipeake no ucaſon, 
Father, O Godigoden, 
May not one ſpeake ? ; 
Fa, Peace you mumbling foole, 
Veter your gravitie ore a Goliſ1ps bowles 
For here we need it not, 
Ls. Youare too hot. 
Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad: 
Day,night,houre,ridegtime, worke, play, 
Alone in companie,ftill my care hath bin 
To haue her matcht,and having now prouided 
A Gentleman of Noble Parencage, | 
Offaire Demeanes, Y outhtull,and Nobly Allied, 
Stuft as they ſay with Honourable parts, 
Proportion'd as ones thought would wiſh a man, 
And then to haue a wretched puling foole, 
A whining mamtact,in her Fortunes tender, 
To an{wer,Ile nqz wed, 1 cannot Loue : 
I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 


 But,and youwillnot wed,l'e pardon you. 


Graze where you will,you ſhall nor houſe with me : 
Looke too'c,thinke on't,l donot vie to ieft. 
Thurſday is n:ere, lay hand on heart,aduiſe, 
And you be mine, {le give you to my Friend : 
And you benot,hang,beg,ttraue,die in the ſtreets, 
For by my ſoule, Ile nere acknowledge thee, 
Nor what is mine ſhall never do thee good: 
Truſt roo't,bethinke you, llenot be forſworne 
Is/i. 1s there nopirtie hitting 1a the Cloudes, 
| That ſees into the bottome of wy griefe? 
O\iweermy Mother caſt menot away, 
Delay chis marriage,for amonth,a weeke, 
Or if you do nat, make the Bridall bed 
In that dun Monument where Tybalt lies. 

179. Talke not to me,for Ile not ſpeake a word, 
Do as thou wilt,for 1 haue done with thee, 

T4], O God! 

O Nutie, how ſhall this be prevented? 
My Husband 15 on earth,my faith in heauen, 


Exit, 


Exit. 


How ſhall chat faith cerurne againeto earth, 
\ Vonl=ſT: that Husband fend it me from heaven, 


' By [exuing earth ?Comfort me, counſaile me : 


Hlacke,alackehat heauen ſhould praftiſe ftratagers 
Vpon (© ſoft a ſubieRt as my lelte. 


What ſuit chou?haſt thou not a word of 1oy ? 
Some cornfort Nurſe. 


TheTragedie of Romeoand [Fultet 


Be 


Romeo 18 baniſhed, and all the world to nothing, 
Thar lie dares nere come backeto challenge you : 
Or it he doyit needs mutt be by ſtealth, 

Then (ince the caſe ſo ſtands as now it doth, 

I thinke it beſt you warried with the Countie, 
O h:e's a Louzly Gentleman : 

Komess a diſh-clout to him: an Eagle Madam 
Hath no ſorgreene,ſo quicke,ſo faire an eye 

As Pars hath, beſhrow my yery heart, 

| thinke you arc happy in this ſecond match, 
For it excels your fir{t:or if it did not, 

Your firſt is dead, or *twere 4s good he were, 
As living here and you no vie of him. 


Or elle beſhrew them both, 


Goin,and tell my Lady I a 
Having diſpleaſ'd my Father,to Lawrence Cell, 
To make confefſion, and to 


It is more fin to wiſh me r 
Or to d1{praiſe my Lord with that ſame rongue 
Which ſhe hath praif'd him 
So many thouſand times? Go Countellor, 

Thou and my boſomme henchforth ſhall be rwaine: 
Ile to the Frier to know his remedie, 

It all elle faile,my ſelfe baue power to die. 


And I am nothing ſlow toſlack bis haft. 
Vneuen is the courſe, 1 like jtnot 


And therfore hauel lictle talke of Loue, 

For Venr (miles not in a houſe of teares, 
Now (ir, her Father counts it dangerous 

That ſhe doth giue her forrow ſo much ſway : 
And in his wiſedome,hafts our marriage, 

To top the inundation of her teares, 
Whichitoo much minded by her ſelfe alone, 
May be put from het by ſocierie. 

Now doe you know the reaſon of this haſt ? 


Looke fir,here comes the La 


Nur, Faith here it is, | 


Inl, Sperkeſtthou from thy heart 
Nur. And from mylſoule too, 


Inl. Amen, | | | 
Nur, What? | 
1{»/, Well,thou haſt comforted me marue'lousmuch, 
gone, 


ablolu'd, 
Nur, MarrieI will, and this is wiſcly done, 


Iul. Auncient damnation, O moſt wicked fiend! 
s forſworne, 


ith aboue compare, 


Exannt, 


| ' 
Enter Frier and Countie Pars, 


Fri. On Thurſday Gr?the time is very ſhort, 
Par. My Father Capwlet will haue ir ſo, 


Fri, You ſay you do not know the Ladies mind? 


Pa. Immoderately ſhe weepes for Tybalts death, 


Fri. | would } knew not why it ſhould be ſlow'd. 
rowards my Cell. 
Emer I«liet. 
Par. Happily met,my Lady and my wife. 
Ini, That may be fir, when may be a wife. 
Par. That may be,muft be] Louc, ou Thurſday next, 
Jul. What muſt be ſhall be, 
Fri, That's a certaine text. 
Par. Come you to make confeſſion to this Father ? 
In!, To anſwere that, ] ſhould confefſe ro you. 
Par. Donot denieto him,that you Loue me. 
Jul. 1 will confeſſe to you that I Love hmm; 
Par. Sowill ye.l am ſure ho you Loue me. 
ul, If I do ſo,it will be of more price, 
nig ſpoke behind your backe, then ro your face, 
Par. Poore (oulegthy face is much abuſ'd with teares, 
| [ali, The | 


— 


The Tragedie of Romeo. and Jabiet.. 


Iul, The teares haue got ſmall vitoric by that : 
Fot it was bad inough before their ſpighr. 


Is, That is noſlaunder fir, whi ch is atruth, 
And what I ſpake,I ſpake it to thy face. 
Pw. Thy face 1s mine,and thou haſt lanndred it, ® 
[«l. It may be ſo,for it is not mine own, 
Are you at leiture, Holy Father now, 
Or thall 1 come to you at evening Maſle? 

Fri. My leiſure ſerues me penhine daughter now, 
My Lord you mult intreat the time alone. 

Par. Godſheild: | ſhould difturbe Devotion, 
Tuliet,on Thurlday early wiil Irowle yee, 

Till then adue,and keepe this holy kiflle, Exit Pars. 
[ul. O ſhut che doore,and when thou haſt done fo, 

Come weepe with me,paſt hope, paſt care, paſl helpe, 
Fri. O [slict,| alreadie know thy griete, 

It treames me pat the comoaſle of my wits : 

I heare thou muſt and nothing may prorogne it, 

On Thurſday next be married to this Countie, 
[Iul. Tell me not Frier that thou heareſt of this, 

Vnleſſe thou cell methow 1 may preuent it ; 

Ifin thy w:ledome,thou canſt gineno helpe, 

Do thou bur call my refolution wile, 

And with' his knife, [le helpe it preſently, 

God ioyn'd my heart,and KRomeos,chou our hands, 

And ere this hand bythee to Komen leal'd ; 

Shall be the Labell co another Deede, 

Or my true heart with trecherous reuolr, 

Turne ro another, this ſhall lay them borh ; 

Therefore out of thy long experien'!} tine, 

Giue me (ome preſent counlell,vr behold 

Twixt/my cxtreames and me, this bloody knife 

Shall play the vmpeere,arbitrating thar, 

Which the commiſſion of thy yeares and art, 

Could to no iſſue of true houour bring : 

Be not {o long to ſpeak, long to die, 

It what thou ſpeak'(t,ipeake not of remedy. 

Fri. Hold Daughter, doe ſpice a kind of hope, 
Which craucs as deſperate an execution, 

As thac is deſperate which we would preuent, 
If,rather then ro marrie Countie Pars 

Thou haſt the ſtrength of will to ftay thy ſelfe, 
Thea is ic likely chou wilt vadercake 

A thinglike death to chide away this ſhame, 
That coap'(t with death himtelte,to ſcape fro it ; 
And if thou dar't,lle give thee remeaie, 

Is/. Oh bid meleape,rather then marrie Para, 

From of theBattlements of any Tower, 
Or walke inthceuiſh waies,or bid me lurke 

Where Serpents are : chaine me with roaring Beares 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnell houle, 
Orecouered quite with dead mens rathng bones, 
With reckie ſhankes and yellow chappels ſculls: 
Or bid me go in:o anew made graue, 

And hide me with a dead man in his graue , 

Things that to heare ther told, have made me tremble, 
And | will doe it without feare or dovbe, 

Toliue an vnſtained wife to my iwenc Loue, 

Fri. told then: goe home be merrie, ,giue conſent, 
To marrie Paris : wenſday is to rnorrow, 
To morrow night looke that thou he alone, 
Let not thy Nurſe lie with thee in thy Chamber : 
Take thou this Violl being then in bed, 

And this dittilling l:quor drinke thou off, 
bang preſcatly through all thy veines ſhall run, 


Pa. Thou wrong | it morethen teares with chat report, 


| 


— 


A cold and drowhe humour : for no pulte 
Shall keepe his rative progrefle, but lurceaſe: 
No warmth, 0 breath ſhall teſtifie thou hueſt, 
The Roſes in thy lips and cheekes ſhall fade 
To many afhes,the eyes windowes fall 
Like death when he ſhur vp the day of life ; 
Each part depriu'd of ſupple government, 
Shall ſtiffe and Rarke,and cold appearelike death, 
And in this borrowed likenefle of ſhrunke death 
Thou ſhilt continue two and forty houres, 
And then awake, as from a pleaſant ſleepe, 
Now when the Bridegroome in the morning comes, 
To rowle thee from thy bed;there zrt thou dead : 
Then as the manner of our country js, 
In thy beſt Rubes vncourr'd on the Beere, 
Be borne to buriall in thy kindreds grave : 
Thou ſhalt be borne ro that ſame ancient vault, 
Where all the kindred of che Capu/crs lie, 
[n the meane time againſt thou ſhalt awake, 
Shail Romeo by my Letters know our drift, 
And hither ihall he come,andthat very night 
Shall Remeo beare thee hence to Manta, 
And chis ſhall free thee from this preſent ſhame, 
If no inconftant toy nor womanith feare, 
Abate thy valour intheaQting ir. 
Iu. Give me,giue me,O cell not me ofcare, 
Fri. Hold get you gooe, be ffrong and proſperous: 
In this reſolve, [le ſend a Frier with ſpeed 
To Marta with my Letters to thy Lord, 
In, Loue give me ſtrength, 
And ſtrength ſhall helpe afford ; 
Farewell deare father. Exits 
Enter Father Capulet, Mothgr, Nurſe, and 


Sermino men two or Three. 
3 


Cap. So many gueſts inuite as here are writ, 
Sirrah,go hire me twenty cunning Cookes, 

Ser. You hall have none ill fic, for llecrie if they can 
licke their fingers. 

Cep. How canftchoutrie them ſo? 

Ser, Marrie fir, 'tis an jill Cooke that cannot hicke his 
owns fingers : therefore he that cannot licke his fingers | 
ones not with me. 

Cay. Go be gone, we ſhall be much vnfurniſhe for this 
time : what is my Daughter gone to Frier Levrence? 

Nur. 1torſooth. 

Cp, Well he may chance to do ſome good on her, 

A pecuiit ſelfe-wild harlorry it is. 
Emer luliet, 

Nur. See where ſhe comes from ſhrift 
With merrie looke. | 

Cap. How now my headftrong, 

(Where haue you bin gadding ? 
In/. Where | have learn: me to repent the (in 
Of difobe Jient oppohiion - 
To you and your beheſts,and am enioyn'd 
By holy Lawrence.to tall proftrate here, 
To beg your pardon: pardon T beſeech you, 
Henceforward | ameuer ruPd by you. | 
Cp. Send for the Countie,goe tell him of this, 
le have this knot kart vpto morrow morning. 
lul, 1 met the youthfull Lord at Lawrence Cell, 
And gaue him what becomed Loue I might, 
Not (tepping ore the bounds of modeftie. 
Cap, Why Lam glad on't,this is well, ſtand yp, _—_ 
is 
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This is as't ſhould be,let me ſec the County : 
I marcie go I faygand torch him hither, 
Naw afore Goa,this reueren'd holy Frier, 
All aur whole Cittie 1s much bound to him, 
Inl, Nurſe will you goe with me unto my Cloſet, 
To helpe me lort {uch needfull ornaments, 
As youth:nke fitto furniſh me to morrow? 
Ao, No nottill Thurſday,there's time inough. 
Fa, Go Nucle,go with her, 
Weeleto Church ro merrow. | 
Exeunt [alict and Nurſe, 
Ao, Weſhall be ſhort in our prouiſfion, 
'Tis now neere night, 
Fa. Tuſh, 1 will ttirre about, 
And all things ſhall be wcll,1 warrant thee wite ; 
Gothou to Juler helpe to deckevp her, 
llenot to bed to night,let me alone;_ 
He play the huſwife for this once, Whar ho ? 
They are all forth, well | will walke my ſelfe 
To Countie Parts to prepare him vp 
Againſt tomorrow, my heart is wondrous light, 
Since this ſame way-ward Gyileis foreclaim'd, 
Exeunt Father and Mother 


Enter Inlict and Nr ſe. 
Isl. 1 thoſe atures arc beft,but gentle Nurſe 
| pray thee leaue me to my {elteco night : 
For I have need of many Oryſons, 
To moue the heauens to {vile ypon my ſtate, 
Which well thou know'(t,is crofle and fuil of Go. 
Enter fIluther, 
Ao. What are you buhe ho?need you my help ? 
Inl. No Madam, we have cul'd ſuch neceflarics 
As are bzhoouetull for our R4te ro morrow ; 
Sopleale you,letr me now be letr alone; » 
And let the Nurie tnis night ht vp-with you, 
For | am ſ{ure,you haus your hands full al, 
In this ſo ſudden bulinefle, 
Afo. Goodnight. 


| twl. Farewell: 
God knowes when we ſhall meete againe. 

I haue afaint cold feare thrills through my yeines, 
That almoſt freezes vp the heate of fire ; 
Le call them backe againe to comfort me. 

Nurſe, what ſhould ſhe do here? 
My diſmal! Sceane,I needs muſt act alone: 
Cone V1a!ll,whart it this mixture do not worke ar all? 
Shall | be married then to moxxow morning ? 
No, no, this {hall forbidit, Lic thou there, 
What if it be a poy{on which the Frier 
Sudtilly hath miniſtred to have me dead, 

Leaſt in this marriage he ſhould be diſhonour'd, 
Becau'lc he married me before to Romeo ? 

| feare it 18,and yet me thinkes it ſhould nor, 
For he hat! (till beene tried a holy man. 


| Howgtf when am laid intothe Tombe, 


] wake betore che time that Romeo 

Come?to releeme me? There's a fearefull point : 

Shall I not then be (fled jn the Vaule 2 

To whole toute month no healthſome ayre breaths in, 
| And there die ftzangicd ere my Romeo comes. 

Or if t liue, is it not very like, 

The horriþle concert of death and night, 

{ Togethce with theterrorot the place, 

As 1n a Vaulte, an ancient receptacle, 


_— YU 
th Et. 


Ger thee to bed and reſt, for thou haſt need. Exenst. 
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Where for theſe many hundred yeeres the bones 
Of all my buried Aunceſtors are packet, 

W here bloody Tybalt,yert but|greene inearth, 
Lies feſtring in his ſhrow'd, where as they ſay, 

At {ome houres in the night, Spirirs reſort : 
Alacke,alacke,is it nor like that I 

So early wakivg, what with loathſome ſmels, 

And ſhrikes hke Mandrakes torne out of the earth, 
Thar liuing mortalls heating them, run mad. 

Oifl walke,ſhall I not be diflraught, 

Inuironed with all theſe hidious feares, 

And madly play with my forefathers joynts ? 

And plucke the mangled Tybalt from his ſhrow'd ? 
And in this rage, with ſome great kinſmans bone, 
As (with a club) daſh out my deſperate braines. 

O looke,me thinks | ſee my Cazins GhoRt, 
Seeking out Romeo that did ſpit his body 

V pon my Rapiers point : ſlay Tybale,ſtay; 

Romeo Romeo, Romeo, here's drinke : I drinketo thee, 


Enter Lady of the boyſe and Nwſe, 


Lady. Hold, 
Take theſe keies,and fetch more ſpices Nurſe. 
Nur, They call tor Dates and Quinces in the Paſtrie. 
Enter ol4 Capnlet. 
Cap. Come, ſtir,ſtirgitir, 
The ſecond Cocke hath Crow'd, 
The Curphew Bell hath rung, *qis three a clocke : 
Looke cothe bakre meates, good Avgelica, 
Spare not for coſt. 
Nur, Go you Cor-queane,go, 
Get you to bed, faith youle be licke to morrow 
For this nights watching, 
"Cap. Nonot a whit: what ? Thave watcht ere now 
All nighrfor leſſe caule, and nere beene ficke, 
La. 1 you have bin a Moule-huar in your time, 
Bur 1 will wacch you trom luch watching now. 
Exm Lady and Nurſe. 
Cap. Aiealous hood a jealous hood, 
Now fellow,what there? 
Enter three or funre with ſpit and logs,and barkets, 
Fel. Tinngs for the Cooke hr, but I know not what. 
| Cp. Make baft, make halt, firrah,ferch drier Logs. 
Call Peter, he will ſhew thee where they are, 
Fel, 1 have a head fir,that will find out logs, 
And never trouble Petey for the matter. 
Cap. Maſſc and well ſaid, a mefrie horſon,ha, 
Thou ſhalt be loggerhead; good Father, tis day, 
Play Muſicke 
The Countie will be here with Muſicke ſtraight, 
For ſo he {aid he would, I heare hin neere, 
Nurſe, wife, what ho? what Nurlel[ ſay? 
| Enter Nurſe. 
Go waken /»liet,goand trim her vp, 
Ile go and chat with Pars:hic,make haft, 
Make haſt,the Bridegroome, he is\come already : 
Make haſtI ſay. 
Nur, Miftris, what Miſtris? [u{ter?Faſt I warrant her ſhe, 
Why Lambe,why Ladyzfie you ſluggabed, 
Why Loue1 ſay? Madam, ſweet heart: why Bride? 
What not a word ? You take yout peniworths noWs 
Sleepe for a weeke,for the next night I warrant 
TheCountie Pars hath ſer vp his reſt, 
That you (hal! reſt bur little,Gbd forgiue me : 
Marrie and Amen : how tound 1s ſhe a {leepe ? 
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I muſt needs wake her : : Madam, Madam, Madam, 
ler the Countie take you in your bed, 
Heele fright you vp ytaith, Will it not be ? 
What dreſt,and in your clothes,and downe againe ? 
| muſt needs wake you : Lady, Lady, Lady ? 
Alas ,alas,helpe,helpe,my Ladyes dead, 
a weladay,that euer I was borne, 
Some Aqua=vit x ho,my Lord,my Lady ? 
Ao, W hat noiſe is heere ? Enter Mother. 
Nur. O lamentable day. 
e Mo, What is the matter ? 
Nur. Looke,looke,oh heavie day. 
Mo. O me,O me,my Child,my onely life : 
Revive looke vp,or I wilt die with thee : 
Helpe,helpe, call helpe. 
Enter Father. 
Fa. For ſhame bring /ultet forth, her Lord is come. 


Fa. Ha? Let meſee her:ourt alas ſhee's cold, 
Her blood is ſetledand her 10yars are (tifte : 
Life and theſe lips haue long bene lep erated; 
Death lies on her like an-vneimely froſt 
Vpon the ({weteſt lower of 21! the held. 

Nar, O Lamentable day , - 

AMo. O wotull time. 


Tics vp my tongue, and will not let me ſpeake. 
| Enter Frier and the Countie. 
Fri, Come,is the Bride ready to goto Church? 
Fa, Ready to-go;butneuer ro returne, 
O Sonne,the night before thy wedding day, 
Hath death laine with thy wite : there ſhe lies, 
Flower as ſhe was,defloywred by him. 
Death is my Sonne in law death is my Heire, 
My Daughter he hath wedded, 1 will die, 
And lezue himall life huing, all is deaths, 
Pa. Haue I thought long to {ce this mornings face, 
And doth it giue me ſuch a hight as this? 
Mo. . Accur”,vnhappie, wretched hatefull day, 
Moſt miſerable-houre;that ere time ſaw 
In laſting labour of his P:tgrimage. 
Bur one,poore one,one poore and loning Child, 
But one thing to rejioyceeand ſolace in, 
And crueil death hath catehrt it from my Gghr. 
| Nur. O-wo,O wofull,wofull,wotullday; 
Moſt lamentable day,moſt wolull day, 
That ever,cuer,I did yethehold, 
O day,O day,O day,Otatefull day, 
Neuer was iceneiſo blacke a day as this : 
| O wofull day, O wofull day, 


Moſt deteltable death, by thee beguil'd, 
By cruell,cruel] thee quict:onerthgowne: : 
O loue ;@hifggnor life;hurlove in death, 
| Fat. Deſpis'd;dificeſſed, haced,maarcir'd, kil'd, 
Vncomfortable timegwhycam' $i thou now 
To murther, murther our-folemnitie? - 
OChild,O Child; ;my foulte,and nor wy Child, 
Dead art thou,alacke my Child is dead, 
And'with my Child,wy 10Yes are burieds-/ + 

Fri, Peace ho tor ſhamt;confuhons : Care liues-nor 
In theſe canfufrons, heaven and your ſelfe 
Had part m this faiza Maid,now heauen hath all, 
{Andall che better nifavabe Maid : 
Your pait in her,you could not keepe from death, - . 


| Tok Hh 4 


Nur. Shee's dead:decealt,ſhee's dead:alacke the day. 
M. Alacke the day,ſhee's dead, ſhee's dead, (hee's dead, 


Fa. Death that hath tare her hence to make me waile, 


Pa. Begvild,diuorcedgwronged Spighted, fines | 
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But heauen keepes his part in eternal] life : 

The mo{t you (ought was her promotion, 

For 'twas your heaven,ſhe ſhouldſt be aduan'(?, 

And weepe yenow,{eeing the is aduan'ſt 

Abovethe Cloudes,as high as Reauen it lelfes 

O in this loue,you loue your Child fo ill, 

That you run mad, leeing that ſhe is well - 

Shee's not well married that lives married long, 

But ſhee's beſt married thac dies married yong, 

Drie vp your renves;and flicke your Rolemaric 

On this faire Coarle,and as the cuſtome is, 

And in her beſt array beare her to C hurch ; 

For though ſome Nature bids all vs lament, 

Yer Natures teares arc Reaſons therriiy ent. 

Fa. Allthings that we ordained Feftiuall, 

Turne from thei: office to blacke Funeral! : 

Our inſtruments to melancholy Bells, 

Our wedding cheare,to a ſad buriall Feaſt : 

Our ſolemne Hymnes, to lullen Dyrges change : 

Our Bridall lowers feruefor a bvy;ed Coarſe; 

And a1! things changethem to tlie contrarie, . 

Fre. Sir go you 11 ; ard Madain,g 1529 ith |} mn, 

And go fic Pars ,cuery one prep2tc 

Tofollow this faire Coarſe vntober prone 2 

The heauens do lowreVpon vou,for fome 111; 

Move them no more,by'ercthing their hgh will, E#+4 
Mn, Faich we may pur vp: 6urPipes ave be pon,” - 
Nur. Honeſt goodfellowes "Ah pur vp,pu vp, 

For well you know thisiva pir/full cafe, 

Aſn. lbywy rtorh, the caſe way be amegded. 
Ents Petty, 
Pet, Muſttions,oh Muſitions, 

Hearts calc, hearts eaſe, 

O,and you will have me live,play hearts caſe, 
An. \V by hearts cafe ; 

Pet, O Muſnions;” | 

Bec2uſe my heart it (elfe plaies,my bavent is full. 

Mu. Not a dump we, 'us 80 tice to play now. 
Pet. You will not then ? 

Mn, No. 

Pet. 1 will ther giveit yon ſoundly. 

Aſs. What will you grue'ys 3©07! (* 

Pet, Ne inoney on my faith, but the gleeke. 

1 will gine you the Miniſtrel},” -/ 75: | 
« Mn, Then'will T give you the Serving creature, 
Peter, Then will I lay the leruiy jCreneures Dapoer 

on your pxe.] will carieno Croaherytle Re you; He Fa 

you,do you note mep! ' 
Ms. And you Re vs,and Fa'vs, you Note Vs. 

2. M.Pray you put vp yourDagger, 

Aod put gut your wit, 

Then baue at you with my wit,/ 

Peter." ] will drie-beare you with an yron wit, 

And put vp my yron Dagger, * 

Anſwere me like men : 

When griping.qriefes the hearr doth wound, then Mu 

fckewith her Hluerfound. 

Why (iluer found > why Muſicke with her filoer ſound? 

what ſay vou S1m# Catling ? 14A | 
Mn. Nary fr beeduſehluerhath a fweer fea, 
Pet. Proteſt, what (iy you Hugh Rebicks ? 


2.31. lay hlucr lound, becauſe Miifitions ſound for GG): ! 
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Pet. Prarelt ro, whattay you James Sound-Poft ? (vc | 


3.CMu. Faith 1 know not what to ſay, 
Pet. O Tl ery you mercy,you re the Singer. 
I will lay for you; it 1s Muficke with her hluer ſound, 
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doth lend redreſle. 


T 
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Some miladuenture. 


Sharpe miſerie 


—— 
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| Becauſe Muſitions haueno gold for ſounding- | 
Then Mulicke with her (iluer ſound, with ſpeedy helpe 


Mn. Wha: 3 peſtilent knaue is this ſame 2 
21.2. Havg him laeke, come weele in here, tarrie for 
the Moucoers,and try dinner, 


Exter Romeo, 


ing theſe ill newes, 


Rom. Tuſh,thouy art deceiu'd, 
Leaue mc,and do the thing I bid thee do, 
Haſt thou no Letters ro me fromthe Fries ? 
Man, No my good Lord. 


Exit, 


Exit. 


Rem, If I may truſt the flattering truth of ſleepe, 
My dreames pre{age {ome ioyfull newes at hand ; 
My boſomes L.fits lightly in his throne : 
And all thisan day an vecuſtom'd ſpirit, 
Lifts me aboue the ground with cheerefull thoughts. 
| I dreamt my Lady caine and found me dead, 
(Strange dreame that giues adead man leaueto thinke,) 
And breath'd ſuch life with kiſſes in my lips, 
That I reu1u'd and was an Emperour. 

Ah me, how ſweet is loue ic ſelfe poſleſt, 
W hen bur loues ſhadowes are fo richin joy, 
Enter Romeo's man. 
Newes from Verona, how now Balthazcr ? 
Doſt thou not bring me Letters from the Friet # 
How doth my Lady ? [s my Father well ? 
How doth my Lady Juliet ? that I aske againe, 
For nothing can be ill,if ſhe be well. 

Aſa, Then ſhe is welhaud nothing can be ill. 
Her body ſleepes in Cape/s Monument, 
And her immoxtall part with Angels live, 
I ſaw her laid low in her kindreds Vault, 
And preſemtiy tooke Poſte to cell jr you : 
O payhagns for brin 
Since youYid leaue it for wy office Sir. ' 

Rom. Is it euen ſo? 

Then denie you Starres, 

Thou knoweſt my lodging,get me inke 2nd paper, 
And hire Poſt-Horſes,1 will hence co night. 

| Mas. 1 do beſeech you fir,have patience ; 

Your lookes ate pale and wild,and doimport 


Exit Man. 


Rom, Mo matter : Get thee gone, 
And byre thoſe Horſes, le be with thee ſtraight, 
Well sliet,l will lie with thee to night : 
Lets (ce for meanes; O miſchicfe thou art ſwift, 

Toenter inthe thoughts of deſperate men : 
I do remember an Appothecarie, 
{ And here abouts dwells, which late I noted 
In tattred weeds, with ouerwhelming browes, 
Culling of _ 2ager were his lookes, 

ad worne himto thebones ; 

| And in his needie ſhop a Torcoyrs hung, 
An Allegater (tufr,and other skins 
Ofr1ll ſhap'd fiſhes, and about his ſhelues, 
Abeggeily account of emptic boxes, 
Greene earthen pots, Bladders, and muſtic ſeedeg, 
Remnants of packthred,and old cakes of Roles 
Were thinly ſcactered,to make vp a (hew. 
Notiag this penury,to my ſelfe I ſaid, 
An if amandidneeda 
Whole ſale is perſent death in Aſantus, 
Here liues a Caitiffe wretch would ſell it him. 
O this {ame thought did but fore-run my need, 
And :1is ſame needie man muſt ſell it me, 


yſon now, 
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As I remember,this ſhould be the houſe, 

Being holy day,the beggers ſhop is ſhur, 
What ho? Appothecarie? 

Enter Appathecarie. 

App. Who call's ſo low'a? 


Rom. Come hither man, 1 ſge that thou art poore, 


Hold,rhere is fortie Duckets,let me haue 

A eram of poyſon,ſfuch ſoone ſpeeding geare, 
As will diſperle it ſelfe through all the vyeines, 
That the life-wearie-taker may/fall dead, . 


And that the Trunke may be diſcharg'd of breath, 


As violently,as haſtie powder fier'd 
Doth hurry trom the tatall Canons wombe. 


App. Such mortall drogs I have,but Mantua law 


Is death to any he, that ytcers them. 


Rom. Artthou ſo bare and full of wretchegneſſe, 


And fear'ſt to die ? Famine is in thy cheekes, 
Need and opreflion Raruech in thy eyes, 
Concempt and beggery hangs ypon thy backe i 
The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law: 
The world affords no law to make theerich . 
Then be not poore, but breake ir,and rake this, 
App. My pouerty,bur not my will conſents, 
Rom. | pray thy pouerty,and|not thy will, 
App. Purtthis in any liquid thing you will 
And drinke it off, and if you had the ftrength 
Of ewenty men,ic would diſpatch you ſtraight, 
Rom, There's thy Geld, 
Worte poylon to rens ſoules, 
Doing more murther in this loathſome world, 


Then theſe poore compounds that thou maieft nor ſell, 


I ſell chee poyſon,thou baft ſold|me none, 
Farewell, buy faod,and get thy ſelfe in fleſh, 
Come Cordiall,znd not poyſon,go with me 
To /wliers grave, for there mult I ye thee, 


Exemnnt. 
Enter Frier Iobn to Frier Lawrence, 
Tohn, Holy Franciſcan trier, Brother, ho? 
Emer Frier Lawrence, 
Law, This ſame ſhould be the voice of Frier Jobs. 


Welcome from Hantua,what ſpyes Romeo ? 
Or if ys mind be writ, giue me his Lefter, 


lohn. Going to find a bare-foore Brother out, 


One of our order to aſſociate me, 

Here in this Citie vitiog the fick, 

And finding him, the Searchers ofthe Towne 

Suſpe&ting that we both were in houſe 

Where the intetious pefiilence did raigne, 

Scal'd vp the doores,and would notler ys forth, 

So that my ſpeed to Mantuathere was ſaid, 
Law, Who bare my Lerter then ro Romes? 
lobn. 1 could not ſend ir,here it is againc, 

Nor get a meſſenger to bring irthee, 

So fearefull were they pf infection 


Law. Vohappie Fortune: by my Brotherhood 


The Letter was not nice,but full of charge, * © 
Of deare import, and the negleQing it 
May do much danger : Frier Jobu go hence, 
Ger me an Iron Crow,and bring it traight 
Vnto my Cell, 

Tobn. Brother Ile go and bring it thee. 

Law. Now muſt I co the Monument alone, 


Within this three houres willf1ire [ul/ier wake, 
Shee will >c(hrew me much that A 

Hath had no notice of theſe accidents; 

But I will write againe to Af, 


— — 


Exit, 


mn. Aft 
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And keepe her at my Cell till Romeo come, \ Kow, Imuſt indeed, and therfore carge I bicher; | 
Poors lining Coarſe,clos'd in a dead mans Tombe, Good gentle youth,tempt not a deſperate man, 
Exit, | Flie hence and leaue me,thinke vpon thoſe gone, 
Enter Paris ana by Page, Let them affright thee, 1 beſeech thee Youth, 
Put not an other fin ypon my head, | 
Per. Giue me thy Torch Boy,hence 2nd ftandaloft, | By vrging meto furie, O be gone, 
Yet put it qui, for | would not be ſeene : By heaven lloue thee better then my ſelfe, 
xD 


Vnder yond young Trees lay thee 2ll along For I come hither arm'd ag2init my ſelfe ; 
| Holding thy eare cloſe to the bollow ground, Stay not, be gone, liue,and hereafter {ay, 
$o ſhall no foot vpon the Churtchyard tread, . A mad mans mercy bid thee run away, 


Being looſe, ynfirme with digging vp of Graues, Par. 1do defie thy commiſſeration, 
But thou ſhalt keare it: whiſtle then rome, And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 
As fignall that thou heareſt ſome thing approach, ' Fo, Wiltthou prouoke me 2 Then haue at thee Boy, 
Giue me thoſe flowers. Do as I bid thee, go, Pet. O Lord they fight, I will go call the Watch. 

Page. I am almoſt afraid ro Aand alone Pa. OF amflaine,it thon be mercifull, | 
Here in the Churchyard, yet 1 will aduenture. Open the Tomibe,lay me with 7elcer, 

Pa.Sweet Flower with flowers thy Bridall bed Iftrew; | Row. In faith I will, let me peruſe this face; 

O woe,thy Canopic is duſt and tones, Mercntixs kinſman, Noble Countic Pars, 


Which with ſweee water nightly [ wiil dewe, 
Or wanting that, with reares Cefti]'d by mones3 

| The obſequies that 1 for thee will keepe, 

| Nightly ſhall be,to ſtrew thy graue, and weepe, 


What ſaid my man, when my betofſed foule 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I thinke 
Herold me Pays ſhould have marricd /slier, 
Said he not ſo? Or did I dreame it ſo? 


——_ < Iomo—_ —<_— 
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| whiſtle Boy, Or am 1 mad, hearing him tatke of /»/iet, 

| The Boy giues warning,ſomerhing doth approach, Tothinke it was ſo? O give me thy hand, | 
What curſed foot wanders this wayes tonight, { One.wrigwith me in ſowre' misfortunes booke, 
To croſſe my obſequies, and true loues right ? | He bunie thee ina triumphant grave. 


What wich a Torch? Mutfle me night a while. A Graue; Ono,a Lanthorne; ſlaughtred Youth : 


For here lies /«/zet,and her beautic makes 


q_— - oo ee — 


Enter Romeo aud Peter, This Vaule'a feaſting preſence fall of light. 
Death lie thou.there,by a dead man inter'd. 
| Row. Givemethat Mattocke,& the wrenching Iron, | How oft when mer are 2t the point of death, 
Hold take this Lerter,early in the morning | Have they beene mecrie? Which their Keepers call 
See thou deliver iz to my Lord and Father, Alightning before death? Oh how may 1 id 
Giue me the light ; vpon thy life I charge thee, | Call this a lightning ? O wy Loue,my Wiſe, | 
| Whatere thou hear#ſt or ſeelt,ſtand all aloofe, =—* | Death thathath ſuckethe 10ney of thy breath, 
And do nor interrupt me in my courſe, ' } Hathhadno power yet vpon'thy Beautic: 
Why I deſcend intothis bed of death, -- |, Thou irenot conquer'd : Beartics enfigne yer 


1s partly to behold my Ladies face: 
But chiefly rotake thence from her dead finger, 
A precious Ring : a Ring that I wuſt vie, 


Is Crymiſon in thy lips,and Inthy cheekes, 
And Deaths pale flagis not aduanced there. 
Tybalt,ly'ft chou there in thy bloudy ſheet ? 


_— 


In deare employmene,thereforc hence be gone ; O what more fstour can 1 do ro thee, 
But if thou jealous dolt recurne coprie | Then with chat hand that cur thy youth in twaine, , 
In what I further ſhall intend to dv, To {under his that was thy gnemic ? LIB 
By heauen I will ceare thee 1oynt by ioynt, Forgiue me Cozen, Ah drare Juher: | 
And firew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs : Why art thou yer fo faire ?I will beleeve, 
{The time,and my intents are ſauage wilde: Shall I beleeue, tha vaſubſ{tantiall death is amorous ? 
More ficrce and more inexorabletarre, And char the leane abhorred Monſter keepes 
Then emprtie Tygers,or the roaring Sea, Thee here in darke to be his Paramour ? 
Pet, I will be gone hr,and not troubl e you For feare of that, I Rill will ſtay with thee, 
Ro. Soſhaltthou ſhew me friendſhip:take thou that, { And never from this Pallace of dym night 
Live and be proſperous,and farewell good fellow. Depart againe:come lie thou in my armes, 
Per. For all this ſame, [le hide me here abour, Hecre's to thy health,whergete thou tumbleſt in, 
His lookes I feare,and his intents I doubt. O crue Appothecarie ! 
Row, Thou Qeteftable mawye;cthou wombe of death, | Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kiſleI die, 
Gorg'd with the deareſt morſell of the eacth? Depart 2gaine; here, here will ] remaine, 
Thus 1 enforce thy rotten Jawes to open, | With Wormes that are thy Chawbermaides: O here 
And in deſpight,Hecram thee with-more food. Will I ſe: vp my everlaſting reft : 
Par, This is that bamifht havghtic Monntagte, And ſhake the yoke of inanfpicious ſarres 


| That murdred my Loues Cozin z with which grieſe, Fromthis world: werfled ficſh : Eyes looke your laſt 3 
It is ſuppoſed chefaire Creature died, Armes take your lat embrace; And lips,O you 


: And here is come to.do fore villanous ſhame | The doores of breath ſcale with a righteous kiſſe 
| Toihe dead bodies : 1 will epprehend hims © : A dateleſſe bargaine to ingroffing death: 
Stop thy vnhallowed royle,vilc Monntagac : Come bicter condu&t, come vnſauoury guide, 
Can vengeance be purſued farther then death? _ Thou deſperate Pilot,now at once run on 


Condemned vallaine,l.do apprehend thee, The daſhing Rocks,thy Sea-ficke wearie Barke ; 
y Obey and go with me, for thou mult die, | Heere's to wy Loue, O true Apporhecary ; 
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; Thy lips arc Warime, 
A 
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[120 T he Tragedie of Romeo and lubet. #3. 
Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kiſſe I die. | Who here hath Jaine theſerwo dayes buried, 
| Enter Fri#f with Lantborne,Crowgand Spade. Go tell the Prince,runne to the Capulets, 
Fri, St. Francis. be my ſpeed, how oft to night Raiſe vp the Mowntagues,lome others fearch, 
Have my old ferr. (lumbled at graues ?Who's there? | We lee the ground whereon theſe woes do lye, 
| Man Here's one,aFriend,& one thar- knowes you well, | But the true ground of all theſe pitcous woes, 
Fri. Bliſſe be vpon you, Tell me good my Fricad We cannot without circumſtance'deſcry, - | 


What Torch is yond that vainelyllends his light 
To grubs,aud eyelefle Sculles ?,As IL difcernc, 
[t burneth in the Cape/s Monument. 
Man. It doth io holy fir, 
And there*s my Maſte:,one that you loue. 
Fri. Nho1sit? 
" Man. Romeo. 
Fri, How lang hath he Ein there? 
Mar, Full halfe an houre, 
Fri, Go with metro the Vault. 
Aſan, 1 dare not Sir. 
My Maſter knowes not but I am gone hence, 
And tearetully did menace me with death, 
It I did ſhay to looke on his entents. 
Fri, Stay hen Ile go alonegfeares comes vpon mes 
O much | teate ſame ill yaluckie thing. _, 
Man. As | did (leepe vnder this young tree here, 
Tdreamt my maifter and another fought, 
And that my, Maifter flew him, 
' Fre, Romeo. 


Alacke,alacke,what blood is this which Raines 

The Gony entrance of this Sepulcher 2 | 

W hat mcanethele Maſterlells/and goarie Swords: 

To lic dilcolour'd by this place of peace? 

Romeo,o"n pale : who clſe?what Pare too ? | 

And Reept in blood 7 Ah. what an yn kad houre 

1s guiltic of this Iamentable-chance? 

The Lady ſtirs. .* LS | 0 hs | 
[s/, _O catnfarcable Frier, where's my Lord?.,;, 

I do remember well where I ſhopld be..,. 28 : 

And there I am;where is my. Retweo 2. 1c) 928 ioh11 

: © #74, 1 litare ſome noyſe Lady,come from thatogſt 

Of death,contagion,and yonatura)l fleepe,.. 

A greater power then we cap contradict |, P 

Hath thwarted our entents,come,come away, +. 

Thy busband in thy boſome there lies dead: .* 

And P4ri too: come Le diſpoſe of thee, -- 

Among a Siſterhood-of holy Nunnes LaadoY) 2m | 

Stay not to queſtion, for the, watch 15.comming, - 

Come,go good'[wiet T dare np longer ſtay, Exit, 
Iul. Go ger thee |.cncefpr 1 will notuaway, 

What's here ?Acup clos'd ivy trug lo zes band? 

Poyſon 1 ſee bath binhis timeleſſeend : .,/1." 

O churle,drinke all?and ſeſtno friepdly, drop, 

To heipeme after,1 will kiſſe thy "KATE 

Happlit tome po ylon yet. doch hang on them,. / 


- 


To make'trie die wth arcRorative.! 


STEIN 
wr 21 »hoivn 

Enter Boygnd Watch... '1 

141th. Lead Boy,which ways _.. ed 

[s1. Y canidiſe? 4 


Then ile be briefe, O happy Dagger. 


1% 4 


| 


| 


Boy. This ite plages ... ELD 
There where ctheTorch goth burne MET. 
Watch, The ground 1s bloody, 
Search abour the Churchyard. MY 
Co tome of you, who ere you fiad attach; | 


Pirtifuil Gghr, here lies rhe Coumtie ſlaine,,/{ - +1: +47) 


And [slteir bleeding, warmeand newly Jead 


® __— 


a Y ” | O71 I 
'115in thy ſheath,there ruſt and let we die,'Kils herfelfe... | 


”—_ 


| My (elfe condemned,and my felfe excus'd; 


Enter Romeo 'iman, 
Watch, Here's Romes'r man, 
We tound him in the Churchyard. | 

Con, Hold birn in ſafety, till the Prince come hither, 

Enter Frier,an d another Watchman. 
3. Wat. Hereis a Frier that trembles,fighes,and weepes 
We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him, 
As he was comming from this Church-yard tide, 
Con, A great {uſpitiop,ſtay the Fries too, | 
Enter ihe Prince, | 
Prin, What miſaduenture is ſo carely vp, 
That calls our perſon from our mornings reft ? 
| 7, 
Enter Capiulet and bis Wife, " 

Cap. What Sts ere they ſo ſhrike abroad? 

W:fe, O the people jn the ftreecte eric Romes, | 
Some lujiet,and {ome Parr ,and all runne 
With open outcry toward our Monument, 

Pri. What feare is this wbich (tartles in your cares? 

Wat. Soucraigneghere lies the Countie Pars ſlaine, 
And Romeo dead, and /ulzet dead before, 

Warme and new kil'd, 
Prin, Search, 
Secke,and know howgthis foule murder comes. 
+ Wat, Here is a Frier,and Slaughter'dRemess man, 
With Inflr»ments ypon them fit to open' 
Theſe dead mens Tombes, ; 

Cap. . O heauen |! 

O wife laoke how our Danglter blredes! 

This Dagger hath miſtaive,tor love his houte 

Is eaipty 91 the backe of Afonntagne, 

And is miſheathed in my Daughrers boſome. -,. . 

Wife. Oamne,this fght'of death,is as a Bell ; 
That waines my old age to a Sepulcher, 

Enter Mowntague. 

Pri, Come Mowntague,for thou art early vp 
To fee thy Sonne and Heue, now carly downe. 

Monn. Alas my liege,my wife is dead «onight, 
Griefe of my Sonnes exile hath ſtopt her breath: 
Whar further woe conſpires againft wy age? 

Prin. Looke:andchowſhalr ſee + 2p M 

Mow. Othou viieughtwhat manners inis this, 
To preſle before thy Fatherro agrave? 1 

Psm, Seale vp the mouthof outra ge:for a while, - ' 
Till we can teare theſe ombiguitics, + ; 63:4 
And know their ſpringgtheic head, theuamue deſcent,” 
And thea will I be geuerall of your woes, 1 = 
And lead/you euentodtath?meane timeforbeate, -+ + 
Ard let miſchapee be ſhave ro patiencey» 21 / 
Bring forth the, parties of:{uſpition.: 7 * » > { ul TP! 

Fri. 1amchegreareſtable to doeleafl 
Yer moſt ſuſpeRed as tne time and place Lf 
Doth make againſt meof this direfull murther:—_-\({ 
And heere I ftand bath to-impeach andpurge | 


\ 


+ WW” OO TEC 


Pix. Then ſay at once, whatithou doftknow in-this 


Fri, 1 will be briefe;for my ſhort date ofbreath \, 7 
Is not fo long as is #tectious tale. o 
Romeo there dead, was husband tothat Juliet, * | 
And ſhe there dead,that's Rowreos Faithfull wife : -- ' er 


i. 


A 


{ — ® 
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_— As, 2.1. SIR. 


1 married then; aod their ſtolne marriage day And then in poſte he came from Jantus | 
| W as Tjba/ts Doomeſday : whole yntimely death To this ſame pl ace, to this ſame Monument, 

| Baniſh'd the new-made Bridegroote from this Cicie ; This Letter he early bid me give his Father, 

For whom (and not for Tybalr) Juhet pinde. | Andchreatned me with death, going in the Vaulr, 
| Y ou, to remoue that fiege of Greefe from her, If I departed not, and left hin there. 
| Bertroch'd,and would haue married her perforce Prom, Giue me the Letcer,I will took on it. 
To Countie Paris. Then comes ſhe co me, Where is the Counties Page that rais'd the Vatch ? 
| And{with wilde lookes) bid me deuife ſome meanes Sirra, what made your Mafter in this place? 
To rid her from this ſecond Marriage, Page. He came with flowres to ftrew his Ladies oraue, 


| | | | The Tragedie of Romeo and bulet. | 79 | 
| 


[, Or inmy Cellthere would ſhe kill her ſelfe. Aad bid me ftand aloote, and ſo I did : 
Then gaue[ her (fo Tutor'd by my Art) Anon comes one with light to ope the Tombe, 
$ A flecping Potion, which ſo tooke effteR And by and by my Maiſter drew on him, 
| AsTI intended, for it wrought on her And then [| ran away to call the Watch. 


The forme of death. Meane time, I writ to Romeo, 


Prin. This Letter doth make good the Friers words, 
| That he ſhould hither come, as this dyre night, 


Their courte of Love, the tydings of her death : 


| —_—_—_— 


To helpe to take her from her borrowed graue, And heere he writes, that he did buy a poyſon 

Beivg the time the Potions force ſhould ceaſe. Of a poore Pothecarie, and therewithall 

Bur he which bore my Letter, Frier [obn, Came to this Vault co dye, and lye with [xlier, 

Was ftay'd by accident ; and yeſternighc Where be theſe Enemies? Capmlet, Monntagne, 

Returr'd my Letter backe. Then all alone, See what a {ſcourge is laide vpon your hate, 

At the prefixed houre of her waking, That Heauen finds meanes to kill your ioyes with Loue; 

Came I to take her from her Kindreds yaule, And I, for winking at your diſcords too, 

Meaning to keepe her cloſely at my Cell, Have loſt a brace of Kinſmen : All are puniſh'd, 

Till 1 conueniently could ſend to Romeo. Cap. O Brother Mowuntagwe, give methy hand, 

But when I came (ſome Minure ere the time This is my Davghrters ioyncure, for no more 

Ofher awaking) heere vntimely lay Can I demand. 

The Noble Pars, and true Romeo dead, 3 Mown, ButIcangiverthee more:: | | 
| Shce wakes, and I intreated her come foorth, For I will raiſe her Statue in pure Gold, 

And beare this worke of Heauen, with patience; That whiles Uerons by that name is knowne, 


Buc then, a noyſe did ſcarre me from the Tombe, 
And ſhe (too deſperate) would not go with me, As that of True and Faithfull /»/jer. 
Bur (as it ſeemes) did violence on her ſelfe, Cap. As rich ſhall Remeo by his Lady ly, | 
All this I know, and to the Marriage her Nurſe is privy; | Poore ſacrifices of our enmity. 


There ſhallno figure at that Rate be ſer, 


And if ought in this miſcarried by my fault, Prin. Aglooming peace this morning with it brings, 
| Let my old life be ſacrific'd, ſome houre before the time, | The Sunne for forrow will not ſhew his head z 
Vnto the rigour of ſeuereft Law, Go hence, to have more talke of theſe fad things, 
Prin, Weſtill haue knowne thee for a Holy man. Some ſhall be pardon'd, and ſome puniſhed. 
Where's Romeo's man ? What can he ſay rothis? For never was a Storie of more Wo, 
| Bo. 1 brought my Maſter newes of /a/:er; death, Then this of /»/iet, and _ Romeo. Exewunt omnes 
my > 
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MLL eAclus Primus. Scana Prima. 
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z | } | Enter Poet , Painter, Ieweller, Merchant,and Mercer, One might interpret, 
| i at ſeneralldoores. » Pain. Itis a pretty mocking of the life: 
tip! | - 2108 | Heere is a touch : 1s't good? 
wy | fi | Poet. Poet. I will ſay of it, 
p{ F | Ood day Sir. It Tutors Nature, Artificiall ftrife 
01. Fo. Pain, lamglad y'are well. Lives in theſe routches, livelier then life. 
f |  - Poet, | hauc not icene you long, how goes | 
6 + 36 che World ? Enter certaine Senators, 
; | 4 q Pam. 1t weares hr, as it growes. Pain, How this Lord is followed, 
9 | 31.8 Poet. I that's well knowne : Poet. The Senators of Athens, happy men, 
oe hc! 4. But what particular Rarity ? What ſtrange, Pam. Looke moe. | 
8 2005} Which manifold record not matches : (ce Po.You ſee this confluence,this great flood of viſitors, 
1 ($4 Magicke of Bounty, all chele ſpuits thy power I have in this rough worke, ſhap'd out a man 
9, (BE: Hath comiur'd to attend, : Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hugge 
v5 1: *1 I know the Merchant, With ampleſt entertainment : My free drift 
+ 4 Pain, I know them both: th'others a Teweller. | Halts not particula+ly, but moues it ſelfe 
$. 8 | Mer. O'tis a worthy Lord, Ina W1i.c Sea of wax, no leuell'd malice 
* | Jew, Nay that's moſt fixt. | Intects une comma in the courte I hold, 
| Aer. A moſt incomparableman, breath'd as it were, | But flies an Eagle fl\ght, bold, and forth on, | 
To an vatyreable and continuate goodnefle ; Leauing no Tract behinde, 
v8: Hepaſſes. : Pain. How ſhall I yaderſtand you? | 
'8 lew. ] have a Iewell heere. Poet. Twill vnbovlt ro you. 
| Mer. O pray let's ſee's. For the Lord Timon,fir? , | Youſeehow ail Conditions, how all Mindes, - 
| Tewel. If he will touch the eſtimate. Bur for that As well of glib and {Ipp'ry Creatures, as 
| Poet, When we for recompence haveprars'd the vild, } Of Grave and auttere qual 'tie, tender downe 
| It ftarnes the glory in that happy Verle, Their ſeruices to Lord Trmon : his large Fortune, 
| Which aptly ſings the good. e  Vpon his good and gracious Nature hanging, 
| Ctr. 'Tis a good torme. Suhques and properties to his loue aind tendance 
lewel, And rich : heere is a Waterlooke ye. A'l ſorts of hearts; yea, from the glatTe-fac'd Flatterer 
| | Pain, You are rapt fir, in ſome worke, tome Dedica- | To Apemantms, that few things loves; better 
| tion to the great Lord, Then co abhorre himſelfe ; cuen hee eJrops downe 
| Poet. A thing (lipt idlely from me, The knee before him, and returnes in\peace 
'- 8 Our Poefie 18 as a Gowne, which vies Moſt rich in Timens nod, 
| From whence 'tis nouriſh: : the fire i'th Flint Pain. | ſaw chem ſpeake together. 
| Shewes not, till tbe (t-ooke: our gentle flame Poet, Sir,T have vpon a high and pleaſant hill 
#3 | Prouokes i: felfe, and hike the curraneflyes Feign'd Forcune to be thron'd, 
| Each bound i£ ch{es, What have you there? The Baſe o'th' Mount 
| Pam, A P:Qure tr: when comes your Booke forth? | Is rank'd with all deſerts, all kinde of Natures 
i | Pot. Vpon the heeles of my prelentment fir, That labour on the boſome of this Sphere, 
q Le:'s tice yuur prece. To propagate their ſtates ; among'ft them all, 
'r | Pain *Tis a good Peece. Whoſe eyes are on this Soueraigne Lady fixt, 
W088 Qt Tot. So'tis, $h1s comes oft well, and excellent, One do I perſonate of Lord Timon frame, 
'aE Pan. Indifierent, Whom Fortune with her Iuory hand wafts to her, 
"oo" Port, Admicable: How this grace | Whoſe pretent grace, to preſent ſlaues and feruants 
(8 | bi | Sneakes his owne ftanding : what a mentall power Tranſlates his Rivals, 
8100208} This eye (hootes forth? How bigge imagination g Pain. *'T 13 conceyu'd, to ſcope 
(2% the } | Moues 1a this Lip, to ch*dumbaeſle of the geſture, This Throne, this Fortune,and this Hill uw wan © \| : 
| © a, 
"9419-148 - = a merwap lai A. ns Det hdr, 
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 Timonof eAthens. 


With one man becken'd from the reſt below, 
Bowing his head againft the ficepy Mount 
Toclimbe his happuneſſe, would be well expreſt 
[n our Condition, 

Poet, Nay Sir, but heare me on: 

All choſe which were his Fellowes but of late, 
Some berter then his yalew ; onthe moment 
Follow his ftrides, his Lobbies fill with rendance, 
Raine Sacrificiall whiſperings in his care, 

Make Sacred even his tyrcop, and through him 
Drinke the free Ayre. 

Pain, 1 marry, what of theſe ? 

Poet. When Fortune in her ſhift and change of mood 
Spurnes downe her late beloucd; all his Dependants 
Which labour'd atter him to the Mounraines top, 
Euen on their knees and 1:2nd, let him fit downe, 
Not one accompanying his declin.ng foot. 

Pain, Tis common : 
A thouſand morall Paintjogs I can ſhew, 


More pregnantly then words, Yer you do well, 
To ſheiw Lord Timor, thac meane eyes hauc leene 
The foot aboue the head. 


Trumoets ſound, 
Enter Lord T mu, addreſſing himelfe curteanſly 


toenery SHtor, 


Tim, Tmpriſon'd is he, ſay you ? 

CMeſ. Imy good Lord, tive Talents is his debt, 
His mcanes molt ſhott, his Creditors moſt Rraite: 
Your Honourable Letter he defices 
To thoſe haue ſhut him yp, which failing, 

Periods his comfort, 
Tim. Noble Ventidiia well: 
I am-noc of that Feather, to ſhake off 
My Friend when he muſt neede me. 16do know him 
A Gentleman, that well deſerucs a helpe, 
Which he ſhall haue. Ile pay the debt, and 
Meſ. Your Lordſhip ener bindes him. 

Tim. Commend me to him,]1 will ſend his ranſome, 
And being enfranchized bid him come to me z 
Tis not enough to helpe the Feeble vp, 

But to ſupport him after, Fare you well. 

Meſ. All happinefle to your Honor. 


free him. 


Enter an old Athenian. 
Olam. Lord Timon heare me ſpeake. 
Tm, Freely good Father, 
Olds. Thou haſt a Seruanc nam'd Lacilina. 
Tim, I haue ſo: What ofhim ? 
Oldm. Moſt Noble Timon, call the man before thee. 
Tim. Attends he heere, or no? Lucilline. 
Luc. Heere at your Lordſhips ſervice, 
Oldm, This Fellow heere, L.T 1mon, this thy Creature, 
By night frequents my houſe, I ama man 
That boa my firſt haue beene inclin;d ro thrifr, 
And my cftate deſerues an Heyre more rais'd, 
Then cane which holds a Trencher, 
Tim, Well : what further? 
Od. One onely Daughter haue I, no Kin elſe, 
On whom I may conferre what I haue got ; 
The Maidis faire, a'th*'youngeſt for a Bride, 
And I haue bred her at my deereſt coft 
In Qualies of the beſt. This man of thine 
Attempts her loue :I prythee (Noble Lord) 


Thar ſhall demonſtrate theſe quicke blowes of Fortunes, | 


| Joyne with meto forbid him her reſorr, 


My (elfe haue (poke in vaine, 
Tim, The man is honeſt. 
 Olam, Therefore he will be Timon, 
His honeſty rewards himin it ſelfe, 
It muſtnor beare my Daughter, 
7i%s. Does (he love him ? 
Olam, She is yorg and apt: 


| Our owne precedent paſſhons do infirudt ys 


| 
| 
| 
| 
' 
[ 
| 


——— — 


Exit, | 


——_ _—_ 


What leuities in youth. 
Tim. Louc youthe Maid? 
Luc. ] my good Lord,and ſhe accepts of it, \ 
Oldm. It urher Martiage my conſent bemiſling, 
T call the Gods ro witneffe, | will chooſe 
Mine heyre from forth the Beggers of the world, 
And diſpoſlielle her all, 
Tins, How ſhall ſhe be endowed, 
it ſhe be mared wich an equall Husband? | 
Oldm. Three Talerts on thepreſenr ; in future, all. 
/im, This Gentleman of mine 
Hath ſeru'd melong : 
To build his Fortune, I will traine alittle, 
For'tiz a Bond in men, Giue him thy Daughter, 
What you beſtow, in him Ile coumerpoize, 
And make him weigh with her. 
Oldm, Moſt Noble Lord, 
Pawne me to this your Honour, ſhe is his, 
Tim. My handto thee, 
Mine Honour on my promiſe. 
Luc, Humbly I thanke your LordiÞip, neuer may 
That ſtate or Fortune tall into my keeping, 


Which is not owed to you. Exit 
Poet, Vouchiafe my Labour, 

And long liue your Lordſhip. | 
Tim, \thanke you,you ſhall heare from me anon: 


Go not away. What have you there, my Friend? 
Pain. A peece of Painting, which I do beſecch 
Your Lordſhip ro accept, 
Tim, Painting is welcome. 
The Painting is almoft the Naturall man: 
For fince Diſhonor Traffickes with mans Nature, 
He is but our-fide : Theſe Penfil'd Figures ace 
Eaeo ſuch as they giue out. I like your worke, 
And you ſhall finde 1 like it ; Waite attendance 
Till you heare further from me. 
Pain. The Gods preſerue ye. 
Tim, Well fare you Gentleman : giue me your hand, 
We muſt needs dine rogether: fir your Iewell 
Harth ſuffered vnder praiſe, 
lewel, What my Lord, diſpraiſe? 
Tim. A meere (aciety of Commendations, 
If 1 ſhould pay you for't as 'tis extold, 
It would ynclew me quite, 
lenel, My Lord,'cis rated | 
As thoſe which (ell would giue : but you well know, _ 
Thinge of like valew diftering in the Owners, 
Are prized by their Mafters. Belcev't deere Lord, 
You mend the Jewell &y the wearing it, 
Tim, We"! mock'd, Emer Apermant is. 
Mer. No my good Lord, be ſpeakes y common toong 
Which ail men ipeake with him. ! 
Tim, Looke who comes heere, will you be chid? 
level, Wee'l beare with yous Lord(bip, 
Mer. Hee'l ſpare none, 
T:m. Good morrow to thee, 
Gentle Apermantin, 


gg 3 Aper, 
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Timon o/e Athens. 


Ape, Till 1 be gentle, tay thou for thy g06d morrow. 
Wocn thou art Timmons dogge, and theſe Knaves honeſt, 
Tim, Why dolt thou call them Knaues, thou know'ſt 

them not ? 
Ape. Arethey not Athenians ? 
Tim. Yes. 
Ape. Then I repent nor. 
lew. You know me, Apemant im? 
Ape. Thou know'lt I do, 1 call'd thee by thy name, 
Tim. Thou art proud Apemantoe ? 


Tim. Whether art going ? 

Ape. To knocke out an honeſt Athenians braines. 

Tim, That's a deed thou't dye for. 

eApe. Right,if doing nothing be death by th*Law, 

Tim. How lik thou this pitture Apemantn? 

Ape, The belt for the innocence, 

Tim, Wrought henot well that painted it. 

Ape. He wrought better that made the Painter, and 
yet he's bur a filthy pecce of wotke. 

Pain, Y'are a Dogge. 

Ape, Thy Mo:hers of my generation ; what's ſhe,if I 
beaDogge? 

Tm. \Vilt dine with me Apemantme? 

Ape. No: I eate not Lords, 

Tm, And thou ſhould'i,thoud'ſt anger Ladies. 

Ape. O they eate Lords ; | 
So they come by great bellics. 

Tim. That's a laſciu10us apprehenhon, 

Ape, So, thou apprehend'tt it, 

Take it for thy labour, 

Tim. How doſt thou like this Jewell, Apermanim? 

Ape. Not ſo well as plain-dealing, which w:l not caſt 
a man a Doit, 

Tim. \W hat doſt thou thinke *tis worth? 

Ape. Not worth my thinking. 
| How now Poer? 

Poet, How now Philoſopher ? 

Ape. Thou lyeſt. 

Poet, Artnort one? 

Ape. Yes. 

Poet, Then I lye nor, 

Ape, Artnot a Poec ? 

Pact. Yes. 

Ape. Then thou lyeft: 

Looke in thy laſt worke, where thou haſt fegin'd him a 
worthy Fellow, 

Poet. That's not feign'd, he is (o. 

Ape. Yes he is worthy of thee,and to pay thee for thy 
labour, He that loues ro be fAlattered, is worthy o'th flat. 
terer, Heauens,that I were a Lord, 

Tim. What wovuldit dothen Apenmantia? 

Ape. E'ne as Apemariins does now, hate a Lord with 


| my hearr. 


Tim. What thy ſclte? 
Ape, I. 
Tim. Wherefore? 
Ape. That I had no angry wit to be a Lord. ! 
Art not thon a Merchant ? 
After. 1 Apemanius, 
Ape. Troffick contound thee. if the Gods willnot, 
Ater. TfTrafficke dour, the Gods do it. 
Ape. |: flickes thy God, & thy God confound thee. 
7 rumpet onuds, Enter « Meſſenger. 
Tim. \\ hat Trumpets that e 
Ateſe 'Tis Alcibiades,and ſome ewenty Horſe 


—_— 
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Ape. Of vothing fo much,as that I am not like Timer 


| 


to give thee none. 


| 


— 


All of Companiooſhip. 
Tim, Pray entercaine thern, give them guideto ys. 
You muſt needs dine with me : gonot you hence 
T1'!l I have thankr you : when dinners done | 
Shew me this peece, 1 am ioyfull of your fights, 
Enter Alcibiades with the reſt. 
Moſt welcome Sir, | 

Ape. So,ſo; their Aches contra, and Nerve your 
ſupple ioynts ; that there ſhould bee ſmall loue amongeft 
theſc ſweet Knaues, andall this Curtefie. The firaine of 
mans bred out into Baboon and Monkey. 

Alc. Sir,you haue ſau'd my longing,and I feed 
Moft hungerly on your fight, 

Tim. Right welcome Sir : | 
Ere we depart, wee'l ſhate a bounteous time 
In different pleaſures. 

Pray youler ys in. : 

Fg © Enter two Lords, 
1.Lcr7% What time a day is't Apemantne? 
Ape. Time to be heved. 

1 That time ſ(erues ill, | 

Ape. The moſt accurſed thou that Rill omirft ir, 

2 Thouart going to Lord Timens Feaſt, 

Ap-. 1,to fee meate fill Knaues, and Wine heat fooles, 

2 Farthee well, farthee well, 

Ape, Thou art a Foole to bid me farewell twice. 

2 Why Apemantuu ? | 
Ape. Shoulo'ft haue kept oneto thy ſelfe, for Imeance 


Exeant, 


1 Havgthy ſclfe. 
Ape. No | will do nothing at thy bidding : 
Make thy requeſts to thy Friend, 
2 Away vnpeaceable Dogge, 
Or lle ſpurne thee hence. 
eApe. 1willflye like a dogge, the heeles a'th'Aﬀe. 
1 Hee's oppoſite ro humanuty, 
Comes ſhall we in, 
And rafte Lord Timons bountie : he out-goes 
The veric heart of kiudneſle. 
2 Hepuwres ir out : Plats the God of Gold 
[; bur his Stewazd: no meede but he repayes 
Seven-fold aboue irſelfe : No guife ro him, 
But breeds the giver arerurne: exceeding 
All vie ot quittance, 
1 The Nobleſt minde he carries, 
That ever goucrn'd man. 
2 Long may he live in Fortunes, Shall wein ? 
lle keepe you Company, Exennt. 


Hobojes Playing lowd Muſicks. 


A great Banquet ſern'd m: and then, Enter Lord Timon, the 
States the Atheman Lords, Ventigins which Timon re- 
deem'd from priſon. Then comes dropping after all Ape- 
mantns diſcontentedly like him. !ſe, F 4 


Ventig. Moſt honovred Timon, 
Ic hath pleas'd the Gods ro remember my Fathers age, 
Andeall im to long peace: i 
He 1s gone happy and has left merich: | 
Then, as in gratefull Vercue I am bound 
To your free heart, I do returne thoſe Talents 
Doubled withthankes and feruice, from whoſe helpe 
I deriu'd libertie, | 
Tim. O by nomeanes, / 
Honeſt Yexrgins : You miſtake my loue, 
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I gauc it freely euer, and ther's none | 
Can truely (ay he giues, if he receives ; 

If our betters play at that game, we muſt not dare 

To imitate them : faulcs that are rich are faire, 

Vi, A Noble fpiric. 

Tim Nay my Lords, Ceremony was but deuis'd at firſt 
To ſet a glofle on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recantiag goodneſle,ſorry ere 'tis ſhowne: 

Bur where chere 11true friendibip,therenceds none. 

Pray far ,more welcome are ye to my Fortunes, 

Then my Fortunes to me. 

1. Lord. My Lord, we alwaics haue confelt it, 

Aper. Ho ho, confelt it? Handg'd it ? Haue you not ? 

Timo. O Apermantis,y ou art welcome. 

Aper. No: You ſhall not make me welcome: 

I come to haue thee thruſt me out of doores. 

Tim. Fie, tivart a churle, ye'haue got a humour there 
Does not become a man, "tis much too blame : 
They ſay my Lords,{rafuror brenis eff , 

But yond man is verie angrie. 
Go,let him haue a Table by himſelte : 
For he docs neither affe&t companie, 
Nor is he fit for't indeed, 
Aper, Let me Rtayat thine apperili Tim2n, 
I come to obſerue, | giue thee warning on't, 

Tim. ] take no heede of thee : Thart an Athexien, 
therefore welcome : I my (elfe would hauc no power 
prythee let my meate makethbee hlent. 

Aper. 1 \corne thy meate, 'cwould choake me: for 1 
ſhould nere flatter thee, Oh you Gods! What a number 
of men eats Timon, and he fees 'ermnot? It greeues me 
ro ſee ſa many dip there meate in one mans blood, and 
211 the madneſſeis, he cheeres them vp too. 
| wonder men dare truſt chemſelues with men, 

Me thinks they (ſhould envite them withour knives, 
Good for there meate,and ſafer for their liues. 

There's much example for't,che fellow that fits next him, 
now parts bread with him, pledges the breath of him in 
a divided draught : is the readieſt man to kill him, *Tas 
beene:proucd, if I were ahuge man Iſhould feare ro 
drinke at meales, leaft they ſhould ſpie mywind-pipes | 
dangerous noates,great men ſhould drinke with harnefle | 
on their throaces. 

Tim. My Lord in heart : and let the health gorovnd. 

2. Lord. Letit flow this way my good Lord, 

Aper . Flow this way? A braue fellow, He keepes his 
tides well, thoſe healths will make theeand thy Rate | 
looke ill ,T1mon, 

JHeere's that which is too weake to be a inner, | 
| Honeſt water, whichnere left man i'th'mire 

This and my food arc equals, there's nv ods, 
Feaſts are to proud to giue thanks tothe Gods, | 


— 


| 
| 
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Apermant us Grace, 

Immortal Gods, crane no peife, 
I pray for no man but my ſeife, 
Graunt [ may neaer proue s fond, 
To truſt man on bu Oath or Bond, 
Or a Havlot for her weeping, 
Or @ Dogge that ſcemes aſleeping, 
Or a keeper with my ſreedome, 
Or amy friends if I ſhonld need 'erv, 

Amen. So fall too't : 

Richmen ſin, and [ eat root, 
Much good dich thy good heart, Aperwart x4 
71m, Captaine, 


| — 


| 'T, imon of eA thens. 9 


Alcrbiades, your hearts in the field now. 

Alci. My heart is ever at your ſeruice,thy Lord, 

Tim. You hadrather be ata breakefaſt of Enemies, 
then 2 dinner of Friends. , 

Ale, Sothey were bleeding new my Lord, there's no 
meat hike *em,[ could wiſh my beſt friend at fuch aFeaſt. 

Aper, Would all thoſe Flatrerers were thine Enemies 
then, thatchen thou might'(t kill 'ems { & b1d me to 'em. 

1. Lerd. Might we but have that happinefle my Lord, | 
that you would once vie our hearts, whereby we might 
expreſſe ſome part of our zeales, we ſhould rhinke our | 
ſelues for cuer perfeR. 

Timon. Oh no doubt my good Friends, butthe Gods | 
themſelues haue prouided that I ſhalt have much helpe 
from you: how h:d you beene my Friends elſe. Why 
haue you that charitable title from thoulands 2 Did not 
you chiefcly belong co my hear? have told more of 
you to my ſelte, then you cau' with modettie ſpeake in 
your owne behalfe. Aad thus farre 1 confirme you. O | | 
you Gods(thinke I, ) what need we have any Frien ds: 1! 
we ſhould nere have need of 'em? They were the moſt 
needlefle Creatures living; ſhould we nere haue ve for 
'em ? And would moft reſemble {weere Inftruments 
hung yp in Caſes,that keepes there ſounds to them- 
ſelues, Why I baue often wiſhr my ſelfe poorer, that 
] might come neerer to you : we are borne to Co bene- 
firs. And what better or properer can we call our owne, 
then the riches of our Friends ? Oh what a pretious com- 
fort 'tis, to have fo many like Brothers commanding 
one anothers Fortunes. Oh joyes, e'ne made away er't 
can be borne : mine cies canuort hola out waterme thinks 
to forget their Fanlts, ] drinke to you, 

eAper. Thou weep'ft ro make them drinke, Timon. 

2. Lord, loy had the like conception in our cies, 

And at hat inſtant, like a babe ſprung vp. 
Aper. Ho,ho: ] laugh to thinke that babe a baſtard, 
3- ord, promiſe you wy Lord you mou'd me much. 


Aper. Mach, 


Sound Tucket. Enter the Makers of Amazons with 
Lwutes in thew hands dauncing andplaying, 


Tir. What meancs that Trumpe? How now 2 


Enter Seruant. 
Ser, Pleaſe you my Lord,there are certaine Ladies 
Moft defirous of admittance . 
Tim, Ladies? what are their wils ? 
Ser. Ther: comes with them a fore-runner my Lord, 
which beares that cfhice,to fignifie their pleaſures, 
Tim. I pray let them be admitred. . 


Enter Cupid with the Mark: of Lad:es, 


Cp. Haile to thee worthy Timen and to all that of 
his Bount es taſte:the five beſt Sencesa cknowledge thee 


their Patron,and come freely to gratulate thy plentious 
boſome, 


There taft,touch all pleas'd fromthy Table riſe: | 
They onely now come but ro Feaſt chine cies- 
Timo, They'r wecome all, let 'em have kind admit- 
tance, Mufcke make their welcome. | 
Luc. You ſee my Lord, bow ample y'are belou'd, 
Aper, Hoyday, 
W hat a ſweepe of yanitie comes this way, 
They daunce? They are madwomen, 
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Like Madnefle is the glory of this life, | 
As this pompe [hewes to a little oyle and roote. 
We inake our (elucs Fooles, to dilport our (clues, 
And ſpcnl our Flatceries, to drinke thoſe men, 
Vpon whote Age we yoyde it vpagen 
With poytonous Spight and Enuy, 
Ho hues, that's not Eept aued, or depraues z 
W ho dyes, that beares not one ſpurne to their graues 
Of theix Friends guitt ; 
- I (houl feare, tho!ie that dance before me now, 
Would one day (tampe vpon me : 'Tas bene done, 
Men ſhuc their doores 8gainft a ſetting Sunne, 


The Lords riſe from Table,with mnch adoring of Timon, ard 
to ſbew their lones, each ſmgle out an A mazon,and all 
Dance, men with women, aloftie ffraine or two ta the 


Hoboyes, and ceaſe. 


Tim. You hauedone our pleaſures 
Much grace (faire Ladies) 
Set a faire faſhion on our entertainment, 
Which was not halfe ſo beautifull, and kinde : 
You haue added worth vntoo't, and luſter, 
Andentertain'd me with mine owne deuice, 
lamto thanke you for't. 
1Lord, My Lord you take vs euen at the beſt. 
Aper.Faith for the workt is filthy, and would not hold 
raking, 1 doubcme. 
1im. Ladies,there is an idle banquet attends you, 
Pleaſe you to diſpoſe your ſelues, 
All La, Moſt thankfully,my Lord, 
Tim. Flauis, 
Fla. My Lord. | 
Tim. The little Casket bring me bicher, 
Fla. Yes,my Lord, Morelewels yet ? 
There is no croſſing him in's humor, 
Elſe I ſhould tell him well, yfaich I ſhould 
When all's ſpent, hee'ld be croſi then, and he covld : 
'Tis pitty Bounty had not eyes behinde, 
That man might ne're be wretched for bus minde, Ext. 
1 Lord. Where be our men? 
Ser. Heere my Lord,in rcadineſle, : 
2 Lord. Our Horles. | K 
Tim, Omy Friends: 
Thaue one word to ſay to you : Looke you, my good L. 
I muſt intreat you honour me {o much, 
As to aduancethis lewell,accept it,and weare it, 
Kinde my Lord. 
1 Lord. 1 am fo farre already in your guitts, 
All, Soare we all. 
Enter a Seruant. 
Ser. My Lord,there ate certaine Nobles of the Senate 
newly aliglted, and come to viſit you, 
Tin. They are fairely welcome. 
Enter Flanius. 
Flt, Tbeſcech your Honor, vouchſate me a word, ir 
does concerne you ncere. 
Tim. Neere? why then another time Ile heare thee, 
I prythee let's be pronided ro ſhew them entertainment, 
Fla. 1 ſcaric know how. 
Enter another Sermant, 
Ser, May it pleaſe your Honor, Lord Lacius 
( Ont ot his tree loue) hath preſented to you 
Foure Milke-white Horſes, trapt in Silver. 
Tim, 1 (hall accepe them fairely : let the Preſents 
Be worthily entertain'd, 


Exennt, 


l 


' Timonof «Athens. 
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Enter a third Seruant, 
How now ? What newes ? | 

3.Ser. Pleaſe you my Lord, that honourable Gentle- 
man Lord Lnewlus, entreats your companie tomorrow, 
to hunt with him, and ha's ſent your Honour 1wo brace 
of Grey-hounds, | 

Tim, 1le hunt with him, 

And let them bereceiu'd, not without faire Reward. 

Fla. What will this come to? 

He commands vs to prouide, and giue great guifts, and 
a!l out of an empty Coffer : 
Nor will he know his Purſe, or yeeld methis, 
To ſhew him what a Begger his heart is, 
Being of no power to make his wiſhes good, 
His promiſes flye ſo beyond his ſtate, 
That what he ſpeaks is all in debt, heows for eu'ry word; 
He isſo kinde,that he now payes intereſt for't; 
His Land's put to their Bookes. Well, would I were 
Gently put out of Office, before I were forc'd out: 
Happier 15 he that hasno triend to feede, 
Then ſuch that do e'ne Enemies exceede. > 
I bleed inwardly for my Lord, 
Tim. You do your (elues much wrong, 
You bate too much of your owne merits, 
Heere my Lord,a trifle of our I ove, 
2.Lord, "Nith morethen common thankes 
I will receyue it, 

3.Lord, Obe's the very ſoule of Bounty. 

Tim, And now I remembermy Lord,you gaue goad 
words the other day of a Bay Courſerl rod on, Tis yours 
becauſe youlik'd ir, 

1.L,Oh, I beſeech you pardon mee, my Lord;in that, 

Tim. You may take my word my Lord : I know no 


oem nee. 
% 


Exit 


man can iuſtly praiſe, but what he does affet, I weighe| 
. my briends affe&tion with mine owne: lle tell you true, 


le call to you, 
All Lov. Onone fo welcome, 

Tim. | take all, and your feuerall viſitations 
So kinde to heart, 'tis not enough co giue ; 

Me thinkes, 1 could deale Kingdomes ro my Friends, 
And nere be wearie. Alcrbiades, 

Thou art a $Soldjour, therefore ildome rich, 

[t comes in Charitietothee: for all thy living 

Is mong'ſt the dead : andall the Lands thou haſt 
Lye in a pitch field, | 

Alc. 1, echil'dLand,my Lord. 

1.Lord. We are \(o vertuouſly bound, 

Tim. And fo am I to you. 

2.Lord, So infinitely endeer'd, 

Twm, A\lco you. Lights,more Lights, 

1.Lord. The beſt of Happines, Honor, and Fortunes 
Kecpe with you Lord Timon. 

Tim. Ready for his Friends, Exennt Loras 

Aper. What a coiles heere, ſeruing of beckes,and jur- 
ting out of burames, 1 doubt whether their Legges be 
worth he ſummes that are giuen for 'em, 

Friendſhips full of dregges, | 

Me thinkes falſe hearts, ſhould never haue ſound legges. 

Thus honeſt Fooles lay out their wealth on Curtſies, 
Tim, Now Apermantus{it thou wert not ſullen) 

I would he good to thee, 

Aper. No, [le nothing; for if I ſhould be brib'd roo, 
there would be noneleft to raile yponthee, and then thou 
wouldſt finne the fafter, Thou giu'ſt ſo long Timon (I 
feare me) thou wilt giue away thy ſelfe in paper ſhortly, 
What needs theſe Feafts, pompes, and Vaine-g]ocies? 
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Tim, Nay,and you begin to raile on Socieric once, I 
am {worne not to giue regard to you. Farewell,& come 
with better Mulicke. Exit 
Aper. So : Thou wilt not heare mee now, thou ſhalt 
not then. lle locke thy heauen from thee :1 
Oh thar mens eares ſhould be 

To Counſel! deate, but not ro Flarrerie, Ext 

Enter «a Senator. 

Sen, And late fiue thouſand : to Yarro and to Iſidore 
He owes nine thouland, beſides my former fumme, 
Which makes it five and twenty, Still in motion 
Of raging waſte? it cannot hold, it will nor, 

Lf I want Gold, ſteale but a beggers Dor ge, 
And giue it 7T:*mon, why the Dogye comes Gold. 
If I would fell my Hor(c,and buy twenty moe 
Better then he ; why giue my Horle to T mon. 
Aske nothing, giue it him, it Foles me ſtraight 
And able Horles : No Porter at his gate, 

Bur rather one that ſmiles, and thll invites 

All ghat paſſe by, It cannot hold, noreaſon 

Can ſound his ſtate in ſafery. Caphis hoa, 


(ph: 1 lay, 
Enter C aphis. 


Ca, Heere fir, what is your pleaſure. 
Sex. Get on your cloake,& haft you to Lord Timen, 
Importune him for my Moneyes, be not cealt 
With ſlight deniall ; nor then filene'd, when 
Commend me to your Maſter,and the Cap 
Playes in the right hand, thus : but tell him, 
My Vles cry to me ; Imult ſerue my turne 
Out of mine owne, his dayes and times are paſt, 
And my reliances on his frated dates 
Haue {mit my credit. I loue,and bonour him, 
But muſt not breake my backe, to heale his finger, 
Immediate are my needs, and my releefe 
Muſt not be toſt and turn'd to me in words, 
Bur finde ſupply immediate, Get you gone, 
Pur on a moſt importunare aſpect, 
A viſage of demand : for I da feare 
When cuery Feather ſtickes in his owne wing, 
Lord Timon will be left anaked gull, 
Which flaſhes now a Phoenix, get you gone. 
Ca. | gofir, 
Sen. I go ſir? 
Take the Bonds along with you, 
And haue the dates in, Come, 
Ca. I will Sir. 
Sen, Go. Exeunt 
Enter Steward with many billes in his hand, 
| Stew, No care, no top, ſo ſenſeleſle of expence, 
Thar he will neither know how to maintaine it, 
Nor ceaſe his flow of Riot. Takes no accompt 
How things go from him, nor reſumeno care 
Of what is to continue: never minde, 
Was to be {o vowiſe, to be (o kinde. 
What ſhall be done, he will not heare, till feele : 
I muſt be round with him, now he comes from hunting, 
Fyc,fie,fie,fics 


Enter Caphis, Iſidore,and Uarro. 
Cap. Good euen Y arvs : what, you come for money? 
Vary. 1s'tnot your buſineſſe too? 
Cap. It is,and yours too, {fidore? 
Ifd. Iris fo, 


Timon of eAthens. 


| Wherefore you are not paid, 


| 


| 


\ How does your Miſtris ? 


Cap. Would we were all diſcharg'd, 
Var. I teare it, | 


Cap, Heere comes the Lord. | 


Enter Timon,and bus Trame, 
Tim. So\ſoone as dinners Cone,wee'l forth apaine 
My Alcibiades. With me, what is your will? 
Cap. My Lord,heere 1s a note of certaine dues, 
Tim, Dues? whence are you? 
{ ap. Of Athens heere,my Lord, 

Tim, Goto my Steward. 

Cap. Pleaſe it your Lordſhiphe hath put me off 
To the luccetſion of new dayes this moneth ; 

My Maſter is awak'd by great Occaſion, 
To call ypon his owne, and humbly prayes you, 
That with your other Noble parts, you'l ſuite, 
In giving him kis right, 

Tim. Mine honeſt Friend, 
I prythee but repaire to me next morning. 

Cap. Nay,good my Lord. 

Tim, Containe thy lelfe, good Friend, 

Var, Qne Farroes (eruant, my good Lord. 

1/jid. From Iſfidore, he humbly prayes your ſpeedy pay- 
ment, 

Cap, If you did know my Lord,my Maſters wants. 

Var. 'Twas due on forteycure wy Lord,fixe weekes, 
and paſt}, | 

fi. Your Steward purs me off my Lord,and I 
Am ſent expreſlely co your Lordſhip, 

Tim, Cine me breath: 

I do beleech you good my Lords keepe on, 

He waite vpon you inftantly. Come hither : pray you 
How goes the world, that I am thus encountred 

With clamorous demands of debr, broken Bonds, 
And the detention of long fince due debts 
Againſt my Honor? 

Stew, Pleaſe you Gentlemen, 
Thetime is vnagreeable to this buſineſſe : 
Your importunacie ceaſe, till after dinner, 
That I may make his Lordſhip ynderitand; 


Tim, Do ſo my Friends,ſce them well entertain'd. 
Stew, Pray draw necre, Exit. 


Emer Apemantus awd Foole. 

Caph. Stay,ftay, here comes the Foole with Apemen- 
tx, let's ha fome ſport with em, 

Var. Hang him,hee'l abuſe ys, 

T/id. Aplague vpon him dogge. 

Var. How doſt Foole? ; 

Ape. DoftDialogue with thy ſhadow ? 

Yar. I ſpeakenatto thee, 

Ape. No 'cis to thy telfe, Come away. 

[fi. There's the Foole hangs on your backe already. 

Ape. Nothouftand'ſt (lingle, th'art not on him yet, 

( ap. Where's the Foole now ?, 

Ape. He laſt ask'd the queſtion, Poore Rogues, and 
Vſurers men, Bauds betweene Gold and want. 

Al. What are we Apemavutng ? 

Ape. Aſſes. 

All, Why? 

eApe, That you ask me what you are, & do not know 
your lelues. Speake to 'em Foole, 

Foole, How do you Gentlemen? 

All. Gramercies good Foole : 


Fools. | 


—_— 
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kens 35 you are, Would we could fee you at Corinth, 
Ape. Good, GrameiCy-» 
Enter Page. 

Foole. Looke you, beere comes my Maſters Page. 

Page. Why how now Capraine? what do you im this 
wile Company. | 
How doſt thou Apermantu? 

Ape. Would 1 had a Rod in my month, that I might 
aniwes thee profitzbly. 

Boy. Prythice Apemantic reade me the ſuperſcripti. 
on of theſe Letters,1 know not which is which, 

Ape. Canft not read? 

Page, No, 

Ape. There will litle Learning dye then that day thou 
art hang'd, This is to Lord Timon, this to Alcibiades,Go 
thou was't borne a Baſtard, and thou't dye a Bawd. 

Page, Thou was't whelpta Dogge, and thou ſhalt 
famiſh a Dogges death. | 
Anſwer not, | amgone. 

Ape. E'ne ſothou out-run(t Grace, 

Foole | will go with you to Loid Timens. 

Foole, Wiil you leaue me there ? 

Ape, If Timon ſtay at home, 

You three {erue three Vlurers ? 

Al. 1 would they feru'd vs. 

Ape, So wouldI1: 

As good atricke as eucr Hangman feru'd Theefe, 

Fovle. Are you three Vſurers men? 

All. 1 Foole. 

Foole. I thinke no V turer, but ha's a Foole to his Ser- 

vant My Miſtris is one, and 1 am her Foole : when men 


{ come to borrow of your Maſters, they approach ſadly, 


and go away merry : but they enter my Matters houle 
merrily,and go away fadly. The realon of this? 

Ver, 1 could render one. 

Ap. Doit then, that we may account thee a Whore- 
mafter, and a Knaue, which notwithſtanding thou ſhalt 
be no lefle eſteemed, | 

Varro. What is a Whoremaſter Foole? 

Foole. A Foole in good cloathes, and ſomething like 
thee, 'Tis a ſpicit, ſometime Vappeares |.ke a Lord,fom- 
rime like a Lawyer, ſometime hike a Philoſopher, with 
two tones mor then's artificial] one, Hee is verie often 
like a Knight ; and generally,in all ſhapes that man goes 
vp and downe in, from foureſcoreto thirteen, this ſpirit 
walkes 11, 

. Var, Thou art not altogether a Foole. 

Fosle, Nor thou altogether a Wiſe man, 

As much foolerie as I have,ſo much wit thou lack'ſR.! 
4pe. That anſwer might have become Apemantia, 

All. Altde,alide,heerc comes Lord 7 ion, 


Enter T 1mon and Steward. 


Ape. Come with me(Foole)come. 
Feole. 1 do not alwayes follow Louer, elder Brother, 
aad Woman, ſometime the Philoſopher. 
Stew, Pray you walkeneere, 
le ſpeake with you anon, Frewnt, 
Tim. You make me meruell wherefore ere this time 
Hzd you not Folly laide my tate before me, 
That I might ſo h2ue rated my expence 
As I had lezue of mcares, 
Stew. You would not heare me : 


— —————— 


Exit 


Timon of «Athens. 


Foole. She's e*rie (erting on water to ſcal'd ſuch Chic. | Ar many leyſures { propoſe, 


Tim. Gotoo: 


| Perchance ſome lingle vantages you tooke, 


| 


When my indi{pofition pur you backe, 
And that vnaptnefle made your miniſter 
Thus to excule your (elfe, 
Stew, O my good Lord, 
At many times I brought in my accompry, 
Laid thera before you, you would throw them off, 
And {ay you ſound then in mine honeftie, 
When for ſome trifling preſent you haue bid me 
Rerurne ſo much, I haue ſhooke my head, and wept : 
Yea 'gainfit th'Authoritie of manners, pray'd you 
To hold your hand more cloſe; I did indure 
Not fildome, nor no flight checkes,when I have 
Prompted you inthe <bbe of your eſtate, 
And your great flow of debts; my l6u'd Lord, 
Though you heare now (too late) yer nowes a time, 
The greateſt of your having, lackes a halfe, 
To pay your preſent debts, 
Tim. Let all my Land be ſold, > 
Stew, 'Tis all engag'd, ſome forfeyted and gone, 
And what rewaines will hardly top the mouth 
Of preſent dues; the furure comes apace : 


| Whar ſhall defend the interim,and at length 


How goes our reck*ning? 
Tim. ToLacedemon did my Land extend, 

Stew. O my goed Lord,the world is but a word, 
Were it all yours, to giuc it ina breath, 

How quickely were it gone. 

Tim. You tell me true. 

Stew. If you ſuſpe& my Husbandry or Falſhood, 
Call me before rhexaRteft Auditors, 
And ſet me on the proofe. So the Gods blefſe me, 
When all our Offices haue beene oppreſt 
With riotous Feeders, when our Vaults have wepe 
Wirth crunken ſpilth of Wine ; wben every roome 
Hath blaz'd with Lights, and braid with Minftrelfie, 
| have reryr'd me to a waſtefull cocke, 
And fer mine eyes at flow. 

Tim, Prythee no more, 

Stew, Heauens have I ſaid the bounty of this Lord : 
How many predigall bits have Slaves and Pezants 
Tins mghreaglutted : who is not Trmons, 

What heart head, (word, force,meancs,but is L, Timons: 
Great Timon, Noble, Worthy Royall Trmon : 

Ah, when the meanes are gone, that buy this praiſe, 

The breath is gone,wherecf this praiſe is made ; 

Feaſt won, faſt loſt ; one cloud of Winter ſhowres, 
Theſe flyes are coucht, 

Tim, Come ſermon me no further, 

No villanovs bounty yet hath paft my heart; 
Vowiſelv, not ignobly hae } giuen, 

Why dott thou weepe, carſtthou the conſeiencelacke, 
To thinke] ſhall lacke friends : ſecure thy heart, 

If I would broach the veſſels of my love, 

And try the argument of hearts, by borrowing, 
Men,and mens fortunes could I frankely vſe 

A I can bid thee ſpeake, 

Ste. Afſurance bleſſe your thoughts, 

Tim And inſome ſort theſe wants of mine 2re crown'd, 
That 1 account them bleſſings. For by theſe 
Shall 1 crie Friends, You ſhall percciue 
How you miftake my Fortunes; 
I am wealthic in my Friends. 
Withia there, Flanias,Serwilius ? 


—_— 


—— 


 ——— 


| 
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[Beiag free it ſelfe, it thinkes all others ſo. 
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Enter three Sernants, . | 
Ser. My Lord, my Lord. 

Tm. I will diſpatch you ſeuerally. 

You to Lord Luci, to Lord Lycslns you, I hunted 
with his Hanor co day; you to Sempronize; commend me 
to their loues ; and I amproud (ay, that my occaſions 
have found cime to vie 'em rowarda iupply of mony : let 
che requeſt be fitty Talents. 

Flam, As you baue ſaid, my Lord. 

Stew, Lord Lucius and Luculxs? Humb, . 
Tim. Go you fir to the Senacors ; 

Of «whom, euen to the States beſt health $1 have 


[Deſery'd this Hearing : bid 'emicnd o'ch'inftaot 


A thouſand Talents to me. 
Ste, lhauc beene bold 
(For that I knew it the moRt general! way ) 
To them, to vie your $:gner,and your Name, 
But they do ſhake their heads, and I am heere 
No richer in reriine, 
Tim. ls ttrue? Can't be? 
Stew, They an{wer in a ioynt and corporate voices 
That now they are at fall, want Treature cannot 
Do what they would, are ſorric : you are Honourable, 
Bur yer they could have wiſhc, they know not, 
Something bath beene amille ; a Noble Nature 
May catcha wrench ; would all were well z tis pitty, 
And ſo intending other ſerious marters, 
After diſtaftefull lookes ; and theſe hard Fractions 
With certaine halfe-caps,and cold moving nods, 
They froze me into Silence, 
Tim. You Gods reward then : 
Prythee man looke cheerely, Theſe old Fellowes 
Have their ingratitude in them Hereditary : 
Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it hldome flowes, 
Tis lacke of kindely warmth, they are not kinde ; 
And Nacturezas it growes againe toward earth, 
Is faſbion'd for the journey,dull and beauy. 
Go to Uentiddixa(prythee benor (ad, 
Thou art true,and honeſt ; Ingenievſly I ſpeake, 
No blame belongs to thee : ) /entiddins lately 
Buried his Father, by whoſe death hee's ſtepp'd 
Into a great eſtate: When he was poore, 
Impriſon'd, and in (carfitic of Friends, | 
I cleer'd him with fiue Talents : Greet hum from me, 
Bid him ſuppoſe, ſome good neceſſity 
Touches his Friend, which craves to be remembred 
With thoſe fiuc Talents; that had, giue't theſe Fellowes | 
To whom 'tis inſtant due. Nev'r ſpeake,orthinke, 
That Times fortunes 'mong his Friends can finke, 
Stew. I would I could nor thinke it ; 
That thought is Bounties Foe ; 
Exenm 


Flaminins waiting to ſþeake with a Lord from bus Maſter, 


enters « ſernant to hum. 


| Ser.L haue cold my Lord of you, heis comming down 
to you. 
Flam, I thanke you Sir. 
Enter Laecuilus, 
Ser. Heere's my Lord, 
Lnc. One of Lord Timons men? A Guift T warrant. 


Timo lthens. © 


85 


\man of Athens, thy very bouutifull good Lordand May: 


Flam, Ie iorkiJe well Gr. 
Lec. lamrightglatthar his healthis well lic 


what haftthou there vnder thy Cloake,pretty Flaminins? 

Flam. Faith, gothing bur an empty box Sir, which in | 
my Lords behalgJ come to intreat your Honor to ſup- 
ply : who hauing great and inftant occation ro vic fittie 
Talents, hath ſent to your Lordfhiprto furniſh him ; no- 
thing Coubting your preſent 2ffiftance therein. 

Lne. La,lagJajla: Nothing dovbring tayes hee? Alas 
good Lord,a Noble Gentleman 'tis,if he would not keep 
lo gooda houle, Many a time and often I ha din'd with 
him, 2nd told him on't, and come againe to ſupper to him 
of purpo:e, ro have him ſpend lefle, and yet be wold em- 
brace no counte!l,take no warning by my comming,cuc- 
ry man has his fault, and honefty is his, } ha gold him on's, 
bur I could nere get him fron. 

Emer Sernanmt with Wine, 
Ser. Pleaſe your Lordthip,heere is the Wine. 

Luc. Flaminis, Ihauc noted thee alwayes wiſe, 
Heere's tothee, 

Flam. Y our Lordſhip ſpeakes your pleaſure. 

Lac. ] have obſerucd thee alwayes for 2 rowardlic 
prowpt ſpirir, giue thee thy due, and one that knowes 
what betongs to reaſon; and canſt vie the time wel, if the 
time vie thee well, Good parts in thee ; get you gone fir- 
rah. Drawnrerer honeſt Flaminixs. Thy Lords a boun- 
fifull Gentleman, bur thou art wiſe, and thou know'R 
well enough (although thou com {t tro me) that this is no 

time to lend money, eſpecially vpon bare friendſhippe 
without {ecuritie. Here's three Solidares tor thee, gool 
Boy winke at me, and ſay thou ſaw'lt mee not. Face thee 
well. 

Flam, Is't poſſible the world ſhould ſo much differ, 
And we aliue that lived ? Fly damned balenefſe 


To him that worſhips thee. 
Luc. 4a? Now I ſee thouart a Foole, and fir for thy 
Maſter. Exit L. 


Flam May theſe adde to the number y may ſcald thee: 
Let moultca Coine be thy damnation, 
T hou diſcaſc of a friend, andnor himfclfe : 
Has friendſhip ſuch a faint and milkic bearr, 
It turnes in leffe then rwo nights? O you Gods ! 
I feele wy Maſters paſſion. This Slave vio his Honor, 
| Has my Lords meatein him: | 
| Why ſhouldir thriue, and curne to Nutriment, 
When he is turn'd to poylon ? 
Omay Diſeaſes onely worke vpon't: 
And when he's licke to dearhi,ler not that part of Nature 
Which my Lord payd for, be of any power 
To expcll hicknefle, - prolong his hower. Exit, 
Futer Lucins with three ſtrangers. 


and an Honourable Gentleman, 

1 We know him for no lefſe, thogh we are bur ſtran- 
gets to him, But] can tell you one thing wy Lord, and 
which I heare from commen rumours ,now Lord Timons 
happie howres are done and paſt, anc his eftaic ſhrinkes 
from him. 

Lacing. Fye no, doe not belzeucit : hee cannot want 


Why this hits right : 1 dreampt of a Siluer Bafon & Ewre 
tonight, Flawmimm, honeſt Flaminine, you are veric re- 
ſpe&uely welcome (ir, Fill me ſome Wine, And how 
does that Honourable, Compleare, Free-hearted Gendle- 


for money. 

> But bcleen: you this my Lgrd, that not long agoe, 
one of his men was vith the Lord L=cullas, to borrow lo 
many Talcuts, nay vrg'd extreamly for't, and ſhewed 


ſer? ; | 


: and 


L ue.Who the Lord Timon? He is my very godd friend | 
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6. 


Timon of eAthens. 


whar neceflity belong'd too t,and yet was deny'de, 


Luci. How ? 

2 I cell you, deny'de my Lord. 

Luci, What a fliange calc was that? Now befurethe 
Gods lam 2ſham'd on't, Denied that honourable man ? 
There was veric lictice Honour ſpew in't. For my owne 
part, | muſt needes conteffe, 1 have receyued lome [mall 
kindnefics from him, a3 Money , Plate, Jewels, and ſuch 
ike Trifles; nothing comparing tohis: yet had hee mi- 
fooke him,and ſentro me,l ſhould ne*re haue denied his 
Occation lo many I aicnts, 


Enter Sernilins. 


- Serail. See, by good hap yonders my Lord, I have 
{wet toſee his Honor. My Honor'd Lord, 


Lmcil. Sernilizzs? You are kindely met fir. Farthewell, 
commend meto thy Honourable verruous Lord, wy ve- 
ry exquiſite Friend, 

Serwil. May it pleaſe your Honour, my Lord hath 
ſent --——- 

Luci, E2? what ha's heſent?1 amſo much endeered 
to that Lord ; hee's eucr ſending : how {hall I thavk him 
think'(t thou? And what has he ſent now ? 

Sermil. Has oneiy ſent his preſent Occaſion now my 
Lord : requeſting your Lordſhip ro ſupply his in{tane vie 
with ſo many Talents. 

Lucil. 1 know his Lordſhip is bur merry with me, 

He cannot want fifty five hundred Talents, 

Serwi!. Bur in the mean time he wants leſſe my Lord. 
If his occaſion were not vermous, 

I ſhould not vrge it halte ſo faithfully, 

Iuc, Doſtthou ſpeake ſeriout)y Sermiltue? 

Seruil. Vpon my ſoulc /ris true Sir, 

'Lixici. What a wicked Bealt was 1 to disfurniſh my 
ſelf againſt ſuch agood time, when [ might ha ſhewn wy 
ſelfe Honourable? How vnluckily it hapned,that I ſhold 
Purchaſe the day before for alittle part, and vndo a great 
deale of Honour? Se nz, now before the Gods | am 
not able to do (the more beaſt I ſay)I was ſending to vic 
Lord Times my lelfe, theſe Gentlemen can witneſle 3 bur 
I would not for the wealth of Athens 1 had done't now. 
Commend me bountifally ro his good Lordfhip, and I 
hope his Honor will conceive the faireſt of mee, becauſe 
I haue no power to be kinde, And tell him this trom me, 
I count ic one of my greateſt atilictions ſay,thar I cannot 


| 


| 


| 
| 


What charitable men aftoord to Begpers, 


3 Religion grones atit, 


1 For mine owne part, I neuer taſted 7imon in my life 


Nor came any of his bounties overme, 

To marke me for bis Friend, Yet] proteſt, 
For bis right Noble minde, illuftrious Vertue, 
And Honourable Carriage, 

Had his neceffity made vie of me, 

I would hauc put my wez)th into Donation, 
And the beſt halfe ſhould have return'd ro him, 
So much 1 loue his heart : But I perceive, 

Men muftlearne now with pitty to difpence, 
For Policy ns aboue Conlicience, 


Enter athird ſernant with Sempronins another 
of Timens Friends, 


Semp. Muft he needs trouble me in't } Hum. 
'Boue all others ? 
He might have tried Lord Lacins,or Lucwlhes, 
Andnow Ventidgins is wealthy too, 
Whom he redeem'd from priſon, All theſe 
Owes their eſtates ynto him, 
Ser, My Lord, 
They have all bin rouch'd, and found Baſe.Merile, 
For they haue all denied him. 
Semp. How? Have they deny'de him? 
Has Ventidgins avd Lucullns deny'de him, ' 
And does he {end to me ? Three ? Humh? 
It ſhewes bur little loue, or iudgement in him. 
Muſt 1 be his laft Refuge? His Friends( ike Phyſitians) 
Thrive, gwe him over : Muſt I take th'Cure vpon me ? 
Has much difgrac'd me in't, I'mc angry at him, 
That might haue knowne my place. I ſee no ſenſe for't, 
Bur his Occaſions might have wooed me firft : 
For in my conſcience, I was the firſt man 
That ere received guift from him. 
And does he thinke ſo backwardly of me now, 
That lerequiteir laſt? No : 
So it may prove an Argument of Laughter 
To th'reft, and 'mong'tt Lords be thought 8 Foole 
I'de rather then the worth of thrice the ſumme, 
Had ſent to me firſt, but for my mindes ſake ; 
I'de ſuch a cour2ge ro do him good. But now returne, 
And with their faint reply, this anſwer joyne ; 


Exennt, 


| 


| 


] 


| 


Who bates maine Honor ſhall not know my Coyne. Exit 
Sey. Excellent: Your Lordſhips a goodly Villain: the 

divell knew not what he did, when hee mace man Poli- 

ticke ; he croſſed himſelte by't: and I cannot thinke, bur 

in the end, the Villanies of man will ſer him cleere. How 

fairely this Lord ſtrives co appeare foule e Takes Vertu- 

ous Copies to be wicked: Jike thoſe, that vnder hore ar- 

dent zeale, would ſet whole Realmes on fire, of ſucha na- 

ture is his politike loue, 

This was my Lords beſt hope, now all are fled 

Saue onely che Gods, Now his Friends are dead, 

Doores that were ne're acquainted with their Wards 

Many a bounteous yeere, muſt beimploy'd 

Now to guard ſure their Maſter : 

And this is all a liberall courſe allowes, 

Who cannot keepe his wealth, muſt keep his houſe, f'xit, 


pleaſure ſuch an Houourable Gentlematf, Good Serwili- 
w, Will you beiriend nite fo tarre, asto vie mine owne 
words to him ? 
Ser, Yes {ir,! ſhall, Ex Sernil, 
Lacil, Ile looke you out a good turne Sermlins, 
True as you faid, 7 1mez is {hrunke indeede, 
| | And he that's once deny'degwill hardly ſpeede. 
/ 1 Doyou obſcrue this Hoſt ilavs ? 
| 2 ],towell. 
x Why this isthe worlds ſoule, 
' And iult of the lame pecce 
'| Ts every Flatterers (porc : who can call im his Friend 
That &ps in the ſame aſh ? For in my knowing 
7imon has bin this Lords Father, 
And kept his credit with his putſe: 
Supported his eſtate, nzy Timmons money 
Has paid his men their wages. Hene'te drinkes, 
Put Tires mo treads vpon his Lip, 


—_—_— 


Exit. 


— + ——— 


Enter Varro's man, meeting others, All Timons Creditors to 
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And vet, oh fee the monftrouſneſlle of man, | wait for bis commung out, Then enter Lucins | 
{ When he lookes out inan vngratefull ſhapez and Hortenfias. | 
| H= does deny bim (in reſpeR of his) Uanr. man.\Well met, goodmorrow Titus & —_— 
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Tit. The like to you kinde Yorro, 
Hort. Lucims,what do we meet together ? 
Luci. 1,and I chink one buſinefle do's command vs all. 
For mine is money, 
Tu. So is theirs, and ours, 
Enter Philotua, 
Luci, And fir Phlotws to0, 
Pbil. Good day at once. 
Luci, Weleome good Brother, 
What do you thinke che houre ? 
Phil, Labouring for Nine, 
Luci, So much? 
Phil. 1s not my Lord eene yer? 
Luci, Nor yer. 
Phil, 1 wonder on't, he was won? to thine at ſeauen. 
Luci. 1, but the dayes are wax: ſhorter with him : 
You muſt conſider, that a Prodigall comle 
[s like the Sunnes, but not like his recouerable, I feare : 
'Tis deepeſt Wwter in Lord Timonspurte, that is: One 
may reach deepe enough, and yer finde hitile, 
Phil, lam of your tare, for that. 
Tit. lle (hew you how tobterue a ſtrange event : 
Your Lord {ends now tor Money ? 
Hort, Molt trueghe doe's. 
Tit. And he weares lewels now of Timens guift, 
For which I waite for money, 
Hort, It is againſt my heart. 
Luci. Marke how ſtrange it ſhowes, 
Timo in this, ſhould pay more then he owes : 
And e'ne as if your Lord ſhould weare rich Iewels, 
And ſend for money for 'em, 
Hort. V'me weary of this Charge, 
The Gods can wicnefle : 
[ know my Lord hath ſpent of Timons wealth, 
And now Ingratitude, makes it worſe then ſtealth, 
Varro, Yes,mine's three thouland Crownes : 
What's yours f 
Loci. Five thouſand mine, 
Varre. 'Tis much deepe,andit ſhould.ſeem by th'fum 
Your Maſters confidence was aboue mine, 
Elſe ſurely his had equall'd. 
Enter Flaminin, 
Tit. One of Lord Timons men, 
| Luc, Flaminjud? Sir, a word: Pray is wy Lordreadie 
to come forthe 
Flam. No,indeed he is not. 
Tit, Weattend his Lordſhip: pray fignifie ſo much. 
Flam. 1 neednotrell him that, he knowes you are too 
| Enter Steward in a C loake, muffled. (diligent, 
Luci, Ha : is not that his Steward muffled ſo? 
He goes away ina Clowd: Call him,call bum. 
Tit, Do youheare,fir? 
2 Yarro, By your leaue,fir, 
Stew, Whar do ye aske of me, my Friend. 
Tit. We waite for certaine Money heere, fir. 
Stew, . 1, if Money were as certain as your waiting, 
'T were ſurc enough. 
Why then preferr'd you not your ſummes and Billes 
When your falie Maſters eare of my Lords meat ? 
Then they could ſmile, and fawne vpon his debes, 
And take downe th'Intreft into their glutt'nous Mawes, 
Youdo your le}ues but wrong,to ſtirre me vp, 
Let me paſle quierly:; 
Beleeve't, my Lord and I have made an end, 
I haue no more tareckon, he to ſpend, 
Luci. 1, but this anſwer will not {crue. 


| : Timon of eAthens. 


| Girdle, 


Stew. IP't twill not ſerue, 'risnot ſo baſe as you, | 
For you ſerue Knaues, 

1 Yarre. How? What does his caſheer'd Worſhip | 
mutrer ? 

2./Varre, No matter whar, hee's poore, and that's re. | 
uenge enough, \Whocan ſpeake broader, then hee that 
has no houſe to put his head in? Such may rayle againſt 
great buildings. | 

Enter Sernilins, 

Tit. Oh heere's Sernilizes : now wee ſhall know ſome 
anſwere. 

Sers, If I might beſeechyou Gentlemen, to repayre 
ſome other houre, I ſhould derive much frem't. For tak't 
of my loule, my Lord leanes wondrouſly to diſcontent : 
His comfortable temper has forſooke him, he's much our 
of health, and keepes his Chamber. 

Luci, Many do keepe their Chambers,are not ſicke ; 
And if it be fo farre beyond his health, 

Me thinkes he Chould the ſooner pay his debts, 
And make a cleere way to the Gods, 

Seruil, Good Gods, 

Titus. We cannot take thisfor anſwer, fir, 

Flaminins withis, Sernilina helpe, my Lord, my Lord, 


Enter Timon in a rage. 

Tm What, are my dores oppos'd againft my paſlage? 
Have I bin ever free, and muſt my houſe 
Be my retentive Enemy ? My Gaole? 
The place which I haue Feaſted, does it now 
(Like all Mankinde) ſhew me an Iron heart? 

Luci. Put in now Titae., 

Tit. My Lord, heere is my Bill. 

Luci. Here's mine. 

LJ. And mine,my Lord, 

2.Var. And ours,my Lord, 

Philo. All our Billes, 

Ti. Kaocke me downe with *em, cleaue mee to the 


Lnc, Alas,my Lord. . 

Tim, Cut my heart in ſummes. 

T#. Mine, fifty Talents, 

Tim. Tell out my bleod. 

Luc. Fiue thouſand Crownes, my Lord, 

Tim. Fue thouſand drops payes that. 
Whart yours? and yours? 

1 Yar, My Lord, 

2.-Yar. My Lord. 

Tim. Teare me, take me,and the Gods fall ypon you. 

Exit Timon, 

Hort, Faith I perceive our Maſters may throwe their: 
caps at their money,theſe debts may well be call'd deſpe- 
tate ones, for a madman owes 'em. Exennt, 

Enter Timon. 

Timon, They have e'ene put my breath from mce the 
ſlaves, Creditors ? Diuels, | 

Stew, My deere Lord. | 

Tim. Wharifit ſhould be ſo? 

Stew. My Lord, 

Tim. Ile have it ſo, My Steward? 

Stew. Reere my Lord, 

Tim, $0 ficly ? Go, bid all my Friends againe, 
Lucius, Lucullus, vnd Scmmpronins Y ilorxa: All, 
lle once more feaſt the Raſcals, 

Stew, O my Lord,you onely ſpeake from your diftra. 
Red ſoule ; there's not ſo much letr to, farnith out amo» 
derate Table, 


Timon , 
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Tim, Beitnotinthy care: | 


| Golcharge thee, invite them all, letin the tide 
Ot Knaurs once more: my Cooke and lle prouide, Exennt 


Enter three Senatori at one doore, Alcibiades meeting them, 


with Attendants, 


1. Sen. My Lord, you haue my voyce, too't, 

The faults Bloody : 
*Tis neceflary he ſhould dye: 
Nothing imboldens finne ſo much,as Mercy. 

2 Moſt truc; the Law ſhall bruiſe 'em. 

Ale. Honorgneaith,and compaſſhon to the Senate, 

1 NowCaptaine. 

Alc, Tam an humble Sutor to your Vertues 3 
For pitty is the vertue of the Law, 
And none but Tyrants vic it cruelly, 
Ic pleales time and Fortuneto lye heauie 
Vpon a Friend of mine, who in hot blood 
Hath ftept into the Law : which is paſt depth 
Tothoſe that (without heede) do plundge intoo't. 
He is a Man (ſetting his Fate afide)of comely Vercues, 
Nor did he ſoyle the fat with Cowardice, 
(And Honour in him,which buyes our his fault) 
But with a Noble Fury, and faire ſpirit, 
Secing his Reputation touch'd co death, 
He did oppole his Foe: 
And with tach ſober and vnnoted paſſion 
He did behooue his anger ere 'twas ſpent, 
As if he had butprou'd an Argument. 

1 Sev, Youvndergotoo firict a Paradox, 
Striving to make an vgly deed looke faire; 


Your words hauc tooke ſuch paines, as if they labour'd 
Tobring Man-ſlaughter into forme, and ſer Quartelling 


Vpon the head of Valour;; which indeede 

Is Valour miſ.begot, and came into the world, 
When ScQs, and Factions were newly borne, 
Hee's truly Valiant, that can wiſely tuffer 


| The worſt that man can breath, 


And make bis Wrongs, his Out-fides, 

To weare them like his Raywent, careleſſcly, 
And ne're preferre his injuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger, 

If Wrongs beeuilles, andinforce vs kill, 

W har Folly 'ris,to hazard life for 111. 


1 eAlci, My Lord. 


1-Sen. You cannot make groſſe finnes looke cleare, 
To revenge is no Valour, but to beare, : 
Alci. My Lords, then vnder fauour,pardon me, 
If I ſpeakelike a Captaine. 
Why do fond men expoſe themſelues to Batrell, 
Andnot caduce al threats ? Sleepe vpon'r, 
Andlet the Foes quictly cut their Throars 
\ ichout repugnancy ? It there be 
Such Valour \n the bearing, what make wee 
Abread? Why then, Women are more valiant 
That fiay at home, it Bearing carry it : 
And the Aﬀe, more Captaine then the Lyon? 
The fellow loaden with Irons, wiſer then the Tudge? 
If Wiſedome be in ſuftering, Oh my Lords, 
As you are great, bepirtifully Good, 
Who cannot condemneraſhneſle in cold blood ? 
To kill, I grant, is finnes extreameſt Guſt, 
But ia defence, by Mercy, 'tis moſt wRt, 
To be in Anger, is impietie 2 
But who is Man, that is net Angrie. 
Weigh but the Crime with this, 


| 


F 


Timon of eA thens. 
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2.Sen, Youbreath in yaine, 
Alci, Ta vainet 
His ſeruice done at Lacedemon,and Bizantium, 
Were a ſufficient bribe for his life, 
1 What's that? 
Alc. Why ſay my Lords ha's done faire ſervice, 
And flaine in fight many of your enemies : 
How full of yalour did he beare hummſelfe 
In the laft Conflia,and made plenteous wounds ?. 
2 He has made too much plenty with him : 
He's a (worne Riotor, he has a ſinne 
That often drownes him,and takes his valour priſoner. 
If there wereno Foes, that were enou 
To overcome him, InthatBeaſlly furie, 
He has bin knowne to commit outrages, 
And cherriſh FaRtions. 'Tis inferr'd to vs, 
His dayes are foule, and his drinke dangerous, 
1 Hedyes, 
Alci, Hard fate: he might haue dyed in warre, 
My Lords, if not for any parts in him, 
Though his right arme might purchaſe his owne time, 
And bein debt co none : yet more to move you, 
Take my deſerts to his, #nd joyne*em both. 
And for 1 know, your reuerend Ages loue Security, 
[lc pawne my Victories, all my Honour to you 
Vpon his goodreturnes, 
If by this Crime, he owes the Law his life, 
Why let the Warre receive't in yaliant gore, 
For Law isftrit, and Warre is nothing more. 
1 Wearefor Law,he dyes, vrge itnomore 
On height of our diſpleaſure : Friend, or Brother, 
He forfeirs his owne blood, that ſpilles anorher, 
Alc, Muſt it beſo? It muſt not bee: 
My Lords, I do beſeech you know mee. 
2 How ? 
Alc. Call me to your remembrances, 
3 Whar. 
Ac. 1 cannot thinke but your Age has forgot me, 
It could notelſe be, I ſhould proue ſo bace, 
To ſue and be deny'de ſuch common Grace. 
My wounds ake at you. 
1 Doyou dare our anger ? 
'Tis in few words, but ſpacious in effe&: 
We baniſh thee for euer, 
Ale. Baniſh me? 
Bayiſh your dorage, baniſh vſurie, 
T hat makes the Senate vgly. 
1 If after two dayes ſhine, Athens conraine thee, 
Attend our waightier Iudgement, 
And not to ſwell our Spirit, 
He (hall be executed preſently, 
Alc, Nom the Gods keepe you old enough, 
That you may liue 
Onely in bone, that none may looke on you, 
I'm worſe then mad : I have kept backe their Foes 
While they have told their Money, and let out 
Their Coine vpon large intereſt, I my ſelfe, 
Richonely in large hurts. All thoſe, for this? 
Is this the Balſome, tharthe yſucing Senat 
Powres into Capraines wounds? Baniſhment, 
It cones not i1] + 7 hate not to be baniſhe, 
It is a cauſe worthy my Spleene and Furie, 
That I may ſtrike at Athens, Ile cheere vp 
My diſcontented Troopes, and lay for hearts ; 
Tis Honour wich moſt Lands to be at ods, 


| Souldiers ſhould brooke as little wrongs as Gods. Exit, 
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Enter diners Friends at ſenerall dooret, 


1 The good time of day to you, fir. 
2 lalfo wiſh it to you : Ithinke this Honorable Lord 
did bur try vs this other day. 

1 Vponthat were my thoughts tyring when wee en- 
countred, I hope itis not ſo low with him as he made it 
ſeeme in the triall of his ſeuerall Friends. 

. 2 Itſhould not be, by the perſwafion of his new Fea- 
ing. 

1 1ſhould thinke ſo, He hath ſent mee an earneſt in- 
uiting, which many my neere occaſions did vrge mee to 
pur oft ; but he hath coniur'd mer beyond them, and I 
mult needs appeare. 

2 Inlike manner wasT in debt tomy. importunat bu- 
fineſſe, but he would not heare my excuſe; 1 am ſortie, 
when he ſent to borrow of m-e, that my Proviſion was 


Tt Athouſand Peeces, 
2 Athouſland Peeces? 
1 Whatof you? 


2 He ſcatto me fir oo_-orre he comes, 


Enter Timon ard eA'rtendants, 

Tim. With all my heart Gentlemen both ; and how 
fare you? 

1 Euer at the beſt, hearing well of your Lordſhip, 

2 The Swallow followes not Summer more willing, 
then we your Lordſhip, 

Tim. Nor more willingly !canes Winter, ſuch Sum- 
mer Birds aremen, Gentlemen, our dinner will nor re- 
compence this long ſtay: Feaſt your cares with the Mu- 
ſicke awhile: If they will fare fo harſhly o'th Trumpets 
ſound : we ſhall too'r preſently. 

r Thopeir remainesnot vnkindely with your Lord- 
ſhip, thatI return'd you an empty Meſſenger. 

Tim. O ſir, let it not trouble you, 

2 MyNoble Lot, 

Tim. Al my good Friend, what cheere? 

The Barker brought in. 

2 My moſt Honorable Lord, I am e'ne fick ot ſhane, 
that when your Lordſhip this other day ſent to me, 1 was 
ſo vnfortunare a Begg ar, 

Tim. Thinkenor on't, fir, 

2 If you had ſent buttwo honres before, 

Tim. Let itnot cumberyour better remembrance, 

Come bring inall together, : 
2 All coner'd Diſhes, 

1 Royall Cheare, I warrant you. 

3 Doubr northar,if money and rhe ſeaſon can yeild it 

3 How do yon? What's the newes ? 

3 Alcibiades is baniſh'd theere you of it? 

Poth. Alcibiades bani(h'd? 

3 'Tis ſo, be ſureof it, 

1 How? Howe 

'2"I pray yow vpon what ? 

Tm, My worthy Friends, will yotrdraw neere ? 

He tell you more anion. Heze's 2 Noble fealt coward 

2 This is the old man 141, | | 

3 Wilt hold? Wilrhold? 

2 Ir do's : bur trimewilt,and fo, 


———— 
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Obcdience fayle in Children : Slaues and Fooles 
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3 Idoconceyue, | 

Tim, Each man to his toole, with that ſpurre as hee 
would to the lip of his Miftris : your dyet ſhall bee in all 
places alike, Make not a Citie Feaft of it,to let the meat 
coole, ere we can agree ypon the firſt place. Sir,fir. 

The Gods require our Thankes. 

You great Benefattors, ſprinkle our Society with Thanke- 
fulneſſe. For your owne guiſts, maks your ſclues prats'd ; But 
reſerne ſtill to gine, leaſt your Deities be deſpiſed. Lend to each 
man enough, that one neede vot lend to another. For were your 
Godhead: to borrow of men, men would forſake the Gods. Make 
the Aeate be beloned, more thee the Man that gines it. Lee 
no Aſſembly of Twenty, be without a (core of Villaines, If there 
fit twelue Women at the Table, let a dozen of then bee as they 
are. The veſt of your Fees, O Gods, the Senators of Athens, 
together with the common leg ge of P eople, what u« amiſſe ins 
them, you Gods, make ſuteable for deftruttion. For theſe my 
preſent Friends, as they are to mee nothing, ſo in nothing bleſſe 
them, and to nothing are they welcome. | 
Vncouer Dogges, and lap. 

Some ſþ:ake. What do's his Lordſhip meane > 

Some other, 1 know not, 

Timon. May you a better Feaſt never behold 
You knot of Mouth-Friends: Smoke, & lukewarm water 

[s your perfection. This is 7 imons laſt, 

Who ſtucke and ſpangled you with Flatteries, 

\W aſhes it off, and ſprinkles in your faces 

Your reeking villany, Liveloath'd, and long 

Moſt ſmiling, ſmooth, detefted Paraſites, 

Curteous Deſtroyers, affable Wolues, mecke Beares : 
You Fooles of Fortune, Trencher-friends, Times Flyes, 
Cap and knee-Slaues, vapours, and Minute Iackes, 
Of Man and Beaſt, the infinite Maladie 

Cruſt you quite o're. What do'ft thou go? 

Soft, take thy Phyficke firſt ; thou too,and thou: 
Stay I will lend thee money, borrow none. 

What? All in Motion? Henceforth be no Feaft, 
Wuhereat a Villaine's not a welcome Gueſt. 

Burne houſe, finke Athens, henceforth hated be 
O! Timon Man, and all Humanity. Exit 
Enter the Senators with other Lords, 


1 How now, my Lords ? 

2 Know you rhe quality of Lord Tien: fury ? 

3 Puſh,did you ſee my Cap? 

4 1 have loſt my Gowne. 

1 He's but a mad Lord, & nought but humors ſwaies 


him, Hegaue me a Tewell th'other day, and now hee has 


beate ic out of my har, 

Did you ſee my Iewell? 
Did you lee my Cap. 
Heere'tis, 

Heer: lyes my Gowne. 


Lord Timons mad. 

I feet ypontmy bones, 

One day he giues vs Diamonds,next day ſtones, 
Exeum the Senators. 
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Fnter Timon, 


Tim, Let me looke backe ypon thee, O thou Wall 
Thar girdles in thoſe Wolves, diue in the earth, | 
And fence not Athens, Matrons, turne incontinent, 


Plucke 
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Let's make no tay, | 
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| Plucke the craue wrinkled Senate from the Bench, 


| 


oy _ 


And miniſter in their Reeds, to generall Filthes, 
Convert o'th'Inſtant greene Virginity, 

Doo't in your Parents eyes. Bankrupts,ho!d fall 
Rather then render backe; out with your Knives, 


| And cur your Trufters throates. Bound Servants, feale, 


Large-handed Robbers your graue Maſters are, 
And pill by Law. Maide, to thy Maſters bed, 

Thy Miſtriy is o'th'Brothe!l, Some of ſixteen, 
Plucke the lyn'd Crutch fromtby old hmping Sire, 
With it, beate our his Braines, Piety,and Feare, 
Religion to the Gods, Peace, Ivſtice, Truth, 
Domeſticke awe, Night-reft, and Neighbour-hood, 
Inſtruction, Manners, Myſtecics, and Trades, 
Degrces, Obſeruances, Cultomes, and Lawes, 
Decline to your confounding contraries, 

And yer Confuſion liue : Plagues incident to men, 
Your potent and infetious Feauors,heape 

Oa Athens ripe for ſtroke, Thou cold Sciatica, 
Cripple our Senators, that their limbes may ha!r 
Aslamely as their Manners. Luſt,and Libertie 
Creepe in the Mindes and Marrowes of our youth, 
That 'gainſt the ſtreame of Vertue they may ſtrive, 
And drowne themſeclues in Riot, Itches, Blaines, 


Sowe all th Athenian boſomes, and their crop 


Be generall Leprofie : Breath,infeRt breath, 

That their Society (as their Friendſhip) may 

Be meerely poyſon. Nothing Ile beare from thee 
But 2akedneſſe, thou derellable Town?:, 

Take thou that too, with inultiplying Bannes : 
Timer will to the W oods, where he ſhall finde 
Th'vnkindeſt Beaſt, more kinder then Mankinde., 
The Gods confound (heare me you good Gods ail) 
TtAthenians both within 4nd out that Wall : 

And grautit as Timer growes,his hate may grow 
To the whole race of Mankinde, high and low, 
Amen. Exit, 
Evuter Steward with two or three Seruartss 


1 Heare you M.Scew-ard,whicre's our Maſtei? 
Are we vndone, caſt off, nothing remaining? 

Stew. Alack my Fellowes, what ſhould I fay to you? 
Ler me be recorded by the rigitcoss Gods, 
I am as pocr? as you. 

1 Such a Houſe broke? 
So Noble a Maſter falue, all gone, and not 
One riend to take his Fortune by the arme, 
And goalong with bim, 

2 As wedo turne our backes 
From our Companion, throwne into bis graue, 
So his Familiars ro his buried Forcunes 
Sinkeell away leaue their falſe vowes with him 
Like empty purſes pickt; and his pooce ſelfe 
A dcdicated Bepyarrothe Ayre, 
Wiri his difes(e, of all ſhuna'd paverty, 
Walkes like contewp: alone, More of our Fellowes, 

Exter other Seruants, 

Stew, A'\l broken Implements of a rvin'd houſe, 
2 Yet Joour hearts weare 7 wmons Ligery, 
Th:r ſee I by ovr Faces: we are Fellowes till, 
Serving alike in ſorrow : Leak'd is our Barke, 
And we poore Mates Nang onthe dying Decke, 
Hearing che Sarges threat : we mult all pare 
into this Sea of Ayre. 

Stew, Geod Fellowes all, 


% 
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The lateſt ofmy wealth Ile ſhare among'ſt you. 4 
Where cuer we (ha]l meete, for Timens lake, 

Let's yet be Fellowes, Let's ſhake our heads,and lay 
As *twere a Knell ynto our Maſters Fortunes, 

We have ſcene better dayes. Leteach take ſome : 
Nay put out all your hands : Not one word more, 
Thus part we rich in ſorrow, parting poore. 

Embr ace and part ſenerall wayes. 

Oh the fierce wreechedneſſe that Glory brings vs! 
Who would not wiſh to be from wealth exempr,' 
Since Riches point ro Miſery and Contempt ? 

Who would be ſo mock'd with Glory,or to live 
Butin a Dreame of Friendſhip, 

To haue his pompe, and all what ſtate compounds, 
But onely painted like his varniſhe Friends : 

Poorc honeſt Lord, brought lowe by his owne heart, 
Vndone by Goodneſle : Strange vnyſuall blood, 
When mans worſt finne is, He do's too much Good. 
Who then dares to be halfe ſo kinde agen? 

For Bounty that makes Gods, do ſill marre Men. 

M y decreſt Lord, bleſt to be moſt accurſt, 

Rich onely to be wretched ; thy great Fortunes 

Are made thy cheefe Affliftions. Alas (kinde Lotd) 
Hee's flung i» Rage from this ingratefull Seate 
Of monſtrous Friends : 

Nor ha's he with him to ſupply his life, 

Or that which can command it : 

lie follow and enquire him our. 

Ile euer ſeruc his mide, with my beft will, 
Whilf I haue Gold, lle be his Steward Qill. Exit, | 
Enter Timon in the woods, 


Tim. Obleffed breeding Sun, draw from the earth 
Rotren humidity : below thy Siſters Orbe | 
InfeQtthe ayre. Twin'd Brothers of one wombe, 
Whole procreation, refidence, and birth, 

Scarſe is diuidant ; touch them with ſeuerall fortunes, 
The greater ſcornes the leſſer, Not Nature 

(To whom all ſores lay Hiege) can beare great Fortune | 
But by contempt of Nature, 

Raiſe me this Begger,and deny*c that Lord, 

The Senators ſhall beare contempt Hereditaryy' 

The Bzgger Native Honor, 

I: is the Paſtour Lards, the Brothers ſides, 

The war: that makes him leaue: who dares? who dares 

In puritie of Manhood Rand vpright 

And fay, this mans a Flatrerer. f one be, 

So are they all : for everie grize of Fortune 

Is ſmooth'd by that beiow. The Learned pate 

Duckes co the Golden Foole. All's obliquie z 

There 'snothing level! in our curſed Natures 

Bur dire& villanze, Therefore be abhorr'd, 

All Feafts, Societies, and Throngs of men. 

His ſemblable, yea himſelty Trmon diſdaines, 
DeftruQtion phang mankipde ; Earth yeeld me Rootes, 
Who ſeckes for berter of thee, ſawce his pallate 

With thy moſt operant Poylon., Whats heere? 

Gold? Yellow, glittering,precious Gold ? 

NoGods, I amnoidle Vortariſt, 

Roots youcleere Heauens, Thus much of this will make 
Blacke, white ; towle, faire ; wrong, right; 
Baſe, Noble ; Old, young ; Coward, valiam, ' - 
Ha you Gods | why this? what this, you Gods ? why this 
Will lugge your Prieſts and Seruants from your fides: 
Plucke ftour mens pillowes from below their heads 


This 


—eu Ro w—_—_—__——C 


_—— 


_—_— 


= 


——_—— 


This yellow Slave, 
Will kait and breake Religiens, blefſe rh accurſt, 
Make thehoare Leprotie 2:lor'd, place Theeucs, 
And giue them Tule, knee,and approvation 
Wuh Senators on the Bench : This is is 

nat makes the wappen'd W:dcow wed againe ; 
Shee, whom the Epiicle-houle, and viceruus fores, 
Would caſt the gorge at, This Enbalmes and Spices 
To'cb'Aprill day againe. Come dama'd Earth, 
Thou common whore of Mank.ade, that puttes oddes 
Among the rout of Nauons, 1 wi!l make thee 
Do thy right Nature. Alarch afarre off. 
Ha? A Drumme ? Thart quicke, 
Bur yer lie bury thee : Thou'c go (frong There) 
W hen Gowty keepers of chco caniot than ; 
Nay Ray thou out for carneft, 


Enter Alcib:iades with Druname and F ife in warlike manner, 
and Phrynia azd Timandra, 


Ale. What art thou theie ? ſpeake, 
Tim, A Bcaft as thou art. The Canker gnaw thy hart 
For ſhewing me againe the eyes of Man, 
Alc. Whar is thy name? Is man fo hateſull ro thee, 
That art thy ſelfe a Man & | 
Tim, I am (IMiſentroper, 2nd hare Mankinde, 
For thy part, I do wiſh chou wert a dogge, 
That | might love thee ſomething, 
Ale. 1 know thee well : 
But in thy Fortunes am yolearn'd, and ſtrange. 
Tm,l know thee too, and more then that [ know thee 
I not defire ro know, Follow thy Drumae, 
With mans blood paint the ground Gules,Gules : 
Religious Cannons, civil Lawes are cruel, 
Then what ſhould warre be? This fell whore of thine, , 
Hath in her more deftrution then thy Sword, 
For all her Cherubin looke, 
.Phrin. Thy lips rot off, | 
Tm. | will not kifſc thee, then the rot returnes 
To thine owoe lippes againe. 
Alc. How came the Noble Timon to this change? 
Tims. As the Moone do's, by wanting lightto giue ; 
But then renew I could nat hke the Moone, 
There were no Sunnes to borrow of, 
Alc. Noble Timon, what friendſhip may I do thee ? 
Tim, None,but to mainraine my opinion. 
Alc. What is it Timon? 
Tim. Promiſc me Friendſhip, butpa forme none, 
If thou wilt not promiſe,the Gods plague thee, for chon 
art a man : if thou do'ſt performe, contound thee, ' fur 
thou arta man, | 
Alc. Thave heard in ſome ſort ofthy Miſeries. 
Tim, Thou ſaw'tthem when I had profperniie, 
Ale, Iſeethem now, then was a blefled time, 
Tim, As thine 13 now, held with a brace of Harlots, 
Ti mm. I; this th Athenian Minjon, whom che world 
Voicd (oregardtully ? 
Tim. Artthou Timaudra? Timan, Y es. 
Tim.Be a whore f:!l, chey loue thee not that vſe thee, 
giue them diſcaſes, leauing wihthee their Luſt, ., Make 
viſe of thy ſalt houres, fes{on the flaues for Tubbes and 
Bathes, bring downe Keſe-checekt youth rothe Fubfaſt, 
and the Diect. 
Timan, Hang thee Monſter, 
Alc. Pardon him ſweet Timardra for his wits 
Are drown'd and loſt in his Calamities, 


LA 


Timon of eA thens. 
| | Thave butlittle Gold of late, braue Timor, 


| 
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The want whereof, doth dayly make ceuolc 
In my penurious Band. 1 haue heard and greev'd 


| How curſed Athens, mindelefſe of thy worth, 
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Forgercing thy great deeds, when Neighbour Rates 
But for thy Sword and Fortune trod ypon them. 
Tim. Iprythee bextethy Drum, and get thee gone, 
Alc. lam thy Friend, and pitty chee deere Trmen, 
Tim, How doeſt thou pitty bum whom } dot croble, 
I had rather be alone, 
eAlc, Why fare thee well : 
Heere is ſome Gold for thee. 
ſim, Keepe ir, I cannot eate it, ; 
Als. When I haue laid proud Athens on a heape, 
Tim, Warr'itchou 'gainſt Arheas. 
Alc. 1 Timon,and have cauſe, 
Tim. The Gods confound them all in thy Conqueſt, 
And thee after, when chou haft Conquer'd. 
A'c. Why me, Times? 
Tim, That by killing of Villaines 
Thou was't borne to conquer my Country, 
Put vp thy Gold, Go on, heeres Gold, goon; 
Be as a Plannerary plague,when Joue 
Will o're ſome high-Vic'd City, hang bis poyſon 
In che ficke 2yre :lernot thy ſword skip one: 
Pirty not honour'd Age for his white Beard, 
He is an Vſarer, Strike me the counterfet Matron, 
It is her habite onely, chat is honeſt, 
Her ſelfc's a Bawd. Let not the Virgins cheeke 
M ike ſoft chy trenchant Sword : for thoſe Milke pappes 
I hacabcough the window Barne bore at mens eyes, 
Are not within the Leafe of pitty writ, 
But ſet them down horrible Traicors. Spare not the Babe 
Whoſe dimpled fiwiles irom Fogles exhauſt their mercy; 
Thiake it a Baſtard, whom che Oracle 
Hath doubrfully pronounced, the throat ſhall cur, 
And miace it ſans remorie, Sweore againſt Obies, 
Pur Armour on thine cares, and on thive eyes, 
Whoſe provfe, nor yels of Mothers, Maides, nor Babes, 
Nor fight of Priefts in holy Ve{imenrs bleeding, 
Shall pierce a ict. There's Gold to pay thy Souldiers, 
Make large confuhion : and thy fury ſpent, 
Confounded be thy ſelfe. Speake nor, be gone. 
Alc. Haſt thou Gold yer, Ile take the Gold thou gi- 
ueſt me, not all thy Counſel]. 
Tim. Doſt thou or doſt thou not, Heauens curſe ypon 
thee. 
Both, Giue vs ſome Gold good Timer, haſt y more? 
Tim, Enough to make a Whore for{weare her Trade, 
Andro make Whoeres,a Bawd. Hold vp you Sluts 
Your Aprons mountan: ; you are not Ochable, 
Alchough 1 know you'Hweare, terribly ſweare 
Into ſtrong ſhudders, and to heauenly Agues | 
Thiimmorrall Gods that heare you.Spare your Oathes : 
]lecruſt to your Conditions, be whores fil]. 
And he whoſe pious breath ſeekes ro convert you, 
Be firong in Whore, allure him, burne him vp, 
Let your cloſe fire predominate his ſmoke, 
And be no turne-coats: yer may your paines fix months 
Be quite contrary, Aud Thatch 
Your poore thin Roofes with burthens of the dead, 
(Some that were hang d) no matter : |; 
Weare them, betray withthem ; Whore ſtill, 
Paint till a horſe may myre vpon your face: 
A pox of wrinkles, 
Both, Well,more Gold, what then? 
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Timon of «A thens. 
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Belecue't that wee'l do any thing for Gold, 


Tim, Confumptions ſowe 


har ſcole'ft agamit the quality of fleſh, 


In hollow bones of man, ftrike their ſharpe ſhinnes, 

And marre mens {purring. Cracke the Lawyers voycey 
That he may nener more falſe Title pleale, 
Nor ſound his Quillers ſhrilly ; Hoare the Flamen, 


And not beleeues himſelſe. Dowre with the Noſe, 
Downe with it flat, take the Bridge quite away 
Of him,that his pariicular to forelce 

Smels from the generall weale, Make curld'pate Rufharis 
Andlet the vnſcarr'd Braygerrs ofthe Warre 
Deriue ſome paine from you, Plague all, 

That your Actiuity may defeate and quell 

The ſourſe of all Erection, There's more Gold, 
Do you damne others, and let this damne you, 

| And ditches grauc you all, 


(bald 


Both, More countell with more Money, bounteous 


Timon. 


Tim. More whore, more Miſcheefe firſt, I have gi- 


uen you carneſt. 


Alc. Strike vp the Drum towardes Athens, farewell 


Timon: if I thrive well, lle vilit thee againe. 


Tim. if] hope well, Ile never ſee thee more, 
Ale, I] never did thee harme. 

Tim. Yes, thou Ipok'ſt well of me. 

Alc. Call'it thou that harme? 

Tim, Mcn dayly finde it, Get thee away, 


And rake thy Beagles with thee, 


Alc. We bur offend him, ſtrike, 


Exrcunt, 


Tim, That Nature being ficke of mans vnkindneſſe 


Should yet be hungry : Common Mather, thou 
Whoſe wombe vnmeaſureable, and infinite bref} 
Teemes and feeds all ; whote felfelame Merle 
Whereof thy proud Childe (arrogant man)ispuft, 
Engenders the blacke Toad, and Adder blew, 
The gilJed Newr, and eyelefle venom d Worwe, 
With all cWablorced Births below Crifpe Heauen, 
Whereon Hyperions quickning fire dorh ſhine : 
Yeeld him, who all the humane Sonnes do hate, ' 
From foorth thy plenteous boſome, one poore roote : 


nſeare thy Fertile and Conceptious wombe, 


Let it no more bring out ingratefull man, 
| Goe great with Tygers, Dragons, \Volues, and Beares, 
Teeme with new Monſters, whom thy vpward face 
Hath to the Marbled Manſion all aboue 
Neuer preſented. O,z Root, deare thankes : 
Dry vp<hy Marrowes, Vines,and Plough-torne Leas, 
Whereof ingratefull man with Licouriſh draughts 


nd Morſe!s VaQtious, grtafes his pure minde, 
hat from it all Conſideration {lippes — 
Ewuter Apemantia. 


Moreman'? Plague, plague, 


eAfpo. | was direcd hither. Men report, 


\ 


Thou Coll affet my Manners,and doſt vie thftth—— 


Tim. "Tis then, becaule thou doft not keepe a dogge 


Ape, This isin thee a Nature but infeRed, 
poore vn 2nly Melancholly ſprung 


Whom! would imitate, Confumption catch thee.” 


{From change of farure, Why this Spade? this place? 
| Tl1is Slaue-like TTbir, and theſe lookes of Care? 


Tiy ilatterers yer weare Silke, drinke Wine,lye ſoft, 


HH 


[nat cuct 77mos wes. Shame not theſe Woods, 


age thcicliſeas'd Perfumes, and have forgor 


2 01) the cunning of a Carper. 


: 
F 
| Bec (ous tlatrerer now, and ſeeketo thriue 


| 


A 


| 


| By that which ha's yndone thee z hindge thy knee, 
| And let his very breath whom thou'lt obſeruc 


| 


ah 


| 


Es ce ee 


Blow oft thy Cap : praiſe his moſt vicious ftraine, 
And call it excellent : thou waſt told thus : 


Thou gau'ſt thine cares (hike Tapfters, that bad welcom) 


| To Knaues,and all approacbers :'Tis moft juſt 


That thou turne Raſcall, had'ftthou wealth againe, 
Raſcals ſhould haut, Do nor aſſume mylikeneſle, 
Tim, Were [like thee, I'de throw away my ſelfe, 
Ape. Thouhaft caſt away thy ſelfe,being like thy (elf 
A Madman fo long, now a Foole : what think'ft 
That the bleake ayre, thy boyfterous Chamberlaine 
Will put thy ſhirt on warme ? Will theſe moylt Trees, 
That haue out*liu'd the Eagle, page thy heeles 
And skip when thou point't our? Will the cold brooke 
Candied with Ice, Cawdle thy Morning taſte 
To cure thy o're-nights ſurfer ? Call the Creatures, 
Whoſe naked Natures live in all the ſpight 
Of wrekefull Heaven, whoſe bare vahouſed Trunkes, 
To the conflicting Elements expos'd 
Anſwer mecte Nature : bid them flatter thee, 
O thou ſhalt finde. 
Tim, AFoole of thee: depart. 
Ape. Tloue thee better now, then ere I did. 
Tm. 1 hatethee worle, 
Ape, Why? 
Twi, Thou flatter'ſt miſery. 
Ape. Tater nor, bur fay thou art a Cayriffe, 
Tim. Why do'ſt thou ſecke me our? | 
Ape. Tovex thee, 
Tim. Alwayes a Villaines Office, or a Fooles, 
Doſt pleaſe thy ſelfe in't ? 
Ape. I. 
Tim, What,aKnaue too? Ws 
» Ape. It thou did'ſt pur this ſowre cold habit on 
To ca{tigate thy pride, 'ewere well : but thou 
Doſtir enforcedly : Thou'dt Courtier be againe 
Wert thou not Beggar : willing miſery |, 
Out-livesrincertaine pompe, is crown'd before ; 
The one is filling till, never complear : 
The orher, at high wiſli : beft ſtate Contentleſle, 
Hath adifira&ted and moſt wretched being, 
Worſe then the worſt, Content, 
Thou ſhould'ſt defire to dye,being miſerable. 
Tim. Not by his breath, thatis more miſerable, 
Thou art a Slave, whom Fortunes tender arme 
Wich fauout never claſpt : bur bred a Dogge, 
Had'{tthou like ysfrom our firft ſwath proceeded, 
The ſweer degrees that this breefe world affords, 
To kuch as may the paſſine drugpes of it 
Freely command'ſt : thou would'ſt haue plung'd thy ſelf 
In generall Riot, meſred downe thy youth | 
[n different beds of Luſt, and neuer learn'd 
The1cieprecepts of reſpeCt, bur followed 
The Sugred game before thee. [Bur my ſelfe, 
Who had the world as my Confe&ionarie, 
The mouthes, the rongues, the eyes,and hearts of men, 
Ac duty more then I could frame employment ; 
That numberleſſe ypon me ſtucke, as leaves 
Do on the Oake, haue with one Winters bruſh 
Fell from their boughes, and left me open, bate, 
For every ſtorme that blowes, 1 to beare this, 
Thar neuer knew but better, is ſome burthen : 
Thy Nature, did commence in ſufferance, Time 
Hath made thee hard in't, Why ſhould'ft Y hate Men ? 
They neuer flatter'd thee. What haſt thou given ? 
Tf 
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| [fch94 wilt cacle ; thy Father (that pooreragge) | & oft thou ſhould'it hazard thy life for thy dinner. Wert 
Muſt be thy ſubie&z who in ſpight pur Ntuffe thou the Vaicorne, pride and wrath would confeund 
| To ſome ſhee-Begger, and compounded thee thee, and make thine owne ſelfe the conqueſt ot ct y fury, 
Poore Rogue, hereditary . Hence, be gone, Wert chou a Beare, thou would'ſt be kill'd by the Horſe: 
If thou hadſt not bene borne che worſt of men, | wert thou a Horſe, thou would'ſt be ſeaz'd by the Leo- 
Thou had®t bene a Knaue and Flatterer, pard : wert thou a Leopard, thou wert Germene to the 
| pe. Art thou proud yer? Lion, and the ſpottes of thy Kindred, were Jurors on thy 
Tim, 1, that | amnot thee. life. All thy ſafety were remotion, and thy defence ab- 
Ape, 1, that I wasnoProdigall. ſence, What Beaft coul&ſt thou bee, that were nor ſub- 
Tim. 1, that I am one now, ietto aBeaſt : and what a Beaſt artthou already, that 
Wereall the wealth I have ſhut vp in theay ſceſt notthy loſle in transformation, 
1']1d give thee leaue to hang it. Ger thee gone: Apes. it chou could't pleaſe me 
That the whole life of Athens were in this, With ſpeaking to me,thou might'ft 
Thus would I carte it, | Haue hit ypon ic heere. 
Ape, Heere, I will mend thy Feaft, The Commonwealth of Athens,is become 


Tm, Firſt mend thy company, take away thy felfe. | A Forreſt of Beafts, : 
Ape, So 1 ſhall mend m-ne owne, by th'lacke of thine Tim. Howha's the Aſſe broke the wall, that thou art 


Tim, 'Tis not well mended (vo, ic is but botcht; out of the Citie, 

If not, I would ir were. ' Ape. Yonder comes a Poet and a Painter : 
Ape. What would'ft thou haue to Athens ? The plague of Company light ypon thee ; 
Tim, Thee thicher in a whiclewiad : if thou wilt, I will feare ro catch ir, and giue way, 

Tell them there I have Gold ,looke,ſo I haue. When I know not what elſe to do, 

Ape. Heere is no vſe for Gold, Jle ſee thee againe. | 
Tim. The beſt, andtrueſt ; Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, 

For heere it {leepes, and do's no hyred harme. Thou ſhalt be welcome. | 
Ape. Wherelyeſt a nights Timon ? I had rather be a Beggers Dogge, 

Tim, Vnder that's aboue me. Then Apemantm, 

Where feed'ſt thou a-daycs eApemantn ? Ape. Thou art the Cop 
Ape, Where my Rtomacke findes meate, or rather Of all the Fooles alive. 

where leate ir. Tim, Would thou wert cleane enough 
Tim. Would poyſon were obedient, & knew my mind | To ſpit vpon, 

Ape. Where would thou ſend it ? Ape. A plague on thee, 
Tim, To ſawce thy diſhes, Thou art too bad to curſe, 


Ape. The middle of Humanity thou neuer kneweſt, Tim, All Villaines 
but the extremitie of both ends. When thou waft m thy | That do ſtand by thee,are pure. | | 


Gilr, and thy Perfume, they mocke thee for roo much Ape. Thereis no Leprobe, 
Curioſitic: in thy Ragges thou know'ſt none,bur artde- | But what thou ſpeak'ft. | 
ſpis'd for the contrary, There's a medler for theezeate it, Tm, 1f I name thee, Ile beate thee; | 
Tim. On what Ihate,l feed not, Bur 1 ſhould infet my hands, 
Ape, Do'ft hate a Medler? Ape. 1 would my tongue 
Tim. I, though ir looke like thee, Could roe them off. 


Ape. And th'hadRi hated Medlers ſooner, y ſhould'ſt Tim. Away thou iſſue of 2 mavgie dogge, 

hauec loued thy ſelfe better now. What man didd'ſt thou | Choller does kill me, | 

euer know vnthrift, that was beloved after his meanes? Thatthou art aliue, I ſ\woond to ſeethee, 
Tim. Who without thoſe meancs thou talk of,didſt Ape. Would thou would'ft burſt, 


thou ever know belou'd ? Tim, Away thou tedious Rogue, Iam ſorry I ſhall 
Ape, My ſelec. loſe a ſtone by thee, 
T1. Ivnderſtacd thee : thou had'ſt fome meanes to Ape. Beaſt, 
keepe a Dogge. Tim. Slave, 
. Apem. What things iathe world canftthou neereſt Ape, Toad, 
compare to thy Flatterers ? Tim. Rogue,Rogue, Rogue, 


Tim, Women neereſt, burmen : men are the things | I amlicke of this falſe world,and will love noughe 
themſelues. What would'{t chou do with the world A- | But euen the meere neceſhties ypong 2 


pemantua, if it lay in thy power? | 2407%, Then T won preſently prepare thy graue : | 
Ape. Giacit the Beaſts, to berid of the men. Lye where the light Fome of the Sea may beate 
Tim. Would'ſt thou have thy ſelfe fall inthe confu- ny graue ſtone dayly ,make thine Epitaph, 

fron of men, and remaine a Bealt withthe Beaſts, That death in me, at others lives may laugh. 
Ape. 1 Timon. O thou ſweete King-killer, and deare djuorce 


Tim. A beaſtly Ambition,which the Goddes graune | Twixt naturall Sunne and fire: thou brighe defiler 
thee t'atraine to, Ifthou wertthe Lyon, the Fox would | of Himens pureſt bed, thou valiant Mars, 
beguile thee , ifchou were the Lambe, rhe Foxe would | Thou cuer, yong,freſh, loued,and delicate wooer, 
exe thee: if thou wertthe Fox, the Lion would ſuſpe& | Whoſe bluſh doth thawe the conſeerazed Snow 
thee, when peradvuenture thou wezt accus'd by the Aﬀe: | That lyes on Dians lap, 
If thou wert the Aﬀe, thy dulneſſe would rormenethee 5 | Thouvifible God, 
and ſtill thou liu'd} bur as aBreakefaſt tothe Wolfe: If | That ſouldreft cloſe Impoſhbilities, | | 
| thou wert the Wolfe, thy greedineſſe would afflittbee, | And mak'ft them kifſe;thar ſpeak't with everic —_ 
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T'o cucrie purpoſe : Othou touch of hearts, 
Thinke thy ſlaue-man rebels, and by thy vertue 
Set them into confounding oddes, that Beafts 
May haue the world in Empire, 

Ape, Would 'twere fo, 
Bur not call 1 am dead, le ſay th'baſt Gold : 
Thou wilt be throng'd roo ſhortly. 

Tim, Throng'd too ? 

Ape. I. 

Tim, Thy backeI prythee, 

Ape. Live, and loue thy miſery, 

Tim, Long live ſo,and ſo dye. Tam quit, 
| Ape. Mo things likemen, 
Eate Timon, and abhorre then, Frit Apeman, 
Enter the Bandetti, 


rt Where ſhould he haue this Gold ? It is ſome poore 
Fragment, ſome ſletider Ort of his remainder : the meere 
want of Gold, andthe falling from of his Friendes, droue 
him into this Melancholly. 
2 Itisnois'd 
He hath a maſſe of Treaſure. 

Lervs make the aſſay ypon him,if he care not for'r, 
he will ſupply vs cafily : if he couetouſly reſerue it, how 
ſhall's get ir ? 

2 True: for he beares it not about him: 
"Tis hid. 

x Is not this hee ? 

All, Where? 

2 "Tis his deſcription. 

3 He? I know him. 

All. Save thee Timor, 

Tim, Now Theeues, , 

All, Soldiers,not Theeues. 

Tim, Both too,and womens Sonnes. 

All, We arenot Thecues, but men 
That qyuch do want. 

Tim. Your greateſt want is,you want much of meat : 
Why ſhould you want ? Behold,the Earth hath Rootes: 
Within this Mile breake forth a hundred Springs: 


| The Oakes beare Maſt, the Briars Scarler Heps, 


The bounteous Huſwife Nature, on each buſh, 
Layes her full Mefſe before you. Want? why Want? , 

1 We cannor liue on Grafle,on Berries, Water, 
As Beaſts,and Birds, and Fiſhes. 

Ti, Noronthe Beaſts themſelues,the Birds & Fiſhes, 
You muſt cate men, Yet thankes I muſt youcon, 
That you are Theeves profeſt: that you worke not 
in holier ſhapes : For there is boundleſſe Thetc 
In limited Profeſſions. Raſcall Theeues 
Heere's Gold Go, ſucke the ſubtle blood o'th'Grape, 
Till the high Feauor ſcerth your blood to froth, 
And ſo ſcape hanging. Truſt not the Phyhiian,' 
His Ant.dotes are poyſon, and he ſlayes 
Moethen you Rob: Take wealth, and liues together, 
Do Villaine do, fince you proteſt to doo't, 
Like Workemen, Ile example you with Theevery : 
The Sunnes a Theete, and with his great attraction 
Robbesthe vaſte Sea, The Moones an arrant Theefe, 
And lierpale fire, ihe ſnarches from the Sunne, 
The Seaza Theefe, whoſe liquid Surge, reſolues 
The Moone into Salt teares. The Earth's a Theefe, 
That feeds and breeds by a compoſture ſtolne 
From gen'rall excrement : each thing's a Theefe, 


" 


tt 


Timon of «Athens. 


The Lawes, your curbe and whip, in their rough power | 


; Ha's vncheck'd Theft. Loue not your ſelues, away, c 
| Rob one another, there's more Gold, cur throates, 
| All that you meece are Theeues : to Athens go, 
| Breake open ſhoppes, nothing can you ſteale 
Bur Theeues do looſe it : ſteale lefſe, for this] giue you, 
And Gold confound:you howſoere : Amen, 

3 Has almoſt charm'd me from my Profeſſion, by per. 
ſwading me to it, 

1 'Tis in the malice of mankinde, that he thus aduiſes 
vsnot to haue vs thrive in our myRery, 

2 llebelceuc him as an Enemy, 
And giue ouer my Trade, 

1 Lervsfirſt ſee peace in Athens, there isno time ſo 
miſerable, but a man may be true. Exit Theewes, 


Enter the Steward to Timon, 


Stew, Oh you Gods ! 
Is yon'd deſpis'd and ruinous man my Lord ? 
Full of decay and fayling ? Oh Monument » 
And wonder of good deeds, euilly beftow'd! 
What an alteration of Honor has deſp'rate want made ? 
What vilderthing vponthe earth, then Frieods, 
Who can bring Nobleſt mindes, to baſeſt ends, 
How rarely does itmeere with this times guiſe, 
When man was wiſht coloue his Enemies : 
Grant I may cuer loue, and rather woo 
Thoſe that would miſcheefe me, then thoſe that doo, 
Has caught me in his eye, I will preſent my hone griefe 
vnto him; and as my Lord, till ſerue him with wy life. 
My deereſt Maſter, 
Tim. Away : what art thou? 
Stew. Haue you forgot me, Sir ? 
Tim. Why doſt atke that? I haue forgot all men. 
Then, if chou grunt'R, th'art a man, 
I have forgot thee, 
Stew, An honeſt poore ſeruam of yours, 
Tim, Then know thee not ; 
I neuer had honeſt man about me, I all 
I kept were Knaues, to ſerue in meate to Villaines. 
Stew. The Gods are wiineſſe, 
Neu'r did poore Steward weare a truer greefe 
For his yndone Lord, then mine eyts for you, 
Tim, What, doſt thou weepe? | 
Come neerer, thenT lone thee 
Becauſe thowart a woman, and diſclaim'ſt 
Flinty mankinde : whoſe eyes do never giue, 
Bur thorow Luſt and Laughter : pirrie's ſleeping: 
Strangertimes y weepe with laughing,not with weeping, 
Stew, 1 begge of you to know me, good my Lord, 
T'accept my greefc,and whilſt this poore wealth laſts, 
| To entertaine me as your Steward ſtill. 
Tim, Had Ia Steward 
So true, ſo iuft, and now ſo comfortable? 
It almoſt turnes my dangerous Nature wilde, 
Let me behold thy face ; Surely, this man 
Was borne of woman, 
Forgiue my generall, and exceptleſle raſhneſſe 
You perpetuall ſober Gods, 1 doproclaime 
One honeſt man : Miſtake me not, bur one : 
No more I pray, and hee's a Steward, 
| How faine would I haue hated all mankinde, 
And thou redeem'ſt thy ſelfe. But all ſaue thee, 
I fell with Curſes, 
Me thinkes thou art more honeſt now, then wiſe : 
For, by opprelling and betraying mee, 


Tho | 


| 1fnot a Vſuring kindneſſe,and as rich men deale Guifts, 


Doubt, and ſulpeRt (alas) are plac'd too late: 


L—_— 


— 


Thou mighr' haue ſooner got another Seruice : | 
For many ſo arrive at ſecond Mafters, | 
Vpon their firſt Lords necke. Burt tell me crue, | 
(ForI muſt ever doubr, though ne're ſo ſure) 

Is not thy kindneſſe ſubtle, cpuerous, 


ExpeQting in returne twenty for one ? 
Stew. Nomy moſt worthy Mafter,in whoſe breſt 


You ſhould haue fear'd falle times, when you did Feaſt, 
SuſpeR (till comes, where an eſtate is leaſt, l 
That which I ſhew, Heauen knowes, is meerely Loue, 
Datie, and Zeale, to your vnmatched minde 

Care of your Food and Living, and belecue it, 

My moſt Honour'd Lord, 
For any benefit that points to mee, : 

Either in hope, or preſent, I'de exchange 

For this one wiſh, that you had power and wealth 

To requite me, by making rich your ſelfe, 

Tim. Lookethee,'tis io : thou fingly honeſt man, 

Heere take : the Gods out of my miſcric 

Ha's ſent thee Treaſure, Go, liue rich and happy, 

But thus condition'd : Thou ſhalt build from mea: 

Hate all, curſe all, ſhew Charity co none, 

Bur let the fawviſht fleſh (lide from the Bone, 

Ere thou relecue the Begger, Giue to dogges 

Wh hat thou denyeftto men. Ler Priſons Gallon 'em, 
Debts wither 'em ro nothing, be men like blaſted woods 

And may Diſcaſes licke yp their falſe bloods, 

Ando | drone yet thriue. 

Stew. O let me ſtay,and comfort you, my Maſter. 


| Timonof «Athens. oe 


Tis. If thou hat'ſt Curſes 
Stay not : flye,whil'ft thou art bleſt and free : 
Ne're {ce thou man, and let me nee ce thee, Exit 


Enter Poet, and Painter, 
Pain. AsT tooke note of the place, it cannot be farre 


* where he abides. 


Poet. What's to be thought ofhim?, 
Does the Rumor hold for true, 
That kee's ſo full of Gold? 

Painter, Cenaine., 
Alcibiades reports it : Phrinica and Timandylo * 
Had Gold of him. He likewiſe enrich'd 
Poore ſtragling Souldiers, with great quantity, 
Tis ſaide, he gane vnto his Steward 
A mighty ſumme. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his, 
Ha's beene but a Try for his Friends? 

Paimer. Nothing elſe : 
You ſhall ſee him a Palme in Athens againe, 
And flouriſh with the higheſt : 
Therefore, 'tis not amiſſe, we tender our loues 
To him, in this ſuppos'd diftreſſe of his ; 
It will hew honeſtly in vs, = 
And is very likely, to loade ourpurpoſes 
With what they trauaile for, 
If it beaiuſt and true report, that goes 
Of his having, ** "I 

Poet. What have younow 
To preſent ynto him ? 

Painter, Nothing at this time 
But my Viſitation : onely I will promiſe him | 
An excellent Peece, 

Poet, 1 muſt ſerue him fo roo ; 
Tell him of an intentthat's comming toward him. 


0” m—_EC 


Painter, Good as the beſt, 
Promiling, is the verie Ayreo'th'Time; 
It opens the eyes of ExpeRation, 
Performance, is euer the duller for his ate, 
And buc in the plainer and fimpler kinde of people, 
The deede of Saying is quite our of vſe, 
To Promiſe, is moſt Courtly and faſhionable ; 
Performance, is a kinde of Will or Teſtament 
Which argues a great fickneſſe in his judgement 
Thar makes ir, 


Exter Tamon from his Cane. 


Timon, Excellent Workeman, 
Thou canft nor paint a man ſo badde 
As is thy ſelfe. 

Po.t, Tamthinking 
What [ ſhall ſay I haue prouided for him : 
It muſt be a perſonating of himſelfe: 

A Satyre againſt the ſoftneſſe of Proſperity, 
With a Dilcouerie of the infinite Flatterics 
Thar follow youth and opulencie. 

Timon. Muſt thou needes 
Stand fora Villaine in thine owne Worke? | 
Wilt thou whip thine 9wne faults in other men? 

Do (o, I haue Gold for thee. 

Poet, Nay let's ſeeke him, 

Then do we (inne againſt our owne eſtate, 
When we may ou meete, and come too lats. 

Painter, True : 

When the day ſerues before blacke-corner'd night ; 
Finde what thou want'ſt, by free and offer'd light. 
Come, 

Tim. Ile meete you at the turne : | 
What a Gods Gold, that he js worſhipt | 
In a baſer Temple, then where Swine feede? 

Tis thou that rigg'ſt the Barke, and plow'ſt the Fome, 
Setleft admired reverence in a Slane, 

To thee be worſhipr, and thy Saints for aye : 

Be crown'd with Plagues, that thee alone obay, 

Fit I meet them. 

Poet. Haile worthy Timon, 

Pain, Our late Noble Maſter, 

Timon, Haue I onceliu'd 
To ſee two honeſt men ? | | 

Poet, Sir: 

Hauing often of your open Bounty taſted, 
Hearing you were retyr'd, your Friends falne off, 
Whoſe thankelefſe Natures (O abhorred Spirits 
Not all the Whippes of Heauen,are large enough; 
Whar, to you, 
Whoſe Starre-like Nobleneſſe gave life and influence 
To their whole being? I am rapt, and cannot couer 
Theymonftrous bulke of this Ingratitude 
With any ſize of words, 
Timon. Letit go, 
Naked men may ſee't the berter : 
You that are honeſt, by being what you are, | 
Make them beſt ſeene,and knowne, 
Pain, He,and my ſelfe 
Hauetrauail'd in the great ſhowre of your guifts, 
And ſweetly felt it. 
Timon. I, you are boneſt man. 
Painter, We are hither come 
To offer you our ſervice. 
Timen, Moſthoneft men: 
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WE- ſhallI requite you? 


4 Our Raicall dogges. 


96 


Can you cate Roots, and drinke cold wat.r, no? 
Bath, What we can do, 

Wee'l do to do you ſeruice, 
Tim. Y'atchonelt men, 

Y haue heard that [ haue Gold, 

1 am lure you have, ſpeake cruth, y'are honeſt men, 

Pain. So it is ſaid my Noble Lord, bur therefore 
Came not my Friend,nor I, 

Timon, Good honeſt men: Thou draw'ſt a counterfer 
Bz(t in all Athens, th'art indeed the beſt, 
Thou counterfer'ſt moſt lively. 

Pain, So,{o, my Lord. 

Tim. E'neſofiras1 ſay, And for thy fiction, 
Why thy Verſe (wels with ſtuffe ſo fine and ſmooth, 
That thou art even Naturall in thine Art. 

But for all this (my toneſt Natur'e friends) 

I muſt needs ſay you haue alittle fault, 

Marry *tis not monſtrous in you, neither wiſh [ 
You take much paines to mend, 

Both. Beſeech your Honour 
To make it knowne to vs. 

Tim. You'l rake itill, 

Both, Moſt thankefully,my Lord. 

Timo, Will you indeed ? 

Both, Doubr it nor worthy Lord. 

Tim, There's never a one of you but truſts a Knawe, 
That mightily deceiues you. 

Both. Do we,my Lord? * 

Tim, 1,and you heare him cogge, 

See him diſſemble, 

Know hus groſſe patchery, loue him, feede him, 
Keepe in your bolome, yet remaine afſur'd 
That he's a made-vp-Villaine. 

Pain. 1 know none ſuch,my Lord. 

Poet, NorlT. : 

Timon. Looke you, 

I louc you well, Ile giue you Gold 

Rid me theſe Villaines from your companies ; 

Hang them, or ſtzb them, drowne them in a draught, 
Confound them by ſome courſe,and come to me, 


1 Ile giue you Gold enough. 


#. Both, Name them my Lord, let's know them, 
Tim. Youthat way, and youthis: 


\ But two in Company : 


Each man apart, all ingle,and alone, 

Yer an arch Villaine keepes him company : 

If where thou art, two Villaines ſhall not be, 

Come notneere him. If thou would'ſt not recide 

But where one Villaine is, then him abandon. 

Hence, packe, there's Gold, you came for Gold ye ſlaves: 
You haue worke for me; there's payment heuce, 

You ere an Alcumiſt, make Gold of that : 

Exceunt 


Enter Steward, and two Senators, 


Stew. It isvaine that you would ſpeake with Timon: 
For he is {et ſo onely ro himſelte, 
That nothing bur himſelie, which lookes like man, 
Is friendly with him. | 
1.S:», Bring vs to his Caue. 
It is our part and promiſe to th/Athenians 
To ſpeake with 7imor. 
2.5ev, Atalltimes alike 


Men are not Fill the ſame : *twas Time and Greefes 


__— — 


T mon of eAthens. 


{ That fram'd him thus. Time with his fairer hand, 
Offering the Fortunes of his former dayes, 

| The former man may make him; bring vs to him 

And chanc'd it as it may, 
Stew. Heere is his Cave : 

Peace and content be heere. Lord T; imon, Timon, 
Looke out, and ſpeaketo Friends : ThiAthenians 
By two of their moft reverend Senate greet thee : 
Speake tothem Noble Timon, 


Enter Timon out of bis Cane; 


Tim, Thou Sunne that comforts burne, 
Speake and be hang'd : 
For each true word, a bliſter, and each falſe 
Be as a Cantherizing to the root o'th'Tongue, 
Conſuming it with Cong 
1 Worthy Timon. 
Tim. Of none but ſuchas you, 
And you of Timon, 
1 TheSenators of Athens, greet thee Timon. * 
Tim, 1 thanke them, 
And would fend them backe the plague, 
Could I but catchir for them, 
1 Oforget 
What we are ſorry for our ſelues in thee : 
The Senators,with one conſent of loue, 
Increate thee backe to Athens, who haue thoughe 
On ſpeciall Dignities, which vacant lye 
For thy beſt vie and wearing, 
2 They confeſſe 
Toward thee, forgetfulneſſe too generall groſſe; 


Which now the publike Body,which doch fildome 
Play the re-cancer, fecling in u fſelfe 


A lacke of Twmons ayde, bath fince withall 

Of ic owne fall, reſtraining ayde to Times, 

And ſend forth vs, to makectheir ſorrowed render, 
Together,with a recompence more fruirfull 


I even ſnch heapes and ſummes of Love and Wealth, 
As ſhall to rhee blor out, what wrongs were theirs, 
And write in inee the figures of their loue, 
Eugr toread themthine, 

Tim. You witchmein it; 
Surprize me to the very brinke of teares; 
Lenq me a Fooles heart, and a womans eyes, 
And Ile beweepe theſe comforts, worthy Senators, 

1 lherefore ſopleaſe thee ro returne with vs, 
And of our Athens, thine and ours tocake 
The Captainſhip, thou ſhalc be met with thankes, 
Allowed with abſulure power, and thy good name 
Live with Authoritie : {o ſoone we ſhall drive backe 
Of Alcibrades th'approacher wild, _ . 
Who like a Bore roo ſauage, doth root yp 
His Countries peace. | 

2 And ſhakes his threatning Sword 
Againſt the walles of Arhens, | 

1 Therefore Timon. | 

Tim. Well fir, I will : therefore I will fir thus : 
If Alcibiades kill my Countrymen, 
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, - 
That Timon cares not. Bur if he ſacke faire Athens, ' 
And take our goodly aged men by'ch'Beards, 
| Giving our holy Virgins to the ſtaine 

Of concumelious, beaftly, mad-brain'd warre? 

Then let him know,and tell him Times ſpeakes it, 


Then their offence can weigh downe by the Dramme, 


— 


| 


| 


7 anon of eftvens. 


f pitty ofour aged, and our youth, 


i cannot chooſe bur tell him that I carenor, | 


And let him tak't at worſt ; For their Kniues care nor, | 
While you haue throats to anſwer, For my liclfe, 
There's not a whicele, in th'yeruly Campe, 


But I doprize it at my loue, be'ore 
The reverends Throatin Acheas, Sol leaue you 
To the proteChion of the proſperous Gods, 
As Theeues to Keepers, 

Stew, Stay nat,all's in vaine. 

Tim. \\ ty 1 was writing of my Epitaph, 
Ic will be ſeeNgto morrow. My long lickneſle 
Of Health,and Ling, now beginsto mend, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live till, 


Be Alcibrades your plague z you lus, | 


And laſt {o long CNvu gi 
x We lpeake in Vane. 
Tim. But yet Lloue my Country,aond am not 


One that rczoy ces in the common wracke, | 


As common bruite doth pur it, 

1 That's well ſpoke, 

Tim, Commend me to my loving Countreymen, 

1 Thete words become your lippes as they paſie tho- 
row them. 

2 Andenter in our cares, like great Triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 

Tim. Comaecnd me to them, 
And cell them, that ro calcthem of their greefes, 
Ticir feares of Hoſtile ſtrokes, their Aches loſſes, 
Their pangs of Love, with other incident throwes 
That Natures fragile Veſicll doth ſuſtaine 


In lifes vacertaiac yoyage, I will ſome kindnes do them, 
lle teach them to preuen; wil de Alcibiades wrarh. 
1 Hike this well, he will returne againe, 
- Tims. | have a Tree whichrgrowes heere in my Cloſe, 
That mine owne vſe invites me cocut downe, 
And ſhortly mult 1 fell ic, Tell my Friends, 
Tell Athens, inthe ſequence of degree, 
From high to low throughout, thac who ſo pleaſe 
Toa ſtop Affliction, let him take his hafte ; 
Come hicher ere my Tree hath felt the Axe, 
And hang himſelte. I pray you domy greeting, 
Stew. Trouble him no further, thus you flill ſhall 
Finde him, _ 
Tim. Come not to me againe, but ſay to Athens, 
Timon hath made his everlatting Manſion 
Vpon the Beached Vergeof the ſo]: Flood, 
Wha once a day with his emboſſed Frothy 
' The turbulent Surge (hall cover z/thicher come, 
; And let my graue-ftone be your Qracle: 
; Lippes, ler foure words go by;ayd Languageend: 
What is amiſle, Plague and [nf&&tion mend. 
Graues onely be mens workes, apd Death their gaine; 
Sunne, hide thy Beames, Timon hath done his Raigne., 
© Exit Timon, 
1 His diſcontents are vnremoueably coup, to Na- 
ture, 3, 


— 


When crouching Marrow in the bearer ftrong 
| Cries (of ir fſelfe 


With feare and horrid flight. 


Transformed 7imon, ro our Citties loue 


2 Our hope in him is dead : let vs returne, ng 

{And firaine what other mcanes is left ynto ys 

'Irourdeere penill, 
rt Irrequires ſwift foot. Exennt, 

: 

Emter two other Senators with a Meſſenger. 


1 Thou haſt paiaſully diſcouer'd : are his Files 
As tull as thy report? 
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Mef. I have ſpoke the leaſt. 
Befides his expedition promiles preſent approach, 
2 We ſtand much hazard,ifthey bring not Tinves, 
Aleſ. 1 meta Currier, one mine ancient Friend, 
Whomthough in generall part we were oppos'd, 
Yer oufold loue made a particular force, 
And made vs ſpegke like Friends, This man was riding 
rom Alcibiades ro Trmons Caue, 
With Letrers of inrreaty, which imported 
Hts Fellowlhip 1 thicauje again your City, 
in part for his take mou'd, 


Enter the other Senators. 
1 Heere come our Brothers. 
3 Notalkeot Timon, nothing of him expeR, 
The Enemies Drumme is beard,and fearetall ſcouring 
D oth choake the ayre with duſt: in; and prepare, | 
Oars 1s the tall | teare, our Foes the Snare, 


Fnter a Souldicr in the Words. ſeehing Timon, 

Sol. By ail deſcription this ſhould be che place, 
Whote heere? Speake hoa. No anſwer ? What is this ? 
Tymon is dead, who hath out-ftretchr his ſpan, 

Some Bealt reade this; There do's nor line a Man, 

Dead fure, and this his Graue,whar's on this Tomb, 

| cannot read : the Charratter He rake with wax, 

Our Capraine hath 1a cucryl ignreskill; 

An 2g'd Interpreter, though yong in dayes': 

Before praud Athens hee's ſer downe by this, 

Whoſe fall the marke cf his Ambition is, Exu, 


Trumpets ſound, Fnter Alcibiades with his Powers 
before Athens, 


Alc. Sound to this Coward, and laſciuious Towne, ' 

Our terrible approach, 
Sounds 4 Party. 
The Senators appeave wpon the wals, 

Till now you haue gone on, and fill'd the time | 
With all Licentious meaſure, making your willes 
The (cope of luflice, Till now,my ſelfe and ſuch 
As ſlept within the ſhadow of your power 
Haue wander*d with our traverſt Armes,and breath'd 


Ou: ſufferance vainly : Now the time is fluſh, 


PORE—_—_ - 


—— ater am... 


more; Nowbreathlefſe wrong, 
Shall fic and pant io your great Chaires of caſe, 
Andpurkie Inſolence ſhall breake his winde 


1.Sen, Noble,and young ; 
When thy firſt greefes were but a meere conceir,' 
Ere thou had'ſtpower, or wc had cauſe of feare, 
We ſent to thee, ro giue thy rages Balme, 
To wipe out our Togratitude, with Loues 
Aboue their quantitie, | 
- 2 Sodid we wooe 


ble Meſſape, and by promiſt meanes : 

ere not all vnkiade, nor all deſcrue 

common (troke of warre, 

1 The(c walles of ours, , 

Were not erected by rheir hands, from whom 

You haue receyu'd your greefe : Norare they ſuch, 

That theſe great Towres, Trophees, & Schools ſhold fall 

For private faults in ther, | 
2 Nor are they liging 
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| _98 Timon of eAthens. 


Who were the motiues that you firſt went our, Thoſe Encmies of Timens, and mine owne 
(Shame that they wanted, cunning in exceſle) Whom you your ſelues ſhall ſer our for reproofe, 
Hath broke their hearts, March, Noble Lord, Fall and no more; andto attone your feares 
lato our City with thy Banners ſpred, With my more Noble meaning, not a man 
By decimation and a tythed death 3 Shall paſſe his quarcer, or offend the fireame 
If thy Revenges hunger for that Food 6 Ot Regular luftice ip your Citties bounds, 
W hich Nature loathes, take thou the qcitin'd tenth, Bur ſhall beremedied to your publique Lawes 
And by the hazard ot the ſported dye, At heavieſt anſwer, 
Let dye the ſported. Beth, 'Tiz moſt Nobly ſpoken. 
1 All haue not offended : Alc. Deſcend,and keepe your words. 
For thoſe that were, it is not ſquare totake | Enter a Meſſenger, 
Oa thoſe that are, Revenge : Crimes, like Lands Meſ. My Noble Generall, Timos is dead, 
Are not inherited, then deere Countryman, Entomb'd ypon the very hemme o'h'S ex, 
Bring inthy rankes, bur leaue without thy rage, And on his Graveſtone, this Inſculpture which 
Sparethy Athenian Cradle, and thole Kin With waz I brought away : whoſe ſoft Impreſſion 
Which in the bluſter of tby wrath muſt fall Interprers for my poore ignorance. 
With choſe that haue offended, like a Shepheard, 
| Approach the Fold, and cull thinfetted tocth, | Alcibiades reades the Epitaph. 
Bur kill not alcogether, Heere lies a wretched ( oar ſe, of wretched Soule bereft, 
2 Wnatthou wilt, Seek not my name: A Plague conſume you wicked Caitift left: 
Thou rather ſhalt inforce it with thy ſmile, Heere le 1 Timon, who al;e,all [ming men did bats, 
Then hew coo't, with thy Sword. Paſſe by and exrſe thy fil, but paſſe and ftay not bere thy gate, 
1 Ser but thy foot Theie well expreſle 1n thee thy latter ſpirits; 
Againſt our rampyr'd gates, and they (hall ope ; Though thou abhorrd'ft in ys our humane griefes, 
So thou wilt ſend thy gentle heart before, Scornd'ft our Braines flow, and thoſe our droplets, which 
To ſay thou't enter Friendly. ' | From niggard Nature fall ; yer Rich Conceir 
2 Throw thy Gloue, Taught thee to make vaſt _—_— weepe for aye 
Or any Token of thine Honour elſe, On thy low Grave, on faults orgiuen. Dead 
That thou wilt yſe the warres as thy redreſle, Is Noble Ten, of whoſe Mcmorie 
And not as our Confuſion : All thy Powers Heereafter more, Bring me into your Cirie, 
Shall make their harbour in our Towne, till wee } And I will vſe the Olive, with my Sword : | 
Have ſeal'dthy full deſire, Make war breed peace z make peace ſtint war,make ea 
Alc. Then there's my Gloue, Preſcribe to other, as each others Leach. 
Defend and open your yncharged Ports, Let our Drummes ſtrike, Exenn, 
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rea MON of Athens. 

G Lucins, And 
es Lucullu, t»9 Flattering Lords. 
Appemantus, a ( burliſh Philsſopher. 
Sempronius another flattering Lord. 
Alcibiades, an Athenian (aptaine. 
Port. 

Painter. 

Jeweller. 

Merchant. 

( ertaine Senatours. 

( ertaine Maskers. 

Certaine T heenes. 
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| Flaminius, 
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one of T ymons Seruants. 


Feruilius, another. 


( 4 phis. 
ULarro. 


(Philo. 
Titus. 


| Lucius. 


Seuerall Seruants to ſurers. 


Hortenſts | 
Uentigins. 


(upid. 


| 


one of T ymons falſe Friends, 


| Semprontus> 
With diners other Seruants, 
And Attendants. 
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Scena Prima. 


Enter Flanins, Murellus , ana certaine Commoners 
oner the Stage, 


Flanins, 
Ence : home you idle Creatures, get you home: 
Is this a Holiday ? What, know you not 
H-: Mechanicall) you ought not walke 
Vpon a labouring day,withour the ligne 
Of your Protefſioa? Speake, what Trade art thou ? 

Car. Why Sir,a Carpenter. 

Mur, Whereis thy Leather Apron,and thy Rule? 
W hat doſt thou with thy beſt Appartell on ? 

You fir, what Trade are you ? 

Cobl. Truzly Sir, in reſpe&of afine Workman, Iam 
| but as you would ſay,a Cobler. 

Mur, But what Trade art thou ? Anſwer me directly, 

Cob, A Trade Sir, that I hope I may vie, with a late 
Conſcience; which is indeed $1r,a Mender of bad (oules. 

Fla, What Trade thou knaue? Thounaughty knaue, 
what Trade? 

Cobl. Nay I beſeechyou Sir, be not out with me: yet 
if you be our Sir, I canmend you, 

Mar. What mean ſt thou by that ? Mend mee, thou 
ſawcy Fellow ? 

Cob, Why fir, Cobble you. 

Fla. Thou art a Cobler,art chou ? 

Cob, Truly fir, all thac I live by, is with the Aule: 1 
meddle with no-Tradeſinans matters, nor womens mat. 
ters; but withal 1 am indeed Sir,a Surgeon co old ſhooes: 
when they are in great danger, I recouer them, As pro 
per men as euer trod vpon Neats Leather, hauc gone vp- 
on ny handy- worke. 

Fla. But wherefore art not in thy Shop to day? 

\Why do'ſt thou leade theſe men about the ftreets? 

Cob. Truly (ir, to weare out their ſhooes, to get my 
ſelfe into more worke, But indeede fir, we inake Holy- 
day to ſce Ceſar, and to reioycein his Triumph, 

Mar. Wherefore reioyce ? 

What Conqueſt brings he home ? 

What Tributaries follow him to Rome, 

To grace in Captiue bonds his Chariot Wheeles? 
YouBlockes,you ſtones, you worle then ſenſlefſe things: 
O you hard hearts, you cruell men of Rome, 

Knew you not Pompey many a time and oft ? 

Have youclimb'd yp co Walles and Battlements, 

To Towres and Windowes? Yea, to Chimney tops, * 
Your Intants in your Armes, and there haue late 

by liuve-long day,with patient expectation, 


i. 
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To ſee great Pompey paſſe the ſtreets of Rome : | 
And when you {aw his Chariot but appeare, | 
Haue you not made an Vniueriall ſhout, 
T bat T yber trembled vaderncath her bankes 
To heare the replication of your ſounds, 
Made in her Concaue Shores ? f | 
And do you now put on yeur beſt attyre? 
And do you now cull ouc a tolyday ? 
And do you now (trew Flowers in his way, 
That comes in Triumph ouer Pompeyes blood ? | 
Be gone, | 
Runne to your houſes, fall ypon your knees, 
Proy to the Gods to intermut the plague 
T har needs muſt light on this Ingraticude. 

Fla. Go,go,good Countrymen, and for this faulc 
Aſſemble all the poore men of your ſore; ; 
Draw them to Ty ber bankes,and weepe your teares 
Into the Channell, till the low e(t treame 
Do kifle the moſi exalted Shores of all, 

E xeunt all the Commoners, 

See where their baſeft mettle be not mou'd, 1 
[hey vaniſh rongue-ryed in cheir gmlcineſle : 
Go you downe that way towards the Capitol}, 
This way willI : Diſrobe the Images, 
It you do finde them deckt with Ceremonies. 

CMur, May we do lo? 
You know it is the Feaſt of Lupercall, 

Fla. Itis no matter, let no Images 
B: hung with Coſars T.ophees : le abour, 
And drive away the Vulgar from the reers; ; 
So do youtoo, where you perceive themthicke, 
Theſe growing Feathers, pluckt from Ceſars wing, 
Will make him flye an ordinary pitch, 
Who elſe would ſoare aboue the view of men, 
And keepe vs all in ſeruile fearefulneſſe, E xewunt 
Enter Ceſar, Antony for the Courſe,( alphurnia, Portia, De- 

cima,Cicero,Brutns,Caſſine,Carka,a Soothſayer:af- 
ter them Mnrellus and Flanim. 

Ceſ Calphurnia. 

Cak, Peace ho, Ceſar ſpeakes. 

Ceſ. Calphuraze. 

Calp, Heere my Lord. 

Ceſ. Stand you direQly in Antonio's way, 
When he doth run his courſe Antonio, 

Ant, Ceſar,wy Lord. 

Ceſ. Forget not in your ſpeed Antonio, 
To touch (a/phwrna : tor our Elders ſay, 

k k 
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The Travedie of Fulius (far. 


Thoob 11791 eonched 1 ths holy chace, 
Shoke oft their Rerrile curſe, 
Ant, | ſhall remember, 
When Ceſar layes,Do this; it is perform'd. 
Ceſc Ser on,and leaue no Ceremony ont, 
S»oth, Caſar. 
Cef. Ha? Who calles ? 
Cak, Bidevery noyle be ill : peace yet againe, 
Ceſ, Whom itinthe preile, that calles 01 me ? 
l heare a Tongue (hrilier then all the Mulicke 
Cry, Ceſar : Speake, { ſar 13 turn'dto heare, 
Sooth, Beware the Ides of March, 
Ceſ. Wha: man 15 that ? 
Br. A Sooth-iayer bids you beware the Ides of March 
Cel. Sethim before me, let me ice his face. 
Cajſi, Fellow, come from the throng, look ypon Ceſar. 


Sooth, Bewarethe [des of March, 
Ceſ. He is a Dreamer, let vs leaue him: Paſſe. 
Sennet. 
| Caſſi. Will you go ſee the order of the courſe? 
Brut. NotT. :. 
Caſſi. Ipray you do, 
Brut, 1 amnot Gameſom: I do lacke ſome part 
Of that quicke Spizir thatisin Antony : 
Let me not hinder Caſſius your deſires ; 
Ile leaue you. 
(aſſi. Brat, 1 do obſerue you now of late : 
I have not from your eyes, that gentleneſſe 
And ſhew of Loue,as I was wont to haue 4 
You beare too ſtubborne,and too ſtrange a hand 
Ouer your Friend, that loues you- 
Bru. Caſſng, 
Be not deceiu'd : If I haue veyl'd my looke, 
I turne the trouble of my Countenance 
| Meecrely vpon my ſelte, Vexed 1 am 
Of late, with paſſions of ſome difference, 
Conceptions onely proper tamy lelte, 
Which give ſome ſoyle (perhaps) to my Behauiours : 
Bur let not therefore my good Friends be greeu'd 
(Among which number Caſſizs be you one) 
Nor conſtrue any further my negleQ, 
Then that poore Brutus with himielte at warre, 
Forgets the ſhewes of Loue ro other tmen. 


By meanes whereof, this Breſt of mine hath buried 
Thoughts oi great value, worthy Cogitations, 
[Tell me good Brut, Can you lee your face? 
Brutxs. No Caſſinss: 
For the eye ſees not it ſelfe but by refleion, 
{By ſome other things, 
Caſſius, *Tis iuſt, 
And it is very much lamented Bratau, 
That you haue no ſuch Mirrors, as will turne 
Your hidden worthineſle into your eye, 
That you might ſe@ your ſhadow: 
I hauec heard, 
Where many of the bett reſpect in Rome, 
(Except immortall Ceſar) ſpeaking of Brurxy, 
And groaning vnderneath this Ages yoake, 
| Haue wiſh'd, that Noble Brut had his eyes. 
| Bru, Into what dangers, would you 
| Leade ine Caſſius? | 
| That you would haue me ſeckeinro my ſelfe, 
For that which isnot in me ? 


(af. Therefore gopd Brute, be prepar'd to heare: 


 Cef. Whatlayitchou tome now? Speak once againe. . 


Exeunt. Manet Brut, (f Caſſ, 


Ca//i.Then Bratrs, | have much miſtook your paſſion , 


( 


| 
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And fince you know, you cannot {ce your lelte 
So well as by Re 0; 1your Glafle, 


| Will mode(t]y:dricover to your lelfe 


Thar of your ſelfe, which you yet know net of. 
And be not jealouson re,gentle Brat : 
Were 1 a common Laughter, or did vſe 

To ſtale with ordinary Oathes my loue 

To every new Proteſter : if you know, 

That I do fawne oninen, and hugge them hard, 
And after ſcandallthem : Or if you know, 
That Iprofeſſe my ſelfe in Baoquetting 

To all the Rout, then hold me dangerous, 


Flouriſh, and Shont, 


Bru. What meanes this Showting ? 
I do feare, the People chooſe Ceſar 


| For their King. 


Caſſi. I, do you feare it ? 
Then muſt I thinke you would not have it ſo; 
Bru. I] would no. Caſſuw, yet T love him well: 
But wherefore do you hold me heere ſo long ? 
W hat isir, that you would impart rome? 
If it be ought toward the general] good, 
Ser Honor in one eye, and Death 1*th other, 
AndI will looke on both indifferently : 
For let the Gods ſo ſpeed mee, as] loue 
The name of Honor, morethen 1 teare death, 
Caſſi. I know that vertue to be in you Brute, 
As well as I do know your outward fauour, 
Well, Honor is the ſubie& of my Story : 
I cannot tell, what you and other men 


Thinke of this life : Bur for my ſingle ſelfe, 


I had as liete not be, as liue co be; 

In awe of ſuch a Thing, as | my ſelfe, 

I was borne free as Ceſar, ſo were you, 

We both have fed as well, and we can both 
Endure the W:nters cold, as well as hee, 

For once, ypon a Rawe and Guſtie day, 

The troubled Tyber, chafing with her Shores, 
Ceſar (aide to me, Dar'ſt thou ( aſſinsnow 

Leape in with me into this angry Flood, 

And ſwim to yonder Point e Vponthe word, 
Accourred as I was, I plunged in, 

And bad him follow : ſo indeed he did, 

The Torrent roar'd, and we did buffer it 

With luſty Sinewes, throwing it aſide, 

And ſtemming it with hearts of Controuerbie, 
Burere we could arrive the Point propos'd, 
Cefar cride, Helpe me Caſſaw,or I finke, 

| { a5 e Eras, our great Anceftor, 

Did tiom the Flames of Troy, ypon his ſhoulder 
The old e#nch1ſcs beare) ſo, from the waues of Tyber 
DidIthe tyred { e/ar : And this Man, 

Is now become a God, and Caſſia is 

A wretche( Creature, and muſt bend his body, 
It Cifer carelcfly bur nad on him. 

He had a Feauer when he was in Spaine, 

And when the Fit was cn him, ] did marke 
How hedid fake: Tis true, this God did ſhake, 
His Coward lippes did from their colour flye, 
Ard that fame Eve,whoſe bend doth awe the World, 
Did looſe his Luftre : 1 did heare bhi» prone: 

I, and that Tongue of his, that bad the Romans 
Marke him, and write his Speeches in their Bookes, 


Alas, it cried, Giue me ſome drinke Titmine,' 
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As a ficke Gitle : Ye Gods,ir doth amaze me, 
A man of ſuch a feeble temper ſhould 
So get the ſtart of the Maieſticke world, 
And beare the Palme alone. 
Shot. Flor iſh, 
Bru, Another general! ſhout ? 
I do beleeue, that theſe applauſes are 
For ſome new Honors, that are hcap'd on Ceſar, 
Caſſi. Why man, he doth beſtride the narrow world 
Like a Colofſus,and we petty men 
Walke vnder his age legges,and peepe about 
To finde our felues diſhonourable Graues. 
Men at ſometime, are Maſters of their Fates. 
The fault (deere Brut )is not in our Starres, 
Bur in our Selves, that we are vnderlings, 
Brntus and Ceſar : What ſhould be in that Ceſar ? 
Why ſhould that name be ſounded more then yours ? 
Write them together : Yours, is as faire a Name : 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth aſwell : 
Weigh them, it is avheavy : Conjure with 'em, 
Brutus will tart a Spirit as ſoone as C.z/ar, 
Now in the names of all the Gods at once, 
Vpon what meate doth this our Ceſar feede, 
That he is growne ſo great ? Age, thou art ſham'd. 
Rome, thou haft loſt the breed of Noble Bloods. 
When went there by an Ape, fince the great Flood, 
Burt it was fam'd with more then with one man? 
When could they ſay(till now)that ralk'd of Rome, 
That her wide Walkes incompalt but one man ? 
Now isit Rome indeed, and Roome enough 
When there isin it bur one onely man. 
O! you and I, haue heard our Fathers (ay, 
There was a Brutus once, that would haue brook'd 
Tr'erernall Diuell to keepe his State in Rome, 
As eaſily as a King, 
Bru, Thatyou do loue me, I am nothing icalous: 
W hat you would worke me too,1 have ſome ayme : 
How Thaue thought of this,and of theſe times 
I ſhall recount heereafter. Forthis preſent, 
I would not ſo (with loue I might intreat you) 
Be any further moou'd : What you haue ſaid, 
I will confider: what you haue to ſay 
I will with patience heare; and finde atime 
Both meete t@ heare,and anſwer ſuch high things, ? 
Tit! then, my Noble Friend, chew vpon this : 
Brutus had rather bea Villager, 
Then to reput®himſelfe a Sonne of Rome 
Vnder theſe hard Conditions,as this time 
Is like to lay vpon ys. | —_ 
Caſſi. 1 am'glad that my weake words 
Hauec trucke but thus much ſhew of fice from Brut, 


Emer Ceſar ani his Traine, 
Bru, The Games are done,- + 


And Ceſar is returning, 
Caſſi. As they paſſeby, - 


| Plucke Caihs by the Slecue, + 3" 


And he will (after his ſowre faſhion} ell you 
What hath proceeded worthynoteco day: - 

Bru, 1 will do ſo; but lookeyarCoſſine, * 
The angry ſpot doth glow on'Ceſars brow, '\ 
And all the reſt}; leoko like a chigden Traine ; 
Calphurnia'sCheetteis pale; and Cicers - --\/\ 
Lookes with fucly Ferrerandiſach fiery cyes |. 
As vie have ſcene him in the Capitol! 
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\ Being croſt in Conference, by ſome Senators, 


— 


| He is a Noble Roman, and well giuen. 


I 


Cafi. Caka will tell ys what the matter is. | 

Caf. Antomo, 

Ant, Ceſar. 

Cefſ. Ler me haue men about me, that are far, 
Slecke-headed men, and ſuch as fleepe a-nights : | 
Yond Caſſwzes has a leane and hungry looke, 

He thinkes too much : ſuch men are dangerous. 

Ant. Feare him not Ceſar, he's not dangerous, | 


Ceſ. Would he were fatter ; But I feare himnox : 
Yer it my name were lyableto fare, 
1 do not know the man [ ſhoald auoyd | 
So ſoone as thar ſpare Caſſizs, He reades much, 
He is a great Obteruer, and he lookes 
Quite through the Deeds of men. He louesno Playes, 
As thou doft Antony : he heares no Mulicke ; 
Seldome he {miles, and imiles in ſuch a ſort | 
As if he mock'd himſelte, and ſcorn'd his ſpiric 
That could be mou'd co {mile at any thing. | 
Such men as he, be never at hearts cafe, 
Whiles they behold a greater then cthemſelues, 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 
I rather cell chee gat is to befear'd, 
Then what I feare ; for alwayes | am Ceſar, 
Come on my right hand, ſor this eare is deafe, 
Ar dtell metrucly, what thou think'ft of him. =Senn;e. 

Exennt Ceſar and his Trame. 


Cath, You pul'd me by the cloake, would you fpeake 
with me? 

Bru, I Caska,tell vs what hath chanc'dro day 
That Ceſar lookes ſo ſad. 

(454, Why you were with him, were you not ? 

Bru. 1 ſhould not then ask2Ca4h4 what had chane'd. 

Caik, Why there was a Crowne offer'd him; & being 
ofter'd him, he put ir by with the backe of his hand thus, 
and then the people fell a ſhouting, 

Bru. What was the ſecond noyſe for ? | 

Cask, Why for that too, | 

Caſſi. They ſhouted thrice: what was thelaſt cry for? 

Caikh, Why for that too, 

Bru. Was the Crowne offer'd him thrice ? 

Cak, I marry was't, and hee pur it by thrice, euerie 
time gentler then other; aad at euery putting by, mine 
honett Neighbors ſhowred. 

Caſſi. Who offer'd him the Crowne ? 

Cath, Why Antony, 

Bru, Tell vs the manner of it, gentle Caska. : 

Carha, I can a» well bee hang'd as tell the manner of 
it : It was meere Foolerie, I did not markeit. 1 ſawe 
CMarke Amony. offer him a Crowne, .yert 'twas not 4 
Crowne neyther, 'twas one of theſe Coronets : andas1} 
told you, hee pur it by once : but ſor. all that, ro my thin- 
king, he would faine hauc had it, Then hte offered it to 
him againe ; then hee pur it by againe : but ro my think- 
ing, he was very loath to lay his fingers oft it, And then 
he offered it the thicd time ; hee pur it the third time by, 
and flill as hee refus'dir, the rabblemeut howred, and} 
clapp*d their chopt hands, and threw vppe their ſweatic 
Night-cappes, and vttered ſuch a deale of flinking 
breath, becauſe Ceſar refus'd the Crowne, that it had} 
(almoſt) choaked Czſar: for hee {woonded, and fell } 
downe at it : And for mine owne part, I durftnor laugh, 
tor feare of opening my Lippes, and receyuing the bad 


Ayre, 
kk 2 Caſſi. 
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| | 1s £1 C47, Bur fott Fprzy you; what, did! Ceſar wound? | If I were Bratzsnow,and he were Caſſius, 

FF 4 q Cab, He fell downe mn the Market-place,and foam'd | He ſhould not humor me, I will this Night, | 
FF j ) , | at inouth,and was {peechleſle, In ſeuerall Hands,in at his Windowes throw, | 
uy: * | : Brut, *T1s very like he bath the Falling ſickneſſe, As if they came from ſcuerall Ciuzens, 

Wo. B14 Caſſi, No,Caſar hath it not; but you,and 1, Writings,all rending to the great opinion 
-iF And honelt Ca:ka, we haue the Failing licknefle, That Rome holds of his Name : wherein obſcurely 
| 'T Cask. | know not what you meane by that, but Tam | Ceſars Ambition ſhall be glanced ar. | 
wr ſure Ceſar fell downe, It the rag-ragge people did not | And after this,let Ceſar ſeat him ſure, | 
*»: I clap him, and mifſe him, according as he pleas'd, and dil- | For wee will ſhake him, or worle dayes endure, 
A 1 pleas'd rh-m,as they vie to doe the Players in the Thea- Exit. | 
' IE $591 tre, | amno true man, 
' [i = Brut, What (ard he,when he came ynto himſelfe? Thunder, and Lightning, Enter Cacka, 
q | i 7 Cak Marry,before ne fell downe, when he perceiu'd and Cicero, | 
| k 4: the common Heard was glad he retus'd the Crowne, he 
4 (i '70 pluckt me ope his Doubler, and oficr'd them his Throat Cic, Good even,Cacka : brought you Ceſar home? 
, IH! rocut: and Thad beene a man of any Occupation, if I | Why are you breathlefle,and why Rare you fo? 
1 [118 { would not haue taken him at a word, I would Imight | Cask, Arenot you mou'd, when all the ſway of Earth} 
F | F-15300  Lgoeto Hell among the Rogues, and to hee fell. When | Shakes, like a thing vnfirme? O Cicero, 
| HIT? he came to himſelte againe, hee ſaid, It hee had done,or | 1 haue feene Tempeſts, when the {colding Winds 
4:10; 1481 ſaid any thing amiſſe, he defir'd theic Worſhips ro thinke | Haue riu'd the knottic Oakes,and | haue ſeenc 
al ; it was his infirmitie. Three or foure Wenches where I | Th'ambitious Ocean iwell,and rage. and foame, 
Sl 2 : ſtood, cryed, Alsfle good Soule, and forgaue him with | To beexalted with the threatning Clouds; 
2 8 | T1, all their hearts: Bur there's nv heed to be taken of themz | Bur never till ro Night,never till now, 
"a: { ? ph 9h if Ceſar had ſtab'd their Mothers,they would have done | Did I goethrough a Tempeft-dropping-fire, 
K.4 BE. no leſle. Eyther there is a Ciuill ſtrife in Heaven, 
4 | $4! Brut. And after that,he came thus ſad away, | Or elle the World,roo {fawcie with the Gods, 
* 's ft Cack. 1, Incenles them to {end deftruction, 
«(4.28 Caſſi. Did Cicero Gay any thing ? Cie. Why, ſaw you any thing more wonderfull ? 
vt uf Cab. 1,he ſpoke Greeke, Cath, A common flaue, you know him well by ſight, 
p + gp | Caſſi. To what efteR? Heid vp his left Hand,which did flame and burne 
fy $6, 1 Cack, Nay, and ' tell you that, Tle ne're looke you | Like twentie Torches ioyn'd; and yet his Hand, 
WS +10 i'th* face againe, But thoſe that vnderſtood him, (mil'd | Not ſenſible of fire,remain'd vnſcorch'd, | 
vt. 186 IS at one another, and ſhooke their heads: bur for mine | Beſides, I bha'not fince put yp my Sword, 
$79 | my! owne part, it was Greeketo me. I could rell you more | Againttthe Capitcii ] met a Lyon, 
s | if newes too: Aferrelia and Flanins, for pulling Scarffes | Who glaz'd vpon me, and went ſurly by, | 
NJ. $8 off Ceſars Images, are put to lence, Fare you well, *| Witzout arnoying me, And there were drawne 
| There was more Foolerie yet , if 1] could remem= | Vpon a heape,a hundred gaſtly Women, 
i 4 ber it. Tra :5tormed with their feare, who ſwore,they ſaw 
' '  Cafi. Will youſuppe with me to Night, Carka? Men, »ll in fire, walke vp and downe the ftreetes, 
| | Cas. No,1 am promis'd forth, And ye:)erday the Bird of Night did lit, 
4 | | :. Caſſi, Will you Dine with me to morrow? Eucr at Noone-day,vpor che Market place, 
| Cask. Iif T be aliue, and your minde hold, and your | Howting,and ſhreekiag, When-theſe Prodigices 
| Dinner worth the eating, Doe io conioynily meer, let not men fay, 
| Caſſi. Good, I will expe you. Thele are their Reaſons,they are Naturall:: 
| Cask. Doe o : farewel! both, Exit. | Fo: I beleeue,they are portencous things 
37 Brut. What a blunt fellow is this growneto be 2 Vnto the Clymate, that they point ypon, -, 
| [He was quick Mercle,when he went to Schoole. Cie, Indeed,it is a ſtrange diſpoſed time 3 
Caſſi. $9 is he now, in execution ' Bur men may conſtrue NOREEN a 
| Of any bold,or Noble Enterprize, | Cleane from the purpoſe of the things themlclues, 
| How-euer he puts on this tardie forme: | | Comes Ceſar to the Capitell to-morrow? 
This Rudenefle is a Sawce to his good Wit, Cask, He doth : 'for be did:bid Art onid ' | 
| Which/giues men{tomacke to diſgeſt his words 1 Send word to you, he would be there co morrow. | 
«7 Wirth becrer Appetite | Cie, Good-night then,Carka7 1.1n ) 
" Brati'-Andto 1t 15% | This diſturbed Skie is not co walke in. 
| For this rime I will Ieaue you; | | Cath. Farewell Cicero, . Exit Cicero. 
To motrow,if you pleale toſpeake with ine, | ; 0m | A 
{ will come home ro yauz or it you will, | Enter Cafſivw, \.; + 
| Come home to me,and I will wait for you, Caſſi. Who's there? +24 0 che 41 
þ | 1! Cai, Iwilldoe 1o; will then,thinke of the World. Cack. ARomanes: nf nt (| 
? | * Exit Brutus. | Caſſi. Caika. by your Vayces- |,-! | 
" if " Well Bits thou art Noble: yet I ſee, Cath, Your Eareis good, ' 1 
Puar Th bt + { Thy Honorable Mettle may be wrought Cafſius,wharc Night isrhis?  A3gh ang] witben aff Tf | 
4 [ 44 From that it is ditpos'd: therefore it is meer, Caſſi Avery pleaſing Night ee honeſtmen, oY 
ut? hd oF hat Noble mindes keepe euer with their likes ; Cack, Who cuer knew the Heaueng menace (0? -. 
j it y $7 For who (ofirme,that cannot be ſeduc'd? ( aſſi. Thoſethas have knowve the Earth {o full. of 
'o $ +4 | Cir doth beare me hard, but he loues Brata, faults, Yori O90 nt mt ang) 0195 þ Dry [ef 
T4 KK | bs For! 
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For my part, I haue walk'd about the ſtreets, 

Submitting me vnto the perillous Night; 

And thus vabraced,Caka,as you ſee, 

Haue bar'd my Boſome to the Thunder-ſtone : 

And waen the crofle blew Lightning ſeem'd to open 
The Breft of Heauen, I did preſent my ſelfe 

Euen inthe ayme, and very flaſh of it, (uens ? 

Cask. Bur wherefore did you ſo much tempt the Hea- 
[tis the part of men,ro feare and tremble, 

When the moſt mightie Gods, by rokens ſend 
Such dreadfull Heraulds,to aRoniſh vs. 

Caſſi. You are dull, Caska : 
And thoſe ſparkes of Life that ſhould bein a Roman, 
You doe want, or elſe you vic nor. 
You looke pale,and gaze,and pur on feare, 
And caſt your ſelte in wonder, 
To ſee the ſtrange impatience of the Heauens : 
Bur if you would confider the true cauſe, 
Way all theſe Fires, why ail theſe gliding Ghoſts, 
Why Birds and Beaſts, from qualitic and kinde, 
Why Old men,Fooles,and Children calculate, 
Why all theſe things change from their Ordinance, | 
Their Natures,and pre-formed Faculties, 
To mon(trous qualitic ; why you ſhall finde, 
That Heauen hath infus'd them with theſe Spirits, 
To make them Inſtruments of feare,and warning, 
Vnto ſome monfirous State. 
Now could I (Cas) name to thee a man, 
Moſt like this dreadtull Night, 
That Thunders, Lightens,opens Graues,and roares, 
As doth the Lyon in the Capitoll : 
A man no mightier then thy ſelfe,orme, 
In perſonall ation; yet p.codigious growne, 
And fearefull,as theſe ſtrange eruptions are, 

Cask, Tis Ceſar that you meane : 
Is it not, Caſſus ? 

Caſſi. Letic be who it is: for Romars now - 
Hauc Thewes,and Limbes,like to their Anceſtors ; 
But woe the while,our Fathers mindes are dead, 
And we are gouern'd with our Mothers ſpirits, 

Our yoake,and ſufferance, ſhew vs Woraaniſh, 

Cask, Indeed,they ſay,the Senators to morrow 
Meane to eftabliſh Ceſar as a King : 

And he ſhall weare his Crowne by Sca,and Land, 
In every place, ſaue here in [taly , 

Caſſi. I know where I will weare this Dagger then; 
Caſſius from Bondage will deliuer Caſſie : 
Therein,yee Gods, you make the weake moft ftrong; 
Therein,yee Gods,you Tyrants doe defeat, 

Not Stonie Tower,nor Walls of beaten Brafle, 
Nor ayre-leſſe Dungeon,nor firong Linkes of Iron, 
Can be retentiue to the [trength of ſpirit : 

But Life being wearie of theſe worldly Barres, 
Neuer lacks power to diſmiſſe it ſelfe, 

If I know this, know all the World befides, 

That part of Tyrannie that I doe beare, 

I can ſhake off at pleaſure, T bunder ftill, 

Caik. Socan IT: 

So euery Bond-man in his owne hand beares 
The power to cancell his Caprivirtie, 

Caſſi: And why ſhould Ceſ«r be a Tyrant then? 

Poore man, I know he would not be a Wolfe, 


| Bur that he ſees the Romans are bur Sheepe : 


He were no Lyon, were not Romans Hindes. 
Thoſe that with haſte wi!l make a mightie fire, 
\w"s it with weake Strawes, What :raſhis Rome? 
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W hat Rubbiſh, and what Offall? when it ſerues 
For the bale matcer,to illuminate 

So vile athing as Ceſar, But oh Griefe, 

Whetc haſt thou led me? I (perhaps) ſpeake this 
Betore a willing Bond-man : then 1 know 

My an{were mutt be made, But Iamarm'd, 
And dangers are to me indifferent, 

Cak. You ſpeake to Caske,and ro ſuch a man, 
That is no flearing Tell-tale, Hold, my Hand : 
Be factious for redreſle of all theſe Grietes, 

And I will fer this foot of mine as farre, 
As who goes fartheſt, 

Caſſi. There's a Bargaine made. 

Now know you, Caska,T haus mou'd already 
Some certaine of the Nobleft minded Romans 
To vnder-goc,with me, an Enterprize, 

Of Honorable dangerous conſequence; 

And I doe know by this, they ſtay for me | 
In Pompeyes Porch : for now this fearefull Night, 
There 15 no ſtirre,or walking in the fireetes ; 

And the Complexion of the Element 

[s Fauors,like the Worke we have in hand, 

Moſt bloodie,fieric,and mott terrible. 


Enter Cinna, 


Cazha. Stand cloſe a while, for heere comes 6ne in 
haſte. 
Caſſi. Tis Ciama,l doe know him by his Gate, 
He is a friend, Coma, where haſte you 10? 
Cinna, To finde out you : Who's that, Afetellus 
Cymber ? 
Caſſi. No,it is Caska, one incorporate 
To our Attempts, Am [I not (tay'd for, Cizna? 
Cinna. lam glad on't, 
What s fearefull Night is this ? . 
There's two or three of vs haue ſcene ſtrange ſights. 
Caſſi, Ana 1 not Ray'd for? tell me, 
Cinna. Yes, you are, O Caſſie, 
If you could bur winne the Noble Brit 
To our party=— 
Caſſi. Be you content. Good Cixna,take this Paper, 
And looke you lay it inthe Pretors Chayre, 
Where Brutxs may but finde it : and throw this 
In at his Window ſet this yup with Waxe 
Vpon old Br#tws Statue : all this done, 
Repaire to Pompejes Porch, where you (hall finde ys, 
Is Decins Brutus and Trebonixa there ? 
Cinna, All,but Metellus Cywmber,and hee's gone 
To ſecke you at your houſe, Well, I will hie, 
And fo beſtow thele Papers as you bad me. 
Caſt. Thar done,repayre to Pompejes Theater, 
Exit Cinns. 
Come Cacks, you and I will yet,ere day, 
Sec Brutus at his houſe : three parts of him 
Is ours alreadie, and the man entire 
Vpon the next encounter, yeelds him ours. | 
Cask, O,he fits high in all the Peoples hearts ? 
And that which would appeare Offence in vs, 
His Countenance, like richeſt Alchymie, 
Will changeto Vertue,anJ ro Worthinefle, 
C:ſſt, Him,and his worth, and ovr great need of him, 
You haue right well conceited: let vs goe, 
For it is after Mid-night, and ere day, 
We will awake him, and be ſure of him. 
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TheTragedie of Fulius (.: ſar. 


SLE. 


Aclus Secundus. 
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Fnier Brutns in bis Orchard, 


Brut. What Luci, hoe ? 
I cannot,by the progreſle of the Starres, 
G:ue goefle how neereto dayoe Lucins, | ſay? 
| ! would it were my faulc toflcepe ſo ſoundly. 
Waen Lucia, when? awake] lay: what Lucine ? 
| Enter Lucims. 
Luc, Calld you, my Lord? 
Brat, Get mea Tapor in my Study, Luciua : 
When 1: is lighted, come and call me here. 
L1c, | will, wy Lord, Ext. 
Brut, It muſt be by his Geath : and for my part, 
I know no per{ona!l cauſe,to ſpurne at him, 
Bur for the generail, He would be crown'd; 
How that might change his nature,there's the queſtion? 
It is the bright day,that brings forth the Adder, 
And that craves warie walking: Crowne himthat, 
And then I graunt we put a Sting in him, 
That at his will he may doe danger with, 
Th'abuſe of Greatnefle,is,when it dis-ioynes 
Remorſe from Power : And to ſpeake truth of Ceſar, 
1 have not knowne,when his AﬀeRtions ſway'd 
More then his Reafon, But*tis a common proofe, 
That Lowlynefle is young Ambitions Ladder, 
Wherctothe Climber vypward curnes his Face : 
But when he once atraines the vpmoſt Round, 
He then vnto the Ladder turnes his Backe, 
Lookes in the Clouds, ſcorning the baſe degrees 
By which hedid aſcend : ſo Czfar may ; 
Then leaſt he may,preuent. And fince the Quartell 
Will beare no colour, for the thing he is, 
Faſhion it chis ; that what hes,augmented, 
Would runne to theſe,and theſe extremities : 
And therefore thinke him as a Serpents egge, 
Which hatch'd,would as his kinde grow miſchicuous; 
And kill him inthe ſhell, 
Enter Luicins, 
Luc, The Taper burnech in your Cloſer, Sjr : 
Searching the Window for a Fline,] found 
This Paper,thus ſca?d vp,and I am ſure 
It did not lye there when I went to Bed, 
| Cines him the Letter. 
Brat, Get you to Bed againe,it is not day : 
Is not to marrow (Boy) che firſt of March ? 
in:. ] know not,Sir, | 
Brut. Looke in che Calender,and bring me word. 
Luc. ] will, Sir. Exit. 
Brut. The extalations,whizzing in the ayre, 
Guue ſomuch light,that I may reade by chem, 
Opens the Letter and readers, 
Brut thou [leep ft; awake, and ſee thy ſelfe : 
Shall Rame,Crc. ſprake,ſirike, reareſſe. 
Brutus thou ſleep'ſt : awake, 
Such inſtieations haue beene ofren droprt, 
Where | haue tooke them vp : 
Shall Rone,Cc, Thus mult I piece it our 2 
Shall Rome ſtand vnder one mans awe? \WhatRome? 
My Anceſtors did from the ſtreeres of Rome 
Thi Tarquin drive, when he was call'da King, 


44a \ /triheredreſſe, Am I entreated 
| | 


| To ſpeake,and firike ? O Rome, I make thee promile, | 
If the redrefle will tollow,thou receiueſt 
Thy full Petition at the hand of Brwrme, 
Emer Lucing, 
Lac. Sir,March is waſted hifteene dayes, 
Knocke within. 

Brut "Tis good. Goto the Gate,ſome body knocks : 
Since Caſſus hiſt Cid whert me againſt Cuſar, 
| have not ſlept, 
Berweene the ating of a dreadfull thingy 
| And the firlt cootion,all the /nterim is 

Like a Phantaſmaor a hideous Dreame : 
The Geniz4,and the mortall Inſtrements 
Are then iv councell; and the ftate of a man, 
"Tite to alittle Kingdome, ſuffers then 
The nature of an lnlurreRion, 
Enter Lucing., hs 

Luc. Sir,tis your Brother Caſſia at the Doore, 
Who doth dehre to ſee you, 

Brut. 1s he alone? | 

Luc, No,Sir,there are moe with himg 

Brut, Doe you know them? 


And halfe their Faces buried in their Cloakes, 
That by no meanes I may diſcouer them, 
By any inarke of tauour, 
Brut. Let'em enter: 
They are the Faction. O Conſpiracie, 
Sham | thou ro ſhew thy dang'rons Brow by Night, 
When euills are moſt free ? Othenyby day 
Where wilt thou finde a Cauerne darke enough, 
To maske thy monſtrous Vilage?Seck none Confſpiracie, 
Hide it in Smiles,and Afﬀabiliae : 
For if thou path thy natiue ſemblance on, 
Not Erebws ic ſelfe were dimme enough, 
To hide thee from prevention, 


Enter the Confpirators, Caſſins,C asga,Decia, 
Cinna, /Aeteilnu and Trebonus. 


{aſſ. 1 rhinke we are too bold vpon your Reſt: 
Good morrow Brutus,doe we trouble you ? 

Brut. | hauc beene vp this howre,awake all Night: 
Know I theſe men,that come along with you? 

Caſſ. Yes,cuery man of them; and no man here 
Bur honors you : and every one doth wiſh, 
You had bur that opinion of your ſcltfe, 
Which every Noble Roman beares of you, 
This is Trebonine. 

Brut, He 1s welcome hither, 

Caſſ. This, Decins Brut, 

Brut. He is welcome too, 


Cymber, 
Brut; They are all welcome, 
What watchfl] Cares doe incerpoſe themſclues 
Berwixr your Eyes,and Night? 2 
Caſſ. Shall I entreat a word? T hey whiſper. 
Decins, Here lyes the Eaſt : doth not the Day breake 
heere ? 
Cath. No. 
Cim. O pardon, Sir.it doth ; and yon grey Lines, 
That fret the Cionds, are Meſſengers of Day, 
Catk. Y un (hall confeſſe, that you are borh deceiu'd : 
Heere,as I peint my Sword.the Sune arite+, 
W hich 15 a great way growing on the South, 
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Lnc, No,Sir,their Hats are pluckt about their Eares, | 


Caſſ. This, Caika ; this, (ins ; and this, CMerellms 


| 
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| _ The Tragedieof Fulius Cofar js 


| Weighing the yourhfull Seaſon of the yeare, 


{ Some two moneths hence, yp higher roward the North 


| Hefirſt preſents his fire,and the high Eaſt 
Stands as the Capito!l, directly heere. 
Bru. Giue me your hands all over,one by one. 
Caſ. Andlet vs {weare our Reſolution, 
Brut, No, not an Oath : if not the Face cf men, 
The {ufferance of our Soules, the times Abuſe; 
If theſe be Motiues weake, breake off betimes, 
And cuery man hence, to his idle bed : 
$o let high-fighted» Tyranny range on, 
[ill each man drop by Lottery. But if theſe 
(As T am ſure they do) beare fire enough 


To kindle Cowards, and co ſteele with velour 


What neede we any {purre, bur our owne caule, 
To pricke vs to redrefſe ? What other Bond, 
Then ſecret Romans, that haue ſpoke the word, 
And will not palter ? And what other Oath, 
Then Honeſty ro Honeſty ingag'd, 
That this ſhall be, or we will fall for ic, 
Sweare Prielts and Cowards, and men Cautelous 
Old feeble Carrions, and ſuch ſuffering Soules 
That welcom.e wrongs : Vnto bad caules, {weare 
Such Creatures as men doubt; but donor ſNaine 
The cuen vertue of our Enterprize, 
Nor th'inſupprefliue Merle of our Spirits, 
To thinke, that or our Cauſe,or our Performance 
Did neede an Oath, When euery drop of blood 
That euery Roman beares, .and Nobly beares 
Is guilty of a ſcuerall Baſtordie, 
If he do breake the ſmall :(t Particle 
Of any promiſe that hath paſt from him. 

({/. But what of Cicero ? Shall we ſound him ? 
I thinke he will ſtand very Rtrong with ys. 

Cark, Let ys not leaue him our, 

Cyn. No,by no meanes, 

Metel, Oler vs haue him, for his Siluer haires 
Will purchaſe vs a good opinion: 
And buy mens yoyces, to commend our deeds ; 
It ſhall be ſayd, his iudgement rul'd our hands, 
Our youths, and wildeneſſe,ſhall no whit appeare, 
Bur all be buried in his Grauity, 


—————. 


For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin, 

Caſ. Then leaue him our, 

Cath. Indeed, he is not hit. 


Caſ. Decinas well vrg'd : I thinke it is not meer, 
Marke Antony,lo well belou'd of Ceſar,' 
Should out-lue Ceſar, we ſhall finde of him 


If he improue them, may well tretch (lo tarre 
As to annoy vs all: which to prevent, 
Ler Antony and Caeſar tall rogether, 


To cut the Head off, and then hacke the Limbes: 
Like Wrath in death, and Enuy afterwards: 

For Antony, is but a Limbe of Caſar. 

Let's be Sacrificers, but nor Butchers Cai : 
We a'l ſtand vp 2gainR the fpirit of C2ſer, 

And in the Spirit of men, there is no blood: 

| O that we then could come by (/ars Spiric, 

| And not diſmember Ceſar ! Burt (alas) 

a muſt bleed for it, And gentle Friends, 


The melting Spirits of women. Then Countrymen,' 


Bru. Oname him not; let vs not breake with him, 


D:cius. Shall no man elſe be touchet, but onely Ceſar ? 
A ſhrew'd Contriver. And you know, his meanes | 


Eres. Our contle will ſeeme too bloody, Caine Caſrims 
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Thou batt no Figazes, nor no Fantabies, 
| Whic 
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Let's kill him Boldly, but not Wrachfully : 
Let's carue him, as a Diſh fit for the Gods, 
Not hew him as a Carkaſle fit for Hounds: 
And let our Hearts, as ſubtle Mafters do, 
Stirre yp their Servants to an acte of Rage, 
And after ſeeme to chide 'emm. This ſhall make 
Our purpoſe Neceſſary,and not Enuiovus. 
Winch fo appearing to the common eyes, 
We ſhall be call'd Purgers, not Murderers, 
And for Marke Antory,thinke nor of bim : 
For he can do no morethen Ce/ars Arme, 
\V hen Ce{ars head is off, 
Caf. YerT teare him, 
For in the ingrafted loue he beeres to Ceſar, 
Bru. Alas,good Caſiine, do not thinke ofhim; 
It he loue Ce/ar, all that he can do 
[s to himiclte; take thought,and dye for Ceſar, 
And that were much he ſhould : for he 1s giuen 
To ſports, to wildenefſe,and nu1ch company. 
Treb. There is no feare in him; let him not dye, 
For he will live, and laugh at this heereafter. 


Clocke ſtrikes, 

Bru. Peace, count the Clocke. 

Caf. The Clocke hath ftrickep three. 

Treb, *Tis time topart. 

Caſ But itis doubtfull yer, 

Whether Ceſar will come forth to day,or no : 
For he 15 SuperRticious growne of late, 

Quite trom the maine Opinion he held once, 
Ot Fantahie, of Dreames, and Ceremonies ; 

It may be, theſe apparant Prodipics, 

The vnaccuſtom d Terror of this night, 

And the perſwahon of his Augu-ers, 

May hold him fromthe Capicollto day. 

Decixs. Neuer teare thac : Ifhe be fo reſolu'd, 
I can ore-{way him : For he loues to heare, 

That Vnicornes may be berray'd with Trees, 
And Beares wich Glaſſes, Elephants with Holes, 
Lyons with Toyles, md men with Flatterers, 
But, when I tell him, he hates Matterers, 

He ſayes,he does; being then moſt flattered, 

Let me worke : 

For I can giue his humour the true bent ; 

And I will bring him tothe Capitoll. 

Caſ. Nay,we will all of vs, be thereto fetch him 

Bru, By the cight houre,is that the yttermoft? 

Cm. Be that the vitermoſt, and failenort then, 

Met, ( ains Ligarixa doth beare Ceſar hard, 
Who rated him for ſpeaking well of Fompey ; 

I wonder none of you nave thought of him, 

Zru, Now good CMetellms go along by him; 
He loues me w-ll, and I haue given him Reaſons, 
Send him but hither, and le faſhion him. 

(*/. Themorning comes ypon's ; 

Wee'llc2ue you Pritna, 
And Frieads di[perſe your ſelues; but all remember 


What you haue ſaid, and ſhzw your (clues erue Romans, 


Bru, Good Gent!emen, looke freſh and merrily, 
Let rr our lookes pur on our purpoſes, 
Br beare it 2+ our Roman Acors do, 
With vntyr'd ©pirits and formal Conſtancie, 


And io good morrow to you euery one, Exe. 


AJ tet Brut 1s. 
Boy : Lucias : Fait aileepe.? !t 13 no matters 
Enioy the hony- hexuy. Dew of Slumber ; 
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$i! 16 TheT rageaie of Fulins ( z/ar. 
$10; VV hich butie care drawes, in the braines of men ; A \V oman well reputed : {ate's Daughter, 
*t : Theictore chou fleep'i to lound, Thicke you, Lamno ſtronger then my Sex 
#9 Erter Portia. Being ſo Father'd, and ſo Husbanded? 
LEILD Por, Bruty, my Lond, Tell me your Countels, I willnot diſcloſe 'tm : 
Tit! rn Portia: W bat meane you? wherlore rile you now? | Thaue made ftrong proofe of my Conſtancie, 
Bal [t is not for your health, thus to commit | CGiuing my lelfe a voluntary wound 
3; ! Your wezke condition, to the raw cold morning. Heere,in the Thigh: Can I beare that with patience, 
Py | Por, Nor for yours netiher, Y have vngently Brutzs | And not my Husbands Secrers ? 
\ | Stole from my bed: and yeltcrnight at Supper Bru. O ye Gods! 
qi | You todainly arolc,and waik'd about, Render me worthy of this Noble Wife, Knocke, 
; þ | Muſng, and t14;hing, with your armes a=crofle : Harke,harke,one knockes : Pertia YOINA while, 
L $128 And when I 8sk'd you what the- matter was,' And by and by thy boſome ſhall partake 
; Ji You Rar'd vypon me, with vogentle lookes, | The ſecrets of my Heart, 
|; | I vre'd you turther, then you tcratch'd your head, All my engagements, I will confrue to thee, 
\ fl ) And tov impatiently ſtampt with your toore: | All the CharraCtcry of my fad browes : 
446! Yer] inſified, yet you anſwer'd not, Leane me with haſt, Exit Portia, | 
$06 Put with an 8ngry wafter of your hand 
'$ | | Gaue ſigne for me to leaue you: So 1 did, Enter Lucius and Ligarius, 
£134 Fearing 10 ſtrengthen that 1mpztience Lucius, who's that knockes. 
z7 | ' Which leem'd t00 much inkindled ; and withall, Luc. Heere 1s a {ficke man that would ſpeak with you. 
p f 4 Hoping it was but an effect of Humor, | Bru. Cant Ligarius, that Metellus ſpake of, 
| j Which ſometime hath his houre with every man. Boy,ſ(tand ahde, Cam Ligarins, how ? 
wy It will nor let you eate, nortalke, nor ſlecpe ; Cai. Vouchſafe good morrow from a feeble tongue, 
Mal i! And could it worke {o much ypon your ſhap Go Bru, O what a time haue you choſe out brave Cams 
Ball | As it hath much preuayl'd on your Condltion, To weare a Kerchiefe ? Would you were not licks, 
't | I ſhould not know you Brxiu, Deare my Lord, Cai. Iamnothcke, it Brutus hauein hand 
7 Make me acquainted with your cauſe of greete, . Any exploit worthy the name of Honor, 
oft0 Bru, 1am not well in health. and thar is all; Bru. Such an exploit haue Lin hand Ligarivs, | 
el: Por, Brutus is wile, and were he not in health, Had you a healtht'!] care to heare of it, 
; ſe: He would embrace the meanes to come by it. Cai. By aliche Gods that Romanwbow before, 
wo Bru, Why fo I do : good Portia go to bed. I heere di{card my ficknefſe. Soule of Rome, 
W071) Por. Is Brutus (icke? And is it Phyſicall q Brave Sonne, det1u'd from Honourable Loines, 
| | WIkt To walke vnbraced, and ſucke vp the humours Thou like a E xorciſt, haſt coniur'd vp 
bi WT 4.156 Of the danke Morning? What, is Brutus licke? My mortified Spirit, ' Now bid me runne, 
ih io 'Fh And will he teale our of his wholſome bed And 1 will tte wich things jicmpoſlible, 
| "Y , To dare the vile contagion of the Night? Yea get the bertcs of them. What's to do? 
S107 And tempt the Rhewmy,and vnpurged Ayre, Zru. A perce of worke, 
| To adde vato hit ficknefle? No my Brute, That will make ficke men whole. 
'% You haue ſome {icke Offence withm your minde, Cai. But are not ſome whole chat we muſt make ſicke? 
| Which by the Right and Vertue of my place Bru, That mutt weallo. Whatit is my Cams, 
I ought to know of : And vpon my knees, I ſhall vnfold co thee,as we are going, 
I charme you, by my once commended Beauty, | To whom it mult be done, 
By all your yowes of Loue, and that great Vow Cat. Set on your foote, 
Which did incorporate and make vs one, | And with a heart new-fir'd, I follow you, 
That you vnfold to me, your ſelte; your halfe Todo] know not what : but ir ſufficerh 
Why you are heauy : and what men to night That Brutws leads me on. | Thunder, 
Haue h26 reſort to you: for heere haue beene Bru, Follow me then. Execunt 
Some ſize or ſeven, who did hide their faces 
Euen frem darknefſe, Thunder & Lightning. 
| Bru, Kneele not gentle Portea, Enter Iuluas Ceſar in by Night-gowne, 
' Por, Iſhould notneede, if you were gentle Brutus, | : 
\\ithin tho Bond of Marriage, tell me Brutw, Ceſar. Nor Heauen, nor Earth, 
Is it excepted, I ſhould know no Secrets Hauec been at peace tonight; 
That appertaine to you? Am I your Selfe, , Thrice hath Calpharnia, in her (leepe cryed our, 
But as it were in ſort, or limitation ? Helpe,ho : They murther Ceſar, Who's within ?, 
To keepe with you at Meales, comfort your Bed, Enter 4 Seruant. 
And talke to you ſometimes? Dwell I but iy the Suburbs Sir. My Lord, 
Of yaur good plealure ? If inbe no more, Cef. Go bid the Prieſts do preſent Sacrifice, 
Portia is Bretzcs Harlot, not his Wite. And bring me their opinions of Succeſle. 
Era, You are my truc and honourable Wife, Ser, I will my Lord. Exit 
As deere to 1ne, as arethe rugdy droppes Enter Calphurnia. 
| That vihe my {ad hearts Cal. What mean you Ceſar? Think you to walk forth ? 
Por, If this were the, then ſhould I kaow thisjſecret, | You ſhall not Rtirre our of your houle ro day. 
I oraunt I am a Womanz but withall, Ceſc Ceſar ſhall forch; the things that threaten'd me, 
A Woman that Lord rurwtooketo Wife: | Ne're look'd but onmy backe : When they ſhall ſee 
L graunt I am a Womath bur withall, The face of (ſar, they are vaniſhed. p 
| Calp, 
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The Tragedieof Julius (eſar. 


Ca'p. Ceſar, | never ſtood on Ceremomes, 
Yetnow they fright me : There is one within, 
Beſides the things that we haue heard and ſeene, 
Recounts moſt horrid fights ſeene by the Worch, 

A Lionneſle hath whelped in the ſtreets, 
And Graues hauc yawn'd, and yeelded vp their Cead; 
Fierce fiery Warriours fight ypon the Clouds 
11 Rankes and Squadrons, and right forme of Warre 
Which &7izel'd blood vpon the Capitoll : 
The noiſe of Batt*!! hurtled inthe Ayre:; 
Horſſes do neigh, and dying men did grone, 
And Ghoſts did ſhricke and {queale about the ſtreets, 
O Ceſar, thele things are beyond 31! vie, 
And 1 do feare them. 
Ceſ. What can be auoyded 
Whole end is purpos'd by the mighty Guds ? 
Yet Ceſar ſhall go ſorth : for thele Predictions 
Areto the world in generall, as to Ceſar, 
Ca'p. When Beggers dye, there are no Comets ſeen, 
The Heauens themlelues blaze forth the deach of Princes 
Ceſ. Cowards dye many times betore their deaths, 
The valiant neuer taſte of death bur once ; 
Ofall the Wonders that I yet haue heard, 
It ſeemes to me moſt range that men ſhould feare, 
Seeing that death, aneceſlary end 
Will come,when it will come. 
Enter 4a Serguant, 
What ſay the Augurers ? 

Ser. They would not haue you to ſtirre forth today. 

Plucking the intrailes of an Offering forth, 
They could.not finde a heart within the beaſt, 

Caf. The Gods do this in ſhame of Cowardice: 
Ceſar ſhould be a Bealt without a heart 
If he ſhou!d ſtay at home to day ſor teare: 

No Ceſar ſhall not; Danger knowes full well 
That Ceſar is more dangerous then he, 
We heare two Lyons litge:'d in one day, 
And Ithe elder and more terrible, 
And Ceſar ſhall go foorth, 

Calp. Alas my Lord, 
Your wiſedome is conſum'd in confidence : 
Donor go forth to day : Callit my frare, 
That keepes you in the houſe, and not your ewne, 
Wee'l ſend Hark Antony to the Senate houſe, 
And he ſhall ſay, you are not well co day ; 
Let me ypon my knee, preuaile in this, 

(eſ. Mark, Antony (hall fay Iam not well, 
And for thy humor, I will Gay at home, 

"TP Enter Decins. 
| Heere's Decins Bratrues,he (hallcell them (0, 

Deci. Ceſar,all haile : Good morraw worthy ( «ſar, 
I come to fetch you ro the Senate hovſe./1,,... 

Ceſ. And you are come in very Þappy time, 

To beare my greeting to. the Senators, 
And tell them.thar I will nat come to day : 
Cannor,is falſe : and that 1 dare not,falfer : 
I will not come to day, tcll them fo Devine, - 
Calp. Say he is ſicke. | 
Cef..Shall (ſar ſend a Lye? +. - ; | 
Haue I in. Conqueſt Rretghg mine Arme-ſo farce, 
To be afear'd to tell Gray:beards the truth; 
Decins,ge tell them, {ear willnot come. 
Deci. Mol mighty, Co/ar.Jetme know ſame cauſe, 
Leſt 1 be laught at when LtelLchem ſo. 
Ceſ. The cauſe is in my Will, I willaot.come, 


_- 


| That is cnough to, latisfieche Senate. 
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| The heart of Bruce carnes tothinke vpon. 


But for your priuate fatisfaQion, 
Becauſe I loue you, I will let you know, 
Ca/phurnia heere my wife, ſtayes me at home : 
She dreampt to night,ſhe ſaw my Scatve, 
Which like a Fountaine, with an bundred ſpouts 
Did run pure blood : and many lufty Romans 
Came ſ{miling,& did bathe their hands in it : 
And theſe does ſhe apply,for warnings and portents, 
And euils imminent ; and on her knee 
Hath begg'd, that 1 will ſtay at hame to day. 
Deci. This Dreame is all amiſle interpreted, 
It was a viſion, faire and fortunate : 
Your Statue ſpoutipg blood in many pipes 
In which ſo many {muling Romans bath'd, 
Signities,that from you great Rome ſhall ſucke 
Reuiuing blood, and that great men ſhall preſſe 
For Tinctures,Staines,Reliques,and Cogniſance, | 
This by Ca/pharnia's Dreame is hgnified. 

Ceſ. And this way haue you well expounded it, 

'Deci. Ihaue, when you haue heard what I caa ſay : 
And know it now, the Senate haue concluded | 
To gine this day,a Crowne to mighty Ceſar. 

If you ſhall ſend them word you will not come, 

. Their mindes may change. Beſides,ic were a mocke 
Apt to be render'd, tor ſome one co lay, 

Breake vp the Senare, till another time ; 

When Ceſars wite ſhall meete with berter Dreames. 
It Ceſwr hide himſelte, (hall they not whiſper 

Loe Ceſar is affra1d ? | 

Pardon me Ceſar, for my deere deere loue 

To your proceeding, bids me tell you this ;1 

And 'reafon to my loue is liable. 

({-How fooliſh do your fears ſeeme now Ca/phurnia? 
I ama(hamed1 did yeeld tothem 
Giue me my Robe, for I will go, 
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Enter Brmtias, Ligarins, Metelna,Cacka, Trebo« 
nine, Cynua,and Publius, 
And looke where P»bl1 15 come to fetch me, 
Pub. Good morrow (far. 
Ceſ. Welcome Publ. 
What Zrutze,are you flirr'd ſo carely too ? 
Good morrow ( aha: Caine Ligarine, 
Ceſar was ne're (0 much your enemy, | 
As that ſame Ague which hath made you leane. eT4 
What is'c a Clocke? | 
Bru, Caſar,'tis firuckeneight. | 
Ceſ. 1chanke you for your paines and 
Emer Amony, 
See, Antony that Reuels long a-nights 
| I notwithſtanding vp, Good morraw Antony. 
Ant. Soto moſt Noble Ceſar | 
Ceſ. Bid them prepare within ; 
| I »m too blameca be thus waited for! - 
| Now Cyma; now Metellts ; what Trebunidas 
| ] haue an houres talke inftore4or your 
| Remember that you call on me today 4; + 
Be neere me, that | may remember you,/- ; 
Treb. Ceſar }-will ; and (o neere will T beg 
Thar your beſt Friends ſhall wiſh | had beene further, 
Ce,Goo0d Frienas go ingand taſte fome wine with me 
And we (like Friends will tiraight way go together. 7 
Brn, Thateuery hike is not the fanie,O Ceſar, | 


_—— 


anotla, 


Exeunt 

Emer Artemiderw, 
Ceſar, beware of Brutus, takg beede of Caſi ins; com ng 
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ohe | - 118 | | The Tragedie of Fulius (*xfar. [ 
G | | (2H þ neere C 454 bane an eye to Cynna, tyuſt not Trebonins, marke | Say | am merry; Come ro me againe, 
| | Is j | well Aetellns Cymber, Derins Bratns lones thee not : Thow | And bring me word what he doth ſay rothee, Exe 
06 #1 | bat wron7'd Cains Ligarins, There ty but one minde in all 
oF Fi 4 | theſe men and ut 1s bent aramſt Ceſar : If thou beeſt not Im- | - p43 OS 
00 74.3 mortall, loohe about you: Security pwuesway to Conſpiracie . ) 
f | TJ} | The mighty Goas defend thee. ; us f Adus 7 ertius. 
| , | Thy Louer, Artemidorns. EIT | 
bi f Heere will I ſtand, till C2ſ7 paſſe along, Rp Ts 
| m3 | And aza Sutor will I give himth!s': Flonriſh, 
Þ 4 My heart laments, that Vertue cannot live Enter Ceſar,Brutus, Caſſms, Cacka, Decins, Matellus, Tre- 
I 5,78 Our of the tecrt]i of Emulation. | bonins,C -yma, Antony Lepidus, Artimedorns, Pub« 
| | 4 if z If thou reade this, O C ſar, thou msyeſt line; ) im: and the Soothſayer, 
y Mi ; { Itnot, the Fates with Traitors do contriue. Exit. 
Tit) Enter Portia and Lyc1us, Cefſ. The Ides of March are come. 
| | | Por, 1 prythee Boy,run to the Senate-houfe, | Sooth. 1 Ceſar, burnot gone, 
4: : At Stay not to anſwer me, but gerthes gone. Art. Haile Ceſar : Read this Scedule. 
"My: | ] Why doeſt thou Ray ? | Deci. Trebmimna doth defire you to ore-read 
V1RE 11108 | Luc, To know my errand Madain, (At your beſt leyſure) this his humble ſuite, 
| #t i Por. 1 would haue had thee therejand heere agen Art. O Ceſar, reade mine firſt: tor mine's a ſyice 
38 0404: Ere I can tell thee what thou ſhould'lt do there : Thavtouches Ceſar neercr, Read ic great Ceſar. 
| wy! O Conftancie, be {trong ypon my life, | Ceſ. What touches vs our ſelfe,ſhall be laſt ſeru'd. 
| | ' fi Set a huge Monuncaine 'cweene my Heart and Tongue : Art, Delay not Ceſar, read it inftantly. 
cy 38807 I have a mans minde, but a womans might : Ceſ. Wharzis the fellownad? 
-\ [# | How hard it is tor women to keepe countel!, Pub, Sirra,giue place, 
; oy: - 31 | { Art thou heere yet ? Cafſi. What, vrge you your Petitions in the ſtreet ? 
6-8 13h Luc, Madam,what ſhould I do? Comero the Capitoll, | 
M$) Run to the Capitoll,and nothing elſe Popil. I wiſh your enterprize to day maythrige, 
"8 | 7 1 | And ſo returne to you, and nothing elle ? Cafſi, What enterpriz.c Popillizg? 
f | | $ % | Por, Yeviog wy "_ rc ifr y Lord lvok well, _ _ Fr 
CEE - ; ] For he went ſickly forth : and rake gopd note r4, at {aid Poprllins Lena ? 
ba! ; Thee Ceſar doth, what Sutors preſle to him, Caſſi, He wiſhtro ty our encerprize might thriue : 
Wh 6364 | cearke Boy,what noyle is that ? I feare our purpoſe is diſcouered, 
"ob; | +1 Luc, lheare none Madam. Bru. Looke how he makes to Ceſar: marke him. 
V1 10 + 1f1 | Por. Prythee liſten well: Caſſi, Caika be lodaine, for we feare prevention, 
Th | #1] ' T heard a buſsling Rumor like a Fray, Brutus what ſhall be done? If this be knowne, 
'- We - And the winde brings it from the Capitoll, Caſſius or ( «ſar never ſhall rurne backe, 
$ 4B Lwc, Sooth Madam,1 —_ nothing. For I will ſlay my ſelfe, 
T Enter the Soothſayer, Bru, Caſſia be conſtant : 
; Por. Came hither th way haſt thou bin? Popillus ay {peakes not of our purpoſes, 
vi 8 | | Sooth. Ac mine owne houſe,good Lady, For looke he ſmiles, and Ceſar doth nor change. 
TS} { Por. Whatis'taclocke? | Caſſi, Treboniza knowes his time ; for look you Eratus 
483} | Sooth. Abouttheninth houre Lady, | He drawes Mark Antony out of the way, | 
| | Por, Is Ceſar yet gone tothe Capitol ? | Deci. Where is Metellus Cimber,lethim go, | 
| } - Sooth, Madam nor yer, Igototake my ſtand, And preſently preferrc his ſuite to Ceſar. | 
| | To ſee him paſſe on to che Capitol, Bru, Heis addreft : prefſe neere,and ſecondhim. | 
| Per. Thou haſt ſome ſuite to Ceſar,haſt thoitnor? Cin, Caka,you are the firſt that reares your hand, 
= | Sooth, That I baue Lady,ifir will pleaſe Ceſar Cef. Are we all ready? What is now arniſle, 
| {To bofo goodto'Cyſar,as to heare me ; That Ceſar and his Senate muſt redrefſe ? © © 
bi | 1 ſhall beſcech him to befriend himſelfe, Mete! Moſt high,moſt mighty,and moſt puiſant Ceſar 
*f | _Por. Why know'ftthou avy harme'sintended to-1 | Metellus Crmber throwes before thy Seare © | 
| j 3 as him: t- v4: An humble heart, | | * 10 
| | | Sooth, None that T knowwill be, Ceſ. I muſt ptevent thee Cymber : '1 
| Much that I feate may chance + Theſe couchings,and theſe lowly conrrefies © ' } | 
Good morrow to vou': heerethe ſtreet is nartow : | Might fire the blood of ordinary men, 
| | | The throng tharGBowes Ceſar at the heeles, And tnrne pre-Ordinance,and firft Decree;” 
#3 Of Senators,of Prators, common/Surors, Intothe lane of Children. Be not fond. | 
[| Will crowd a feeble mat (almoſt) to dearh : Tothinke that Cefar beares fuch Rebell blood 
4 lle get me to a place more yoyd, and there| * - That will be thaw'd from the true quality | 
1] | Spraketo oven Ceſar as he comes along, Exit | Withthat which melteth.Fooles, I meane ſweet words, 
| nu | >>. [muftgoin: pr [2h 0h'<4 Low-crooked-curtfies,and baſe - were fawning: 
Wb! Bye me How weake a thing” | Thy Brother by decree is baniſhed : a ; 
Wo VG Theheartof woman :s? O Brnens, If thou doeſt bend, and pray,and fawhe for tim, 
h | * | 1c [leancus [peede thee inthineemerprize, S- | purne thee like a Curre out of wy way ; © 
#1 1 | Yrre the Boy _ me: a hath a _— to 3 | | o_ mw — do 9 nor without cauſe 
FOI RN. 1 That Ceſor will nor grant, O,lgrow faint :| 11 he ershed, | | 
: | | ; | {Run Lucins, and 1. 4arr" me xo wy Lord, Merel.1s there no yoyce more worthy then my "_— 
We 1044 \3p We 5 PIs Me 3 ES : 9) er We " o 
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To ſound more {weetly in great Ceſars eare, 
For the repealing of my baniſh'd Brother ? 
Bru, I kiſſe thy hand, but not in flattery Ceſar: 
Defiring thee, that Publius Cymber may 
Haue an immediate treedome of repeale, 
{ Cef. What Brntw? 
Caſſi. Pardon Ceſar : Ceſar pardon : 
As lowe as to thy foote doth {aſſirs fall, 
To begge infranchiſement for Publizs Cymber. 
Ceſ. 1could be well mou'd, if I were as you, 
If I could pray to mooue, Prayers would moone me : 
But I am conſtant as the Northerne Starre, 
Of whoſe true fixt, and reſting quality, 
There is no fellow in the Firmament. 
The Skies are painted with ynnumbred ſparkes, 
They are all Fire, and cuery one doth ſhine : 
Bur, there's bur one in all doth hold his place, 
So, in the World; 'Tis furniſh'd well with Men, 
And Men are Fleſh and Blood,and apprehentiwe; 
Yet in thenumber, I do know but One 
That vnaſlayleable holds on his Ranke, 
Vnſhak'd of Motion : and that I am he, 
Let me alittle ſhew it, even in this: 
That I was conftant Cymber ſhould be baniſh'd, 
And conſtant do remaine to keepe him lo. 
Cima. O ( «ſar. 
Ceſ. Hence : Wilt thou life vp Olympus ? 
Decins, Great Ceſar. 
Ceſ. Doth not Brmws bootleſle kneele ? 
Cash. Speake hands for me. 
They ſtab Ceſar. 
Ceſc Et Tu Brute? Then fall Ceſar. Dyes 
Cin, Liberty,Freedome ; Tyranny is dead, 
Run hence, proclaime, cry it about the Streets, 
Caſſi, Some to the common Pulpits,and cry out 
Liberty, Freedome,and Enfranchiſemenr, 
Bru. People and Senators, be nor affrighted : 
Fly nor, Rand till : Ambitions debt is paid, 
Caik, Goto the Pulpit Brutre, 
Dec. Ana Caſſins too, 
Bru, Where's Publins ? 
Cin, Heere, quite confouffded with this mutiny. 
Met. Stand taſt togetber,leaſt ſome Friend of Ceſar; 
Should chance ——— 
Bru. Talke not of Randing. Publixs good cheere, 
There is no harme intended to your perſon, 
Nor to no Romanelle: ſo tell them Publixe, 
Caſſi. And leaue vs Prblins, leaſt that the people 
Ruſhing on vs, ſhould do your Age ſome mulchiefe. 
Bru, Doo, and let no man abide this deede, 
Bur we the Doers. 
Enter Trebonias, 
Caſſi, Where is Antony? 
Treb. Fled to his Houſe amaz'd: 
Men, \Wiues,and Children, ftare,cry out,and run, 
As it were Doomeſday. 
Bru. Fates,we will know your pleaſures : 
That we ſhall dye we kcow, 'tis but the time 
And drawing dayes our, that men ſtand vpon, 
Cask Why he that curs off twenty yeares of life, 
 Curs off ſo many yeares of fearing death. 
Bru, Grant that, and then is Death a Benefit : 
So are we Ceſars Friends, that haue abridg'd 
His time ot fearing death. Stoope Romans, ftoope, 
And let vs bathe our hands in Ceſers blood 
Vp toche Elbowes, and beſmeaxe our Swords : 
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Then walke we forth, euento the Marker place, 
And wauing our red Weapons o're our heads, 
Ler's all cry Peace, Freedeme,and Liber:y. 


Caſſi, Stoop then,and waſh, How many Ages hence| 


Shall chis our lofty Scene be ated ouer, 


In State ynborne, and Accents yet vnknowne? 


Bru, How many times thall Ceſar bleed in ſport, 
That now on Pompeyes Baſis lye along, 
No worthier.then the duft ? 
Caſſi. So oft as that ſhall be, 
So often ſhall the knot of vs be call'd, 
The Men that gaue their Country liberty. 
De-c. What, ſhall we forth? 
Caſſi. T,cuery man away, 
| Brutus ſhall leade, and we will grace his heeles 
' Withthe moſt boldeſt,and beſt hearts of Rome. 
| Enter a Seruant, 
Brw. Soft, who comes heere? A triend of Antonies, 
Ser. Thus Brutus did my Maſter bid me knecle; 
Thus did Afark, eFntony bid me fall Cowne, 
And being proſtrate, thus he bad me ſay : 
Brutuais Noble, Wiſe, Valiant,and Honeſt ; 
Ceſar was Mighty, Bold, Royall,and Louing : 
Say, I loue Bratz, and I honour him ; 
Say, I fear'd Ceſar, honour'd him,and lou'd him; 
If Brmrrs will vouchiafe, that Antony 
May ſafely come to him, and be refolu'd 
How Ceſar hath deſeru'd to lye in death, 
Mark Antony, (hat not loue Ceſer dead 
So well as Brutas living ; but will follow 
The Fortunes and Afﬀayres of Noble Brat, 1 
Thorough the hazards of this yncrod State, 
With all true Faith, Soſayes my Maſter Antony. 
Bru, Thy Maſter is 8 Wiſe and ValiantRomane, 
I never thought hira worle : 
Teil him, fo pleaſe him come voto this place 
| He ſhall be (atisfied : and by wy Honor 
Depart vntouch'd. 
Ser, Ile fetch him preſently. 
Bru, 1 know that we ſhall have him well co Friend, 
(+//i. 1 wilt we may : But yet have 1 a minde 
| Thac teares him much :and my miſgiuing fill 
| Falles ſhrewdly to the purpoſe. 
| Enter Antony, 
| Bru, Butheere comes Antony : 
Welcome Mark Antowr, | 
Ant. O mighty Ce{4"! Doft thou lye ſo lowe? 
Are all thy Conqueſts,Glories, Triumphes,Spoiles, 
Shrunke to this little Meaſure? Fare thee well, 
I know not Gentlemen what you intend, 
Whuelle mult be let blood, who elſe is ranke : 
Jf | my (elfe, there is no houre fo fir 
As Ceſars deaths houre ; nor no Iaſtrument 
| Of halfe that worth, as thoſe your Swords; made rich 
With the moſt Noble blood of allthis World, 
I do belcech yee, if you beare me hard, 
Now, whil't your purpled hands do recke and ſmoake, 
Fulfill your pleaſure, Live a thouſand yeeres, 
| ſhall not inde my ſelfe ſo apt to dye. 
No place will pleaſe me ſo, no meane of death, 
As heere by Ceſar, and by you cut off, 
The Choice and Mafter Spirits of this Age. 
Bru, O Antonty | Begge not your death of vs: 
Though now we muſt appeare bloody and cruell, 
As by our hands, and this our preſent Ate 
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Youſce wedo : Yet lee you bur our hands, 
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A nd this, the bleeding buſinefle they hane dor e : 
' Our hearts you ſee not; they are pirtiful! : 

| And pitty to the generall wrong of Rome, 

| As fire drives ou: hre, ſo pity, pitty 

Hath done tis deed on Ceſar, For your part, 

To you, our Swords have leaden points Aarke Antony : 
Our Armes in {trength ot malice, and our Hearts 

Of Brothers temper, do receine you in, 

With all kindeJoue, good thoughts, and reaerence, 

Caſſi. Y our voyce ſhall be as ftrong as any many, 
In the diſfp.ofing of new Dignities. 

Bru, Onely be patient, till we have appeas'd 
The Malurtude, befide themmlelues with feare, 
And then, we vill deliver you the cauſe, 
Why 1, that d1d loue Ceſar when I Rrooke him, 
Hauec thus proceeded, 

Ant, 1 doubt not of your Wiſedome : 
Let each man render me his bloody hand. 
Firſt Marrs Bruty will I ſhake with you; 
Next Cain Caſſius do I take your hand ; 
Now Decins Bratz yours; now yours AſereRiy ; 
Yours Cinra; and my valiant Cacka,yoursz 
Thovgh laſt, not leaſt in loue, yours good Treboritu, 
Gentlemen all: Alas,what ſhall [ ſay, 
My credit now ſtands on ſuch ſlippery ground, 
That one of two bad wayes you muſt conceit me, 
 Firher a Coward, or a Flatterer, 
That I did love thee Ceſar, Otis true * 
If then thy Spirit looke vpon vs now, 
Shall itnot greeue thee deerer then thy death, , 
To ſee thy Antony making his peace, 
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy Toes ? 
Moſt Noble, in the preſence of thy Coarſe, 
Had I as many cyes,as thou halt voounds, 
Weeping as falt as they fireame forth thy blood, 
I: ould become me better, then tocloſe 
[ntcarmes of Friendſhip with chine enemies. 
Pardon me [»/t, heere was't thou bay'd brauc Hart, 
Heere dit rhou fall,and heere thy Hunters ſtand 
Sign'd m thy Spoyle,and Crimſon'd in thy Lethee, 
O World! cou walt the Forreft ro this Hart, 
And this indeed,O World, the Harr of thee, 
How like aDeere,ſt:.okea by many Princes, 
{Doſt thou heere lye ? 

Caſſi. Mark, Antony. 

Azt. Pardoa me Caut Caſſus : 
The Enemies of Ceſar, ſhall ſay this: 
Then, in a Friend, it is cold Modeftiec, « 
blame you not for praiſing Ceſar lo, 
compact meane you to have with vs ? 
\Vill yu be prick*d in number of our Friends, 
Or ſhalkwe on,and not depend on you? 

Ant, Therefore T rooke your hands, but was indeed 
Sway'd from the point, by looking downe on Ceſar, 
Eriends am I with you all, and loue you all, 

Vpon this hope, that you ſhall giue me Reaſons, 
Why ,and wherein, Ceſar was dangetous, 
| Bru. Orclle were this a fauage Spectacle : 
Our Reaſons are ſo full of good regard, 
That were you Antony, the Sonne of Ceſar, 
| You ſhould be latishied. 
Aut, That's all 1 ſecke, 
And am moreouer ſuter, that I may 
| Produce his body to the Market-place, 
And inthe Pulpit as becomes a Friend, 
bp zke 1n the Order of his Funerall. 


| 


| 
| 
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Bru. You ſhall Marke Antony, 


Caſſi. Brutwm,a word with you : 

You know not what you do; Donot conſent 

That Aztony ſpeake in his Funeral!: 

Know you how muchthe people may be mou'd 

By that which he will vtec, 

Bru. By your pardon : 

| will my felfe into the Pulpit firſt, 

And ſhew the reaſon of our Ceſar: death, 

WW hat Antory ſhall ſpeake, I will proteft 

He ſpeakes by eaue,and by permiſsion; 

And that we are contented Ceſar ſhall 

Haue all crue Rites,and lawfull Ceremonies, 

Ic ſhall aduantage more, then dovs wrong. 
Caſſi, Iknow not what may fall, I like it nor. 
Bru. CMarke Antony, heere take you Ceſars body: . | 

You ſhall not in your Funerall ſpeech blame ys, 

Put ſpeake all good you can deniſe of Ceſar, 

And lay you doo't by our permiſsion : 

Elſc ſhall you not haue any hand at all 

+ bour his Funerall, And you ſhall ipeake 

In the ſame Pulpit whereto ] am going, 

After my ſpeech is endeg, 

Ant. Be itſo: 

I do detire no more. 

Bru, Prepare the body then,and follow vs, Execant, 
AManet Antony. 

O pardon me, thou bleeding peece of Earth ; 

That I am mecke and gentle with theſe Butchers, 

Thou art the Ruines ot the Nobleft man 

That cuerliued inthe Tide of Times. 

Woe to the hand that ſhed this cofty Blood, 

Ouer thy wounds,now do I Prophefie, . 

(Whichlike dumbe mouthes do ope their Ruby lips, 

To begge the voyce and vtterance of my Tongue) 

A Curſe ſhall light vpon the limbes of men; 

Domeſticke Fury, and fierce Ciuill/firife, 

Shall cumber all che parts of Jtaly : 

Blood and deftruRtion ſhall be ſo in yſe, 

And dreadfull Obie&s ſo fam:ljar, 

That Mothers ſhall but ſmile, when they behold 

Their Infants quartered with the hands of Warre: 

All pitty choak'd with cuſtome of fell deeds, 

And Cſars Spirit ranging for Revenge, 

Witch Ate by his fide, come hot from Hell, 

Shall in theſe Confines, with a Monarkes voyce, 

Cry hauocke, and let {lip the Dogges of Warre, * 

That this foule deede, ſhall ſmell aboue the earth 

With Carrion men, groaning for Buriall. 

Enter Ottaxio's Sernant, 
You ſerue Oltanixs Ceſar, do you not? 
Ser. I do Marke Antony, 
Ant, ( «ſar did write for him to come to Rome. 
Ser. He did receiue his Letrers,and is comming, 

And bid me {ay to you by ward of mouth———-- 

O Ceſar ! | 
Ant, Thy heart is bigge: get thee a-part and weepe: 

Paſsion 1 ſee is catching trom mine eycs, 

Sceing thoſe Beads of ſorrow ftand in thine, 

Began to water. Is thy Maſter comming ? 

Ser, Helies to night within ſeen Leagues of Rome, 
Ant. Poſt backe with ſpeede, 

And tell him what hath chanc'd : 

Heere is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 

No Rome of ſafety for Oltawins yer, 

Hie hence,and tell him fo. Yer ſtay a-while, 4 
Thou 
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; Thou ſhalcnor backe, till Ihaue borne this courle Shzll be Crown'd in Erwraw, | 
| Into the Market place : There ſhall I rry | 1. Wee'l bring him & bis Houſe, SM 
' In wy Oration, how the People take With Showts and Clamors. 
The crucll iflue of theſe bloody men, Bru. My Country-men. 
According to the which, thou ſhalr diſcourſe 2, Peace, lilence, Brurzs ipeakes, 
To yong Octanius, of the fate ofthings. ; 1. Peaceho, 
Lend me your hand, Exennt Bru, Good Countrymen, let me depart alone, 
And (for my ſake)fiay heere with Antony : 
Enter Brutus and goes into the Pulpit aud Caſſi- | Dograce to Ceſars Corpes,and grace his Speech 
ws, with the Plebcians, | Tending to Ce/ars Glories, which Marke Artoxy 
(By our pe:nufſion) 18 allow'd tomake, '4 
Ple, We will be {atisfied : let vs be ſatisfied, I do intreat you,not a man depart, 
Bru, Then follow me, and give me Audience friends, | Sane I alone, till Antony haue poke. Exit 
Caſſixs go you into the other (treete, t Stay ho,and let vs heare Afark Antony, 
And part the Numbers : 3 Lec himgovpinto the publike Chane,  Y 
Thof: that will heare me ſpeake) let 'em ſtay heere 1 Wee'l heare him - Noble A-Texy go vp. 


Thoſe that will follow Caf:«s,go with him, int, For Bratus fake. | am beholding to you. | 
And publike Reaſons ſhall be rendred | 4 What does he fay of Brut? 
Of Ceſars death. | ; He fayes, for Brma« ſake | 
1.Ple, i will heare Bywtzs ſpeake. | He fiades himſelfe beholdingto vs a'l. 
| 
| 


2. I will heare Caſſu@,and compare their Reaſons, 4 *T were beft he ſpeake no harme of Brautwe heere ? 
When ſcuerally we heare them rendred, 1 This C:ſar was a Tyrant, 


3. The Noble Brat is alcended: Silence. 3 Nay that's certaine : 
Bro, Bepatienttillchela}., Weare beſt that Rome is rid of him. 
Romans, Countrey-men, and Louers, heare mec for my 2 Peace, let vs heare what Amrony can ſay, 


; cauſe, and be filent, rhatyou may heare. Belecue metor Ant. You gentle Romans. 
mine Honor, and haue reipe& ro mine Honor, that you All. Peace hoe, let vs heare him, 
may belecue, Cenlure mv in your Wiſedom, and awake {1n Friends, Romans,Countrymen,lend me your ears: 


your Senſes, that you may the better Judge. Ifthere bee | Icometo bury {{ſar,nor to praiſehim: 
auy in this Aſſembly, any deere Friend of Ceſars, ro him | Theeuill that men do, lives afterthem, 
I ſay, that Brutus lous to Ceſar, was no lefle then his, It | The good is oftenterred with their bones, 
then, that Friend demand, why Zruiw roſe againft Ce+ | Soletit be with Ceſar. The Noble Brut, 
far, this is my anſwer : Not that 1 lou'd Ceſar lefle, but | Hathrold you Ceſar was Ambitious : 
that I lou'4 Rome more, Had you rather Ceſer were li» } Ifir were fo, it was a greeuovs Fault, 
ving, anddyc all Slaues ; then that Ceſar were dead, to | And greeuouſly hath Ceſar anſwer's it. 
liue all Free-men? As Ceſar lou'd mee, I weepe for him; | Heaie, vnder leaue of Brutes,and the reſt 
25 he was Forcunate, | retoyce at it zas he was Valiant, I | (For Brutss is an Honourable man, 
honour him : Bur, as he was Ambitious, 1 flew him. There | So are they all; all Honourable min) 
is Teares, for his Loue :Toy, for his Fortune : Honor, tor | Come I to ſpeake in Ceſars Funerall, 
his Valour ; aod Death, for his Ambition. Who is heete | He was my Friend, faithfall,and inſt ro me; 
ſo baſe, that would bea Bondman? If any,ſpeak,tor him | But Brutzs fayes,he was Ambitious, 
haue I offended, Whois heere ſorude, that would hot | And Zrutzs 1s an Honourable man, 
be a Roman? If any,fpeak, for him haue } offended. Who | He hath broughc many Captives home to Rome, 
1s heere ſo vile, that will not loue his Countrey ? If any, | Whoſe Ranſomes, did the generall Coffers fill : 
ſpeake, for him haue | offended, I paule for a Reply. Did this in Ceſar ſeeme Awbitious ? 
eAll, None Btmas, none, When that the poore have cry'de, Ceſar hath wept: 
Brutws. Then none, have I offended. I have doneno | Ambition ſhould be made of fterner ſtuffe, 
more to Ceſar,then you ſhall do to Brutzs, The Quefii- | Yer Brutas fayes, he was Ambitious : 
on of his death,is 1nroll'd in the Capitoll : his Glory not | And Brutusis an Honourable man, 
extenuated, wherein he was worthy; nor his offences en- | Youall did ſce,that on the Lupercal!, 


forc'd, for which he {uftcred death. [ thrice preſented him a Kingly Crowne, 
Which he did thrice refuſe. Was this Ambition? 
Emter CMark Antony, with Caſar: body. Yet Brutns (ayes, he was Ambitious : 
And ſure he is an Honourable man. 


Heere comes his Body, mourn'd by Marke Antony, who | 
though he had no hand in his death, ſhall recewe the be- | But heere I am, to ſpeake what 1 do know; 

nefit ofhis dying, a place in the Comonwealth, as which | You all did love him once, not without caule, 

of youſhall nor, With this I depart, that as | flewe wy | What cauſe with-holds you then, ro mourne for him? 
beſt Lower for the good of Rome, j haue the ſame Dag- | O judgement ! thou are fled to brutiſh Beafts, 


i ſpeake not to diſprooue what Brutws ſpoke, 


—_ — — — 


ger ſor my tele, when it ſhall pleaſe my Country roneed | And Men have loſt their Reaſon, Beare with me, 
my death, My heart is in the Cofhn there with Ceſary 
All, Line Zrutzs,live,liue. And | muft pawſe,till it come backe to me, 
x. Bring him with Triumph home vnto his houſe, 1 Methinkes there is much reaſonin his ſayings. 
2, Give bimaStatuewirh his Anceftors. 2 If thou conſider rightly of the marter, 
3. Lethimbe Ceſare 1; | Ceſar ha's had great wrong. (his place, 
4 Ceſers better parts, | 3 Ha's hee Maſters? I feare there willa worſe come in | 
I1 4 Marke/ 


a 
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4. Matrk'# ye his words? he would not take y Crown, 
Therefore 'tis certaine,he was nB. Ambicious.1 
1. If itbe found fo, fome will deere abide ir, 
2. Poore foule,his eyes are red as fire with weeping, 
3. There's not a Nobler man in Rome then Antony, 
Now marke hun, he begins againe to ſpeake, 
Ant. But yefterday, the word ot C'e/ar might » 
Hauec {tood againlt the World : Now lies he there, 
Andnone lo poore to do him reuerence, 
OMaiſters ! 1f I were diſpos'd ro ftirre 
Your hearts and miades to Mutiny and Rage, 
F ſhould do Zrutws wionug, and Caſſius 'mrong, 
Wha(you all know) are Honourable men, 
[ will not do them wrong : | rather chooſe 
To wrong the dead, to wrong my felte and you, 
Then 1 will wrong ſuch Honourable men. 
Bu: heere'$a Parchment, with the Scale of Ceſar, 
I found it in bis Cloſler, *tis his Wall: | 
Ler but the Commons heare this Teftament : 
(Which pardon me} I donor meaneto reade, 
And they would go and kifſe dead Cefars wounds, 
And dip their Napkins in his Sacred Blood; 
Yea, begge a hare of tim for Memory, 
And dy:ng, mention it within their Willes, 
Bequeathing it as a rich Legacie 
Vnco their iſſue, 
4 Wee'l heare che Will, reade it Marke Antovy. 
All. The Will,the Will; we will hcarc Ceſars Will. 
Ant, Haue patience gentle Friends, | mutt nor read it, 
It is not mecte you know how Ceſ.r lou'd you ; 
You are not Wood, you are not Stones, but mica ; 
And being men, hearing the Will of Caſ-r, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad; 
'Tis good you know not that you are his Heires, 
For it you (houtd, O what wovld corne of it 2 
4 Read the Will, wee'l heate it Antony : 
You ſhall reage vs the Will, Ce'ars Will. 
At, Will you be Patient? Will you ſtay a-while ? 
] have o're-ſhot my lelfe to tell you of ir, 
] feare i wrong the Honourable men, 
Whoſe Daggers haue ſtabb'd Ceſar: i do feare it, 
4 They were Traitors : Honomable men ? 
All. The Will, the Tettament, 
2 They were Villaines, Murderers:the Will, read the 
Will. 
Ant. You will compell me then to read the Will: 
Then make a Ring about the Corpes of Ceſar, 
And let me ſhew you him that made the \Wull : 
Shall I deſcend? And will you gue me lezue ? 
All, Come downe. 
2 Defcend. 
3 You ſhall have leaue. 
4 A Ring, ſtand round, 
1 Stand from the Hearſe, Rand from the Body, 
2 Roome for Antony, moſt Noble Antony, 
Ant. Nay preſſe yor fo vpon me, ſtand farre off, 
Al! Stand backe: roome,beare backe. 
At. It you have teares,prepare to ſhed them now, 
You all do know this Mantle, ] remember 
The fit ime cuer Ceſer put it on, 
'T was on a Summers Euecning in his Tent, 
That day he overcame the Nerwy, 
Looke,in this place ran Caſſius Dagger through : 
See what a rent the enuivus Cake made : 
Through this,cthe wel-beloued Brat ſtabb'd, 
And as he piuck'd his curled Steele away : 


——_— 
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| As ruſhing out of doores, to be refolu'd 


Whil'Rt bloody Treaſon flouriſh'd over vs. 


—_ — — —— = ——_— —— ——— — —_ 


Marke how the blood of Ceſar followed it, | 


It Brutus lo vakindely knock'd,or'no : 

For Brutus,as you know, was Ceſars Angel. 
Iudge,O you Gods, how deerely C2ſay lou'd him: | 
This was the moſt ynkindeſt cur of all, 

For when the Noble Ceſar ſaw him (tab, 
Ingratitude, more ſtrong then Traitors armes, 
Quite vanquiſh'd him: then burſt his Mighty heart, 
Andin his Mantle, muffling vp his face, 

Euen at tne Baſe of Pompeyes Statue 

(Which all the while ran blood)great Caſar fell, 

O what a fall was there,my Countrymen ? 

Then I,and you,and all of vs fell downe, 


Onowyou weepe, and I perceine you feele 
The dint of pitty : Theſe are gracious droppes. 
Kinde Soules, what weepe you, when you bur behojd 
Our Ceſars Vetture wounded ? Looke you heere, 
Heere is Himielte,niarr'd as you ſee with Trattors, 
1. O pitteous ſpeRtacle ! 
2. ONoble Ceſar ! 
3. O wofvullday ! 
4. OTraitors, Villaine: ! 
1. Omoſt bloody fhghr ! 
2. Wewillbereueng'd : Revenge 
Abour, ſecke, burne, fire, kill,ſlay, 
Ler not a Traitor live, 
Ant. Scay Country-men. 
I. Peace there, heare the Noble Amntoxy, 
2. Wee'l heare him,wee'ltollow him, wee'ldy with 
him. (you vp 
Ant. Good Friends, ſweet Friends, let me not flirre. 
To ſuch a ſodaine Flood of Mutiny : 
They that haue done this Deede,are honourable, 
\W hat private greefesthey hauc, alas | know nor, 
That madethem do it: T hey are Wiſe and Honourable, 
And will no doubt wich Reaſons anſwer you. 
I come not (Friends ) ro lteale away your hearts, 
I amno Otator, as Brut 18 ; 
Bur'fas you know me all) a plaine blune man 
Thar love my Friend, and that they know full well, 
That gave we publike icaue ro ſpeake of him: 
For I have neythec writ nor words,nor worth, | 
Achon,nor V«terance, nor the power of Speech, | 
To (tirre mens Blood, I onely ſpeake right on; 
I re]l you that, which you your ſelues do know, 
Shew you ſweet Cſars wounds, poor poor dum mouths 
And bid them ſpeake for me : But were I Bratas, 
And Bratus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle vp your Spirits,and put a Tongue 
in every Wound of Ceſar, that ſhould moue 
The tones of Rome, to riſe and Mutiny, 
eAll, Wee'l Mutiny, 
1 Wee'l burne the houſe of Bratw, 
3 Away then, come,ſccke the Conſpirators. 
Ant, Yetheare me Countrymen, yet heare me ſpeake 
All, Peace hoe, heare Antony molt Noble Antony, 
- Ant. Why Friends, you go to doyou know not what : | 
W herein hath Ceſar thus deſeru'd your loues? 
Alas you know nor, I muſt tell you then : | 
You have forgot the Will } told you of, © ' 
All, Moſt crue,the Will,ler's ſtay and hearethe Wil, | 
Ami, Heere is the Will, and vneer Ceſars Seale; | 
To every Roman Citizen he giues, 
Toecuery icuerall man, ſcuenty five Drachmaes, 


Yb 2. Plc. 7 


_— — 


| - 
- —— OO 


The Trapedie of Fulius ( «/ar. 


2 Pie, Moſt Noble Ceſar,weel revenge his death, 
3 Ple. O Royall Ceſar, 
Ant, Heare me with patience, 
All. Peace hoe 
Ant. Moteover,he hath left you all his Walkes, 
His private Arbors, and new-planted Orchards, 
On this (ide Tyber, he hath left them you, 
And to your heyres tor euer : common pleaſures 
To walke abroad, and recreate your ſelues, 
Heere was 2 Ceſar: when comes ſuch another? 
1.Ple. Neuer,never : come,away,away: 
Wee'l burne his body inthe hojy place, 
And with the Brands hre the Traitors hovſes, 
Take vp the body, 
2.Ple. Gotetch he. 
3.Þle. Plucke downe Benches, 
4-Ple, Plucke downe Formes, Windowes, ary thing. 
Exit Plebeians, 
Ant. Now leti: werke : Milcheefe thou art a-foor, 
Take thou what courſe thou wilr. 
How now Fellow 2 
Enter Sernart. 
Ser. Sir,Oltanins is already come to Rome, 
Ant, Whereis hee? 
Ser, He and Lepiaww are at Ceſars houle. 
Ant. And thither will I Qraight,to viſit him : 
He comes vpon a wiſh. Fortune 1s merry, 
And in this mood will give vs avy thing. 
Ser. 1 heard him (ſay, Brnrus and Caſſie 
Arerid like Madmen through the Gates of Rome. 
Ant. Belike they had ſome notice of the people 
How I had moued them. Bring mc to Oitawinu, Exennt 


Futer ( mna the Poet ,and after him the Plebeians, 


Cimne. 1 drearat to night, that I did feaſt with Ceſar, 
And things vnluckily charge my Fantahe : 

I haue no will to wander foorthof doores, 
Yet ſomething leads me foorth, 

it. Woat is your narre? 

2. Whether are you going ? 

3. Where do you dwell ? 

4. Are youa married man,or a Batchellor ? 

2. Anſwer cuery man directly, 

I+ ],and breefely, 

4. I1,and wiſely. 

3. 1,andtruly,you were beſt, 

Cin, What is my name? Whether am T going? Where 
do I dwell? Am I a tnarried man,or a BatcheHour ? Then 
to anſwer euery man, directly and breeſely, wiſely and 
truly : wiſely 1 lay, I ama Batchelor, 

2 That's as much as to lay, they are fooles that mar- 
rie : you'l beare me a bang for that I feare : proceede di. 
rectly. 

Cinne, Directly I am going to Ceſars Fuverall, 

1. AsaFriend, or an Enemy? 

Cinna. As2 friend, 

2, That matter is anſwered direAly. 

4. For your dwelling : breefely. 

Cmna. Breefely,I dwell by the Capitoll, 

2. Yourname fir, truly, 

Cinna., Truly my name is Cirma, 

1. Teare him to peeces, hee's a Confpirator, 

Cin»a, I am Cimra the Poet Tam Cimathe Poet, 

4- Tearehim for his bad verſes, teate him for his bad 
| Verſes, 


tt 


| 
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Cm, Iamnot Crna the Contpirator, 
4. It isno matter, his name's Comme, plucke but his 
name out of his heart,and rurne him going. 


3. Teare him,tear him; Come Brands hoe, Firebrands: 


to Brutus, to Caſt, burne all, Some to Decins Houſe, 
and ſometo Catks's; ſome to Ligarins + Away,go, 
Exennt al the Plebeians. 
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Artus Quartus. 
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Enter Antony Ott auinu,and Lepidme. 
Ant.Thele many thea thall cie,their names are prickt 
Otts.Y our Brother too muſt dye: :conſent you Lepidus? 
Lep. 1 do confent. 
Otta. Pricke him downe Antony. 
Lep. Vpon condition Paole (hall not live, 
W ho is your Siſters ſonne, .3farke Antony. 
Ant, He ſhall nor liue; looke,with aſpot 1 dam him, 
But Lypidiue, go youto Ceſars houle: 
Fetch the Will hither, and we (hall determine 
How to cut off ſome charge ia Legacies, 
Lep. What? ſhali I ftndeyou heere ? 
Otta. Ocheere,or at the Capitoll. 
Ant. Tins is a Night vomeritable man, 
Meet to be ſent on Errands : is ic fie 


Exit Leprarae | 


| Thethreesfold World divided, he ſhould Rand, 


One of che three to ſhare ic ? 
Ota. So you thought him, 


And tooke his voyce who ſhould beprickt todye 


In our blacke Senrence and Proſcription, 

Ant. Ottanins, ] have feene more dayes then you, 
And though we lay theſe Honours on this man, 
To caſe our {elues of divers ſland'rous loads, 
He ſhall but beare them, as the Aﬀe beares Gold, 
To groane and {wet vnder the Buſinefle, 
Eicher led or driven,as we point the way : 
And having brought our Treaſure, where we will, 
Then take we downehis Load, and turne hura off 
(Like co the empty Aﬀe)to thake bis eares, 

And oraze in Commons. 

Otts. You may do your will : 
Burt hee's a tried, and valiant Souldier. 

Ant, Sois my Horſe Oftawing, and for that 
I do appoint him ſtore of Provender, 
Itis a Creature that I teach to fight, 
To winde, to top, to run direRly on : 
His corporall Motion, gouern'd by my Spirit, 
And in ſome tafte, is Leptdm but ſo : 
He muſt be taught, and train'd,and bid go forth : 
A ba'ren ſpirited Fellow ; one that feeds 
On Obie&s, Arts,and Imitations. 
Which out of vſe,and fade by ocher men 
Begin his faſhion. Do not ta!ke of him, 
Bur as a property : and now Oftanim, 
Liften great things. Bratus and Caſſius 
Are leuying Powers; We muft ſtraight make head : 
Therefore let our Alliance be combin'd, 
Our beſt Friends made, our meanes ftretcher, ' 
And ler vs preſently go fit in Councell, 
How couerr matters may be beſt diſclos'd, 
And open Perils fureſt anſwered, 

Otta, Let ys do ſo: for we are at the take, 

it's 
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And bayed about with many Enemies, 
And ſome that ſmile haue in their hearts I feare 
Millions of Miſchcefes. F xewnt 
Drum. Enter Brutw, Lucillus, and the Army, Titinita 
and Pixdarus mecte them, 
Bru. Stand ho, 
Lucil. Giue the word ho, and Stand. 
Bru. What now Lucillins, is Caſſuurneere ? 
Lucil, He is at hand, and Pindarws is come 
To do you ſalutation trom his Maſter. 
Gru, He greets me well. Your Maſter Pmdaru 
In his owne change, or by ill Officers, 
Hath giuen me ſome worthy cauſe to wiſh 
Things done, yndone : Bur if he be at hand 
I ſhall be ſatisfied, 
Pin, I donor doubt 
But that my Noble Maſter will appeare 
Such as he is, full of regard, and Honour, |, 
Bru, He is not doubted, A word Lucillnw 
How herecciv'd you: let me be reſolu'd. 
Lucil. With courtefie,and with reſpe& enough, 
But not with ſuch familiar inſtances, 
Nor with ſuch free and friendly Conference 
As he hath vs'd of old. 
Bru. Thou haſt deſcrib'd 
A hot Friend, cooling : Euer note Lucilline, 
When Loue begins to licken and decay 
It vſeth an enforced Ceremony. 
There are no trickes, in plaine and ſimple Faith: 
But hollow men, like Horſes hot at hand, 
Make gallant ſhew,and promiſe of their Mettle : 
| Low March within, 
But when they ſhould endure the bloody Spurre, 
They fall their Creſts, and like deceitfull lades 
Sinke in the Triall. Comes his Army on? 
Lucil,They meane this night in Sardis to be quarter'd: 
The greater part, the Horſe in general! 
Arc come with Caſſius. : 
. Emter Caſſius and his Power:. 
Bru, Hearke,he 18 arriu'd : 
March gently on to mecte hum. 
Caſſi, Stand ho, 
Brw, Stand ho, ſpeake the word along. 
Stand, 
Stand, 
Stand. | 
Caſſi. Moſt Noble Brother, you haue done me wrong, 
Bru. ludge me you Gods; wrong | mine Enemies? 
And itnot ſo, how ſhould I wrong a Brother. 
Caſſi Brut, this ſober forme of yours, hides wrongs, 
And when you do them 
Brut. Caſſing, becontent, 
Speake your greefes ſoftly, I do know you well, 
Before the eyes of both our Armies heere 
( Which ſhould perceive nothing but Loue from ys) 
Let vs not wrangle. Bid them moue away : 
Then in my Tent Caſſins enlarge your Greefes, 
And I will giue you Audience, 
Caſſi. Pindarm, 
Bid our Commandersleade their Charges off 
A little from this ground. 
Bra. Luciilins, do you the like, and let no mon' 
Come to our Tent, till we haue done our Conference, 
Let Luci and Titivis guard our doore, 1 Exennt 
AManet Brutus ard Caſſins, 
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Caſſi. That you have wrong'd me,doth appear in this: 
You haue condemn'd, and noted Lucin Pella 
For taking Bribes heere of the Sardians ; 
Wherein wy Letters,praying on his fide, 
Becauſe I knew the man was {lighted off. 
Bru, You wrong'd your ſelte to write in ſuch a caſe. 
Caſſi. In ſuch a time a5 this, ir is not meer 
That euery nice offence ſhould beare his Comment, 
Bru, Lertmetell you Caſſws, you your ſelfe' 
Are much condemn'd to haue an itching Palme, 
To ſell, and Mart your Offices for Gold 
To Vadeſeruers, 
Caſſ:. 1,anirching Palme? 
You know that you are Brut that ſpeakes this, 
Or by the Gods, this ſpeech were elſe your laſt. 
Bru, The name of Caſſine Honors this corruption, 
And Chafticement doth therefore hide his head. | 
Caſſi. Chaſticement ? 
Z»u, Remember March, the Ides of March remeber : 
Did not great /»lias bleede for Tuftice ſake? 
What Villame rouch'd his body, that did ab, 
And not for Iuſtice > What? Shall one of Vs, 
That firucke the Formoſt man of all this World, 
Bur for ſupporting Robbers : ſhall wenow, 
Contaminate our fingers, with baſe Bribes ? 
And ſell the mighty Gans of our large Honors 
For ſo much traſh,as may be graſped thus? 
Ihadrather be a Dogge,and bay the Moone, 
Then ſuch a Roman. 
Caſſi, Brutws, baite not me, 
Ile not indure it : you forget your ſelfe 
To hedgemein, I ama Souldier,I, 
Older in praRtice, Abler then your ſelfe 
To make Conditions. 
Bru. Gotoo : you are not Caſſius. 
Cafſe. lam, 
Bro, I ſay, you are not, 
Caſſi, Vrge me no more, I ſhall forget wy ſelfe ; 
Haue minde ypon your health : Tempr meno farther, 
Bru, Away ſlight man, | 
Caſſe. 1s'tpoſlible? 
Bru, Heare me, for 1 will ſpeake, 
Muſt I giue way,and roome to your raſh Choller ? 
Sha!l I be frighted, when a Madman flares ? 
Caſſi. O yeGods,ye Gods, Muſt I endure all this? 
Bru, All this? I mere : Fret cill your proud hart break, 
Go ſhew your Slaues how Cholleric you are, 
And make your Bondmen tremble, Muſt Ibouge? 
Muſt I oblerue you ? Muſt I and and crouch 
Vader your Teftie Humour ? By the Gods, 
You ſhall Jigeſtthe Venom of your Spleene 
Though it do Split you. For,from this day forth, 
Ile vie you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter 
When you are Walpiſh. 
Caſſe. Is it come to this ? 
Bru. You lay, you are a better Seuldier : 
Let it appeare ſo; make your yaunting true, 
And it fhall pleaſe me well, For maine owne part, 
I ſhall be glad ro learne of Noble men, 
Caſſ. You wrong me euery Way : 
You y”m_ me Braruc : 
I ſaide, an Elder Souldier, not a Better, 
Did I ſay Bertec ? 
Bru. If youdid, I care not. 
Caſſ. When Ceſar liu'd,he durſt not thus have mou'd 
Brut .Peace,peace,you durſt not ſo haue tempted _— | 
Caj/./ 
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} {aſſs. 1 durſt not, Caſſi, Have not you loue enough to beare with me, 
| Bru. No. When that raſh humour which my Mother gave me 
Caſſi. Whar? durſtnottermpt him ? S Makes me forgetfull, | | 
Erna, For your life you durit not, Brie, Yes Caſrins,and from henceforth 
Caſſi. Donot preſume too much vpon my Lone, When you are over-carneſt with your Brutxr, 
I may do that | ſhall be lorry for. Hee'l thinke your Mother chides,and [caue you ſo, b 
Bru, You have done that you ſhould be ſorry for, 
There is no terror Cafſzes in your threats : Enter 4 Poet, | 
For I am Arm'd fo {trong in Honeſty, Poet. Letrme goin to feethe Generals, 
That they paſſe by me, as the idle wide, There is ſome —— berweene 'em, 'ris not meere 
Which I reſpetnot, I did lend to you They be alone, | 
For certaine ſummes of Gold, whictr you deny'd me, Lacil. You ſhall not cometo them, [ 
4 _ a oe ans oY vile woos 4s : = — _— m Ray the. | 
3y Heauen, I had rather Coine my Hearr, af, How now? at's the matrer ? | 
And drop my blood for Drachmaes, then co wring | Poet, For ſhame you Generals; what do you meane? | 
From the hard hands of Peazants,theit vile traſh yg - Friends,as two ſuch men ſhould bee, 
By any indireCtion. I did ſend or | haze (eene more yeeres I'me ſure then yee. 
= nn. for Gold ro pay my Legions, Caf. Ha,ha,how vildely doth this Cynicke rime ? | 
Which you ages PR that —— Caſſins? Bro. _ you _— frra : Sawcy Fellowghence, 
Should I have anſwer'd Cairns Caſſtns fo? Ca/. Beare with him Brarws,'ris his faſhion, 
| When Marcus Brutas growes ſo Conetous, Brut, le know his humor, when he knowes his time : 
Tolocke ſuch Raſcall Counters from his Friends, VV hat ſhovld the Warres do with theſe ligging Fooles? | 
jc ready Gods withall your Thunder-boks, gr L | 
Daſh him to peeces. af. Away,away be gone, ' Fit Poet 
Caſſi. 1 deny'd you not. ) | K <0 Lacilins and Titinixs bid the Commanders 
Brs. You did: Prepare to lodgetheir Companies to night, « 
Caſſi. 1 did not, THe was but a Foole Caf. And come your ſelues,& bring Meſe/a with you 
That brought my anſwer back. Brarus hath riu'd my hart: | Immediately to vs. | 
A Friend ſhould beare his Friends infirmities; Bru, Lucins, abowle of Wine. 
| But Bratus makes mine greater then they are. Caf. 1 did not thinke you could have bin ſo angry. 
= ou = till you practice them on me. _ - RENEE of —_— 
Caſ/z, 1 ou loue me not. af. our Phitolo ou makeno vie 
Brs, I donor like your faults. If you giue & 2g ro cceidencel euils, : 
| {aſſi. Aﬀriendly eye could never ſee ſuch faults, Bru, No man beares ſorrow better, Portia is dead. 
Bru. A Flatterers would not, though they do appeare Caſ, Ha? Portia? 
As huge as high Olympus, Bru, She is dead, | 
( ſe ho proc.em go” yong Ota come,! Caf. How ſcap'd I killing ,when T croft you fo? 
Revenge your (clues alone on.Caſſis, O in{upportable, and touching loſe ! mn 
For Caſſms is a-weary of the World : | Vpon what fickneſle ? 
Hated by one he loues, brau'd by his Brother, Bru, Impatient of my abſence, | 
| 


—_——— 


Check'd like a bondman, all his faults obſeru'd, | And greefe, that yong Oftaums with Mark Artery 
Set in a Note-booke, learn'd,and con'd by roate Haue made themlelues fo ſtrong : For with her death 


— 


To caſt intomy Teeth, GI could weepe | That tydings came. With this ſhe fell difira&, 
My Spicit from mineeyes. Thereis my Dagger, And (her Attendants abſent) {wallow'd fire. 
And heere my naked Brealt: Within,a Heart Caſe Anddy'd ſo? 
Deerer then Pluto's Mine, Richer then Gold: Bra. Enuen ſo. 
If that thou bee'ſt a Roman, take it foorth. Caſ, Oyeimmortall Gods! 
I that deny'd thee Gold, will giue my Heart : Enter Boy with Wine,and Tapers, 
Strike 2s thou d1d'ſt at Ceſar : For I know, | Bru, Speak no more of hex:Giue me a bowl of wine, 
When thou'did'ſt hate him worſt, Y loued'ſt him berter | In this I bury all vakindnefle Caſrins, Drinker 
Then euer thou loued'ſt Cafſues, Caſ. My heart is thirfty for that Noble pledge, | 
Bru, Sheath your Dagger : | Fill Zucizs,till the Wine ore-ſwell the Cup ; 
Be angry when you will, it ſhall have ſcope : ' I cannot drinke roo much of Brutzs loue, | 
Do what you will, Diſhonor, ſhall be Humour, | 
O Caſſins, youare yoaked with a Lambe Enter Titiniua and Meſſals. | 
That carries Anger, as the Flint beares fire, 
Who much inforced, ſhewes a haftie Sparke, Brutm. Come in Titmnimud : 
And ftraite is cold agen. | Welcome good Clleſſals: 
Caſſi, Hath Caſſms lia d Now lit we cloſe about this Taper heere, 
Tobe but Mirth and Laughter to his Brutss, And call in queſtion our necefhties, 
When greefe and blood ill temper'd, vexeth him ? Caſſ. Portta, art thou gone? 
Fry, When I ſpoke that, I wasill remper'd ro0.5 Bru, No moreT pray you 
Caſſi, Do you conteſſe ſo much? Giue me your hand, Aleſſala, | have heere receiued Lerrers, 
Bru, And my heart too, Thar yong Oftanins, and Marke Antony 
Caſſie, O Bratazs! | (Come downe vpon vs with a mighty power, 
Bru, What's the matter ?, | Bending their Expedition toward Philippi, 
| 13 Meſ. | 


——_—_———. 


Meſ/, My ſelfe have Letters of the ſelfe-ſame Tenure, 
Brs. \V th what Addition, 
Meſſ. That by proſcription,and billes of Outlarie, | 
Otanins, Antony, and Lepidune, » 
Haue put to death,an hundred Senators, 
| Fru, Thexcin our Letters donot well agree ; 
Mine ſpeake of ſeuenty Senators, that dy'de 
By their profcriptions, Cicero being one. 
Caſſi. Crcero one ? 
AMeſſa.Cicers is dead, and by that order of proſcription 
Had you your Letters from your wife, my Lord? 
Bru. No Meſſala. 
Meſſa. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her? 
Bran, Nothing Meſſala. 
| MAeſſa. That methinkes is ftrange, 
Bru, Why aske you? 
Heare you ought of her, in yours? 
Meſſa. No my Lord. 
Bru. Now as you ate a Roman tell me true. 
Meſſa, Then like a Roman, beare the truth I tell, 
For certaine ſhe is dead,and by ſtrange manner, 
B-u. Why farewell Portia: We muſt die Meſala: 
| With meditating that ſhe muſt dye once, 
| I haue the patience to endure it now, : 
LHMeſſa- Eucn ſo great men,great loſſes ſhold indure. 
Cafſi, 1haue as much of this in Art as you, 
But yer my Nature coulidnot beare it ſo, 
Bru. Well, to our worke aliue. What do you thinke 
Of marching to Philippi preſently, 
Caſſi. 1 donot thinke it good, 
Brs. Your realon? 
Caſe. This it1s: 
'Tis better that the Enemie {eeke vs, 
So ſhall he waſte his aeanes, weary his Souldiers, 
Doing himſelfe offence, whil't we lying till, 
Are full of reſt, defence,and nimbleneſle, P 
Bre.Good reaſons muſt of force giue place to better : 
The people 'twixt Philipps, and this ground 
Do ſtand but in a forc'd affeion: 
For they haue grug'd ys Contribution, 
The Encmy, PRoy along by them, 
By them ſhall make a fuller number vp, 
Come on refreſht, new added, and encourag'd : 
From which aduantage ſhall we cvt him oft. 
If at Phi/ippi we do face him there, 


4 


{| Theſe people ar our backe. 


Cai, Heare me good Brother, 
Bru. Vnder your pardon, You mult note belide, 
That we haue tride the vtmoſt of our Friends : 
Oe Legions are brim tull, our cauſe is ripe, 
The Enemy encrealeth every day, 
Wye a: the height, are readie ro decline. 
There is a Tide in the affayres of men, 
\W hich taken at the Flood, leades on to Fortune : 
Omitrced, all the vovage ot their life, 
Is bound in Stallowes,and in Miſeries. 
On ſuch a full Sea are we now a-{loat, 
And we mutt take the current when it ſerues, 
Or looſe our Ventures. 
© C775, Then with your will go on ; weel along 
Our (c;ues, and meet them at Philippe. 
Bru, The deepe of night is crept ypon our talke,' 
And Nature mult obey Neceſſitic, 
Which we will niggard with a little reſt ; 
The:c is no more to lay, 
(ſi, No more, goodnight, 


| 
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Ealy tomorrow will we riſe, and hence. 
Enter Lucia. 


Bru, Lucia my Gowne: farewell good Me{[ala, 


Good night Titini : Noble,Noble Ca/ſow, 
Good night,and good repoſe, 

Caſſe. O my deere Brother : 
This was an ill beginning ofthe night : 
Neuer come ſuch diuiſion*tweene our ſoules ; 
Let itnot Bratw, | 

Enter Luci with the Gowne. 
Bru, Every thing is well, 
Caſſi, Goodnight my Lord. 
«ru, Goodnight good Brother. 
Tit. Meſſa. Good night Lord Brutto, 
Bru, Farwell cuery one. 


E'xennr. 


Giue me the Gowne, Where is thy Inſtrument ? 


Lnc, Heere in the Ten. 
Sru, What, thou ſpeak't drowhily? 


Poore knaue I blame theenor, thou art ore-watch'd, 


Call Cland:o,and ſome other of my men, 
Ile havechem ſleepe on Cuſhions in my Tent, 
Luc, Varrss,and Claudio, 
Enter Varrn: and Clawdio, 
Var, Cals my Lord? | 


o 


£ru, I pray you firs, lye in my Tent and ſleepe," 


It may be I hall raiſe you by and by 
On bufineſſe ro my Brother Caſſusr, 

Var, So pleaſe you, we will ttand, 
And watch your pleaſure, 


Bru, | will it not have it ſo: Lye downe good firs, 


It may be I ſhall otherwiſe bethinke me. 


Looke Luciss, heere's the booke I ſought for ſo : 


I put it in the pocker of my Gowne. 


Luc, | was {ure your Lordſhip did not giue it me. 
Bru. Beare with me good Boy,I am much forgerfull, 


Canſt chou hold vp thy heauie eyes a-while, 

And touch thy Inſtrument a ſiraine or two. 
Luc, 1 my Lord, ao'c pleate you, 
ZBru, It does my Boy : 

I trouble thee coo much, but chou art willing, 
Luc, Ttis my duty Sis. ; 


Brut. I ſhould nor vrge thy duty paſt thy might, 


I know yong bloods looke for a time of reft, 
Luc. 1 havelleptmy Lord already, 


Bru, It was well done,and thou thalt ſleepe againe: 


I will not hold thee long, 1fT doliue, 
1 will be good to thee, 
AMunuſicke, and a Song. 
This is a fleepy Tune : O Murd'rous flumbler ! 
Layeft thou thy Leaden Mace vpon my Boy, 


That playes thee Muſicke ? Gentle knaue 900d night : 


I will not do thee ſo much wrong to wake thee : 
If thou do'{ nod, thou break'ft thy Infirument, 


Ile take it from thee, and (good Boy)good night. 
Let me ſee, let me ſee; isnot the Leafe turn'd downe 


Where 1 left reading ? Heere it is I thinke, 
Enter the Ghoſt of Ceſar. 


How :i!] this Taper burnes. Ha | Who comes heere ? 


| thinke it is the weakenefle of mine eyes 
That ſhapes this monſtrous Apparition. 
It comes vpon me : Art thou any thing ? 


Art thou ſome God, ſome Angell, or ſome Duel], 
That wak'ſt my blood cold, and my haire to ſtare ? 


Speake to me, what thou arr, 
Ghoſt. Thy euill Spiric Brutws ? 
Bru, Why com'ſt thou? 


—_—__——_C—_—@VWzlwAA_——_ 


| 
| 


—— 
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Gheſt, To tell thee thou ſhalt ſee me at Philips, 

Brut, Well : then I ſhall ſee thee againe? 

Gheſt, 1,at Philipps. 

Brut, Why I will fee thee at Ph:/ipps hen: 
Now I haue taken hcart, thou vaniſie?t, 
Ill Spirit, I would hold more talke with thee. | 
Boy, Lucixs, V arrus, Clandio, Sits : Awake: 
Clandio, 

Lnc, The fitcings my Lord,are falſe. 

Bru. He thinkes be (fil! is at his Interment, 
Luci, awake. 

Luc. My Lord. 

Bru, Did't thou dreame Locus, 'that thou to cryedi 
out? 

Luc. My Lord, I denot know that I &id cry, 


| Makeforth, the Generals would haue ſome words, 

| OR. Stirre not vntill the Signall. 

Erw, Words before blowes: is it fo Countrymen ? 
Otta, Not that we love words better,as you do. 

Bru Good words are better then bad firokes Oil auines 


—— 


An,ln your bac frokes Brutxa, you giue good words 
Witneſle the hole you made in Ceſars heart, 
Crying long live, Haile Ceſar, 

Caſſ;.. Antony, 

The poſture of your blowes are yet vnknowne ; 
But tor your words, they rob the Fibla Bees, 
Andleaue them Hony-leſle, 

Ant, Not ftingleſſe too, 

Pru, Oyes, and ſoundleſſe too : 
For you have ſtolne their buzzing Antony, 


Bru, Yes that thou did'lt : Did &thou ſee any thing ? 

Luc. Nothing my Lord. 

Bru. Sleepe againe Lucins: Sirra Clinas, Fellow, 
Thou : Awake. 

Var. My Lord, 

Clen, My Lotd. 

Bru. Why did you ſocry out firs, in your ſleepe? 

Bath, Did we my Lord ? 

Bra, I : ſaw you any thing? | 

Var. No my Lord, I ſawnothing, 

{ av, Nor 1 my Lord. 

Bru, Go, and commend me to my Brother Caſſie : 
Bid him ſet on his Powres betimes before, 
And we will tolluw, 


And very wiſely threat before you fling, 
Ant,V'illains: you did not fo, when your vile daggers 
Hacke one another in the ſides of Ceſar : 
You (hew'd your teethes like Apes, 
And fawn'd like Hounds, 
And bow'd like Bondimen, kiffing Ceſars feete ; 
Whil't damned aka, like a Curie, behinde 
Strooke Ceſar on the necke. O you Flatterers, 
Caſſi. Flatterers? Now Brute thanke your (ele, 
This tongue had not offended foro day, 
If Caſſiv4 might haue rul'd, 
Octa.Come, come,the cauſe, It arguing make vs ſwet, 
The proofe of it will turne co redder drops : 
Looke, I draw a Sword againſt Conſpirators, 


Both. It ſhall be dane my Lord, Exeunt | Whenthinke you that the Sword goes vp againe ? 
Neuer till Cefars three and thirtie wounds 
GS} HR On 0 a | Be well aveng'd; or till anocher Caeſar 
71 Haue added {laughter co the Sword of Traitors. 
Attus (unt HS. Brar. Ceſar, thou canſt not dye by Traitors hands, 
a Vanlefle thou bring't them with thee. 
5 > LS S a 2 "FOR RIDE EA an Ota. SoThope : 
I was not borne to dye on Brut Sword, 
Enter Ollanina, Antony and their Army. | Bru. O if thou wer't the Nobleſt of thy Straine, 
Ofta, Now Antony, our hopes are anſwered , Yong-man, thou could'{t not dye more honourable, 
You ſaid the Enemy would not come downe, Caſſi. A peeuiſh School. boy, werthles of ſuch Honor 
But keepe the Hilles and vpper Regions: | loyn'd with a Masker,and a Reucller, 
It prouesnot (o : their battailes are at hand, | Ant. Old Caſſie Rill, 
They meaneto warnevs at Philppi heere : Ota, Come eAntony : avay: 


Aaſwering before wedo demand of them. 
Ant. Tur | am in their boſomes,and I know 
Wherefore they do it : They could be content 


To viſit other places,and come downe | 


With fearefull brzvery: thinking by this face 
To faſten in our thoughts that they haue Courage ; 
Bur *tis not ſo, 
Enter 4 Meſſenger. 
AMeſ. Prepare you Generals, 
The Enemy comes on in gallant ſhew : 
Their bloody figne of Batteil is hung out, 
And ſomerhing to be done immediately. 
eAnt, Oltanins, leade your Battaile ſoftly on 
Vpon rÞ-lef: hand of the even Field, 
Ofta. Vpon the right hand 1,keepethou the lefe. 
Art. Why do youcroſle me in this exigent. 
0..4. ] do not crofle you : but 1 will doſo. arch, 


* Enter Brutus, Caſſia, their Army, 
 (t2.1d,and would haue parley. 
fait Titmins, we muſt out and talke. 
bþ Antony, ſhall we giue figne of Batraile? 
o Ce/,we will antwer ontheir Charge, 


Defiance Traitors, burle we in your teeth, 
It you dare fight to day, cometotheField 
It not, when you haue ſtomackes. 
Exit Ottanins, Antony ,an d Army 
Caſſi, Why now blow winde, ſwell Billow, 
And iwimme Barke : 
| The Storme is vp,andall iz onthe hazard. , 
| SYVrn, Ho Lacillixe, hearke, a word with you. 
| Lucillins and Meſſala ſtand forth. 
| Lac. My Lord. 
Caſſi Meſſala, 
Meſſa, W hat ſayes my Generall ? 


| Caſſi. HMeſſala,this is my Birth-day : as this very day 


Was Caſſius borne. Giue me thy hand Meſſala : 
Be thou my witneſle, that againſt my will 

(As Pompey was) am | compell's ro ſer 

Vpoa one Battell all our Liberties. 

You know, that I held Epicrrae ftrong, 

And his Opinion : NowT change my minde, 
And partly credit things that do prefage. 
Comming from $ard:s, on our former nkgne 
Two mighty Eaglesfell, and there they pearch'd, 
Gorging and feeding from our Soldiers hands, 


Who 


—— 


| 


F 


'»® 


. 
——_—_— 
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Who to Philips heere conſorted vs: \ 


This Morning are they fled away,and gone, 
And intheicReeds, do Raucns,Crowes,and Kites 
Fly ore our heads,and downward looke on vs 


As we were {ickely prey; their ſhadowes ſceme | 


A Canopy moſt tatall, vader which 
Our Army lics, ready to giue vp the Ghoſt. 
CHeſſa. Beleenenotio, | 
Caſſe. I but belecue it partly, 
For I am freſh of ſpirit, and reſolu'd 
Tomecte all perils, very conſtantly, 
Bru. LEuecnlo Lacillita, 
({aſſi. Now moſt Noble Bratze, 
The God to day Rtand friendly, that we may 
Louzr3 in peace, leade on our dayes to age. F 
But fince the affayres of men reſts ſtill incertaine, 
Let's reaſon with the worlt that may betall. 
If we do loſs this Battaile, then is this 
The very laſt time we (hall ſpeake rogether : 
What are you then determined to do ? 
Bru, Eaen by the rule of that Philoſophy, 
By which I did blame (ato, for the death 
Which he did give himſelfe, I know not how : 
But I do finde ic Cowardly, and vile, 
For-feare of what might fall, ſo to prevent 
The time of life, arming my ſclfe with patience, 
To ſtay the prouidence of tome high Powers, 
That gouerne vs below, 
Caſſi, Then, if weloole this Battaile, 
You are contemed to be led in Triumpu | 
Thorow the ftrects of Rome. 
Bru, No Caſſin,no : | 
Thinke not thou Noble Romane, 
That euer Brmtzzs will go bound to Rome, 
He beares co0 great a minde, Bur this ſame day 
Muſt end that worke, the Ides of March begun. 
And whether we ſhall mecte againe, I know not : 
Therefore our everlaſting farewell rake ; 
For cuer,and for cuer, farewell Caſſua,' 
If we do mecte-againe, why we (ball ſmile ; 
Ifnot, why then this parting was well made. 
Caſſi, For cuer,and for euer, farewell Brutw : 
If we do meete againe, wee'l ſmile indeede ; 
If not, *cis true, this parting was well made. 
Bru. Why then leade on, O that a man might know 
The end of this dayes bulinefle, ere it come : 
But ir ſufficeth, that the day will ed, 
And then the end is knowne. Come ho,away, Exemnr. 
Alaruim. Enter Brutus and Meſſals, | 
Bru, Ride,ride XMfeſ[ala, ride and giue theſe Billes 
Vacothe Legions,on the other ide. 
Lowad Alarum, 
Let them ſet on at once: tor I perceiue 
Zur cold demeanor in Octawo's wing : 


—— — 


And {odaine puſh giues them the overthrow : 
Ride,ride Meſſala, let them all come downe, Exeunt 
Alarums, Enter Caſſing and T it inins, 

Ca/i. Olooke Titmizs, looke, the Villainesflye : 

My lelte aye co mine owne tura'd Enemy : 

This Foſigne hecre of mine was turning backe), 

1 flew the Coward, and didtake it from him, 
Tuin, O Caſſizs, Brees gave the word too early, 


mm —— 


| As in thy red Rayes thou doelt finke to night ; 


Who hauing {ome aduantage on Ottaits,' 
Tooke it too eagerly : his Soldiers fell ro ſpoyle, 
Whit we by Antory are all inclos'd, 


Enter Pimdarua, 


Pind. Fly further off my Lord : fiye ſurther off, | 
Mark Antony is in your Tents my Lord : 
Fye therefore Noble Caſa, flye farre off. 

Caſſi, This Hill is farre enough. Looke, look Titinins 
Are thoſe my Tents where I perceiue the fire? 

Tit. They are, my Lord. 

Caſſe. Titmins, if thou loueſt me, | 
Mount thou my horſe, and hide thy ſpurres in him, + | 
Till he haue brought thee vp to yonder Troopes 
And heere againe, that I may reſt aſſur'd 
Whether yond Troopes,are Friend or Enemy, 

Tit, Iwill be heete againe, even with a thought. Exit, 

Caſſi. . Go Pindarrs, get higher on that hill, 
My hght was ever thicke: regard Titinins, 
And tell me what thou not'ſt about the Field, 
This day I breathed firft, Time is come round, 
And where I did begin,there ſhall I end, 
My life is run his compaſſe, Sirra,what newes ? 

Pind, eAboue, O my Lord. 

Caſſe. What newes ? 

Pind. Titinixa is encloſed round about 
With Horſemen, that make to him on the Spurre, 
Yet he ſpurres on. Now they are almoſt on him : 
Now 7 #srixs, Now ſome light: O he lights too. 
Hee's tane, Showt. 
And hearke, they ſhout for joy. 

Caſſie. Come downe, behold no more : 
O Coward thatT am, toliue ſo long, 
To ſce my beſt Friend tane before my face. 

Enter Pindaris. 

Come hither firrah : In Parthia did I take thee Priſoner, 
And then 1 ſwore thee, ſauing of thy lite, 
That whatſoeuer I did bid thee do, 
Thou ſhould'ſt attempt it. Come now, keepe thine oath, 
Now bea Free-man, and with this good Sword 
That ran through Ceſars bowels, ſearch this boſome, 
Stand not to anſwer : Heere, take thou the Hilts, 
And when my face 1s coucr'd,as 'tis now, 
Guide thou the Sword Ceſar,thou art reveng'd, 
Euen with the Sword that kill'd thee, 

Pim, So, I am tree, 
Yet would not {o haue beene 
Durſt I haue done my will. O Caſſius, 
Farre from this Country Pindarss ſhall run, 
Whereneuer Roman ſhall rake note of him. 


Enter Titinins and Meſſala. 
AMcſſa. Tris but change, Titinins : for Oftanins 
Is overthrowne by Nobic Brutus power, 
As Caſſres Legions are by Antony, 
Tin. Theſe tydings will well comfort Caſſiws, 
Meſſa, Where cid you leaue him, 
Titin All diſconſolate, 
Wh Pirdarus his Bondman,on this Hill, 
Meſſa. 1s not that he that lyes vpon the ground? 
Titin, Helies not like the Living, O my heart ! 
Meſſs. Is nor that hee ? 
Titin, No,this was he Meſala, 
But Caſſwws is no more. O ſetting Sunne : 
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So in his red blood Caſsine day is let, 
The Sunne of Rome is ſet, Our day is gone, 
Clowds, Dewes,and Dangers come; our deeds are done: 
Miftruſt of my ſucceſle hath done this deed. 
Meſſa. Miſtruſt of good ſucceſle hath donethis deed. 
O hatctull Error, Mclancholies Childe : 
Why do'{t chou ſhew :o the apt thoughts of men + 
The things that are not? O Error ſoone conceyu'd, 
Thou neuer com'ſt vnto a happy byrth, 
But kil'Rt the Mother that engendred thee, 
Tit, What Pindar i? Where att thou Pindarus? 
Meſſa. Secke him Titinias, whilt goto meet 
The Noble Zratzs, th ulling this report 
Into his eares; I may fay thruſting it : 
For piercing Steele, and Darts inuenomed, 
Shall be as welcome to the cares of Brutys, 
As tydings of this fight, 
Tit, Hye you Meſſala, 
And I will ſceke for Pindarns the while : 
Why did' thou ſend me forth braue Caſcrms ? 
Did I not meet thy Friends, and did not they 
'Put on my Browes this wreath of Victorie, 
And bid me giue it thee? Did'ſt thou not heare their 
Alas, thou haſt miſconfirued euery thing. (ſhowrs? 
Bur hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow, 
Thy Bratss bjd me giue it thee, and [ 
Will do his bidding. Brutss, come apace, 
And ſee how I regarded Cains Caſsins : 
By your leaue Gods: This is a Romans part, 
Come Caſcins $1word, and finde Titinins hart. Dies 


Alarnm. Enter Brutus, Meſſala, youg Cato, 
Strato, Volmmnins, and Lucillins. 
Bru, Where, where Meſſala, doth his body lye? 
Meſſa, Loe yonder, and Titinins mourning it, 
Bru, Titinins face is vpwatd, 
Cato. Heis ſlaine. 
| Bru, O lnlins Ceſar, thouart mighty yer, 
Thy Spirit walkes abroad, and turnes our Swords 

In our owne proper Entrailes, Low Alarums. 

Cato, Braue Titinins, 
Looke where he haue not crown'd dead Caſrins. 

Bru, Arte yet two Romans living ſuch as theſe? 
The laſt of all the Romans, far thee well : 
It is impoſſible, that ever Rome . 
Should breed thy fellow. Friends I owe mo teares 
To this dead man, then you ſhall ſee me pay. 
I ſhall fide time, Caſsins : I ſhall finde time. 
Come theretore, and to Tharſus ſend his body, 
His Funerals ſhall not be in our Campe, 
Leaft it diſcomfort vs. Lncillims come, 
And come yong Cato, let vs to the Field, 
Labio and Flanio (et our Battailes on : 

'Tis three a clocke, and Romans yet ere night, 
We ſhall try Fortune ia a ſec6nd fight, Exeunt, 
Alarum, Enter Brutns, Meſſala, Cato, Lucillus, 

and Flanins. 

Bru, Yet Country-men : O yet, hold vp your heads; 

Cate. W hat Baſtard doth not ? Who will go with me? 
I will proclaime my name about the Field, 
I am the Sonne of Marcxs Cato, hoe. 
A Foe to Tyrants,and my Ceuntries Friend, 
] am the Soune of Marcss Cate, hoe. 

Enter Soldiers and fight. 
ArdIam Brutus, Marcus Brutus, 1, 


Such men my Friends, then Enemies, Go on, 
| And ſee where Brutus be alive or dead, 
| And bring vs word, ynto Oftanins Tent : 


| 


Brutus my Countries Friend : Know me for Braras, 
Luc. O yong and Noble Cato, art thou downe ? 
Why now thou dyeſt, as bravely as T itiwizs, | 
And may'ſt be honour'd, being Cato's Sonne, 
Sold, Yeeld, or thou dyeſt, 
Luc, OnelylI yeeld to dye: 
There is ſo much, that thou wilt kill me ſtraight : 
Kill BYmeas, and be honour'd in his death, 
S:/d, We muſt not : a Noble Priſoner, 


Enter eAmtony, 

2.Ss/d, Roome hoe: tell Antony, Brutwr is tane. 

1.0/4. Ile tell thee newes. Heere comes the Generall, 
Bruns is tane, Brutus is tane my Lord, 

Ant. \V here is hee ? 

Luc. Safe Antony, Brutfis is ſafe enough : 
I dare aſſure thee, thatno Enemy 
Shall ever take aliue the Noble Brutus : 
The Gods defend him from ſo great a ſhame, +. 
When you do fiade him,or aliue,or dead, 
He will be found like Brztns, like himſelfe, 


Ant. This is not Brutus friend, bur 1 aſſure you, | 
A prizeno lefſein worth; keepe this man ſafe, 
Giue himall kindneſſe, 1 had rather have | 


How euery thing is chanc'd. Exeunt, 
Enter Brutus, Dardanins, Clitns, Strato, 
and Volummins. 

Brut, Come poore remaines of friends, reft on this 
Rocke, 

Clit, Statillau ſhew'd the Torch.light,but my Lord 
He came not backe: he is or tane,or ſlaine. 

Brut. Sitthee downe, Clitxs - ſlaying is the word, 
It is a deed in faſhion, Hearke thee, Clitzs. 

Clir.What I, my Lord? No,nor for all the World. 

Brut, Peace then,no words. 

Clit. Ne rather kill my ſelfe, 

Brat. Hearke thee, Dardanizs, 

Þard, Shall I doe ſuch a deed? 

Clit. O Dardanins, 

Dard. O Clitu, 

Clit. What ill requeſt did Brutus make to thee? 

Dard. To kill him,{lits: : looke he meditates. 

Clit, Now is that Noble Veſſell full of griefe, 
That it runnes ouer euen at his eyes. | 

Brut, Come hither,good Velumnin, lift a word, 


- Uolum, What ayes my Lord? 

Brut, Why this, Volummins : 
| The Ghoſt of Ceſar hath appear'd tome 
Two ſeuerall times by Night: at Sardis,once ; 
Aud this laſt Night, here in Philippi fields : 
I know my houre is come, 

Volaum, Not ſo,my Lord, 

Brut. Nay,lI am fvre it is, Yolammins, 
Thou ſeeſt the World,/olunmixs, how it goes, 
Our Enemies haue beat vs to the Pit: Low Alarums. 
Ic is more worthy,to leape in our ſelves, 
Then tarry till they puſh vs. Good Volunmins, 
Thou know'ſt,that we two went to Schoole together : 
Euen for that our loue of old, prethee 
Hold thou my Sword Hilts,whileft I cunne on it. 

Fol. That's not an Office for a friend, my Lord. 


| Alarnn ill, 


Clt. Fly, | 
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C!z. Fly,flye my Lord, there is no tarrying heere. 
Lra, Farewell to you, and you,and you Yolunnu. 

Strato,thou haſt bin allthis while aſleepe ; 

Farewell to thee, to Srraro, Countrymen : 

My heart doth ioy, that yerin all my life, 

I found no man, but he was true to me. 

I hail haue glory by this looking day 

Morc then Oltanim,and Marke efntony, 

By this vile Conqueſt ſhall atraine vnto, 

So fare you well at once, for Bratz tongue 

Hath almoſt ended bis ues Hiſtory : 

Night hangs vpon mine eyes, my Bones would ref}, 

That haue but labour'd, to attaine this houre, 


Alarum, (Cry within, Flye, fize,ftye. 

Cly. Fly my Lord, flye, 

Bru, Heace : I will follow : 
[ prythee Straro, [tay thou by thy Lord, 
Thou art a Fellow of a good reſpect: 
Thy life hath had ſome {match of Honor in ir, 
Hold then my Sword,and turne away thy tace, | 
While1do run vpon it. Walt thou Strato ? 

Stra, Giue me your hand firft, Fare you wel ny Lord, 

Byx. Farewell good Strato, Ceſar,now be (till, 
I kill'd not thee with halte ſo good a will, Dyes, 


Alarum. Retreat. Enter Antony,Olt aviza,Meſala, 
Lucillina,and the Army. 
" Ofta, What man 1s that ? 


—— 
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Meſa. My Maſters man.$S!rato,where 15 thy Maſicr? 


Stra, Free tromche Bondage you are in M{e/ala, 
The Conquerors can but make a fire of him : 
For Brutxs onely ouercame himfelfe, 


| And no manelſe hath Honor by his death. 


| 


| 
| 


—_— —— 


Lucil, So Brmtzs ſhould be found. Ithank thee Brat 
Thar thou haſt prou'd Lnci/has ſaying true, 

Ota, Allthatſeru'd Brarxe,l will entertaine they, 
Fellow,wilt thou beſtow thy time with me? 

Stra. I,if Meſala will preferre me to you. 

Otta. Do ſo,good Meſſala. 

CMeſſa. How dyed my Mafter Strato? 

Stra. Iheld the Sword,and he did run en it, 

Deſſa, Ottanins, then take him to follow thee, 
That did thelateſt ſeruice romy Maſter. 

Ant. This was the Nobleft Roman of them all: 
All the Conſpirators ſaue onely hee, 
Did that they did, in enuy of great Ceſar: 
He, onely in a generall honeft thought, 
And common good toall, made one of them, 
His life was gentle,and the Elements 
So mixt in him, that Nature might ftand vp, 
And (ay to all the world; This was a man. 

Oita. According to his Vertue, let vs vſehim 
Withall Reſpe&,and Rites of Burzall, 
Within my Tent his bones to night ſhall ly, 
Molt like a Souldier ordered Honeurably:; 
So call tne Field toreft, and ler's away, 


To part the glories of this happy day. Exeunt omner. 
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eAFlus Primus. Scana Prima. \ 


Thander and Lightning. Enter three 1Vitches, 


{ 'n Thunder, Lightning,or m Raine? 
2+ \When the Hurley-burley's done, 
NR VV hen the Batraile's loſt, an&yvonne, 
3+ That will be ere the fer of Sunne, 
| 1. Where the place? 

2. Vpon the Heath, 
2. There to'meet with Afacbeth, 

1. I come, Gray- Malkm. 

All. Padock calls anon: faire is foule,and foule is faire, 
Houer through the fogge and filthie ayre, Exeunt. 


—_—__A_ 


— — 


Scena Secunda. 


Alarum within, Enter King Malceme, Dozal- 
baine, Lenox with attendants, meeting 
4 bleeding C aptaine, 


| King, What bloody man is that? he can report, 

As ſecmeth by his plight,of the Reuolr 
The neweſt ſtare. 

Mal. This is the Sericant, 
Who like a good and hardie Souldier fought 
'Gainſt my Captiuitie : Haile brave friend ; 
Say tothe King foe knowledge of the Broyle, 
As thou didft leave it. 

Cap. Doubrfull it Rood, 
Astwo ſpent Swimmers, that doe cling together, 
And choake their Art ;, The rvercilefſe Macdonwald 
(Worthie to be a Rebell, for to thar 
The multiplymg Villanies of Nacure 
Doe ſwarme ypon him) from the Weſterne Iſles 
Of Kernes and Gallowgrofles is ſupply'd, 


| And Fortune on hi; damned Qrarry ſmiling, 


Shew'd like a Rebells Whore : but all's too weake: 
For brave Macherh( well hee deſerves chart Name) 
Diſdayning Fortune, wich his brandiſhr Steele, 
Which ſmoak'd with bloody execvtion 

(Like Valours Minion)catu'd out his paſſage, 

Till hee fac'd the Slane: 

Which neu'r ſhake hands,nar bad farwellto him, 
Till he viſeami'him from the Naue coth'Chops, 
And fix'd his Head vpon our Battlements, 


——_—_ os 


| 


_2 


. So from that Spring, whente comfort ſeem'd to come, 


Ten thouſand Dollars,to our generall yſe, 


— — 


King, O valiant Coufin, worchy Gentleman. 
Cap. As whence the Sunne 'gins his reflection, ' | 
Shipwracking Stormes, and direfull Thunders ; 69 
Diſcomfort ſwells: Marke King of Scotland, marke, 
No {ooner Juſtice had, with Vaſour arm'd, © ' 4 
Compell'd theſe skipping Kernes to truſt thelr heeles, ©, | 
Burt the Norweyan Lord, ſurveying vantage, 
With furbuſht Armes,and rew ſupplyes of men, 
Began a freſh afi2ulr. | 
King. Diſmay'd not this our Capraines, Afatheth and 
Banquob * | | 
Cap. Yes,as Sparrowes, Fagles; 
Or the Hare, the Lyon: | 
If | fay ſooth, I muſt report they Were 
As Cannons over-charg'd with Jouble Crecks, 
So they doubly r:doubled ſtrockes vpon the Foe : 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking Wounds, 
Or memorize another Golgotha, 
T cannot tell : bur] am fainr, 
My Gaſhes cry for helpe. 
King, So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds, 
They imack'of Honor both : Goe get him Surgeons, 


Us 


Enter Roſſe and Angus, 
Who comes here ? 
Mal, The worthy Thane of Roſſe, 
Lenox. What a haſte lookes through his eyes? 
So ſhould he looke, that ſeemes to ſpeake things ſtratife, 
Roſſe. God iaue the King, 
King. Whence cam'ſt thou, worthy Thane ? 
Role From Fiffe, great King, 
Where the Norweyan Banners flowt the Skie, 
And fanne our people cold, 
Norway himſelte, with terrible numbers, 
Aﬀilted by that moſt diſtoyall Traytor, 
The Thane of Cawdot, began a diſm2!l Conflict, 
Till that Beſlona's Bridegroome, lapt in proofe, 
Confronted him with ſelfe-compariſons, 
Point againſ{ Point, rebellious Arme 'gainſt Arme, 
Curbing his lauiſhpirit : and to conclude, 
The ViRorie fell on vs. 
King. Great happineſſe. 
Roe That now Sweno,the Notwayes King, 
Craves compohtion : | 
Nor would we deigne him buriall of his men, 
Till he disburſed,at Saint Colmes ynch, 
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King. No more that Thave of Cawdor ſhall deceive | Afar, Speake if you can: what are you? \ 
| Our Boſome intereſt : Goe pronounce his preſent death, 1. All haile Mactehb,haile tothee Thane of Glamis. | 
And with his former Title greet Macberb, 2. All haile Afacbeth haile to chee Thane of Cawdor, 
Reſſe. The ſec it done. 3+ All haile Maeberb,chat ſhalc be King hereafter, | 
King, What be hath loſt, Noble Xfacberh hath wonne, | Bang. Good Sir,why doe you ſtart, 2nd ſreme to feare 
Exenn, Things that doe ſound fo faire ? i'th\name of truth 
Are ye fantaſticall,or that indeed 
_— — _ Which outwardly ye ſhew? My Noble Partner 
; You greet with preſent Grace, and great prediftion 
Scena Tertia, Of Noble hauing,and of Royall hope, 


That he ſeemes wraprt withall : to me you ſpeake not, 
_- _ If you tan looke into the Seedes of Time, 
And ſay,which Graine will grow,and which will nor, 


Thunder. Enter the three Fitches, Speake then to me, who neyther begge,nor feare 
| Y our fauors, nor your hate, 
1, Where haſt thou beene,Sifter ? | - 4. Hayle. 
2, Killiag Swine. 2. Hayle. 
3- Siſter, where thon ? | 3- Hayle. 
t.. A Saylors Wife bad Cheſtnuts in her Lappe, 1. Lefler then Aacveth,and greater, 
And mouncht,& mouncht,and mounchr : 2. Nor ſo happy, yet much happyer, 
'| Give me, quoth I. ' 3+ Thou ſhalt ger Kings,though thou be none ; 
Aroynt thee, Witch,the rnmpe-fed Ronyon cryes, So all haile Macbeth,and Sangqno. ; 
Her Husband's to Aleppo gone,Mafter o'th' Tiger : I. Banquo,and Macbeth, ail haile. - 
Bur in a Syue Ile thither ſayle, Mach, Stay you imperfe@ Speakers,tell me more: 
And like-a Rat witbout a tayle, By Sinells death,l know I am Thane of Glamis, 
lle doe,lle doe,and lle doe. But how,of Cawdor? the Thane of Cawdor lives 
2. le giuethee a Winde, A proſperous Gentleman : And to be King, 
1. Th'art kinde, | Stands not within the proſpedt of beleefe, 
3+ AndT another. , No more then to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
1. I my ſelfe have all the other, You owe this ſtrMge Intelligence, or why 


Vpon this blaſted Heath you flop our way 


And the very Ports they blow, 
With ſuch Prophetique greeting ? 


All che Quarters that they know, 


— 


I'th' Shi/p-mans Card, Speake,] charge you. Witches vaniſh. 
He dreyne him dric as Hay : Bang. The Earth hath bubbles,as the Water ha's, 
Sleepe [hall neyther Night nor Day And theſe are of them : whither are they vaniſh'd? 
Hang vpon his Pent-houſe Lid : Macb. Into the Ayre: and what ſcem'd corporall, 
He ſhall liue a man forbid : —_— pos —_ Wirde. 
Wearie Seu'nights,nine times nine t ad ftay'd. 
| Shall he parks » ,er wen pine : : Bang.W ere (uch things here,as we doe ſpeake about? 
Though his Barke cannot be loſt, Or hauc we eaten on the in{anc Root, 
Yer it ſhall be Tempeſt-roſt, That cakes the Reaſon Priſoner ? 
| Looke what I have, | Aſach, Your ——_—_ ſhall be Kings, | 
2, $h , ſhew me. Bang. You ſhall be King. 
0 mw hate : Pilots Thumbe, Mach. And Thanz of Cawdor too : went it not {o? 
Wrackt,as homeward he did come. Drum withm, | Bang. Toth'ſelfe-ſame tune, and words: who's here ? 
5. A Drumme, 8 Drummec: | ' 
Macheth doth come. | Enter Roſſe and Ang, 
bo XC thes _ "5" wal TO Roſſe. The King bath happily receiu'd, Macheth, 
Sea an . . 
RO oa =o x" (a about, | The newes of thy ſuccefſe : and when he reades 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to miae, Thy perſonall Venture in the Rebels fight, 
And thrice a aine,to make vp nine, His Wonders and his Prayles doe contend, 
Peace,the Charme's wound y Pe Which ſhould be thine,or his: flenc'd with that, 
; In viewing o're the reſt o'th'(elfe-lame day, 
Enter Macbeth and Bangvo, He findes thee in the tour Norweyan Rankes, 
Nothing afeard of what thy ſelfe did make 
Afb, So foule and faire a day I have not ſeene, Strange Images of death,as thick as Tale 
l Zarnqua, How farre is't call'd to Soris? What are theſe, | Canpoſtw poſt, and euery one did beare 
So wither'd, and ſo wilde in their attYre, Thy prayſes in his _ _ defence, 
That looke not like th'Inhabitanrs o'th — _ pony _ _ before him, 
And yet arc on't? Live you,or are you aught of > 
The man way queſtion ? you {ceme ro ynderſtand me, To giue ay emer Rope -5 ugg thanks, 
P,y each at once her choppie finger laying Onely to hatrold thee into his ſight, 
Vpon her skinmie Lips: you ſhould be Women, _ pay yo 1 oh  FEURLI "EO! 
And yet your Beards forbid me to interprete F eſe. - r - w_ uy a rent __ 2 | 
| That you are ſo, e dad me, trom hzm, ce © : 


a. Fo li ——— —_—. EY _ 
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1n which addition, baile moſt worthy Thaze, 
For it is thine. 
Bang. What, can the Devill ſpeake true? 
Alach, The Thane of Cawdorliues: 
Why doe you drefle me in borrowed Robes? 
Ang, Who was the Thane,liues yer, 
But vnder heauic Iudgement beares that Life, 
W hich he deſerues to looſe. 
Whether he was combin'd with thoſe of Norway, 
Or did lyne the Rebe!l with hidden helpe, 
And vantage ; or that with hoch he labour'd 
In his Countreyes wracke, I know not : 
But Treaſons Capitall,conteſs'd,and prou'd, 
Haue ouerthrowne him. 
Mach. Glamys,and The of Cawdor : 
The greateſt is behinde. Thankes tor your paines, 
Doe you not hope your Children ſhall be Kings, 
When thoſe that gaue the There of Cawdor to me, 
Promis'd no lefle to them, 
Bang. That truſted home, 
Might yet enkindle you vnto the Crowne, 
Beſides the Thane of Cawdor, Bur 'tis ſtrange: 
And oftentimes,to winne vs to our harme, 
The Inftruments of Darkneſle tell vs Truths, 
Winne vs with honeſt Trifles,to betray's 
In deepeſt conſequence. 
Couſins, a word, I pray you, 
AMacb., Two Traths arc told, 
As happy P:ologues to the ſwelling AQ 
Of the Imperiall Theame. I thanke you Gentlemen: 
This ſupernaturall ſolliciting 
Cannot be ill; cannot be good. 
If i11? why hath it giuen me carneſt of ſucceſle, 
Commencing ina Truch ? I am Thane of Cawdor. 
If good? why doe TI yceld ro that ſuggeſtion, 
Whoſe horrid Image doth vnfixe my Heire, 
And make my (cated Heart knock at my Ribbes, 
Againſt the yſc of Nature ? Preſent Feares 
Are lefle then horrible [maginings : 
My Thought, whoſe Murther yer is but fantaſtical), 
Shakes ſo my fingle ſtate of Man, 
That FunQion is {mothe;'d in ſurmiſe, 
And nathipg is, but what 1s not. 
Dc, OR how our Partner's rapt. 
Macb, 1f Chance will have rac King, 
Why Chance may Crowne me, 
Withour my ſtirre. 
Bauq. New Honors come vpon him 
Like our firange Garments,cleaue not to their mould, 
Bur with the aid of vſe, 
Mach. Come what come may, 
Time,and the Houre,runs through the rougheſt Day. 
\ Bang. Worthy CMacbeth, wee ſtay vpon your ley- 
ſure. 
 Aacb. Giue me your fauour : 
' My dull Braine was wrought with things forgotten. 
Kinde Gentlemen, your paines are regiſtred, 


| Where cuery day I rurne the Leate, 


To reade them. 
Let vs toward the King : thinke vpon 
VWhat hath chauc'd : and at more time, 
The [nterimbaving weigh'd ir,let ys ſpeake 
Our free Hearrs each to other, 

Bang. Very gladly. 

Aacb. Till then enough : 


Come friends. Exenn, 


— 


——— 
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Scena Quarta, 


- > — 
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Flowuriſh. Enter King, Lenox, Malcolme, 
Donalbaine, and Attendams, 


King. Is execution done on Cawdor ? 
Or noc thoſe in Commiſhon yer recurn'd ? 
Mal. My Liege, they are not yet come back. 
But I haue {poke with one chat {aw him die + 
Who did report,that very frankly hee 
Confeſs'd his Treaſons,implor'd your Highnefſe Pardon, 
And fet forth a deepe Repentance : 
Nothing in his Lite became him, 
Like che leauing ic. Hee dy'de, 
As one that had beene itudied in his death, 
Tothrow away the deareft thing he ow'$, 
As 'twere acarelefle Trifle, 
King, There's no Arc, 
To finde the Mindes conſtruQion in the Face : 
He was a Gentleman,on whom | built 
An abſolute Truſt. 
Exter Macbeth, Banquo,Rofſe,and Angus. 
O worthyeft Couſin, 
The finne of my Ingratitude even now 
Was heauie on me. Thou arc fo farre before, | 
That ſwifreft Wing of Recompence is (low, 
To ouertake thee. Would thou had lefle deſeru'd, 
Thar the proportion both of thanks, and payment, 
Might haue beene mine : onely I haue left to ſay, 
More is thy du&,then more then all can pay. 
Macb. The leruice,and the loyaltie 1 owe, 
Tn doinggt, payes it ſelfe. 
Your Hiphnefle part,is to receiue our Duries ; 
And our Duties areto your Throne,and State, 
Children,and Seruants; which doe but what they ſhould, 
By doing every thing ſafe toward your Loue 
And Honor. 
King. Welcome hither : 
T haue begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banguo, 
That haQt no lefle deſeru'd,nor muſt be knowne 
No lefle to have done fo: Let meenfold thee, 
And hold thee to my Heart, 
Bang. There it 1 grow, 
The Harveſt is your owne. 
King. My plenteous Toyes, 
Wanron in tulnefle, ſecke to hide themſeclues 
In drops of ſorrow. Sonnes, Kinſmen, Thanes, 
And you whofe places are the neareſt, know, 
We will eſtabliſh our Eſtate ypon 
Our eldeſt, Malcolme,whom we name hereafter, 
The Prince of Cumberland : which Honor muft 
Not vnaccompanied,inueſt him onely, | 
But ignes of Nobleneſſelike Starres, ſhall ſhine 
On all deſeruers, From hence to Enyernes, 7 
And binde vs further to you, - 
Mach. The Reſt is Labor, which 1s notys'd for you : 
Ile be my (elfe the Herbenger,and make joyfull 
The heating of my Wife,with your approach : 
$9 humbly take my leaue, 
King. My worthy Cawdvr, . 
Macb,The Prince of Cumberland:that is a ſtep, 


—_ ltr _— 


On which I muſt fall downe,or elle o're-leape, 
mm For 
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For in my way it Iyes, Starres hide your fires, 

Let not Light ſee my black and deepe defies : 

The Eye winke at the Hand, yet let that bee, 

Which the Eye feares, when it 1s done to lee. Exit. 
Kmg. True, worthy Banquo : he is full ſo valiant, 

And in hi: commendations,f[ xm fed: 

It is a Banquet ro me. Let's after him, 

Whoſe care is gone before,to bid vs welcome : 


[t 13 a peerelefle Kinſman, Fleuriſh, Exemn, 


— —_—_ 
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Scena Quinta. 


——— "— —— - —_— _—_—_—_ RO”  — 


Enter © Macbeth Witt alone with a Letter, 


Lady. They met me #n the day of ſurceſſe > and I haue 
learn'd by the perfell'/t report, they haue more tm them, then 
mortall knowledge. When I burnt in deſire to queſtion them 
firrther they made themſelues Ayre, ito which they vaniſh'd. 
Whiles I ſtood rapt in the wonder of it ,came Miſſines from 
the Kizg, who all-hail'd me Thane of Cawdor, by which 7 ile 
before, theſe weyward Siſters ſalnted me, and referr 4 me to 
the comming 01 of time, with haile King that ſhalt be. This 
hane I thought good te deliner thee ( my deareſt Partner of 
Greatneſſe ) that thous might" it 119t looſe the dues of vetoyeing 
by bring ignorant of what Greatneſſe 1s proms'd thee, Lay 
it to thy Leart, and farewell. 

Glamys thou art, and Cawdor,and hal: be 
\Whar thou art promis'd: yet doe | feare thy Nature, 
Ic is too full o'ch* Milke of humane kindnetle, 
To catch the neereſt way, Thou wouldlt be great, 
Art not without Ambiton, buc without | 
The illncile ſhould attend it. What thou would'ſt highly, 
That would'{t thou holily ; would'ſt not play falſe, 
And yet would'tt wrongly winne. 
Thould' haue, great Glamys that which cryes, 
Thus thou muſt doe,it thou have it ; 
And that which rather thou do'ſt feare to doe, 
Then wiſhelt ſhould be vndone. High chee hither, 
That I may powre my Spitits 13 thine Eare, 
And chathſe with the valour of my Tongue 
All that i:mpeides thee from the Golden Round, 
Which Fate and Metaphyticall ayde doth leeme 
To haue thee crown'd withall, Enter Meſſenger. 
\Whar is your t:6&ings? 

Ateſ], The King comes here to Night, 

Lidy, Thou're madl to ſay it, 
[s not thy Maſter with him? who,wer't ſo, 
Would haue wtorm'd for preparation, 

Meſſ.S0 pleaſe you,it is true: our Thane is comming: 
One ot ay tellowes had the ipeed of hum ; 

W no almott dead for breath, had ſcarcely more 


Then would make vp bis Meſſage, 


Lady. Gine his tending, 
He briny's great newes, 
The Raucn himlelte is hoarſe, 
hat croakes the farall entrance of Duncan 
V nder my Bartiements., Come you Spirits, 
[hat tend on mortall choughrs,vnſex me here, 
And fill me trom the Crown? to the Toe,top-tull 


Exit Meſſenger. 


Of direſt Cruclie : make thick my blood, 
Stop vp tlyaccetle and paſſage tro Remorſe, 
That no compunGtious vititings of Nature 


i. 
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Shaxe my fell purpole, nor keepe peace berweene 
Th'efte&t,and hit. Come to my Womans Breſts, 
And take my Milke for Gall, you murth'ring Miniſters, 
Where-cuer,in your fightlefſe ſubRances, 
You wait on Natures Miſchiefe, Come thick Night, 
And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoake of Hell, 
That my keene Knife ſee not the Wound it makes, * 
Nor Heauen peepe through the Blanker of the darke, 
To cry, hold,hold, Enter Macbeth, 
Great Glamys, worthy Cawdor 
Greater then both, by the all-hafte bereaft er, 
Thy Letters haue tranſported me beyond 
Tis ignorant preſent,and I feele now 
The furure in the inſtane. 

Mach, My deareſt Love, 
Dmrncan comes here to Night, 

Lady. And when goes hence ? 

Mach. To morrow,as he purpoſes, 

Lady. O never, 
Shall Sunne thar Morrow ſee. 
Your Face, my Thaxe,is as a Booke,where men 
May reade (trange matters,to beguile thetime, 
Looke like the time, beare welcome in your Eye, 
Your Hand,your Tongue: looke like th'innocent flower, 
Bur be the Serpent vnder't. He that's comming, 
Muſt be prouided for : and you ſhall pur 


| This Nights great Buſinefſe intomy diſpatch, 


Which ſhall to all our Nights, and Dayes to come, 
Giue (olely foucraigne ſw:iy,and Mafterdome. 
Mach, We will ſpeake further, 
Lady. Onely looke vp cleare : 
To alter fauor,euer is to feare : 


Leaue all chereſt to me. Exenit, 


Scena Sexta, 


Hoboyes, and Torches, Enter King, Malcolme, 
Donalbaine,"B anqwo,Lenox, Macduff, 
Roſſe, Angus, and Attendants, 
King, This Caſtle hath a pleaſant ſear, 
The ayre nimbly and ſweetly recommends it ſelfe 
Varto our gentle fences. 
Banq. This Gueſt of Summer, 
The Temple-haunting Barlet does approve, 
By his loued Manſonry,that the Heauens breath 
Smells weingy here : no Jurty frieze, 
Buttrice,nor Coigne of Vantage, bur this Bird 
Hath made his pendant Bed, and procreant Cradle, 
Where they muſt breed,and haunt: I haue obſeru'd 
The ayre is delicate, Enter Lady. 
King. See, ſee, our honor'd Hoſteſle: 
The Loue that followes vs, ſometime is our trouble, 
Which ſtill we thanke as Loue, Herein I teach you, 
How you ſhall bid God-eyld vs for your paines, 
And thanke vs for your trouble, 
Lady. All our ſervice, 
In every point twice done,and then done double, 
Were poore,and fingle Buſinefſe,to contend 
Againſt thoſe Honors deepe,and broad, 
Wherewith your Majeſtic loades our Houſe: 
For thoſe of old, and the late Dignities, 
Heap d yp to them, we reſt your Ermies, | 
| King. Where's 
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| King, Where's the Thane of Cawdor? 
We courlt him ac the heeles, and had a purpoſe 
To be his Purueyor : But he rides well, 
And his great Loue (ſharpe as his Spurre )hath holp him 
To his home before vs : Faire and Noble Hoſteſſe 
We are your gueſt to night., 
La. Your Servants euer, 

Have theirs, themſelues,and what is theirs in comp, 
To make their Audit at your Highneſle pleaſure, 
Still to returne your owne, , 

King. Give me your hand : 
ConduRtineto mine Hoſt we loue him highty, 
And ſhall continue, our Graces rowards him. 


By your leaue Hoſteſle, Exennt 
Scena Septima. 
Ho-boyes, Torches, 


Enter a Sewer, a*d dimers Servants with Diſhes and Sermice 
oner the Stage, Then enter Macbeth. 


AMacb,1t it were done, when cis done, thea*twer well, 
It were done quickly : Ift Aſſaſſination 
Could trammell yp the Conſequence,and catch 
With his furccale, Succeſlc: that bu: this blow 
Might be the be all,aud the end all. Heere, 
But heere, vpon cis Banke and Schoole of time, 
Wc:e'ld iumpe tnelife to come, But inthele Caſes, 
We ſtill haue 1udgement heere, that we but reach 
Bloody Infiructions, which being taught, returne 
Toplague th'Inuenter, This eucn-handed Tuſtice 
Commends th Ingredience of cur poy{on'd Challice 
To our owne lips, Hce's heere in double truſt ; 
Firſt,as I am-his Kictman, and his SubieR, 
Scrong both againſt the Deed : Then,as his Hoſt, 
Who ſhould againſt his Murtherer ſhut the doore, 
Not beatre the knife my (elite, Befides, this Duncare 
Hath borne his Faculties ſo mecke ; hath bin 
So cleere in his great Office, that his Vertues 
Will pleade like Angels, Trumpet-rongu d againſt 
The deepe damnation of his taking off : 
And Pitty, like 2 5aked New-borne- Babe, 
Striding the blaft, or Heauens Cherubin, hors'd 
Vpon the 1ghtlefle Curriors of the Ayre, 
Shall blow the horrid deed in cuery eye, 
That teares ſhall drowne the winde. i haue no Spurre 
To pricke the ſides of my intent, but onely 
Vaulting Ambition, which ore-leapes it ſelfe, 
And falles on tl/other, Enter Lady. 
How now ? What Newes? 


Alac, Hath he ask'd tor me 9 

La. Know younot,he ha's ? 

Mac, We will proceed no further in this Buſineſſe : 
He hath Honour'd me of late, and 1 have bought 
Golden Opinians from all ſorts of people, 

Which would be worne now intheir neweſt gloſſe, 
Not caſt aſide ſo foone, 
La. Was the hope drunke, 
Wherein you creſt your ſelfe ? Hath it ſlept fince ? 
And wakes it now to looke {o greene, and pale, 
At what it did io freely ? From this time, 
Such] account thy loue, Art thou affear'd 
To be the ſame in thine owne AR,and Valour, 


| As thou art in deſire 2 Would'ſit chou haue that 


| 


| — 


| 


La.He bas almoſt ſupt: why haue youlefr the chamber ? 


<—_ 


Which thou cſteermn'{ the Ornament of Life, 
And live a Coward in thine owne Eſteeme ? 
Letting Idare nor, wait vpon I would, 
Likethe poore Cat ith'Audage, 
Aacb. Prythee peace : 
I dare do all that may become a man, 
Who dares no more, 1s none. 
La. What Beaſt was'e then 
That made you dreake this enterprize to me ? 
When you durſt do it, then you were a man: 
And to be more then what you were, you would 
Be {ſo much more the man, Nor time, nor place 
Did then adhere, and yet you would mzke both : 
They have made themfelues, and that their ficneſſe now 
Do's vrmake you. 1 have giuen Sucke, and know 
How tender 'tis co loue the Babe that milkes me, 
[ would, while it was ſmyling in my Face, 
Haue pluckt my Nipple trom his Boneleſſe Gummes, 
And daſht the Braines our, had I to lworne 
As you have done to this. 
Mach. If we ſhould taile ? 
Lady. We failec ? 
But (crew your courage to the ſticking place, 
And wee'le not fayle: when Dwzcay 1s afleepe, 
(Whereto the rather (hal! jus dayes hard lourney 
Soundly innite him) his ewo Chamberlaines 
Willl with Wine,and W aflell,ſo convince, 
That Memorie,the Warder of the Braine, 
Shall de a Fumie,and the Receit of Reaton 
A Lymbeck onely : when in $winiſh fleepe, 
Their drenched Natures lyes as in a Death, 
What cannot you and I performe vpon 
Th'vnguarded Dwncan? \V hat not put ypon 
His ſpungie Officers? who (hall bearethe guilr 
Ot our great quell, 
Alacb. Biing torth Men-Children onely: 
For thy vadzunted Mettle ſhould compoſe 
Nothing but Males, Will je not bereceiu'd, 
W hen we haue mark'd with blood thoſe ſleepietwo 
Of his owne Chamber, and vs'd their very Daggers, 
That they have don't ? | 
Lady. Who dares receive it other, 
As we ſhall make our Grietes and Clamor rore, 
Von his Death? | 
ach. 1am fſertled, and bend yp 
Each corporall Agent to this terrible Feat, 
Away,and mock the time with faireſt ſhow, 
Falſe Face muſt hide wiac the falle Heart doth: know, 
Exennt, 


Atlus Secundus. Scena Prima. 
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Enter Banquognd Fleance,with a Torch 
' before him, 
Bang. How goes the Night, Boy ? 
Flearce. The Moone is downe : 1haucnort heard the 
Clock, 
Bang. And ſhe goes downe at Twelue, 
Fleance, ]take'r,'tis later, Sir, 
Bang. Hold, take my Sword : 
There's Husbandry in Heauen, 
Their Candics are all out: take thee that too. 
mm 2 A 
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A heauie Summons lyes like Lead vpon me, 
And yet would not [leepe; 

Mertifull Powers,reltraine in me the curſed thoughts 
That Nature giues way to in repoſe, 


| Enter Macheth, and a Serwant with a Torch. 


Giue me my Sword : who's there ? = 
AMacb, A Friend. | 
'Bang.\What Sir not yet atreſt2the King's abed, 
He hath beene in vnuſuall Pleaſure, 
And ſent forth great Largeſle to your Offices, 
This Diamond he greetes your Wife withall, 
By the name of molt kind Hofteſle, 
And ſhur yp in mealurelefle content, 
ac, Being voprepar'd, 
Our will became the ſeruant todefeR, 
Which elſe ſhould tree haue wrought. 
Bang. All's well. : 
[ dream laſt Night of the three weyward Siſter : 
To you they haue ſhew'd ſometruth, | 
Macb, Ithinke not of them : 
Yet when we can entreat an houre to ſerve, 
We would ſpend it in ſome words ypon that Buſineſle, 
If you would graunt the time. 
| Bang. At your kind'(t leylure, 
6 Mach, If you ſhall cleaue to my conſent, 
When 'tis,it ſhall make Honor for you, 
Bang. Sol loſe none, 
In ſeeking to augment it, but ſtill keepe 
| My Boſome franchis'd,and Allegeance cleare, 
[ ſhall be counſail'd, 
Mach. Good repoſethe while. 
Bang. Thankes Sir: the liketo you, Exit Bangquo, 
ach .Goe bid thy Miſtrefſe,wi.en my drinke is ready, 
She ſtrike vpon the Bell, Ger thee to bed, E xit. 
Is this a Dagger, which 1 ſec before me, 
The Handle roward my Hand? Come,let me clutch thee: 
I hatſe thee nor,and yer | ſee chee ill, 
Art thou not farall Viſion, ſenhble 
To feeling,as to fight? or art thou but 
PA Dagger of the Mindega falle Creation, 
Proceeding from the heat-oppreſled Braine 2 
I ſee thee yer, in forme as palpable, 
As this which now I draw, 
Thou marſhall me the way that I was going, 
And ſuch an Infirument I was to vie, 
Mine Eyes are made the fooles o'ch'other Sences, 
| Or elie worth all the rcſt: 1 ſeethee ill z 
And on thy Blade, and Ducgeon,Gours of Blood'y 
Which was not ſo before. There's no ſuch thing: 
[tis the bloody Buknebe, which informes 
Thus comine Eyes. Now o're the one halfe World 
Nature ſcemes dexd,and wicked Dreames abuſe 
The Curtam'd (1-cpe: Witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Heccars Offrings: and wither d Murtheer, 
Alarum'd by bis C#nrinell, the Wolfe, 
\\hoſchowle's bis Watch, thus with his ficaltby pace, 
; raniſhing des, cowards his deſigne 


, 


II 


—— 
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Meare notmy fleps, which they may walke, for teare 
'[ iy very {tones prate of my where-abour, | 
| Amirake the preſent horror fromthe time, 

{ Which now tutes with it. Whites I threat, he liues: 

! Words tothe heat of deedes too cold breath giues, 
| A Bell rings, 


| 


I goe,and it is done: the Bell inuites me. 
Heare it not, Duncan, for it is a Knell, 
That ſummons thee to Heaven, or to Hell. Exit. 


— 
— — 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Lady. | 
LaThat which hath made the drunk, hath made me bold: 
Whar hath quench'd them, hath giuen me fire. ; 
Hearke,peace: it was the Owle that ſhriek'd, 
The farall Bell-man, which giues the ſtern'ft good-night, 
He is about it, the Doores are open : 
And the ſurfeted Groomes doe mock their charge 
With Snores, I have drugg'd their Poſlers, 
That Death and Nature doe contend about them, 
Whether they liue, or dye, 

Enter Macbeth. 

Mach, Who's there? what hoa? 

Lady. Alack,1 am afraid they haue awak'd, 
And'ts not donet th'attemprt,and not the deed, 
Contounds vs: hearke: I lay'd their Daggers ready, 
He could not mifle 'em. Had he not retembled 
My Father as he ſlept,I had dor't, 
My Husband ? 

Mach, Thaue done the deed; 
Dud(t chounot heare a noyſe? 

Lady.1 heard the Owle ſchreame,and the Crickets cry. 
Did not you {peake ? 

Aacb, When? 

Laiz. Now. 

AMacb. As Il deſcended? 

Lady. I. 

Aacb. Hearke,who lyes tt? fecond Chamber ? ' 

Lady . Donalbame, 

Mac. This is a ſorry fight, | 

Lady. A fooliſh thought, to ſay a ſorry ſight, 

Atacb, There's one d1d laugh in's fleepe, 

And one cry'd Murther,that they did wake each other ; 
I'ftood,and heard them : But they did ſay their Prayers, 
And addreſt them'gaine to ſleepe, 

Lady. There are two lodg'd together, 

Macb, One cry'd God bleſſe vs,and Amen the other, 
As they had feene me with theſe Hangmans hands; 
Liſtning their feare, | could nor ſay Amen, 

When they did {ay God blefle vs. 

Lady. Conſider it not fo deepely. 

Mas. But wherefore could not Ipronounce Amen? 

I had moſt need of Ble{ſing,and Amen ftuck in my throat, 

Lady. Theſe deeds muſt not be choughic 
After theſe wayes: ſo,it will make vs mad, 

Macb, Me thought I heard a yoyce cry,Sleep no more: 
Macbeth does murther Sleepe, the innocent Sleepe, 
Sleepe thar knits vp the rauel'd Sleeve of Care, 

The death of each dayes Life,ſore Labors Bath, 
Balme of hurt Mindes, great Natures ſecond Courſe, 
Chicfe nouriſher in Life's Feaſt, 7 

Lady. What doe you meane ? 

Macb, Still it cry'd, Sleepe no more to all the Houſe : 
Glam hath murther'd Sieepe,and therefore Cawdor 
Shall leepeno more; Macbeth ſhall ſleepe no more. 

Lady. Who was it,that thus cry'd? why worthy Thave, 
You doe vnbend your Noble ftrength,tothinke 
So braine-ſickly ot things: Goe ger forme Water, 

And 
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ET 


The Tragedie of «Macbeth... 


| And waſh this filthie Witneſle from your Hand, 
\Whydid you bring theſe Daggers from the place? 
They muſt lye there : goe carry them, and ſmeare 
The ſicepie Groomes with blood, 
Mach. Vie goe no more : 
I am afraid,co chinke what lhaue done : 
Looke on't againe, 1 dare nor. 
Lady. Infirme of purpoſe: 
Giue me the Daggers: the {lceping,and the dead, 
Are but as P:Qtures : *ris che Eye of Child-hood, 
That feares a painted Deuill, If he doe bleed, 
| Tie guild the Faces of the Groomes withal!, 
For it muſt ſeeme their Guilc, Exit. 
Knocke within, 
Macb. Whence is that knocking ? 
How ist with me, when cuery noyſe appalls me ? 
What Hands are here? hah : they pluck out mine Eyes. 
Will all great NVepranes Ocean waſh this blood 
Cleane from wy Hand? no:this my Hand will rather 
The multitudinous Seas incarnardine, 


Making the Greene one,Red, 


Enter Lay. 

Lady. My Hands are of your colour : but I ſhame 
To weare a Heart fo white, Knocke. 
| Theorea.knocking at the Sourh entry : 
Retyre we to our Chamber : 
A little Water cleares vs of this deed. 
How eaſe is it then? your Conſtancie 
Hath left you ynattended, 
Hearke, more knocking. 
Get on your Night-Gowne, leaſt occaſion call vs, 
And ſhew vs to be Watchers: be nor loſt 
So poorely in your thoughts. 


Knocke, 


Mach. To know my deed, Knocke. 
"Twere beſt not know my lelte, 
Wake Duncan with thy knocking : 
[ would thou could'ſt. Exennt, 


Scena T ertia, 


Enter a Porter. 
Knocking within, 

Porter, Here's a knocking indeede : if a man were 
Porter of Hell Gate, hee ſhould have old rurning the 
Key. | Knock. Knock, Knock, Knock, Who's there 
!'th' name of Be/zebwb? Here's a Farmer , that hang'd 
himſelfe on thiexpeRetion of Plentie: Come in time, have 
Napkins enow abour you, here you'le ſweat for't, Knock. 
\Knock, knock. Who's there in th'other Deu:ls Name ? 
Faith here's an Equiuocator, that could ſweare in both 
the Scales againtt cyther Scale, who commirted Treaſon 
enough for Gods ſake,yet could not equivocatero Hea- 
ven : oh come in, Equiuvocator, Knock. Knock, 
Knock, Knock, Who's there > Faith here's an Engliſh 
Taylor cone bither , for ſtealing out of a French Hoſe : 
Come in Taylor, here you may roſt your Goole, Knock, 
-Knock;Knock, Nevterar quiet : What are you? bur this 
place is too cold for Hel: Ie Deuil)-Porrer it no further: 
I had thought to haue let in ſome of all Profeſhons, that 
goe the Primroſe way rorheuerlaſting Bonfire, Kweck, 

Anon,anon, I pray you remember the Porter, 


——_— 


| 


Enter Macduf,aud Lenox. 


Macd, Was it folate, friend,ere you werit toBed, | 
That you doe lye (o late ? 
Pore, Faith Sir, we were carowfing till the ſecond Ceck:| 

And Drinke,Sir,is a great prouoker of three things, 

Maed. Whar three things. does Drinke eſpecially 
prouoke ? | 

Port, Marry, SixgNoſe-painting, Sleepe, and Vrine. 
Lecherie,Sir,it ppogokes, and vnprouckes : it prouokes 
the defire, but ittakes away the performance, Therefore 
much Drinke way de ſaid ro be an Equiuocator with [.e- 
cherie;z it makes him,and ic marres him; it fers him on, 
and it takes him off ; ir perſwades him, and diſ-heartens 
him; makes him ftand roo,and not Rand too + in conclu- 
hon,*<quiuocates him in a{lcepe,and giving him the Lye, | 
leaues him, | | 

Macd. I beleeve Drinke gane thee the Lyelaſt Night. 

Port, That it did,Sir, Pthe very Throat on me: bur ] 
required him for his Lye, and (l thinke)being too ſtrong 
for him,though he rooke vp my Legyges lometime, yet 1 
made a Shift to caſt lim, 

Enter Macbeth. 

Aracd. Is thy Mafter ſtirring ? 
Our knocking ha's awak'd him: here he comes, 

Lenox. Good morrow, Noble Sir. 

AMacb. Good morrow both. 

Aacd, Ts the King ſtirring, worthy Thane? 

Atach. Nor yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him, 
[ have almoſt ſlipt the houre, 

Ae 6b. Ile bring you to him. 

Afacd. I know this is a ioytull troubleto you: 
Bur yet *tis one. , 

Mach. The labour we delight in, Phyſicks paine : 
Tl:is is the Doore, 

Macd., Vie make fo bold to call, for'tis my limitted 
ſeruice. Exit Macduſſe, 

Lenox, Goes the King hence to day? 

AMucb. He does: he did appoine ſo. 

Lenox. The Night ha's been vnruly: 
Where we [:y,our Chimneys were blowne downe, 
And (as they ſay) lamentings heard i'th'Ayre; 
Strange Schreemes of Death, 
And Prophecying, with Accents terrible, 
Ot dyre Combuſtion,and confus'd Euents, 
New hatch'd toth' wofvll time. 
The obſcure Bird clamo1'd the liue-long Night, 
Some ſay,the Earth was feuorous, 
Aud did ſhake, 

Mach, 'T was a rough Night. 

Lenex. My young remembrance cannot paralell 
A tfcllow co it. 

Emter CMacdrff, 

AMacrd, O horror, horror, horror, 
Tongue nor Heart cannot conceiue,nor name thee, 

Mach, and Lenox, What's the matter ? 

Macd. Confohon now hath made his Maſter-peece: 
Mot facrilegious Murther hath broke ope 
The Lords anoynted Temple,and Role thence 
The Life o'th' Building, 

Mach. Whac is't you ſay,the Life? 

Lenox. Meane you his Maieſtie? 

AMacd, Approch the Chamber, nd deſtroy your fight 


_— 


_— 
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Wirth a new Gorgon. Doe not bid me ſpeake: 
See, 
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See,and then ſpeake your {clues : awake,awake, 
Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox. 
Ring the Alarum Bell : Murther,and Treaſor, 
Banquo,and Donalbaine : alcolme awake, 
Shake off this Downey (leepe, Deaths counterfeit, 
And looke on Death it telte ; vp,vp,and ſee 
The great Doomes lmage: Aalcalme,bangro, 
As from your Graues rite vp,and walke like Sprights, 
To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell, 
Bell rings. Enter Lady, 

Lady. What's the Bubtneſle 9 
That ſuch a hideous Trumpe: calls to parley 
The ilcepers of the Houle? ipcake,tpeake. 

Aacd. O gentle Lady, 
'Tis not for you to heare what I can fpeake : 
The repetition in a Womans care, 
Would murther as it fell, 

Enter angus. 

O Banquo,Banquo, Our Royall Maſter's murther'd, 

Lady. \W oc alas: 
Whar, in our Houſe ? 

Ban. Too cruell,any where. 
Deare Df}! prythee contradict thy ſelte, 
Aad fay,it 13 not {o, 


Enter Macbeth, Lenox,and Roſſc, 


Afach. Had I but dy'd an hourecefore this chance, 
I had liu'd a bleſſed time: for from this inſtant, 
There's nothing ſerious in Mortalitie: 
All 1s but Toycs : Renowne and Grace is dead, 
The Wine of Life is drawne,and the mcere Lees 
Is left this Vault, to brag of. 


Enter Malcolme and Doxalbaine, 


Donal. What is amiſle ? 

Mach. You are,and doe not know*: : 
The Spring,the Head, the Fountaine of your Blood 
Is ſtopr, the very Source of ir is ſtopr, 

Macd. Your Royall Father's murther'd, 

Atal. Oh,by whom? 

Lenox, Thole of his Chamber,as it ſeem'd,had don't : 
Their Hands and Faces were all badg'd with blood, 
So were their Daggers, which vawip'd,we found 
Vpon their Pillowes: they ſtar'd,and were diſtracted, 
No mans Life wasto be truſted with them, 

Alach, O,yert I doc repent me of my furie, 
Thar [ did kill them, 

Afacd. Wherefore did you fo? 

ach Who can be wiſe,amsz'd,temp'rate,& furious, 
Loyall and Neutrall,in a moment? No man: 
Th'cxpedition of my violent Loue 
Out-run the pawſer, Reaſon, Here lay Duncan, 
His Silner «kinne, lac'd with his Golden Blood, 
And his gaſh'd Stabs,look'd like a Breach in Nature, 


For Runes waſtfull entrance: there the Murtherers, 


Sreep'd inthe Colours of their Trade; their Daggers 


|Vomannerly breech'd with gore: who could refraine, 


That had a heart to loue; and in that heart, 
Courage,to make's love knowne ? 

Lady. Helpeme hence,hoa, 

1fard. Looke tothe Lacy, 

AMa'. Why doe we hold our tongues, 
That moſt may clayme this arguinent for ours ? 

T-+:/, What ſhould be ſpoken bere, 
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Where our Fat& hid in an augure hole, 
May ruſh,and ſeize vs? Let's away, 
| Our Teares are not yet brew'd. 
Mal. Nor our (trong Sorrow 
Vpon the foot of Motion, 
Bang. Looke to the Lady: 
And when we have our naked Frailties hid, 
| That ſuffer in expoſure; let vs meer, 

And queſtion this moſt bloody piece of worke, 
To know it further, Feares and {cruples ſhake ys: 
Ia the great Hand of God I iand,and thence, 
Againſt the vndivulg'd pretence,I fight 
Ot Treaſonous Mallice. 

HMacd, And ſo doel, 
All. So all. 
Mach. Let's briefely put on manly readineſle, 
And meer i'ch' Hall together. 
All. Well contented, 
AMalc. What will you doe? 
Let's not conſort wich them; 
To ſhew an vnfelt Sorrow,is an Office 
Which the falſe man do's eafie, 
lle to England, 
Don. Tolreland, I : 
Our ſeperated fortune ſhall keepe vs both the ſafer ; 
Where we are,there's Daggers in mens Smiles; 
The neere in blood, the neerer bloody, 
Mealc, This murtherous Shaft that's hor, 
Hath not yet lighted:and our ſafeſt way, 
Is to avoid the ayme. Therefore to Horle, 
And let vs not be daintie of leaue-taking, 
But ſhift away : there's warrant in that Theft, 
Which ſeales it ſelfe, when there's no mercie lefs, 
E xeunt. 


Exennt, 


RE: | 


—Þ ———_— 


| Scena Quarta. 


Enter Roſſe,with an Old man, 


Old man, Threeſcore and tenI can remember well, 
Within the Volume of which Time,I have ſeene 
{ Houres dreadfull,and things ſtrange: but this ſore Night 

Hath trifled former knowings, 

| Roſſe. Ha,good Father, 
Thou ſceſt the Heauens,as troubled with mans AR, 
Threatens his bloody Stage: byrh' Clock 'tis Day, 
And yer darke Night trangles the travailing Lampe : 
Ic Nights predominence,or the Dayes ſhame, 
That Darknefſe does the face of Earth iotombe, 
When living Light ſhould kifle ir? 


Cld man, 'Tis vnaaturall, 
Euen like the deed that's done: On Tucſdaylaft, 
A Faulcon towring in ber pride of place, 
Was by a Mowſing Owle hawk at, end kill'd, 
Roſſe. And Dwuncans Hories, 
| (A thing moſt range, and certaine) 


Beauteous,and ſwift, the Minions of thejrRace, 
Turn'd wilde in nature, broke their Amlls, long our, 
| Contending 'gainft Obedience,ns they 
Make Warre with Mankinge. 

Old man. 'Tis ſaid,they cate each other. 

Refſe, They did fo ; 
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To th'smazement of mine eyes thar look'd ypon't. (Which Rill hath been both graue,aad proſperous) 
Enter Macaduffe, In this dayes Councell: but wee'le take ro morrow. 
Heere comes the good Macdyfe. Is't farre you ride? 
How goes the world Sir,now ? Ban. As farre, my Lord,as will fill vp thetime 
Macd, Why ſee you not ? 'T wixt this,and Supper, Goe not my Horle the better, 
Refſ. Is't known who did this morethen bloody deed? | 1 muſt become a borrower of the Night, 
Afacd, Thoſe that MMachberb hath (laine. For a darke houre,or twaine, 28 
Roſſ. Alas the day, Macb, Faile not our Feaſt, 
What good could they pretend ? Ban. My Lord,I will nor. 
Macd, They were ſubborved, Mach, We heare our bloody Cozens are beſtow'd 
Malcelme, and Doxalbaine the Kings two Sonnes In England,and in Ireland,not confeſsing 
Are ſtolne away and fled, which puts ypon them Their crue!! Parricide,filling their hearers 
Suſpition of the deed, With firange invention. Bur of that to morrow, | 
Roſſe, 'Gainſt Nature fill, When therewithall,we ſhall haue cauſe of State, 
Thriftleſſe Ambition, that will raven vp Crauing vs ioyntly, Hye you co Horſe: 
Thine owne lives meanes : Then 'tis moſt like, | Adieu,till you returne at Night, | 
The Soveraigoty will fattvpon Afacberb. Goes Fleance with you? 
Macrd, He is already namv'd, and gone to Scone Zan, I,my good Lord : our time does call ypon's. 
| To be inveſted. Afacb. 1 wiſh your Hotſes ſwift, and {ure of foot : 
Roſe. Where is Duncans body ? And ſo I doe commend you to their backs. 
Macd. Carried coColmetkill, Farwell, Exit Banquo. 
The Sacred Store-houle of his Predecefſors, Let euery man be maſter of his time, 
And Guardian of their Bones, Till feuen ar Night, ro make focietic 
Roſſe. Will you ro Scone ? The ſweeter welcome : 
Macd. No Cofin, Ile to Fife. We will keepe our lelfe till Supper time alone: 
Roſe Well,I will thicker, | While then,God be with you, Exeunt Lords, 
Macd.Well may you ſee things wel done there:Adieu | Sirrha, a word with you : Attend choſe men 
Leaſt our old Robes fit cater then our new, Our pleaſure? 
Roſſe, Farewell, Father. Servant, They are, my Lord, without the Pallace 
Old M. Gods beny on go with you,and with thoſe Gare. 
That would make good of baJ,and Friends of Foes. Afacb. Bring them before vs. Exit Sermant, 


Exeunt omnes | To be thus, is nothing, but to be ſafely thus ; 
2 h Our feares in Banque Ricke deepe, 
— And in his Royalte of Nature reignes that 
. Which would be fear'd. 'Tis much he dares, 
Attus Tertius. Scena Prima. And :o that dauntleſſe temper of his Minde, 
S He hath a Wiſdome,that doth guide his Valour, 
To act in fafetie, There is none bur he, 


nn CO 


| Enter Banque, Whoſe being I doe feare : and vnder him, 
Bang. Thon haſt it now, King, Cawdor,Glamis, ll, | My Genws is rebuk'd,as it is ſaid 
Az the weyard Women promis'd, and 1 feare Mark_Anthonies was by Caeſar. He chid the Siflers, 
Thou playd'ſt moſt fowly for't : yet it was faide | . When firſt they put the Name of King vpon me, 
Tt ſhould not Rand in thy Poſterity, And bad them ſpeake to him, Then Propher-like, 
But that my ſelfe ſhould be the Roote,and Father They hayl'd him Father to a Line of Kings. 
| Of mavy Kings. If there come truth from them, Vpon my Head they plac'd a fruitleſſe Crowne, 
As ypon thee Macbeth, their Speeches ſhine, And put a barren Scepter in my Gripe, 
Why by the vericies on thee made good, Thence to be wrenche with an ynlineall Hand, 
| May tbey not be my Oracles as well, | No Sonne of mine ſucceeding : if 't be ſo, 
And fet me vp in hope, But huſh,no more, For 8angque's Ifluc haue I fil'd my Miade, 
For them, the gracious Duncan haue I murther'd, 
Senit ſounded, Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Lenox, Put Rancours in the Veſſell of my Peace 
Roſſe, Loras and Attendants, Onely for them, and mine eternall [ewell 
Giuen tothe common Enemie of Man, 
Macb. Heere's our chiefe Gueſt, To make them Kings, the Scedes of Banque Kings, 
La. It he had beene forgonten, Rather then ſo,come Fate into the Lyft, 
It had bene as a gap in our great Feaſt, And champion me coth'yiterance, 
And all-thing vubecomming. Who's there ? ; 
Mach. Tonight we hold a ſolemne Supper fir, 
And Ile requeſt your preſence. Enter Sernant, and two Murtherers, 
Bag. Letyour Highneſſe 
Command vpon me, io the which my dories Now goe to the Doore, and ſtay there till we call, 
| Are with a moſt indifſoluble rye Exit Serwant, 
For ever khir. Was it not yeſterday we ſpoke together ? 
Macb. Ride you this afternoone ? Murth, It was,lo pleaſe your Highneſle, 
Ban, I, my good Lord, Macb, Well then, 


Mach. We ſhould haue elſe defir'd your good aduice | Now haue you confider'd of my ſpeeches : 
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Which held you ſo vnder tortune, 

W hich you thought had been our innocent ſelfe, 

This I made good to you, tin our laſt conference, 

Paſt in probation with you: 

How you were borne mt hand, how crofl ; 

The Inftruments :-who wrought with them : 

And all things elſe, that might 

| To halfe a Soule;and to a Notion craz'd, 

Say, Thus did bangqno, 

1. AAarth. You made it knowne to vs, 
 Macb. Idid ſo: 

And went further, which is now 

Our point of ſecond meeting. 

Doe you finde your patience lo predominant, 

In your nature, that you can let this goc ? 

Are you ſo Goſpell'd,ro pray tor this good man, 

And for his Iſſue, whole heauic hand 

Hath bow'd you to the Graue, and begger'd 

Yours for eucr? 

1. urth, We are men, my Licge. 
Mach. 1,in the Catalogue ye goe formen, 

As Hounds,and Greyhounds, Munprels,Spaniels,Curres, 

Showghes, Water-Rugs,and Demy-Wolues are clipt 

All by the Name of Dogges : the valued file 

Diftinguiſhes the (witr,the flow, the ſubtle, 

The Houſe-keeper,the Hunter, every one 

According to the gift, which bountcons Nature 

Hath in'um clos'd: whcreby he does receine 

Particular addition, from the Bill, 

That writes them all alike: and fo of men, 

Now,if you have a ſtation in the file, 

Not i*th worſt ranke of Manhood, fay't, 

And I will put that Bufine(ſe in your Boſomes, 

W hoe execution takes your Enemie off, 

Grapples you to the neart;and love of vs, 

Who weare ur Health bur ſickly in his Life, 

{ Which in his Death were perfect, 

| 2. Mwrth, lamone,my Liege, 

Whom the vile Blowes and Buffers of the World 

Hath ſo incens'd,that I am reckleflc what [ doe, 

To ipight the World, 

1. Mwrth. And I another, 

So wearie with Diſaſters,tugo*4 with Fortune, 

That I would fet my Lite on any Chance, 

Tq mend it, or be rid on'e, | 
Mach, Both of you know Banquo was your Enemie, 
Afwrth. True,my Lord. 

Aach. So is he mine: and in ſach bloody diſtance, 

That every minute of his being, thruſts 

Againſt my neer'lt of Life: and though I could 

W ith bare-f2c'd power ſweepe him from my fight, 

And bid my will avouch it; yet I muſt nor, 

For cectaine friends that are both his, and mine, 

\Vhoſe loues I may nor drop,bnt wayle his fall, 

\Who I my iclte ſtruck downe : and thence it 18, 

That] to your aſhtance doe make loue, 

MasKking the Buſinefle trom the common Eye, 

For ſundry weightie Reaſons, 

2: Morcb, We ſhall,my Lord, 


| 


| 


* Both the Worlds ſuffer, 


Tolecaue no Rubs nor Botches in the Worke : 
Fleans 1s Sonne, that Keepes him companie, 
Whoſe ablence isno lefſe materiall tome, 
Then is his Fathers,owſt embrace the fate 


Of that darke houre: relolue 
Ile come to you anon, . 
AMurth. Wearereſolu'd,my Lord. 
Mach. Nie call vponyou ſtraight : abide within, 
It is concluded : Banguo,thy Soules flight, 
If it finde Heauen,rauſt finde jt out co Night... Exennt. 


your ſclues apart, 


Scena Secunda, 


- — 


' Enter CMacbeths Lady, anda Seruant. 


Lady. Is Ba»quo gone from Court? 

Sernant, 1,Madame, but returnes againeto Night, 

Laty. Say to the King,I would attend his leylure, 
For a few words, 

Seruant. Madame, I will. 

Lady. Nought's had, all's ſpent, 

Where our debre is got without content : 

'Tis ſafer,to be that which we deſtroy, 

Then by deftruQtion dwell in doubrfull joy, 
Enter Macbeth. 

[1ow now,my Lord, why dqe you keepe alone ? 

Ot ſorryeft Fancies your Companions making, 

V ing thoſe Thoughts, which ſhould indeed haue dy'd 

With them they thinke on: things without all remedic 

Should be without regard: what'adone,is done, 

Mach. We haue ſcorch'd the Snake,not kill'd it: 
Shee'le cloſe,and be her ſelfe,whileft ourpoore Mallice 
Remaines in danger of her former Tooth, 

But let the frame of things diſ-ioynr, 


Exit. 


Ere we will cate our Meale in feare,and leepe 
In the affliction of theſe terrible Dreames, 
That ſhake vs Nightly: Better be with the dead, 
Whom we,to gayne our peace,haue ſent to peace, 
Then on the torture of the Minde to lye 
In reſtlefle extafie, 
Duncane is in his Graue : 
After Lifes fitfull Feuer,he ſleepes well, 
Treaſon lia's done his worſt : nor Steele, nor Poyſon, 
Mallice domeftique, forraine Leuic, nothing, 
Can couch him further, 
Lady. Come on : 
Gentle my Lord,ſlecke o're your rugged Lookes, 
Be bright and louiall among your Gueſts to Night. 
Mach. So ſhall I Loue,and ſol pray be you: 
Let your remembrance apply to Banguo, 
Preſent him Eminence, both with Eye and Tongue : 
Vnſafe the while, that wee muſt laue 


Our Honors in theſe flattering fireames, 
And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts, 
Diſguiſing what they are, 
R You muſt leaue this. | 
Mach, O,full of Scorpions is my Minde,deare Wife : 
Thou know'ft,that Banque and his Fleans liues, 
Re FEA Lagy. Bur | 


= 


7 1g7; | Performe what you command ve. 

P11 4.4 1- Mrth. Though our Lives-- 

4 | . Aacb, Nour Spirits ſhine through you, 

oY | Within 15 houte, at moſt, 

I will aduiſe you where to plant your ſelues, | 
Acqain you with the perfe& Spy o'th' time, 
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Lady. Bur in them, Natures Coppie's nor eterne. 
Mach, There's comfort yer,they are afſaileable, 
Then be thou iocund : ere the Bat hath flowne 
His Cloyſter'd flight, ere to black Hercars ſurnmons 


| The ſhard-borne Beetle, with his drowfie hums, 


Hath rung Nights yawning Peale, 
There ſhall be done a deed of dreaQtull note. 

Lady. What's to be done ? 

Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge,deareſt Chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed: Come,ſfeeling Night, 
Skarfe vp the tender Eye of pirrifull Day, 

And with thy bloodie and inuifible Hand 

Cancell and teare to pieces that great Bond, 

Which keepes me pale. Light thickens, 

And the Crow makes Wing toth* Rookie Wood : 
Good things of Day begin to droope,and drowle, 
Whiles Nights black Agents to their Prey's doe rowſe, 


| Thou maruell't at my words: but hold thee (till, 


Things bad begun, make ſtrong chemſelues by ill: 
So ptythee goc with me. Exemit. 


Scena T ertta. 


— —_— — 


Enter three Murtberers, 


1. But who did bid thee joyne with ys? 

3. Macbeth, 

2, Heneedes not our miſtruſt, fince he deliuers 
Our Offices, and what we haue to doe, 
To the dire&tion iuft. 

1. Then ftand with vs: 
The Weſt yet glimmers with ſome ſtreakes of Day, 
Now ſpurres the lated Traueller apace, 
To gayne the timely 1nne, end neere approches 
The ſudieR of our Watch. 

3. Hearke,T heare Horſes, 

Banqno within, Giue vs a Light there, hoa, 

2. Then 'tis hee : 
The reſt, that are within the note of expeCtation, 
Alreadie are i'th*Courrt. 

1. His Horſes goe abour, 

3. Almoſt a mile : but he does vſually, 
So all men doe, from hence toth' Pallace Gate 


Make it their Walke, 
Enter Banque and Fleans with a Torch, 


2, A Light, a Light. 
3. 'Tis hee. 
1. Stand too'r, 
Ban. It will be Rayne to Night, 
x. Let it come downe, 
Ban. O, Trecherie! 
Flye good Fleans, fie, fliye, flye, 
Thou may'ſt revenge. O Slaue ! 
3. Who did rike out the Light ? 
1. Was't not the way ? 
. There's bur one downe: the Sonne is fled. 
2. We haveloſt 
Beſt halfe of our Aﬀaire. 
1. Well, let's away, and ſay how much is done, 
E xennt . 


—— —<—__ ——_— 


— 


Scena (uarta. 


P— —— 


Banquet prepar d, Enter Macbeth, Lady, Roſſe, Lenox, 
Lords, and «Attendants, 


Macb. Y ou know your owne degrees,fit done: 
Atfirſt andlaſt,the hearty welcome. 
Lords. Thankes to your Maicſty. 
Mach. Our felte will mingle with Society, 
And play the hamble Hoft : 
Our HoRtefſe keepes her State, but in beſt time 
We will require ber welcome, | 
La. Pronounce it for me Sir, to all our Friends, 
For my heart ſpeakes, they are welcome, 
Enter firſt Alurtherer. 
Mack See they encounter thee with their harts thanks 
Both (ides are even; heere Ile fir i'th'mid'R, 
Be large in mirth,anon wee'l drinke a Meaſure 
The Table round. There's blood yponthy face, 
Munur. 'Tis Banquo's then. 
Macb. 'Tis better thee without, then he within. 
is hediſparch'd ? 5 
Afeur. My Lord his throat is cut, that T did for him. 
Mac. Thou art the beſt o'th'Cut-throats, 
Yet hee's good that did the like for Fleans:; 


If thou <1d/t it, thou arr the Non-pareill, | 


Mur. MottRoyall Sir 
Fleans is (cap'd. | 
CMacb. Then comes my Fit againe ! 
I had elle beene perfect ; 
Whole as the Matble, fonnded as the Rocke, 
As broad, and generall, as the caſing Ayre: 
But now I am cabia'd, crib'd, confin'd, bound in” 
To ſawcy doubrs, and feares. But Bangue's ſafe? 
Aſn. 1,my good Lord : ſafein aditch he bides, 
With ewenty trenched gaſhes on his head ; 
The leaſt aDeath to Nature, | 
Mach. Thankes for that: 
There the growne Serpent lyes, the worme that's fled 
Hath Nature that in time will Venom breed, 
No teeth for th'preſene, Getthee gone, to morrow 
Wee'l heare our (clues againe. " Exit Murderer. 
Lady. My Royall Lord, 
You donot giue the Cheere, the Feaſt is ſold 
That is not often vouch'd, while 'tis a making * 
'Tis giuen,with welcome: to feede were belt athome :' 
From therice, the ſ{avce to meate 1s Ceremony, 
Meeting were bare without it, 


Enter the Ghoſt of Banquo, and fits in Macbeth: place, 


Mach. Sweet Remembrancer : | 


Now good digeftion waite on Appetite, 
And healthron both. 
Lenox. May't pleaſe your Highneſle fie. 
Mach. Here had wenow our Countries Honor,roof 'd, 
W ere the grac'd perſon of our Banqno preſent ; 
Who, may | rather challenge tor vnkindneſfle, 
Then pitty for Miſchance, 
Roſſe. His abſence(Sir) | 
Layes blame vpon his promiſe, Pleas't your Highneſle 


To grace vs with your Royall Company ? 
Aecab. 
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feMacheth, 


Macb, The Table's full, 
Lenox, Heere is a place reſerv'd Sir, 
Mach. Where? 
Lenox. Heere my good Lord. . 
What is't that moues your Highneſſe ? 
Mach, Which of you have done this? 
Lords, What, my good Lord# 
Macb. Thou canſt nor ſay 1 did it: neuer ſhake 
Tiy goary lockes 2t me, 
Roſe. Gentlemen rilc,his Highneſſe is not well. 
Lady. Sit worthy Fcicads : my Lord is often thus, 
And hath beene from his youth, Pray you kcepe Seat, 
The fit is momentary, vpon a thought 
He will againe be well, If much younote him 
You ſhall offend him, 2nd extend his Paſhon, 
Feed, and regard himnot. Are youa man ? 
Mach. 1, and a bold one, that dare looke on that 
Which might appall the Diuell, 
Ls. O proper ſtufte : 
This is the very painting of your feare : 
This is the Ayre-drawne-Dagger which you ſaid 
Led you to Duncan, O, thele flawes and ftarts 
(Impoſtars to true teare) would well become 
A womans ſtory, at a Winters fire 
Authoriz'd by her Grandam ; ſhame it ſelfe, 
Why do you make ſuch faces ? When all's done 
You looke but on a (toole. 
Mach Prythee ice there : 
Behold, looke, loe, bow lay you: 
Why what care I if thou canſtnod, ſpeake too. 
If Charnell houſes, and our Graves mult fend 
Thoſe that we bury, backe; our Monuments 
Shall be che Mawes of Kyces. 
1a, \W hat? quite vnmann'd in folly, 
Mach. If 1 Qand heere,l ſaw him, 
La. Fie for ſhame. 
Mach. Blood hath bene ſhed ere now,i'th'olden time 
Ere humane Statute purg'd the po Weale: 
],and fince tov, Murthers have bene pertorm'd 
Too terrible for the eare. The times has beve, 
That when the Braines were our, the man would dye, 
And there an end : But now they rile againe 
With twenty mortall murthers on their crownes,” 
And puſh vs from our ſtooles. This is more ſtrange 
Then ſuch a murther is, 
La. My worthy Lord 
Your Noble Friends do lacke you. 
Macb, 1 doforget: 
Do not muſe at me my moſt worthy Friends, 
Lhaue a Grange infirmity, which is nothing 
To thoſe that know me. Come, love and heatth to all, 
Then Ile fit downe : Giue me forae Wine, fill full : 
Enter Ghe/t, 
I drivke to th generall ioy o'th'whole Table, 
And to our deere Friend Banque, whom we thiſſe: 
Would he were hecre ; to all, and him we thirſt, 
And all to all, 
Lords. Our Quties, and the pledge, 
C17ac. \uant, & quit my 1ght,let the earth hide thee: 
Thy bones are macrowleſle, thy blood is cold ; 
Thou hal! nv ſpeculation in rhole eyes 
Which thou doſt glare with, 
| Ca, Thickeof this good Peeres: 


tc 


| 
| 
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Approach thoulike the rugged Ruſſian Beare, 
The arm'd Rhinoceros, or th'Hircan Tiger, 
Take any ſhape bur that, and my firme Nerues 


| Shall never tremble. Or be aliue againe, 


And daremeto the Defart with thy Sword : 
If trembling I inhabit then, proteſt mee 
The Baby of a Girle. Hence horrible ſhadow, 
Voreall mock'ry hence, Why ſo, being gone 
I am a man againe: pray you fit till, 

La, You haue difplac'd the mirth, 
Broke the good meeting, with moſt admir'd diſorder, 

Mach. Can ſuch things be, 
And onercome vs like a Summers Clowd, 
Without our ſpeciall wonder? You make me ſtrange 
Euen to the diſpoſition that I owe, 
When now Ithinke you can behold ſuch fights, 
And keepe the naturall Rubic of your Checkes, 
When mine is blanch'd with feare, 

Roſſe. What ſights, my Lord ? | 

La. I pray you ſpeake not : he growes worſe & worſe 
Queſtion enrages him : at once, goodnight, 
Stand not vpon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 

Len, Goodnight, and better health 
Attend his Maieſty, 

La. Akinde goodnight to all, 

Mach. It will have blood they ſay : 
Blvd will haue Blood : 
Stones haue beene knowne to moue,& Trees to ſpeake : 
Augures, and ynderftood Relations, haue 
By Maggot Pyes, & Choughes.& Rookes brought forth 
The ſecret'ſt man of Blood, What is the night? 

La, Almoſt at oddes with morning, whichis which. 

Mach, How fay'ft thou that Aacdrff denies his perſon 
Art our great bidding, - 

La: Did you ſend to him Sir? 

Mach. ] here it by the way ; But I will ſend: 
There's not a one of them but ia his houſe 
I keepe a Seruant Feed, I willto morrow 
(And betimes I will) to the weyard Siſters, 
More ſhall they ſpeake; for now 1 am bent to know 
By the worſt meancs, the worſt, for mine owne good, 
All cauſes ſhall giue way, Iam in blood 
Stepr in ſo farre, that ſhould I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go ore: 
Strangerhings I hanc in head, that will to hand, 
Which muſt be aCted, ere they may be ſcand. 

La. You lackethe ſeaſon of all Natures,ſleepe. 

Aach.Come,wee'l to (leepe: My ftrange & ſelf-abuſe 
Is the initiate feare,that wants hard vſe: 
We are yet but yong indeed, 


Exit Lords, 


Exeunt, 


ts 
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Scena Quinta, 
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Thunder. Enter the three Witches, niceting 
Hecat. 


T. wy how now Fecat, you looke angetly? 
Hee, Haue I not reaſon (Beldams) as you are ? 
Sawcy,and ouer-bold, how did you dare 
To Trade, and Trafticke with Macbeth, 
Io Riddles,and Aﬀaires of death ; 


| 
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And] the Miftris of your Charmes, 
The cloſe contriuer of all harmes, 
Was neuer call'd to beare wy part, 
Or ſhew the glory of our Art ? 
And which is worſe, all you haue done 
Hath bene bur for a wayward Sonne, 
Spighttull,and wrathtull, who (as others do) 
Loues for his owne ends, not for you. 
Bur make amends now: Get you gon, 
And atthepirofAcheron 
Meete me 1'th' Morning : thither he 
Will come, to know his Deftinie, 
Your Veſlels, and your Spels prouide, 
Your Charmes;and euery thing beſide z 
I am for th'Ayre : This night Ile ſpend 
Vnrto a diſmall, and a Fatall end. 
Great buſineſſe muſt be wrought cre Noone, 
Vpon the Corner of the Moone 
There hangs a vap'rous drop, profound, 
ile catchitere it come to ground ; 
And that diftill'd by Magicke (lights, 
Shall raiſe ſuch Artificiall Sprights, 
As by the ffength of their illution, 
Shall draw him on to his Confuſion. 
He ſhall ſpurne Fate, ſcorne Death, and beare 
His hopes 'boue Wiſedome,Grace,and Feare: 
And you all know, Security 
Is Mortals cheefctt Fneone. 

A fn tc be,and a Song. 
Hearke, I am call'd * my litcle Spirit ſee 
Sits in a Foggy cloud, and Rayes for me. 

Sing within. Come away, come away Cc, 
7 Come, let's make haſt, ſhee'l ſoone be 

Backe againe, Exeunt. 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Lenox and another Lord. 


Lenox. My former Speeches, 
Haue but hit your Thoughts 
Which can interpret farther : Onely I ſay 
Things haue bin ſtrangely borne. The gracious Duncan 
W as pirtied of Macbeth : marry he was dead : 
And the right valiant Banguo walk'd roo Jate, 
Whom you may lay (if't pleale you) Fleas kill'd, 
For Fleans fled : Men muſt not walke roo late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how mvnArous 
It was for 2Malcolme, and for Dona/bane 
To kill their gracious Father ? Damned FaR, 
How it did greeue Afacherh ? Did he not traight 
In pious rage, the two delinquents teare, 
"That were the Slaues of drinke,and thralles of ſleepe ? 
Was not that Nobly done? 1, and wiſely too : 
For 'twould haue anger'd any heart aliue 
To heare the men deny'c. Sothat I ay, 
He ha's borne a!l chings well, and 1 do thinke, 
That had he Dwncans Sonnes vncer his Key, 
(As,and'c pleaſe Heaven he ſhall not) they ſhould finde 
What *twere to kill a Father : So ſhould Flears. 
But peace; for from broad words,and cauſe he fayl'd 
His preſenceat the T yrants Feaſt, I heare 
CMacdsffe lives in diſgrace, $y,can you tell 


—_— 
_— 


— 


Where he deftowes himſclte ? 
Lord. The Sonnes of Dancene 
| (From whom this Tyrant holds che\due of Birth) 
| Lives in the Engliſh Court,and is receyu'd 
Of the molt Pious Edward, wich fuch grace, 
That the malenolence of Fortune, nathing 
Takes from his high reſpe&t. Thither Afacduffe 
Is gone, to pray the Holy King, vpon his ayd 
To wake Northumberland ,and warlike Seward, 
That by the helpe of theſe {with him aboue ) 
Torstitie the Worke) we may 2gaine 
Giae to our Tables meate, {lcepe co our Nights : 
Free from our Feafts,and Banquers bloody kniues ; 
Do fauhfull Homage, and receive free Honors, 
Il which we pine fornow. And this report 
Hath ſo exaſperate their King, that hee 
Prepares tor {ome attempr of Watre. 
Len. Sent he to Aacdvuffe ? | 
Lord, He did : and wich an abſolute Sir,nor 1 
The clowdy Meſſenger turnes me his backe, 
And hums; as who ſhould ſay, you”! rue the time 
That clogges me with this Anſwer, , 
Lexox, And that well might | 
Aduiſe him to a Caution, t hold what diſtance 
His wiſedome can provide, Some holy Angell 
Flye tothe Court of England, and vnfold 
His Meſſage ere he come, that a ſwift bleſſing 
May ſoone rerurne to this our ſuffering Country, 
Vander a hand accurs'd. 


Atlus Quarths. 


PE 


Lord. ll: tend my Prayers with him. Exeunt 


— — —— — ——_ CCI ————_—_— 


Scena Prima. 


T hander, Enter the three Witches, 
Thrice the brinded Cat hath mew'd. 
Thrice,and once the Hedge-Pigge whin'd. 
Harpier cries, 't15 time, 'tis time, 
Round about the Caldromr got 
In the poyſond Entrailes throw 
Toad, that vnder cold tone, 
Dayes and Nights, ha's thirty one : 
Sweltred Venom {eeping por, 
Boyle thou fiſt i'th*'charmedpor. 

All. Double, double, coile and trouble ; 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. 

2 Fillet of a Fenny Snake, 
In the Cauldron boyle and bake : 
Eye of Newt, and Toe of Frogge, 
Wooll of Bat, and Tongue of Dogge 2 
Adde:s Forke, and Blinde-wormes Sting, 
Lizards legge, and Howlets wing : 
For a Charme of powrefull bak, 
Like a HeN-broth, boyle and bubble. 

«Alf, Double, double, toyle and trouble, 
Fire barne, and Cauldron bubble. 

3 Scale of Dragon, Tooth of Wolfe, 
Witches Mummey, Maw,and Gulfe 
Of the ravin'd {alc Sea ſharke: 
Roote of Hemlocke, digg'd ith'darke: 
Liver of Blaipheming lew, 
Gall of Goare, and Slippes of Yew, 
Sliver'd in che Moones Eccliple ; 
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ſz of Turke,and Tartars lips : 


I 1c of Birch-ſtrangled Bave, 
-1»Gchuer'd by a Diab, 


-— 


Ade thereto a Tigers Chawdron, 
For th'lngredience of our Cawdron, 
A!!. Double, double, royie and trouble, 
Fire burne,and Can]ldron bubble. 
2 Coole it with a Baboones blood, 
Thecn the Charme 1s firme aud good. 


Erter Hecat and the other three IFitches. 


Her. O well done ; I commend your paines, 


| And every one ſhall ſhare i'th'gaines : 


And now abour the Cauldron ting 
Like Elues and Fairies in a Ring, 
Inchanting all that you pur in. 
Auſiche and a Song, Blacks Spirits, Cc. 
2 Byche pricking of my Thumbes, 
Something wicked this way comes: 
Open Lockes, who euer knockes, 
Enter Macbeth. 
Macb.How now you lecret,black,& midnight Hags? 
What is't you do? 
All. A deed without a name, 
Mach, 1 coniure you, by that which you Profeſle, 


| (Howere you come to know it) anſwer me : 


Though you vntye the Windes, and let them fight 
Againſtche Churches: Though-the yeſty V aucs 
Confound and ſwallow Nauigatioa Vp : 

' Though bladed Corne be lodg'd,& Trees blown downe, 
Though Caftles ropple on their mn heads : 


| Though Pallaces, and Pyramids.do (lope 
Their heads to their Foundations : Though the treaſure | 


| 


Of Natures Germaine, tumble altogetlier, 
Even tull deſtruction fhcken: Antwer me 
To what I aske you+ 
I Speake. 
2 Demand, 
3 Wee' aniwer, 
r Say,ifth'had* rather beare it from our moutkes, 
Or troim our Maſters, 
Mach. Call'em : let me {ce 'em, 
1 Powre in Sowes blood, that nath eaten 
Her nine Farrow: Greazc that's [weaten 
From the Murderers Gibbet, throw 
Into the Flame, 
All. Come high orlow : , 
Thy Selfe and Office deaftly ſhow. Thunder, 
1. Apparation,an Armed Head. 
Atach, Tell me, thou voknowne power, 
1 He knowes thy thought : 
Heare his ſpeech, but ſay thou nought. 
1 Appor. 1acbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth : 
Beware Atfacantſe, | 
Beware the Thane of Fife : diſmiſle me. Enough, 
He Deſoends. 
Afach .\\hat ere thou art,for thy good caution,thanks 
Tizou haſt harp'd iy feare aright, Bur one word more, 
| He will not be commanded : heere's another 


More poten: then the tirft, T hander. 
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| Athird, is likethe former. Filthy Hagges, 


—_— 


—— —— 


| 2 Apparition, « Bloody Childs, 
2 Appar. Macbeth, facbeth, Macbeth. 
Afach, Had 1 three eares, Il'd heare thee, 


2 Appar. Bc bloody, bold,& reſolute : 


—_— 
_ 
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Laugh to ſcorne 
Thepowre of man : Fornone of woman borne 
Shall harme Afacberh, Deſcends, 
Mac. Thenliue Macdeſſe:what need I feare of thee > 
Bur yer Lle make afſurance : double ſure, 
And take a Bond of Fate : thou ſhalt not live, 
Thar I may cell palc-hearted Feare, it lies ; 
And ſlcepe in ſpight of Thunder. Thunder 
3 Apparation,a Childe (rowned, with a T ree in hi; hand, 
Whar is this, that riſes like the iſſue of a King, 
And yeares vpon his Baby-brow, the round 
And top of Soueraignty ? 
All. Liſten, but ſpeake not too't. | 
3 Appar, Be Lyon metled, proud,and takeno care: 
Who chafes, who frets, or where Confſpirers are : 
Macbeth ſhall neuer vanquiſh'd be, vncill 
Great Byrnam Wood, to high Dunſmane Hill 
Shall come againſt him. 
Macb, That will never bee : 
Who can impreſſe the Forreſt, bid the Tree 
Vnfixe his earth-bound Root ? Sweet boadments,good: 
Rebellious dead, riſe neuer till the Wood 
Of Byrnan riſe, and our high plac'd Afachetb 
Shall liue the Leale of Nature,pay his breath 
To time, and mortall Cuſtome, Yermy Hart 
Throbs to know one thing: Tell me, it your Art 
Can tell ſo much : Shall Barguo's iſſue cuer 
Reigne in this Kingdome ? 
All, Seeke to know no more, 
Aacb, 1 will be ſatisfied. Deny me this, 
And aneternall Curſe fall on you : Let me know.! 
Why finkes that Caldron? & what noiſe is this? Hoboyes 
1 Shew, 


Deſeend. 


2 Shew. 
3 Shew, 
All. Shew his Eyes,and greeue his Hart, 
Come like ſhadowes, ſo deparr. 
A ſhew of eight King, and Banque laft with aglaſſe 
in his band, 


Macb. Thou art too like the Spirit of Banquo: Down: 
Thy Crowne do's ſeare mine Eye-bals. And thy haire 
Thou other Gold-bound brow, is like the firſt ; 


Why do you ſhew me this? A fourth? Statt eyes ! 
What will the Line ſtretch our co'th'cracke of Doome ? 
Another yet ? A ſeauenth? Jle (ce no more: 
And yet the eight appeares, who beares a glaſſe, 
Which ſhewes me many more: ard ſome 1 ſee, 
That two-fold Balles, and trebble Scepters carry, 
Horrible fight : Now I ſee 'tis true, | 
For the Blood-bolter'd Bangquo ſmiles ypon me, 
And points at them for his. What? is this ſo? 

r ISir,all this is ſo, Buc why 
Stands CHacbeth thus amazedly ? 
Come Siſters, cheere we yp his ſprighes, 
And ſhew the beſt of our delights, , 
Ile Charme the Ayre to giue a ſound, 
While you performe your Antique round : 
That this great King may kindly ſay, 
Our duties, did his welcome pay, HMnſiche. 

o TheWitches Dance and vaniſh, 

CMacb. Where are they ? Gone? 
Let this pernitious houre, 
Stand aye accurſed in the Kalender. 
Cone in, without there. 


Lenox, What's your Graces will. 


Emer Lenox, 


Mach, | 


———— 
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Mach. Sawyou the Weyard Sifters ? Wife. Sirra, your Fathers dead, 
Lenox. No my Lord. And what will you do nyw? How will you live ? 
Macb, Came they not by you ? Son, As Birds do Morher. | 
Lenox. No indeed my Lord, + | Wife. What with Wormes,and Flyes ? 
Mach. Infe&ed be the Ayre wherton they ride, Sor. Wich whart I get] meane, and fo do they. 
And damb'd all choſe that criiſt them, 1 did heare Wife, Poore Bird, F 
The gallopping of Horſe. Who was't came by? Thou'd(t never Feare the Net, nor Lime, | 
Len.'Tis two orthree my Lord,chat bring you word : | The Pirtall, northe Gin, | 
Macdeff 1s lcd ro England. ' Sou, Why ſhould | Mother? l 
Mach. Flied ro Evgland ? | Poere Birds they are not fer for : | 
Len. 1,my good Lord, My Farher isnoc dead for all your laying., | 
Macb. Time, thou anticipat'i my dread exploits: ife. Yes,he is dead : 
The flighty purpole never is 0're-tooke How wile thou do tor a Father ? | 
Valeſle the decd go with it. From this moment, Son. Nay how will you do fora Husband ? 
The very hicftlings of my heart ſhall be Wife, Why I can buy metwenty at ally Market, 
The firſtlings of any haud, And ever now - Son, Then you"! by *emro ſell agae, 
To Crown my thoughts wich ARs:be it thoght & done; Wife. Thou ſpeak'ft withail thy wit, 
The Caitle of Macduff, I will forprize, And yer I'faich with wit enough tor thee. 
Seize vpon Fife; ginetoth'edge o'rh Sword Son. Waswmy Father a Traicor, Mother 2, | 
His Wife, his Babes, and all ynfortunate Soules Wife. I, that he was 
That trace h;min his Line, No boaſting like a Foole, Sen, What 1s a Traitor? 
This deed lle do, before this purpoſe coole, Wife, Why one that ſweares,and lyes. 
Bur no more (ighcs, | Where are theſe Geatlemen ? Son. Andbeall Traitors,that do [0.- 
Come bring me where they are. E xewnl Wife, Every one that do's (o, is a Traitor, 
And muſt be hang'd, 


_ Son. And mutt they all be hang'd, that ſwear and lye?f 

F F d | Wife, Every one, | 
cena JECHnade | Sov. Who muſt hang them 2 

wife. Why the honeſt men, | 

n Son. Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools: for there 

| Enter Macdaffes Wife her Son,and Roſe, are Lyars and Swearers cnow, to beate the hoveſt er, | 


and hang ypthem. 
Wife. What had he done,to make him fly the Land? Wife. Now God helpe thee, poore Monkie ; 
Foſſe. You muſt haue paticnce Madam. But how wilt thou do for a Father ? 
Wife. He had none : Son. 1f he were dead, youl'd weepe for hjm : if you 
{His flight was madneſle : when our ARtions do not, | would nor, it were a good figne, thac 1 ſhould quickcly 
Our feares do make vs Traitors, \ bauea new Father, 
Roſſe. You khow not | Wife, Poore pratler,how thou talk't ? 


Whether it was his wiſedome,or his feare. Enter a Meſſenger. | 
Wife, Wiſedom? toleaue his wife,to leaue his Babes, Meſ-Ble(ſe you fare Dame ; | am not toyou known, 
His Manſion,and his Titles, in a place | Though in your (tate of Honor I am perfe&t ; 
From whence himſclfe do's fiye? He loues va nor, { I doubt ſome danger do's approach you neerely, 
He wants the naturall touch, For the poore Wren | If you will take meds mans adaice, 
(The moſt dimin:tive of Birds) will fight, Be not found heere : Hence with your little ones 
Her yong ones ia her Neſt,agaiaſt the Owle : To fright you thus, Me thinkes I am too ſavage: 
All is the Feare, and nothing is the Loue / To do worſe to you, were fell Cruehy, 
As !ittle is the Wiledome, where the flight Which is too nie yourperſon. Heauen preſerue yol, . 'F| 
Sorunnes againſt all reaſon, I dare abide no longer, Exit Meſſenger 
Roſſe. = Ceereſt Cooz, Wife, Whether ſhould I flye ? t. 
I pray you ſchoole your ſelfe. But for your Husbend, I have done no harme. But I remember now | 
He is Neble, Wile, Iudicious,and beſt knowes I am in this carthly world : where to do harme 
The {its o'th'Seaſon. I dare nor {peake much further, Is often laudable, ro do good {ometime 
Bur cruell are the times, when we are Traitors Accounted dangerous folly. Why then (alas) | 
And do not know our felues ; when we hold Rumor Do ! put vp that womanly defence, 
irrom what we feare, yet know not what wo fcare, | To fay | have done no narmie? | 
But floate ypon 2 wilde and violenc Sea What aie theſe faces ? 
Each way,and move. I take my leave of you: | Emer Murtherers. 
Shall noc be longybur Ile be heere againe: Aur. Where is your Husband? | 
Things 2t the wor(t will ceafe;or elle climbe vpward, | Wife, lhopein no place ſo vaſanGtified, 
To what they were betore, My pretty Coline, Where iuch as thou may'ſt finde him, 
Bleſſing vpon you, Mur, He's x Traitor. 
Fife. Father'd be is, * Son, Thou ly'ft thou ſhagge-car'd Villaine,” 
And yet hee's Father-leffe. | Aur. Whar you Egge ? | 
Roſſe. 1 am ſamucha Foole ſhould I tay longer Yong fry of Treachery ? 
It would be my diſgrace, and yourdiſcomfort.. _ Son, He ha's kill d me Mother, | 
] take my leaue at once, Exit Roſſe. | Run away Ipray you. Exit crying Mmrther. | 
| - cb Sceral 
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% Enter Malcolme and Macduffe. 
Mal. Let vs ſecke out ſome delolate ſhade, & there 
Weepe our ſad bolomes empty, 

Macd, Let vs rather ; 
Hold falt the mprtall Sword : and like good men, 
B-(tride our downfall Bizthdome : each new Morne, 
New W1ddowes howle, new Orphans cry,new forowes 
Strike hezacn on the face, that itreſounds 
As 1t it felt with Scorland, and yell'd out 
Like Syllable of Dolour. 

Mal, What T belecue, Ile waile; 
What know, belecue; and what I can redreſſe, 


{ As I ſhall finde the time to friend :I1 wil. 


What you haue ſpoke, it may be io perchance, 
This Tyrant, whoſe {ole name bliſters our tongues, 
W as once thought honelt : you haue lou'd h;m well, 
He hath not touch'd you yer. Iam yong, but ſomething 
You may diſcerne ofhia through me, and wiledome 
To off-r vp a weake, poore innocent Lambe 
T'appeaſe an angry Gad. 
AMeacd, 1 am norttreacherous, 
Malc. Burt Macbeth 3, 
A good and vertuous Nature may receyle 
Ja an Imperiall charge, But [ ſhall craue your pardon: 
That which you are, my thonghts cannot tranſpoſe ; 
Angels are bright till, chough che brighte(t fell. 
Though all things foule, would wear the brows of grace 
Yer Grace muſt (Ull looke fo. 

Afacd. 1 haue loſt my Hopes. 

Malc. Perchance cuen there 
Where I did finde my doubts. 
Why in that rawneſle left you Wife, and Childe? 
Thole precious Motiues, thoſe ſtrong knots of Loue, 
Wirhour leaue-raking. I pray you, 
Let not my Ilealoukies, be your Diſhonors, 
But mine owne Safeties : you may berightly juſt, 
Vhart cuer I ſhall chinke, 

Aacd. Blecd, bleed poore Country, 
Great Tyrrany, lay thou thy baſis ſure, 
| For goodneſle dare not check thee : wear ythy wrongs, 
The Title, 1s aftcar'd, Far thee well Lord, 
I would nor be the Villaine that thou think'ſt, 
For the whole Space that $ in the Tyrants Graſpe, 
And the rich Ealt to boot, x 
| Mal, Benotoffended: 
1 ipeake not as in abſolute feare of you : 


J 1 thinke our Country hokes beneath the yoake, 


I e weepes, it bleeds, and each new day a gaſh 

Is added to her wounds, Ithkinke withall, 

There would be hands vplifted in my right: 

And heerc from gracious England hauc I offer 

Ot -000ly thoutands, But for all this, 

\\Vhen I 12ll creade vpon the Tyrants head, 

Or weare it on my Sword; yet my poore Country! 


Shall lave more vices then it had before, 

More {ufter,and more ſundry wayes thea cuer,| 

| By him chat {nall fucceede.: 

Macd. What ſhovld he be ? 

Alat, It is my ſelfe I meane : in whom I know 


All the particulars of Vice {o grafted, 
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That whenthey ſhall be open'd, blacke Afacberh 
Will ſeeme as pure 85 Snow, and the poare State | 
Efteeme him as a Lambe, being compar'd | 
With my confinelefſe harmes. | 
Macd. Nor mthe Legions | | 
Of horrzd Hell, can come a I.uell more damn'd 
In euils, ro top Macbeth, 
Mal, ] grant him Bloody, 
Luxurious, Avaricious, Falſe, Deceirfull, 
Sodaine, Malicious, ſmacking of cuery finne 
That ha's aname. Bur there's no bottome, none 
In my Voluptuouſnefſe : Your Wiues, your Daughters, 
Your Matrons, and your Maides, could nor fill vp 
The Ceſterne of my Luſt,and my Deſire 
All continent Impediments would ore-beare. 
Thatdid oppoſe my wilt. Berter Macberb, 
Then ſuchan onetoreigne. 
Macd, Boundlefle intemperance 
In Nature is a Tyranny : It hath beene 
Th'vntimely emptying of the happy Throne, 
And fall of many Kings, But feare not yer 
To take ypon you what is yours : you way 
Conuey your pleaſures in ſpacious plenty, 
And yet ſeemecold. Thetime you may to hoodwinke : 
We haue willing Dames enough: there cannot be 
Thar Vulture in you, to deyoure ſo many 
As will toGreatnefle dedicatethemiclues, 
Finding it fo inclinde. 
Mal. Wirth this, there growes | 
In my moſt ill-compos d AﬀeRiongſuch 
A ſtanchlefſe Auarice, that were I King, 
I.thould cut off the Nobles for their Lands, 
Dehre his lewels, and this others Houſe, 
And my more-having, would be as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more, that I ſhould forge 
Quarrels vnivft againſt the Good and Loyall, 
Deſtroying them tor wealth, + : 
Macd, This Avarice Ps 
ſickes deeper : growes with more pernicious roote 
Then femme trenibg Luft: and it hath bin 
The Sword of our ſlaine Kings: yer donot feare, 
Scotland hath Foyfons, to fill yp your will 
Ot your meere Owne. All theſe are porcable, 
Wub other Graces weigh'd. 
Mal. But I have none, The King-becoming Graces, 
As Iuftice, Verity, Temp'rance, Stableneſfſe, 
Bounty, Perſeuerance, Mercy, Lowlineſle, 
Deuotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude, 
I have no relliſh of them, but abound 
In the diuifion of each ſeverall Crime, 
Acting it many wayes. Nay,had I powre, I ſhould 
Poure the ſweer Milke of Concord,into Hell, 
Vprore the vniuerſall peace, confound 
All vnity on earth. 
Macd, O Scotland, Scotland. 
Mal. If ſuch a one be fit to gouerne, ſpeake: 
I am as I haue ſpoken, | 
Mac.Fit to gouern?No not to live, O Nati miſerable! | 
With an vntitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred, | 
When ſhalt thou ſee thy whol{ome dayes againe? 
Since that the trueft Iflue of thy Throne 
By his owne InterdiCtion ſtands accuft, 
And do's blaſpheme his breed ? Thy Royal Father 
Woas a moſt Sainted-King : the Queene that bore thee, 
Ofrner ypon her knees, then on her feet, 
Dy'de euery day ſhe liu'd, Fare thee well, 


Theſe 


| 
| 


— 
___—— 
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Theſe Euils thou repeart'ſt ypon thy lelfe, 
Hath baniſh'd me trom Scotland. O my Breſt, 
Thy hope ends heere, 

CMal. Macduff, this Noble paſſion 
Childe of integrity, hath from my ſoule 
Wip'd the blacke Scruples, teconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy good Truth, and Honor, Diuelliſh C2fachers, 
By many of thele traines, hath ſought to win me 
[nto his power : and modelt Wiledome pluckes me 
From ouer-credulous haſt : but God aboue 
Deale berweene thee and me; For euen now 


[1 pur my felfe to thy Direction, and 


Vnſpeake mine owne decration, Heere abiure 
The taints,and blames I laide vpon my lelte, 

For ſtrangers to my Nature. ] am yer 

Vnknowne to Woman, never was forſworne, 
Scarſely hane coucted what was mine owne; 
Atnotime broke wy Faith, would not berra y 
The Deuill to his Fellow, and delight 

No leſſe in truth then life, My firli falſe peaking 
Was this ypon wy lelfe. What I am truly 

[s thine, and my poore Countries to command : 
Whither indeed, before they heere appioa h 

Old Seqward with ten thouſand warlike men 
Already at a point, was fertting foorth : 

Now wee'l cogether, and the chance of goodneſſe 
Be like our warranted Quarrell. Why are you ilent ? 


AMacd Such welcome, and vawe!com things at once 


Tis hard to reconcile. 
Enter a Door, 
Mal. Well, more anon, Comes the King forth 
I pray you ? 
Doft. ] Sir : there are a crew of wretched Soules 
That Ray his Cure : their malady conuinces 
The great aſſay of Are, Bur at his touch, 
Such ſanctity hath Heauen 
They preſently amend, 
Mal. Ithanke you Doctor, 
AMacd. What's the Diſeaſe he meanes ? 
AAal. Tis call'd the Euill. ' 
A mo!t myraculous worke in this good King, 
Which often ſince my heere remaine in England, 
I have ſcene him do : How he ſolicites heauen 
Hirſelfe beſt knowes: but ftrangely viſitgd people 
All ſwolneand Vicerous, pittifull roche eye, , 
The mcere diſpaire of Surgery, he cures, 
Hanging a golden (tampe abour their neckes, 
Put on with holy Prayers, 2nd 'tis ſpoxen 
To the ſucceeding Royalty he leaues 
The healing BenediQion, With this range vertue, 
He hath a heauenly guift of Propheſie, 
And ſundry Bleſſings hang about his Throne, 
That ſpeake him full of Grace, 
Enter Roſſe. 
Macd. Ste who comes heere, 
Malc, My Countryman: but yet 1 know him noc. 
Macd. Mv ever gentle Cozen,welcome hither, 
Malc, | know him now, Good God betimes remoue 
The meanes thattakes vs Strangers. 
Roſſe. Sir, Amen. 
Alacd. Stands Scotland where it did ? 
Raſſe. Alas poore Countrey, 
Almoſt affraid ro know it ſelfe. It cannot 
Be call'd our Mother, but our Graue ; where nothing 
Boar who knowes nothing, is once ſceneto ſmile: 
Whece lighes,and groancs,and ſhrieks that rent the ayre 


iuen his hand, 
Exit. 


o 


 — 


| Keepe ir not from me, quickly let me haue it, 


"OO E— 


A Moderne extalie : The Deadmans knell, 
1s there ſcarſe ask'd for who, and good mens liues 
Expire before the Flowers in their Caps, 
Dying, or ere they ficken, 
Aacd. Oh Relation; roonice ,and vet too true. 
Male, What's the neweſt griete? | | 
Refſe. Thatot an houres age,doth hiffe the ſpeaker, 
Fa:h minute teemes anew one, 
Aacd. How do's my Wife? | 
Roſſe, Why well. | 
CHMacd. And all my Children ? 
Kiſſe. Well too. 
Maca. The Tyrant ha's not batter'd at their peace ? 
Roſſe.Nogthey were wel at peace,when ] diG leaue 'emf 
Aſa, Be not 8 niggard of yous {peech : How gos'r?} 
Kejſe. Whea | came hither ro tranſport the Tydings 
Whuch I have heauily borne, there ran a Rumour q 
Of many worthy Fellowes, that were out, 
Which was to my belcefe witneſft the rather, 
For that I ſaw the Tyrants Power a-foor. 
Now is the time of helpe : your eye in Scotland 
Would create Soldiours, make our women fight, 
To dofte their dire diſtrefſes, | 
Aalc. Bee't their comforr 
We arc comming thither : Gracious England hath 
Lent vs good Seyward, andten thouſand men, 
An older, and a berter Souldier, none 
Thac Chriftendome giues our, 
Koſſe. Would I could anſwer 
This comfort with the like. Bur I haue words 
That would be howl'd out in the deſert ayre, 
Where hearing ſhould nor latchthem. 
Clacd, What concerne they, 
The generall cauſe, or is ita Fee-griefe 
Due to ſome (ingle breſt? 
Reſſe. No minde that's honeſt 
Burt 11 it (ſhares ſome woe, though the maine part 
Pertaines to you alone. 
AMacd. It it be mine 


— 


Roſſe. Let not your eares dilpiſe my congue for ever, 
\Vhich ſhall poſleſſe them with the heauick ſound 
That ever yet they heard. 
Macd. Humb: 1 gueſſe arit, 
Roſſe, Your Caſtle is furpriz'd: your Wife,and Babes 
Saungely (laughter'd : Torelate the manner 
Were on the Quarry of theſe murther*d Deere 
To adde the death of you, 
Male. Mercitull Heaven: 
What man, ne're pull your har ypon your browes: 
Giue forrow words ; the griefe that do's nor ſpeake, 
Whiſpers the o'ze-fraught heart, and bids it breake. 
Atacd. My Childrentoo? 
Ko. Witfe,Children,Sexgants,all that could be fonnd. | 
Aacd. And | maſt be from thence? My wife kil'd too? 
Roſſe. | have ſaid, 
Afalc. Be comforted. ' 
Let's mzke vs Med'cines of our great Reuenge, | 
To cure this deadly greefe.” 
UMard, He hz's no Children. All my pretty ones ? 
Did you ſay All? Oh Hell-Kire ! All? 
Whar, All my pretty Chickens, and thr Damme 
Art one fell ſ\woope ? 
Malc, Diſpute itlike a man, 
AMacd, 1 (hall doſo; 
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Bur I mult alſo feele it as a wan ; 
I cannot but remember ſuck things were 

That were moſt precious to me : Did beauen looke on, 
And would not cake their part ? Sintull Macdnff, 
They were all ſtrooke tor thee : Naught that I am, 
Not for their owne demerits, but for (nine 

Fell laughter on their ſoules: Heaven reſt them now, 


—_ —_ — 


Conuert to anger: blunt toc rhe heact,enrage it. 

Macd, O1 could play the woman with mine eyes, 
And Braggart with my tongue. Bur gentle Heauens, 
Cur (hore all interanifſton : Front to Front, 

Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland, and my felfe 
| Within my Swords lengrh {ec him, it he [cape 
Heauen forgive him 100. 
Hal. This time goes manly : 
Come go we to the King, our Power is ready, 
Our lacke is nothing but our leaue. CMacterb 
Is ripe for ſhaking, and the Powres aboue 
Put on their Inftruments : Receive what cheere you may, 
The Night is long, that nevet fiades the Day. Exernt 


— 
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Atus Quintus. 


Scena Prima. 


— — 


L m— — 


Enter a Doſtor of Phyſickse, anda Waytivg 
Gentlewoman. 

Do{t, 1 haue roo Nights watch'd with you, but can 
perceive no truth in your report, When was it ſhee laſt 
walk'd ? | 

Gent. Since his Maieſty went into the Field, I have 
ſeenc her riſe from her bed, throw her Night-Gown vp- 
pon her, vnlocke her Cloſer, take foorth paper, folde it, 
write vpon't, read it, 8frerwards Seale it, and againe re- 
curne to bed ; yer all chis while in a moſt faſt (leepe. 

Doft. A great perturbation in Nature, to receyue at 
once the benefit of (leep, and do the effefts of watching. 
In this lumbry agitation, befides her walking, and other 
aCtuall pertormances, what (at any time) haue you heard 
her ſay? 

Gent . That Sir, which I will not report after her. 

Dot, You may to me, and 'tis moft meet you ſhould. 

Gent. Neither to you, nor atty one, having no witneſſe 
to confirme my ſpeech, Enter Lady with a T aper. 
Lo you, heere ſhe comes : This is her very gniſe,and vp- 
on my life faſt aſlceepe: oblcrue her,fland cloſe. 

Dott, How came the by that light? 


tinually, 'tis her command, 
Dott, Y a ſee her eyes are open. 
Gent, 1 bur their ſenſe are ſhur. 
Dott, What is it ſhe do's now ? 
Looke how ſhe rubbes her hands. 
Gert. Iris an accuitom'd action with her, to ſeeme 


| thus waſhing her hands : I hauc knowne her continue in 


this a quarter of an houre. 

Lad, Yertheere's a ipor, | 

Dei. Heark,ſhe ſpeaks, I will ſet downe what comes 
from her, to-{atistic my remembrance the more firongly, 

Le. Our Aamned (pot : out I ay, One : Two : Why 
then "tis rime to doo't : Hell is murky. Fye,my Lord,fie, 
a Souldier,and affear'd? what need we feare?who knowes 


it, whea none can call our powre £0 accompt : yet who | 


——O—_ 


Mal. Bethis the Whetftone of your ſword, let griefe | 
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Gent, Why it ſtood by her : ſhe ha's light by her con- | 


_— 


' would haue tho 


ught the olde man to have had ſo much 
blood in him, | 

Dott. Do you marke that ? 0 

Lad.The Thane of Fife, had a wife : where is ſhenow? | 
What will theſc hands ne're becleane 2 No more o'that | 
my Lord, no more o'that : you marre all with chis ttar- 
ting. | 

Deft. Go too, gotoo:; | 
You hauc knowne what yon ſhould not, 

Gent. She ha's ſpoke what ſhee ſhould nor, I am ſure 
of that : Heauen knowes what ſhe ha's knowne. 

La, Heere's the ſmell of the blood till : all the per= 
fumes of Arabia will not ſweerten this lictle hand. 

Oh, oh, oh. | F 

Dott. What a ſigh is there? The hart is ſorely charg'd. 

Gent, ] would not haue ſuch a heart in my boſome, 
for the dignity of the whole body. 

Dott. Well, well, well. 

Gent, PrayGoditbe fir, 

Doett, This diſeaſe is beyond my praQtiſe : yet I have 
knowne thoſe which haue walkt in their ſleep, who haue 
dyed holily in their beds. 

Lad, Waſh your hands, put on your Night-Gowne, 
looke not {opale: I cell you yet againe Bangwe's buried ; 
he cannot come out on graue. 

Dott, Euen fo? 

Lady. To bed, to bed: there's knocking at the gate : 
Come, come, come, come, gtue me your hand z What's 
done, cannot be yndone. To bed,to bed, to bed. 

Exit Lady. 

Doft. Will ſhe go now to bed ? 

Gent, DireQtly, 

Doit, Foule whilp'rings are abroad: vnnaturall deeds 
Do breed vanaturall troubles : infeted mindes 
To their deafe pillowes will diſcharge their Secrets : 
Moreneeds ſhe the Diuine, then the Phyſician : 
God,God forgiue vs all. Looke after her, 

Remoue from her the meanes of all annoyance, 
And ſlill keepe eyes vpon her : So goodnight, 
My minde ſhe ha's mated, and amaz'd my ſights 
I thinke, but dare not ſpeake. 


Gent, Good nighc good DoQtor , Excrnt. 


Scena Secunda. 


w — 


Drum ard Colours. Enter Menteth, Cathnes, 
Angus, Lenox, Soldzers. 


Afent.The Engliſh powre is neere, led on by Maicoles, | 

His Vnkle Seward, and the good Aacdeff, 

Reuenges burne in them : for their deere cauſes 

Would to the bleeding, and the grim Alarme 

Excite the mortified man. 
Ang. Neere Byrnan wood 

Shall we well meet chem, that way are they comming. 
Cath, Who knowes if Dozalbaze be with his brother? 
Len, For certaine Sir, he is not : I haue a File 

Of all the Gentry ; there is Sexwards Sonne, 

And many ynruffe youths, that eucn now 

Proteſt their firſt of Manhood, | 
Ant. What do's the Tyrant. 
Cath. Great Dunſinane he ſtrongly Forcifies : 

Some ſay hee's mad : Others, that lefler hate him, 

Do call it valiant Fury, but fer certame 
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He cannot buckle his diſtemper'd cauſe 
Within the belt of Rule. 

Ang. Now do's he teele 
His ſecret Murthers ſticking on his hands, 
Now minutely Reuolts vpbraid his Faith-breach: 
Thoſe he commands, moue onely in command, 
Nothing in loue : Now do's he feele his Title 
Hang looſe about him, like a G1ants Robe 
Vpon a dwarfiſh Theefe. 

HMent. Who then ſhall blame 
His peſter'd Senſes torecoyle,and ſtarr, 
When all that is within him, do's condemne 
Ic ſelfe, for being there. 

Cath. Well, march we on, 
To give Obedience, where 'tis truly ow'd : 
Meet we the Med'cine of the ſickly Weale, 
And with him poure we ia our Countries purge, 
Each drop of vs. 

Lenox. Orio much as it needes, 

To dew the Souecraigne Flower,and drowne the Weeds: 
Make we our March towards Birnan, Excunt marching. 


pr EI 


Scena T ertia. 


_—_——— 


Enter Macbeth, Doitor,and Attendants, 


Mach, Bring me no more Reports, let them flyeall : 
Till Byrnane wood remoue to Dunſinane, 

I cannot taint with Feare, What's che Boy CMalcelme? 

Was he not borne of woman ? The Spirits that know 

All mortall Conſequences, haue pronounc'd me thus: 

Feare not Macbeth, no man that's borne of woman 

Shall erc haue power vpon thee. Then fly falſe Thanes, 

And mingle with the Engliſh Epicures, 

The minde I ſway by, and the heart I beare, 

Shall neuer ſagge with doubt, nor ſhake with feare. 
Enter Serwant. 

The Ciuell damne thee blacke,thou cream-fac'd Loone: 

Where gor'ſt thou that Gooſe-logke, 

Ser. There is ten thouſand. 

Mach. Gecle Villaine? 

Ser, Souldiers Sir. 

Macb. Goprickethy face, and over-red thy feare 
Thou Lilly-liver'd Boy. What Soldiers, Patch? 
Death of thy Soule, thoſe Linnen cheekes of thine 
Are Counſailers to feare. What Soldiers Whay-face ? 

Ser, The Engliſh Force,fo pleaſe you, 

Mach. Take thy face hence. Seton, 1am ſick at hart, 
WhenT behold : Sexton, I fay, this puſh 
Will cheere me cuer, or diſ.cate me now. 

I haueliu'a long enough ; my way of life 
Is falnc into the Seare, the yellow Leafe, 
And that which ſhould accompany Old-Age, 
As Honor, Loue, Obedience, Troopes of Friends, 
I muſt not looke to haue : bur in their Reed, 
Curſes, not lowd but deepe, Mouth-honor, breath 
Which the poore heart would faine deny ,and darenor, 
Seyton ? 
Enter Seton. 

Sey. What's your gracious pleaſure ? 

CHMacb. What Newes more? 

Sey, All is confirm'd my Lord,which was reported, 

Macb.lle fighr,till from my bones,my fleſh be hackt. 


| Giue me my Armor, 


Ser. 'Tis not needed yer, 

Mach. Ile putiton : 

Send out inoe Horſes, skirre the Country round, | 
Hang thoſe that talke of Feare, Giue me mine Armor : 
How do's your Patient, DoRor ? 

Dot. Not ſo ficke my Lord, | 
As ſhe is troubled with thicke-comming Fancies 
That keepe her fromher reſt, 

Macb, Cure of that : 

Can'ft thou not Miniſter to a minde diſcas'd, 

lucke fromthe Memory a rooted Sorrow, 
Raze out the written troubles of the Braine, 
And with ſome ſweet Obliutous Antidote 
Cleanſe the ſtuff boſome, of that perillous Aluffe 
Which weighes ypon the heart ? 

Doit, Therein the Patienc 
Muſt miniftet to himſclfe. 

Mach. Throw Phylicke to the Dogs, Ienone of it; 
Come, put mine Armour on : give me my Staffe : 
Seyton, {end out : DoRor, the Thanes flye from me: 
Come fir, diſpatch. If thou could'ſt Door, caſt 
The Water of my Land, finde her Diſeaſe, 

And purge it toa found and priſtive Health, 

I would applaud thee to the very Eccho, | 
That ſhould applaud againe. Pull't off I ſay, 

\W hat Rubarb, Cyme, or what Purgatiue drugge 
Would ſcowre theſe Engliſh hence : hear*t } of them? 

Dott, I my good Lord : your Royall Preparation 
Makes vs heare lomethirg. 

Aacb. Bring it after me: 

I will not be affraid of Death and Bane, 
Till Birnane Forreſt come to Dunſinane. 

Doit. Were from Dunſinane away,and cleere, 

Profic againe ſhould hardly draw me heere. Exeunt 


Scena Quarta, 


OO OOO — ——— 


— 


— 


Drum and {olours, Enter CMalcolme,Seyward, Macadwfſe, | 
Seywards Sonne, Menteth, Cathnes, Angua, 
and Soldiers Marching. 


Male. Cofins, I hope the dayes arencere at hand 
That Chambers will be ſafe. 

Ment, We doubt it nothing, 

Syew, What wood is this before vs ? 

Ment, The wood of Birnane, 

Malc, Let every Souldier hew him downe a Bough, 
And bear't before him, thereby ſhall we ſhadow 
The numbers of our Hoaft, and make diſcouery 
Errein report of ys. 

Sold. It ſhall be done. 

Syw. Welecarne no other, but the confident Tyrant 
Keepes ſtill in Dunhnane,and will indure 
Our ſetting downe betor't, 

AMalc. Tis his maine hope : 
For where there is aduantape to be giuen, 
Both more and leſſe haue giuen him the Reuolr, 
And none ſerue with him, but conſtrained things, 
Whoſe hearts are abſent roo, 

Macd, Let our iuſt Cenſures 
Attendthe true euent, and put we on 
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Induſtr;ous Souldierſhip. 

Sexy. Thetime approaches, 
That will with due decifon make vs kaow 
What we ſhall lay we haue,and what we owe: 
Thoughts ſpeculatiue, their vnſure hopes relate, 
But certaine iſſue, ſtroakes muſt arbicrate, 
Towatds which,aduance the warre, Exennt marching 


—_— > —_ 
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Scena Quinta. 


— 


Enter Macbeth, Seyton, & Souldiers, with, 
Drum and Colours. 


Mach. Hang out our Banners on the outward walls, 
The Cry is ſtill, they come: our Caſtles ftrength 
Will laugh a Siedge to {corne: Heere let them lye, 
Till Famine and the Ague cate them vp : 

Were they nor forc'd with thoſe that ſhould be ours, 

We might haue met them darefull, beard to beard, 

And beate them backward home, What is that noyſe ? 
A Cry wuhin of 'Vomen, 

Sey. Tris the cry of women, my good Lord. 

Mach. Ihaue almoſt forgot the taſte of Feares : 
The time ha's beene, my {ences would haue coo! d 
To heare a Night-ſhricke, and my Fell of haite 
Would at a ditmzll Treatiſe rowze, andfticre 
As life were in't, I have ſupt full with horrors, 
Direneſle familiar to my (laughtergys thoughts 
Cannor once ſtart me, Wherefore was thar cry ? 
Sey. The Queene (my Lord) 1s dead. 

Mach. She ſhould haue dy'de heereafter ; 
There would have beene a time for ſuch a word : 
To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow, 
Creepes in this petty pace from day to day, 

To the laſt Syllable of Recorded time : 

And all our yelterdayes, haue lighted Fooles 

The way to duſty death. Oar, out, breefe Candle, 
Life's but a walking Shadow,a poore Player, 
Thar ftrucs and trets his houre vpon the Stage, 
And thenis heard no more, ]tis a Tale 

Told by an Ideox, full of found and fury 
Signifying nothing, Enter a Meſſenger, 
Thou com'ſt ro vic thy Tongue : thy Story quickly, 
AMef. Gracious my Lord, 

I ould report that which I ſay I law, 

But know not how to doo't, 

Mach. Well, fay fir, 

Meſs As 1 did Rand my watch vpon the Hill 
{ look'd toward Byrrane, and anon me thought 
The \Wood began to moue. 

Afach, Lyar,and Slave, 

Aleſ, Let me endure your wrath, if*t benot ſo : 
Within this three Mile may you fee it comming 

i lay, a moving Groue, _ 

Mach. If thou ſpeak'ſt thiſe, 

Vpon the next Tree ſhall thou hang alive 

Till Famine cling thee : If chy ſpecch be ſooth, 


I care not if thou doſt tor me as much. 


{ Tpull in Retolution, and begin 


To doubt ch'Equinccation of the Fiend, 


{ Do come to Dunſinanegand now a Wood 
z 


That lies like truth. Feare not,ooll Byrnane Wood 
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Comes toward Dunfinane. Arme,Arme,and out 

If this which he auouches, do's appeare, ; 
There isnor flying hence, nor tarrying here, 

I*ginne to be a-weary of the Sun, 

And wiſh th'eftate o'th'world werenow vndon. 

Ring the Alarum Bell, blow Winde, come wracke, 
Atleaft wee'l dye with Harneſſe on our backe, Exenne 
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Scena Sexta, 


—_ —— ——_—_— 


Drumme and Colours, | 
Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macdnſſe,and their Army, 
with Bougbes, 


Mat. Now neere enough: 
Your leauy Skreenes throw downe, 
And ſhew like thoſe you are: You (worthy Vnkle) 
Shall with my Cofin your right Noble Sonne 
Leade our firlt Battell, Worthy Macdefſe, and wee 
Shall take ypon's what elſe remainest@do, 
According to our order, 
Sep. Fare you well: 
Do we but finde the Tyrants power to night, 
Ler vs be beaten, if we cannot fight, 
Maca Make all our Trumpets ſpeak,giue the all breath 
Thoſe clamorous Harbingers of Blood, & Death Exennt 
Alarwms continued, 


Scena $ eptima. 


— 


| Enter Macbeth. 
Mach, They haue tied me co a ſtake, I cannot flye, 
Burt Beare-like I muſt fight the courſe, What's he 
That was not borne of Woman? Such a one 
Aml to feare, or none. | 
Enter young Seyward, 
T. Sey, Whats thy name? 
AMacb. Thou'lt be affraid to heare it, 
7. S:y. No: though thou call'ſt thy ſelfe a hoter name 
Then any is in hell, 
Mach. My name's Macbeth, 
T, Sey.The divell himſelfe could not pronounce a Title 
More hatefull co mine care. | 
Mach. No: nor more fearefull. 
Y.Sey. Thou lyeſt abhorred Tyrant, with my Swor 
Ile proue the lye thou ſpeak , 
Fight, and young Seqward [laine, 
Mach. Thou was't borne of woman; 
But Swords I ſmile ar, Weapons laugh to ſcorne, 
Brandiſh'd by man that's of a Woman borne. 
Alarums. Enter Macauffe. 
Matd. That way the noiſe is : Tyrant ſhew thy face, 
If thou beeft Maine, and with no troake of mine, 
My Wife and Childrens Ghoſts will haunc me till ; 
I cannot ſtrike at wretcbed Kernes, whoſe armes 
Are hyr d co beare their Staues ; cither thou Macbeth, 
Or elſe my Sword with an ynbattered edge 
I ſheath againe vndeeded. There thou ſhould'Rit be, 
By this great clatter, one of greateſt note 


Exit. 


Seemes 


— ———_— 
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Seemes bruited.” Let me finde him Fortune, 
And more I begge nor. Exit. Alarums. 


Enter AMaleoime and $ eyward, 


Sey. This way my Lord,the Caftles gently rendred : 
The Tyrancs people,on both (ides do fight, 
The Noble Thanes do bravely in the W acre, 
The day almoſt it felfe profefles yours, 
And little is to do. 
Male. We haue met with Foes 


That rike beſide vs. 
Sey, Enter Sir, the Caſtle. Exennt. Alarum 
Enter /Macbeth. 


Macb. Why ſhould I play the Roman Foole, and dye 
On mine owne ſword? whiles | ſee liues,the gaſhes 
Do better vpon them. 

Enter Macdafſe. 

Macd. Turne Hell-hound, turne, 

Mach. Of all men elſe | haue auoyded thee : 
Bur get thee backe, my ſoule is roo much charg'd 
| With blood of thine already. 

Macd. 1 haue no words, 

My voice is in my Sword, thou bloodier Villaine 
Then tearmes can give thee our. Fight Alarum 
Mach. Thoulooſeſt labour, 
As cafie may'ſt thou the intrenchant Ayre 
Wirth thy keene Sword imprefſe, as make me bleed : 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable Creſts, 
I beare a charmed Life, which muft nor yeeld 
To one of woman borne. 
Macd. Diſpaire thy Charme, 
And letthe Angell whom thou till haſt ſeru'd 
Tell thee, Macdvuffe was from his Mothers womb 
Vntimely ript. 

Macb. Accurſed be that tonguethat tels mee ſo z 
For it hath Cow'd my better part of man : 

And be theſe Tugling Ficnds no more beleeu'd, 
That palter with ys in a double ſence, 

That keepe the word of promiſe to our eare, 

And breake it to our hope. Ilenot fight with thee, 

Macd. Then yeeld thee Coward, 

And live to be the ſhew, and gaze o'th*time, 
Wee'l haue thee, as our rarer Monſters are 
Painted ypon a pole,and vnder-writ, 

Heere may you ſee'the Tyrant. 

Aeach. 1 will not yeeld 
To kifſe the ground before young Malcolmes feet, 
And to be baited withthe Rabbles curſe. 

Though Byrnane wood be come to Dunfinane, 

And thou oppos'd, being ofno woman borne, 

Yerl will try the laſt. Befors my body, 

I throw my warlike Shield : Lay on Macdsffe, 

And damn'd be him, that firſt cries hold, enough. 
Exeunt fighting, Alarums, 
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Sothankes to all at once, and to each one, 


— — — 


Enter Fighting, and Macbeth ſlaine. 
Retreat and Flowriſh, Enter with Drumme and Col ons, 
Malcolm, Seyward, Reſſe,Thanes & Soldier, 
Mat, 1 would the Frierids we miffe, wete ſafe arriu'd* 
Sey. Some mutt go off: and yetby thele I ſee, 
So great a day as this is cheapely bought, 
AMal.. Macarfe is miſſing,and your Noble Sonne. 
Raſſe, Your ſon my Lord, ha's paid aſouldiers debt, « |} 
He onely liu'd but till he was a man, 
The which no ſooner had his Proweſſe confirm'd | 
In thevnſhcioking ſtation where he fought, 
Burt like a man he dy*de. 
Sey. Then he is dead? | 
Roſſe.l,and brought off the field: your cauſe of ſorrow 
Mult not be meaſur'd by his worth, for then | 
It hath no end, 
Sey. Had he his hurts before ? 
Foſſe. ],onthe Front, 
Sy. Why then, Gods Soldier be he : 
Had I as many Sonnes, as I hauc haires, 
| would not wiſh them to a fairer death: 
And ſo his Knell is knoll'd, 
Aal, Hee's worth more (orrow, 
And chart Ile ſpend for him. | 
Sey. He's worthno more, 
They ſay he parted well,and paid his ſcore, 
And ſo God be with him.. Here comes newer comfort, 


Ce en ee "Ea 


- + 


Enter Macduffe,with Macheths head. 
Afacad. Haile King, for fo thou arr. 
chold where ſtands » 

Th'V turpers curſed head : the time is free : 
I ſee thee compalt with thy Kingdomes Pearle, 
Thar ſpeake my falutation in their minds : 
Whol: voyces | defirealowd with mine. 
Haile King of Scotland, 

All. Haile King of Scotland, Flowriſh, 

al. We ſhall not ſpend a large expence of rime, 
Before we reckon with your ſeuerall loues, 
And make vs euen with you, My Thanes and Kinſmen | | 
Henceforth be Earles, the firſt that euer Scotland n 
In ſuch an Honor nam'd ; What's more todo, 
W hich would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our cxil'd Friends abroad 
That fled the Snares of watchfull Tyranny, 
Producing forth the cruell Miniſters 
Of this dead Butcher, and his Fiend-like Queene 
Who(as 'tis thought) by ſelfe and violent hands, 
Tooke off her life. This and what needfull elſe 
Thar call's ypon vs, by the Grace of Grace, 
We will performe in meaſure,time,and place: 


Whom we muite, to ſee vs Crown'd at Scone. 
Flowriſh,  Exennt Omer, 
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THE TRAGEDIE OP 


HAM LET, Prince of Denmarke. 
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Atlus Primus. 


_ Oe EA Im——m—_s 


Scena Prima, 


Bar, Long liue the King, 
Fran, Barnard? 


Fray, You come molt carefully ypon your houre, 

'  Bar,Tis now (trook twelue,get thee to bed Franciſco. 

Fran, For this releefe much chankes; 'Tis bitter cold, 

And I amſicke at heart. 

Barn, Haue you had quiet Guard ? 

Fran. Not a Moule (tirring. 

Barn, Well, goodnight, If you do meet 7[oratio and 

Atarcellxs, the Riuals of my Watch, bid them make haſt, 
| Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Fran. 1 thinke I heare them. Stand : who's there ? 


Hor, Friends to this ground. 

Aar. And Leige-mento the Dane. 

Fran. Giue you good night. *” 

Mar. O farwel honeftSoldicr,who hath relieu'd you? 


Fra. Barnard ha's my place: giue you goodnight, 
Exit Fran. 
Afar. Holla Barnardo. 
Bar. Say,what is Horatio there ? 
Hor. A peece of him. 
Bar. Welcome Horatgg, welcome good 1arcellus. 
Mar, What, ha's this thing appear'd againe to night, 
Bar. Thaue feene nothing. 
Mar. Horatio ſaies,'tis but our Fantahe, 
And will not let belcefe take hold of him 
Touching this dreaded fight, twice ſeene of vs, 
Therefore I haue ivtreated him along 
With vs, to watch the minutes of this Night, 
That if againe this Apparition come, 
He may approve our eyes, and ſpeaketo ir. 
Hor, Touſh,coſh, *twill not appeare, 
Bay. Sit downe a-while, 
And let vs once aganne aſlaile your eares, 
That are ſo fortified againſt our Story, 
| What we two Nights haue icene. 
Hor. Well.hrt we downe, 
And let vs heare Parn@gdo ſpeake of this, 


Zarn, Laſtnight of all, 
\When vond ſame Starre that's Weſtward from the Pole 


Had made his courſe tillume that part of Heauen 


——_—. 


Enter Barnardo and Franciſco two Centinels, Where now it burnes, 37arcellns and my ſelfe, 
| The Bell then beating one. 
Darnardo, Car. Peace,breake thee of : Enter the Ghoſt, 
Ho's there 2 Looke where it comes againe, 
h Fran. Nay anſwer me: Stand & yaſold Barn, Inthe ſame figure, like the King that's dead, 
yoſt ſelfe, Tar. Thou arta Scholler; ſpeake to it Horatio. 


Barn, Lookes itnot like the King? Marke it Horatio, 
Hora. Moſt like: It harrowes me with fear & wonder 
Zarn, It would be ipoke too. 
Aar. Queftion it Horatis, 
Hor. "What art thou that vſurp'ft this time of night, 
Together with that Faire and Warlike forme 
In which the Maiefty of buried Denmarke 
Did fometimes march: By Heaven I charge thee ſpeake, 
Afar, It is offended, 
barn, See,it [talkes away. 
Hor. Stay: ſpeake; ſpeake : 1 Chargethee,ſpeake. 
Exit the Ghoſt. 
Mar. *Tis gone,n2d will not anſwer, 
Barn, How now Horatio ? Youtremble & look pale : 
15 not this ſomething more then Fantaſie ? 
What thinke you ont 2 
Hor. Before my God, I might not this beleeue 
Wichour the ſenſible and true auouch 
Of mine owne eyes, 
Mar. 1s itnor like the King ? 
Hor, As thou art to thy ſelfe, 
Such was the very Armour he had on, 
When «'Ambitious Norwey combatted : 
So trown'd he once, when in an angry parte 
He ſmot the (ledded Poliax on the Ice, 
'Tis ftrange. 
Mar, Thus twice beforegand iuſt at this dead houre, 
Wirh Marciall Ralke, hath he gone by our Watch. 
Hor.[n what particular thought to work, | know not ; 
Bur in the groſle and ſcope of my Opinion, 
This boades ſome Rtrange erruption to our State, 
Mar, Good now (it downe, & tell me hethat knowes 
Why this ſame ftritand moſt obſeruant Watch, 
So ni2þyly royles the ſubicR of the Land, 
And wily fuch dayly Caft of Brazon Cannon 
And Forraigne Mart for Implements of warre : 
Why fuch impreſle of Ship-wrights, whoſe ſore Taske 
Do's not diuide the Sunday from the weeke, 
V hat might be toward, that this ſweaty haſt 
Doth make the Night joynt-Labourer with the day : 
Who is't that can informe me? 


Hor, Thatcan1, 
At 
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At leaſt the whiſper goes {o.: Our lait King, 

Whoſe Image even bur now appear'dto vs, 

Was (as you know) by Forrmbr as of Norway, 

(Thereto prick'd on by a moſt emulate Pride) 

Dar'd tothe Combate. Io which, our Valiant Hamler, 
(For ſo this ſide of our knowne world efteem'd him) 
Did ſlay this Fortinbras : who by a Seal'd CompaRt, 
Well ratified by Law, and Heralgrie, 

Did forfeite (with his life) all thoſe his Lands 
Which he Rood ſeiz'd on, to the Conqueror ; 

Againlt the which, a Moity competent 
Was gaged by our King : which had return'd 
To the Inheritance of Fortinbras, 

Had he bin Vanquiſher, as by the ſame Cou'nane 

And carriage of the Article deſigne, 

His fell ro Hamlet, Now fir, young Fortinbras, 

Of vnimproued Mettle, hot and full, 

Hath in the sKires of Norway, heere and there, 

Shark'd vp a Liſtof Landlefie Reiohures, 

For Foode and Diet, to ſome Enterprize 
That hath a Romacke 1's : which-is no other 
(And it doth well appeare vnto our Stare) 

Bur to recouer of vs by ſtrong hand 
Aadtermes Compulſative, thoſe foreſ1id Lands 
So by his Father loſt : 3nd this (I rake it) 

[s the maine Motive of our Preparations, 

The Sourſe of this our Watch,and the cheefe head 

Of this poſt-halt, and Romage in the Land, 
Enter Ghoſt agame, 

Bur ſoft, behold: Loe,where it comes againe :1 
He crofle ir, though it blaſt me. Stay illuſion : 

If thou haſt any ſound, or vſe of Voyce, 

Speake to me. If there be any good thing to be done, 
That may to thee do eaſe, and grace to me ; ſpeak to me, 
Ifthou art priuy to thy Countries Fate 
(Which happily foreknowing may auoyd) Oh 
Or, if thou haft vp-hoorded in thy life 
Extorted Treaſure in the wombe of Earth, 
(For which, they ſay, you Spirits oft walkein death ) 
Speake of it. Stay,and ſpeake. Stop it Marcellue. 

Mar. Shall I &rike at ir with my Partizan ? 

Hor, Do,if it will not (tand. 

Barn, 'Tis heere, 

Hor. "Tis heete. 

Mar, "Ts gone. 

We do it wrong, being ſo Maielticall 
Tooffr it che ſhew of Violence, | 
For it is as the Ayre, invulnerable, 
And our vaine blowes, malicious Mockery. 
Barn, It was about toſpeake, when the Cocke crew. | 
Hor. And then ic Rtarted, like a guilty thing 
Vpon a fearfull Summons, I have heard, 

»The Cocke that is the Trumpet tothe day, 
Doth with his lofty and hrill-ſounding Throate 
Awake the God of Day: and at his warning, 
Whether in Sea, or Fire, in Eerth,or Ayre, 
Th'extrauagant, and erring Spiric, byes 
To his Confine. And ot the truth heerein, 

This preſent Obie madeprobation, 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cocke, 
Some ſayes, that cuer *painſt chart Sealon comes 
Wherein our Saujours Birth is celebrated, 

The Bird of Dawning fingeth all night long : 


peabe, 


The nights are wholſome, thenno Planers firike, 


And then (they ſay) no Spirit can walke abroad, | 


No Faiery talkes, nor Witch hach power to Charme : 


"I 


So ballow'd, and ſo gracious is the time. 
Hor. So haueT heard, and do m part belecue ic. 
Bur looke, the Morne in Ruſſet mantle clad, 
\Walkes o're the dew of yon high Eaſterne Hill, 
Breake we our Watch vp, and by my advice 
Let ys impart what we haue {rene tonight 
Vnto yong Hamlet. For ypon my life, 
This Spirit dumbe to vs, will ſpeake to him : 
Do'you conſent we ſhall acquaint hi) with ir, 
As needfull in our Loues, fitting our Duty ? 
Mar, Lec do't] pray,and I this morning know 
Where we ſhall finde hum moſt conueniently, 


— 


Scena Secund. 


I 
— 


Enter Clandius King of Denmarks, Gertrude the Qucenc, 
Hamlets, Polomus, Laertes, and bu Sifter O- 
* pheiia, Lords Attendant .\ 


Kino.Though yet of Hamlet our deere Brothers death 
The memory be greene : and that it vs beficted 
To beare our hearts 1n greefe, and our whole Kingdome 
TobeconmraQted in one brow of woe : 
Yet {o tarre hath Diſcretion fought with Nature, 
That we with wiſeſt ſorrow thinke av him, 
Together with remembrance of our ſelues. 
Therefore our fometimes Siſter, vow our Queen, 
Th'imperiall Ioyntreſle of this warhike Stage, 
Have we, as 'twere, with a defeated joy, 
With one Auſpicious, and one Dropping eye, 
With mirth in Funerall, and with Dirgein Marriage, 


An equall Scale weighing Delight and Dole 


Taken to Wife ; nor haue we heerein barr'd 
Your better Wifedomes, which haue freely gone 
With th's aftaire along, for all our Thankes. 
Now tollowes, that you know young FortinÞac,\ 
Holding a weake ſuppoſall of our worth ; 
O: thinking by our late deere Brothers death, 
Our Scare to be difioyne, and out of Frame, 
Colleagued with the dreame of his Aduantage 
He hath not fayl'd topeſter ys with Meſſage, 
Importing the ſurrender of thoſe Lands 
Loft by his Father : with all Bonds of Law 
To ont moſt valiant Brother, Somuch for him. 
Enter Voliemand and Cornelia, 

Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting 
Thus much the bulinefſe is, We haue heere writ 
To Norway, Vacle of young Fortinbras, 
Who I:mpotent and Bedrid, ſcarſely heares 
Of this his Nephewes purpoſe, to ſuppreſle 
His further gate heerein. In that the Levies, 
The Liſts, and full proportions are all made 
Our of his ſubie& : and we heere diſpatch 
You good Cornelius, and you YVoltemand, 
For bearing of chis greeting toold Norway, 
Giuing to you no further perſonall power 
To buſinefſe with the King, more thenthe ſcope 
Of theſe dilated Articles allow : | 
Farewell and let your baſt commend your duty, 

Volt. Jo that,and all things, will we ſhew our duty, 

Kmg. We doubt it oothing, heartily farewell. 

Exit Voltemand and ( ornel:16. 
And now Laertes, what's the newes with you ? fr 
O11 
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| 
| Mt: You told vs of ſome ſuite, What is't Laertes 2 - | This vnpreuay ling woos and thinkeof ys 


You cannot ſpeake ot Reaion to the Dane, | As ofa Father; For let the world take note, 


: 


} | | | And1loofe your voyce. hat would'it thou beg Laerte:, , Youare themoſt immediate ro our Throne, | 
'| That ſhall not be my Offer, not thy Asking ? | And with noleſle Nobility of Love, 


ow Se 2: 
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"tn | The Head is not more Native tothe Heart, | | Then that which deereft Father beares his Sonne, | 
LIN | f The Hand more laftramenta!l tothe Mouth, Do I impart towards you, For your iment 
| Ws Then is the Throne of Denmarke to thy Father, In going backe to Schoole in Wittenberg, 
17 What would'ft thou baue Lacrtes 2 it 1s molt retrograde to our defire: 
Ay! ; Laer. Dread my Lord, And we beſcech you, bend you to remaine 
| } Your leaue and fauour to returne to France. 7 Heere in the checre and comfort of our eye, 
0's 6! From whence, though willingly I came to Denmarke Our cheefe(t Courtier Cofin,and our Sonne. 
0:41. To ſhew my duty in your Coronation, Au, Letnot thy Mother loſe her Prayers Hamlet : 
1.80 i Yet now I muſt confeſſe, that duty done, | prythee ſtay with vs, go not to Wirtenberg, 
| | #75 My thoughts and wiſhes bend againe towards France, Ham, 1thall in all my beft 
1 Y!- And bow them to yeur gracious lcave and parden. Obey you Madam, 
| b King, Haue you your Fathers leaue ? Kmg, Why 'ris a louing,and a faire Reply, 
| fl Whart fayes Pollonis ? Be as our ſelie in Denmarke, Madam come, 
48 Pol. He hath my Lord?: ., | This gentle and vnforc'd accord of Hamlet 
oj \0L I do beſeech you give him Teaue to go, Sits {miling to my heart ; in grace whereof, 
| ih King. Take thy faire houre Laertes, time be chine, No iocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day, 
' And thy beſt graces {pend itat thy will : | Bur the great Cannon to the Clowds ſhall ell, 
| Y But now my Cofin Hamler,and my Sonne ? And the Kings Rouce,the Heauens ſhall bruice againe, 
tif Ham, A little more then kin, and lefle then kinde, Reſpeaking earthly Thunder, Come away, Exexnt 
f | King. How is it that the Clouds fill hang on you ? HManet Hamlet. 
| l Ham, Not fo my Lord, Iamtoo much i'th'Sun, Ham. Oh that this too too (olid Fleſh, would melt, 


Thaw, and refolue it felfe into a Dew : 

Orthat the Everlaſting had not fixr 

His Cannon 'gainſt Selfe-ſlaughter, O God, O God! 
How weary, ftale flat, and vnprofitable | 
Seemes to me all the vſes of this world? 


Dneen. Good Hamlet caft thy nightly colour off, 
And let thine eyc looke Jike a Friend on Denmarke, 
Do not for euer with thy veyled lids 
Secke for thy Noble Father inthe duft ; | 
| Thou know'{*tis common, all that liues mult dye, 
Paſſing chrough Nature, to Erernicy, Fie on't ? Oh fie, fie, 'tis an vnweeded Garden 
Ham, I Madam,itis common. That growes to Seed : Things rank, and grofſe in Nature 
$.:4K3 | Mcen. If itbe; Poſleſleirmeerely. That it ſhould come cothis : 

Why ſeemes it fo particular with thee, But ewo months dead :Nay,not ſo much; not twe, 

Ham.Stemes Madam? Nay,it is : I knownot Sgemes:, | So excellent a King, that was to this 
'Tis not alone my inky Cloake (good Mother) Hmeriontoa Satyre : 10 loningio my Mother, 

Nor Cuſtomary ſuites of ſolemneBlacke, Thathe might nat bereene the windes of heauen 
Nor windy {uſpiration of forc'd breath, Vit her face roo roughly, Heauen and Earth 

No, nor the fruitful River in the Eye, Muſt I remember : why ſhe would hang on him, 
Nor the deicRted hauiour of the Vaiage, As ifencreaſe of Appetite had growne 

Together with all Formes, Moods, ſhewes of Griete, By what it fed an ; and yet with.n a month ? 

That can denote me truly. Thele indeed Seeme,! Let menot thinke on't : Frailty, thy name is woman, 
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For they are actions that a man might play : Alle Mongh, or ere thoſe ſhoves were old, 
| But I have that Within, which pafſeth ſhow; | With which ſhe followed my poore Fathers body 

By? Theſe, but the Trappings,and rhe Suites of woe. | Like Niobe, all teares. Why ſhe, euen ſhe. 

| King. 'Tis {weet and commendabie (O Heauen ! A beaſt that wants diſcourſe of Reaſon 
In your Nature Faw/et, Would haue mourn'd longer) married with mine Vnkle, 
To giue theſe mourning duties to your Father: My Fathers Brother : but no more like thy Father, 
Bur you mult know, your Father loft aFather, Then IT to Hercules, Within a Moneth ? 
That Father loft, loſt his5 and the Suruiver bound Ere yet che ſalt of moſt vnrighteous Teares 


Had left the fluſhing of her gavled cyes, 
She married. O mott wicked ſpeed, to polt 
With {uch dexterity to Inceſtuous ſheets : 
It is nor, nor it cannot come to good, 
Zut breake my heart, for I mult hold my tongue, 


11 filiall Obligation, for ſome terme 

To do obicquious Sorrow. But ro perſcuer 

In ob%inate Condolement, is a courle 

Of impious (tvbbornneſle. 'Tis vnmanly greefe, 
it ſhewes a will ino{t incorrect to Heauen, 

[| A Heart vn{ortified, a Minde impatient, 


Ps 
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. An Vade:{tanding fmple, and vnſchool'd : Exter Horatio, Barnard, and Marcellus, | 
| | Por what wez know mult be, and 1s as common 
| { As any che moſt yulgarthing to ſence, . Her, Haileto your Lordſhip, | 
ls | Why ſhould we in our peeuiſh Oppoſition Ham, Tam glad to lee you well : F 
"Tx | Take ittohoumc? Foe, ris a fault zo Heauen, Horatie,or | do torget my ſelfe, 

Maki 9' & {A Late a93in{t the Dead, a faulr ro Nature, | Hor. The lame my Lord, 
HG: | 8 ſoReafon moſt ablurd, whoſe common Theame And your poore Seruant euer. | 
"643. Pk ; is death of Fathers, and who ſtil hath cried, Ham, Sir my good friend, 
(rk! a - ! From chie firſt Coarfe,till he that dyed to day, | Ie change that name with you: | 
1 { | T'11s mult be fo, We pray you throw to earth | And what make you from Wirtenberg Horatre ? | 
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arcelln. 
Mar. My good Lord. 
Ham, | am very glad to ſee you: good even Sir. 

Buc what in faith make you from #utemberge? 
Hor. Acruant diſpofition, good my Lord, 
Hams, | would not haue your Enemy (ay ſo; 

Nor ſhall you doe mine earechar violeace, 

To make it truſter of your owne report 

Againſt your lelife, 1 know youareno Truant : 

But what is your affaire in E/fenony ? 

Wee'l teach you to drinke deepe,ere you depart, 
Her. My Lord, I cameo fee your Fathers Fanerall, 
Ham, | pray thee doe not mock me (tellow Student) 

I thinke it was ro fee my Mothers Wedding. 
Hor. Indeed my Lord,it tollowed hard vpon. 
Ham. '{ hrift,thrift Horatio: the Funerall Bikt-meats 

Did coldly furniſh forth the Marriage Tables ; 

Would 1 had mer my deareft foe in heaven, 

Er* I had euer ſcene that day Horatio. 

My father, me thinkes | ſee my father, 

Hor. Oh where my Lore? 

Ham. In wy minds eye ( Horatio) 

Hor, I ſaw-him once; he was a goodly King. 
Ham. He was a man, rake him tor all in all ; 

I ſhall not look vpon his like againe, 

Hor. My | ord, I thinke 1 ſaw him.yeſternighr. 
Ham. Saw? Who? | 

Hor. My Lord,the King your Father. 

Ham. The King my Father? 

Hor. Seaſon your admiration fora while 

| Wirh an atrent eare; till I may deliuer 

Vpon the witneſle of theſe Gentlemen, 

This maruell to you, 

Ham, For Heauens loue let me heare. 
Hor, T wo nights together, had theſe Gentlemen 

(Marcellus and Barnardo) on their Watch. 

In che dead waſt and middle of the night 

Beene thus encouncred. A figure like your Father, 

Arm'd atall points exatly, Cap « Pe, 

Appeares before them, and with (ollemne march 

Goes {low and ſtately : By them thrice he walit, 

By their oppreſt and feare-ſurprized eyes, 

Within his Truncheons lengthy whilft they beſti]'d 

Almoſt co Telly with the Att of feare, 

Stand dumbe and ſpeake not to him. This to me 

In dreagfull ſecrecie impart they did, 

And I with themthe third Night kept the Watch, 

Whereas they had deliuer'd both intime, 

Forme of the thing; each word made true and good, 

The Apparition comes. I knew your Father : 

Theſe hands are not more like, 

Ham. But where'was this? | 


ht. 


Ham. Did younor ſpeakerto ir? 
Hor, My Lord, I did; 
But anſwere made it none: yet once methoughe 
It lifred vp it head, and did adgdrefſe 


| 1c ſelfe to motion, like 2s it would fpeake:; 


| Bur cuen then, the Morning Cocke crew lowd ; 
And at the ſound ſhrunke in haſt away, 
And vaniſht from ourfighe, | 
Ham. Tis very firange. 
Hor. As I doe live my honourd Lord 'tis true; * 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty 
To let you know of it. 
Ham, Indeed, indeed Sirs; but this troublesme. 


| hs 


 ——— 


Mar. My Lord,vponthe platforme where wewatcht. 


Hold you the watch ro Night? + 
Both, We doe my Lord. 
Ham. Arm'd, ſay you? 
Both, Arm'd, my Lord. 
Ham, From top to toe? 
Both, My Lord, from head to foote. 
Ham. T hen ſaw you not his face? 
Hor. Oyes, my Lord, he wore his Beaver vp. 
Ham, What, lookt he frowningly? 
Her. A countenance more in ſorrow then in anger. 
Ham. Pale,or red? 
Hor. Nay very pale, 
Ham. And fixt his eyes ypon you? 
Hor. Moſt conſtantly. 
Ham. 1 wouldI had beene chere, 
Hor. It would haue much amaz'd you. 
Ham. Very like, very like: ſtaidirlong? (dred.; 
Her. While one with moderate haſt mightcell a hun- 
ell. Longer,longer. | 
Hor. Not when 1 faw't. 
| Ham. His Beard was griſly? no. 
Hor. Ie was, as I haue (cene ie in his life, 
| A Sable $1iluer'd, (gaine, 
Ham. Ile watch to Night; perchance "twill wake a- 
Hor. 1 warrant you it will, 
| Haw. It itaflumemy noble Fathers perſon, | 
Ile ſpeake to it,though Hell it ſelte ſhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 
If you have hitherto conceald this ſight; 
Let it bee treble in your filence Hill ; 
And whatſoeuerels ſhall hap to night, 
Giue it an vnderſtanding but no tongue; 
I will require your loues ; fo, fareye well : 
Vpon the Platforime twixt eleven and twelue, 
Ile vihc you. 
All. Or duty to your Honour, Exennt, 
| Ham. Y our loue,2s mine eo you: farewell. 
My Fathers Spirit in Armes ? All is not well: 
] doubt ſome foule play : would the Night were come; 
Till then fit 11] my ſoule; foule deeds will riſe, 
| Though all the earth orewhelm them ro mens cies, Exit. 


— 
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Scena Tertia. 


Enter L aertes and Ophelia, 

Laer. My neceflariesare imback't; Farewell : 
And Siſter,as the Winds giue Benefic, 
And Conuoy is aſſiſtant; doe not ſleepe, 
Bur let me heare from you. 

Ophel. Doe you doubtthat? 

Laer, Fot Hamlet,and the trifling of his fauours, 
Hold it a faſhion and a toy in Bloud; 
A Violet in the youth of Primy Nature; 
| Froward,not permanent; ſweet not laſting 
The ſuppliance of a minute? No more. 

Opbel, No more but ſo. 

Laer, Thinkeitno more; | | 
For nature crefſant does not. grow alone, 
In thewes and Bulke: but as his Temple waxes, 
The inward ſervice of the Minde and Sovule 
Growes wide withall, Perhaps he loues you now, 
And now no ſoyle nor cautell doth beſmerch 
| The vertue of his feare : but you muſt feare 


His 
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©: WE His greatneſſe weigh'd, his will is not his ownes Farewell: my Bleſſing ſeaſan this in thee, 
| p : For hee himſelfe is 1ubict ro his Birth; Larr, Moft humbly doe 1 take my leaue, my Lord. | 
mt. "010 Hee may not, as vnuallued perſons doe, Polow. The time invites you, goe, your ſeruants tend, + 
t ; Carve for himſelfe ; for, on his choyce depends L acr. Farewell Oph:lia, and remember well 
17-1 The ſanRity and health of the weole State, What I haue ſaid to you. | 
[if 1 And therefore mutt his choyce be ci:cumſcrib'd Ophe. Tis in my memory lockt, 
| | + \'it Vnto the yoyce and yeelding of that Body, And you your ielte ſhall keepe the key of ir. 
| | !! 1] Wherecof heis the Head, Then it he fayes he loues you, Laer. Farewell, Exit Laer. 
| if 3 | fits your wiledome lo farreto belecue nt; Polen, Whar iſt Ophelia he hath ſaid to you 2 
A's 1 j : As he in his peculiar Sc and force Ophe. So pleaſe you, ſomthing touching the L. Hamlet, 
p | Mk May giue his laying deed: which is no further, Polon, Marry, well bet be: 
| i ily Then the maine yoyce of Dermarke goes withall, Tis told me he hath very of of late 
] | ; 1.8 Then weigh whac loſle your Honour may ſuſtaine, Giuen private time to you; and you your ſelfe 
Fl'3 | * If with coo credent care youliſt his Songs ; Haue of your audience beene moſt free and bounteous. 
(EI THY Oc loſe your Heart; or your chalt Treaſure open If it be (0, as ſo cis put on me; | 
{ To his vnmaſtred importunity, And that in way of caution; Imuſt tell you, | 
| : Feare it Ophelia, feare it my deare Siſter, You doe not ynderſtand your ſelfe ſo cleerely, 
+ 91 And keepe within the reare of your AﬀeRion; As it behoues my Daughter, and your Honour, 
$7124 | | Out of the ſhat and danger of Defire, What is betweene you, giue me yp thetruth? 
| w! The charieft Maid is Prodigall enongh, Opbe, He hath my Lord of late, made many tenders 
T Hy. If ſhe vnmaske her beauty to the Moone : Of his affe&ion to me. 
i i} Vertue it ſelfe ſcapes not calumnious ſtroakes, Polon. AﬀeRion,puh. You ſpeake like a greene Gitle, 
4% B+ The Canker Galls, thc infants of the Spring Vnlifted in ſuch perillovs Circumſtance. 
j LE! Too oft before the buttons be diſclos'd, Doe you belecue his renders,as you call chem? 
4: bt + And in the Morne and liquid dew of Youth, Ophe. 1 do not know, my Lord, what I ſhould thinke, 


—— 


Contagious blaſtments are moſt imminent, 
7 Be wary then, belt ſafety lies in feare; 
het Youth toit ſelfe rebels, though none elſe neere. 
* Ophe. 1 ſhall ch'effect of this good Leſſon keepe, 
As watchmen to my heart ; but good my Brother 


Polen, Marry Ile teach you; thinke your ſelfe a Baby, 
That you have tane his tenders for true pay, 
Which are not Rarling, Tender your ſelfe more dexgly; 
Or not to crack the winde of the poore Phraſe, 
Roaming it chus, you'l cender me a foole. 


Doe not as ſome yngracious Paſtors doe, 
Shew me the ſtcepe and thorny way to Heaven; 
Whilſt like a puft and recklefic Libertine 
Himſelfe,the Primroſe path of dalliance treads, 
And reaks not his owne reade, 

Laer, Oh, fcarc me not. 


Ophe. My Lord, he hath importun'd me with loue, 
In honourable faſhion. 

Pelon. 1, faſhion you may call it, go to0,g0 too, 

FT And hath giuen countenance to his ſpeech, 
My Lord, with all the yowes of Heauen, 
Polon. I,Springes to catch Woodcocks. I doe know 
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Enter Polonims, 
| | I tay too long ; but here my Father comes : 
43 A double bleſſing is a double grace; 
8 Occaſion ſmiles ypon a ſecond leaue. | 
F | | Pelon, Yer heere Laertesf Aboord,aboord for ſhame, 
* | | The winde fits in the ſhoulder of =_ faile, 

| | And you are ſtaid for there; my bleſſing with you; 
43 And theſe few Precepts ia thy memory, 
| | See thou CharaRer, Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
| Nor any ynproportion's thought his AR: 
| Be thou familiar; but by no meanes vulgar: 
$; The friends thou haſt, and their adoption rride, 
e's! | Grapple them to thy Soule, with hoopes of Stecle : 
| { Bur doe not dull thy palme, with entertainment 
by $4 +-L0 Of each vnhatch't,vnfledg'd Comrade, Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell : but being in 
Bear't that th'oppoſed may beware of thee, 
Giue cnery man thine eare;but few thy yoyce: 
Take cach mans cenſure;bur reſerve thy iudgement : 
| Coltly thy habit as thy purſe can buy z 

But not expre(t in fancic; rich,not gawdiex 

For che Apparell oft prochimes the man. 
Andtheyin France ofthe beſtranck and Ration, 


| Whea the Bloud burnes,how Prodigall the Soule | 
Gives the tongue yowes: theſe blazes, Daughter, 
Giuing more light then heate; extinR in both, 
Even in their promiſe, as it is a making; 

You mu }not take for fire, For this time Daughter, 
Be ſomewhart ſcanter of your Maiden preſence; 

Set your entreatments at a higher rate, 

Then a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet, 
Beleeue ſo much in him,that he is young, 

And with a larger tether may he walke, 

Then may be giuen you. In few,Opbelia, 

Doe not belecue his yowes;for they are Broakers, 
Nox of the eye, which their [nueſtments ſhow : 

Burt meere implorators of ynholy Sures, 

Breathing like ſanCtified and pious bonds, 

The better to beguile, This is for all : 

I would not,in plaine tearmes, from this time forth, 
Haue you ſo (lander any moment leiſure, 

As to giue words or talke withthe Lord Hamlet; 

| Looke too'r, charge you; come your Wayes, 

Ophe. 1 {ball obey my Lord. Exenxt, 


Enter Hamlet Horatio, Marce!lus. | 


| | Are of a moſt [ele and generous cheff in that. Hay. The Ayre bites ſhrewdly : is it very cold? 
os My Veither a borrowergnor a lender be; Hor. Itis a nipping and an eager ayre. 
Fond O08 Th | For lone. oft loſes botlvi ſelfe and friend: Ham. What hower now? 
bY i I's l} | And borrowing duls the edge of Husbandry, Hor. Ichinke it lacks of rwelue, 
006, Nye This aboue all; ro thine owne ſelfe be true: AMar, No, it is ſirooke, (ſexſon, 
$I j , + | Aad it ma (tfollowgas the Night che Day, Her, Indeed I] heard it not : then it drawes neere the 

09. 1300 Thou cant not then be falſe ro any man. | Wherein the Spiric beld his wont to wal ke. 
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Whart does this meane my Lord ? (rouſe, 
Ham, The King doth wake to nigMit, and takes his 
Keepes waſſels and the {waggering vpipring recles, 
And as he dreines his dravghts cf Remiſh downe, 
The kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his Pl-dge, 
Horat. 1s it acuſtome? 
Ham. | marty ilt; 
And to my mind, though 1 am natiue heere, 
And to the manner borne: jt 152 Cuſtome 
Morte honoui'd 1n the breach,then che obleruance, 
Enter Gho/t, 
Hor. Looke my Lord: comes, 
Ham, Angels and Minifters of Gracgdetend ys: 
Be thbu a Spitit of health, or Goblia damn'd, 
Bring with thee ayres from Heaven,or blaſts from Hell, 
Rechy cucnts wicked or charitzble, 
[hou com'(t in ſuch a quettionable ſhape 
That I will ſpeake tothe, Ie call tnee Flamlet, 
King, Father, Royall Dane : Oh,oh,anfwerme, 
Let me not burii in Ignorance; Duttell 
Why thy Canoniz'd bones Hearſed in death, 
Haue burſt their cerrents, why the Sepulcher 
Whercin we {aw thee quietly enurn'd, 
Hath op'd his ponderous 2nd Marble jawes, 
To caft theevpagaine? Vhar may this meane? 
That thou Cead Coarſe ag2ine in compleat ſtcele, 
Revilits thus the glimplesof the Moone, 
Making Night hidious? And we fogles of Nature, 
So horridly to ſhake vur dilpohtion, 
Wirth thoughts beyond thec;reaches of our Soules, 
Say, why is this? wherefore? what ſhould wedoe? 
Ghoſt bechens Hgmlet. 

Hor. It beckons you to goe away with ir, 
As if it ſome irfipartment did defire 
| To you alone. 

Mar. Looke with what courteous ation 
It watts you toa moreremoued ground ; 


{ But doe not goe with it, 


Hor. No,by no meanes. 
Ham. Itwill not ſpeake: then will I follow ir, 
Hor. Doenot my Lord, 
Ham, Why, what ſhould bethe feare ? 
1 do« not ſet my life at a pins fee; 
And tor my Soule,what can it doe to that? 
Being a thing immortal as it ſeife; 
It waucs me forth againe;lefollowir. 
Hor, What it t tempt you toward the Floud my Lore? 
Or to the dreadfuil Sonnet of the Cliffe, 
Thar bectles o're his baſe into rhe Sea, 
And there a(ſaumes ſoine other hortible forme, 
Which might depriue your Soueraignty of Reaſon, 
And draw you into madnefle thinke of it? 
Ham. It wafis me ſtill : goe on, Ile follow thee, 
Afar, You ſhallnot goe my Lord, 
| Ham, Hold off your band, 
Hor, . Be rul'd, you ſhall not goe. 
Ham. My face cries our, 
And m2k2s each petiy Artire in this body, 
As hardy as the Nemian Lions nerue: 


— 


Still am I cal'd?  Vohand me Gentlemen : 
By Heau'n,lle make a Ghoſt of him that lers me: 
I lay away,goc on, lie follow thee. 
Exennt Ghoſt + Hamlet, 
Hor. He waxcs deſperate with imagination, 
Mar, Lev's follow;'cis nor fitthus ro obey him. 


Y 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 


 » 0- 
Hor, Haue after, co what iſſue will this comes > 
Afar. Something 15 rotten in the State of Dewnarke. | 
Hor, Heaven will direct ir, 
Mar. Nay,ler's follow him. F.xexnt, | 
Emter Choſt and HI xmnler. (ther, 
H:m: Where wilt thou lead me? fpeak;lle go'no fur. 
Gho, Merke me 
Him, | will. 
Gbo, My howeris a!moſt come, 
\W hen Ito tulphurous and tormenting Flames 
Mutt renCer vp my lelfe, 
Ham, Alas poore Ghoſt, 
Gho, Pitty me vt, but lend thy ſerious hearing 
To what I ſhall vntold. | 
Pom, Speake, I am bound tohenre, 
Gbho. Sort thou to revenge, when thou ſhalt heare, | 
Ham, \\'\ac? 
Gho. I amthy Fathers Spirit, 
Doom'4 tor a certaine terme to wolke the nicht; 
Ano for the day confin'd to faft in Fiers, q 
Till che foule crimes done in my dayes of Nature 
Areburnt and purg'd away? But thar I am forbid 
To tel} the fecrets of my Prifon- Houſes 
I coulda Tale vntold, whoſe lighreft word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, treeze thy young blood, 
Make thy two eyes hike Storres, ſtart from their Spheres, 


| 


Thy knertty and combined Jocks ro parc, 
And each particular haire ro fland an end, 
Like Quilles vpon the frettull Porpentire ; 
But ils eternall blaſon muſt nor be 
1 0 cares of fleſh and blond; [:(} Flamlcer , oh 1:0 
If chou di ever thy deare Father love, 
Ham. Ol Heaven! 
Gho. Renenge his fonle 2nd moſt ynnaturall Murther, 
Ham, Murther? 


z 


” 


| 


\ But chis moſt foule, trange,ort vnnaturall, 


| 


} The will of my moſt ſeeming verttous Queene; 
) Oh Hamlet, whar a falling oft was there, 


It's giuen ope,tha: fleeping in mine Orchard, 


Now weares his Crowne. 


Ghoft, Murther moft foule,as in the beft it is ;; 


Ham, o{t,haft me ro know it, 
T har with wings 25 iwift 
As medication,or the thoughts of Loue, 
} May ſ[weepe to my Revenge. 
| Ghoſt. 1findethee apts 
And duller ſhould'fi thou be then the far weede 
Thatrots it (elfe in eafe,on Lerhe Wharfe, 
Would (t thou not ſtirre in this. Now Hamlet heare : 


A Serpent ſtung me : fo the whole eare of Denmatke, 
[s by a forged proceſſe of my demh 

Rankly abuy'd : Bur know thon Noble youth, 

The Serpent that did ſting thy Fathers life, 


Ham. G my Propheticke foule : mine Vacle ?, 
Ghoſt. | that inceftuons, that 2dul;erate Bratt , 

| With witcheraſt of his wits, hath Trgjtorous guifts, 
| Oh wicked Wir,and Gifts, that - ba. power 

! Soto ſeduce? Wonto to this ſhamefull Luſt 


s 


| From me, whoſc loue was of that dignity, 
Thar it went hand in hand, even with the Vow 
I madeto het in Marriage; and to decline 
Vpon a wretch, whoſe Natvrall gifts werepoore | 
To thoſe of mine, Bur Vertue,az it never wil be moued, | 
Though Lewdnefſe court itina ſhape of Heauen : | 
So Luſt, though to a radiant Angell link'd, | 
Will fate it ſelfe in a Celeftialibed, & prey on Garbage. 

O 0 Bur * 
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Bricte |: me be ; Sleeping within mine Orchard, 
My cuſtome al wayes in the atternoone; 
Vpon my ſecure hower thy Vacle ſtole 
With juyce of curſed Hebenon ina Violl, 
And in the Porches of mine eares d1d poure 
The leaperous Diſtilamentz whole effect 
Holds tuch an enmity with bloud of Man, 
1 hat ſwifc as Q nck-faluer,it courſes through 
Tac nacurall Gaces and Alltes of the Body ; 
And with a ſodaine yigour it doth poſler 
And card, like Aygre droppings into Milke, 
The thin and wholfome blood: fo didit mine 
And 2 moſt in{tant Tetter bak'd abour, 
Moft Lazar-like, with vile and loathlome cruſt, 
All my ſmooth Body. 
Thus was I, flceping, by a Brothers hand, 
Of Life,of Crowne, and Queene at once diſpatcht z 
Cur off even in the Bloſſomes of wy Siane, 
Vnhouzzled, diſappointed, vnnaneld, 
Nao reckoning made, but tent tomy account 
W :th all my 1mperfeCtions on my head; 
Oh horcible,Oh horrible, moſt horrible: 
If thou haft nature in thee beare it not; 
Let not the Royal! Bed of Denmarke be 
A Couch for Luxury and damned Inceit, 
But howſoeucr thou purſueſt this Act, 
| Taint not thy mind ; nor let thy Sole contriue 


Bur { chem thinkes I ſent the Mornings Ayre; ; 


| Againlt thy Mother o»ght; lcaue her to heauen , 


And to thoſe Thornes that in er boſome lodge, 
Toprickeand ſting her. Farethee well at once; 


{| The Glow-worme ſhowes tbe Matine to be neere, 


And gins to pale his vneffeQtuall Fire; 


Adue,adue, Hamlet : remember me. Exit. 


Him Oh all you hoſt of Heaven ! Oh Earch; what els? 
And ſhall | couple Hell? Oh fies held my heart; 
And you my finnewes, grow not inſtant Old 
Bur beare me ftifftely yp: Remember thee? 

I, chou poore Ghoſt , while memory holds a ſcate 

In this diſtrated Globe ; Remember thee ? 

Yea, from the Table of my Memory, 

Ile wipe away all cr1viall fond Records, 

All ſawes of Bookes,all formes, all preſures paſt, 

That youth and ob{eruation coppicd there; 

And thy Commandment all alone ſhall line 
Within the Booke and Volume ot my Braine, 
Vnmixt with baſer matter; yes, yes, by Heauen : 
Oh moſt pernicious woman | 

Oh Villaine, Villaine, (miling damned Villaine ! 
My Tables,my Tables; meet it is I ſet it downe, 
That one may {mile,and (mile and be a Villaines 
Ax leaſt i'm {ure it may be ſoin Denmarke ; 

So Vackle therg you are: now tomy word; 

It is; Adue,Adue, Remember me: I haue ſworn't, 

Hor. > Mar within, My Lord, my Lord, 

; Evnter Horatio and Aarcelins, , 

Mar, Lord Hamlet. 

Hor, Heaven ſecure him, 

Har. Sobeir. 
| Hor. lilo, ho,ho, my Lord, 

Him, Hillo, ho,ho,boyz come bird,come. 
Mar, lowilt't my Noble Lord? 
Hor, What newes, my Lord? 
Ham. Oh wonderfull! 
Hor. Good my Lord tell ir, 
Ham. No youlcucalcir, 
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* Mar. Norl, myLord. 


| 


| 


'| That you at ſachtime ſeeing me, nener ſhall 


| 


Hor , Not I, my Lord, by Heaven. 
(think in? 
Ham. How ſay you then, would heart of mon once 
Burt you'l be ſecret? | 
Both, I, by Heau'n, my Lord. 
Ham. There's nere a villaine dwelling in all Denmarke 
Bur bee's an arraur knave, 
Hor. There needs no Ghoſt my Lord, come from the 
Graue,to tell vs this, 
Ham. Why right, you are i*th' right; 
And fo, without more circumſtance at all, 
I hold it-fic that we ſhake hands,and part: 
Youzas your buſines and defires ſhall point you : 
For euery man ha's buſineſſe and defire, 
Such as1tis: and for mine owne poore part, 
Looke you, lle goe pray. 
Hor. Theſe are but wild and hurling words, my Lord, 
Ham. I'm ſorry they offend you heartily : 
Yes faith. heartily. 
Hor. There's no offencemy Lord, 
Ham. Yes, by Saint Patrckg,bur there is my Lord, 
And much offence too, touching this Viſion heere : 
It1s an honeſt Ghoſt, thatlet me tell you : 
For your delire to know what is betweene vs, 
O remalter't as you may. And now good friends, 
As you are Friends,Schollers and Soldiers, 
Guze me one poore requeſt, 
Hor. Whatis't my Lord? wewill, 
Ham. Neucr make known what you haue ſeen to night, 
Zeth My Lord.we will not, 
Ham Nay, but (wear't, 
Hor, Infaith my Lord, not T. 
Mar. Nor l my Lord: in faith. 
Ham. Vpon my ſword. 
Aarcell. We haue ſworns my Lord already. 
Ham Tadeed,vpon my (word, Indeed. 
Gho. Sweare, Gboſt cries vuder the Stage, 
Ham. Ah ha boy,ſayeſt thou ſo, Art thou there trve- 
pecny ? Corne one you here thus fellow in the lelleredge 
Content to (weare. | 
Hr. Propole the Oath my Lord. 
Ham. Neuer to ſpeake ofthis that you haue ſeene, 
S weate by wy (word, 
Gho, Sweare, 
Ham. His & wbique? Then wee'l ſhift for grownd, 
Come hither Gentlemen, | 
And lay your hands againe vpon my ſword, 
Neuer te {peake of this that you haue heard: 
Sweare by my Sword. 
Gho. Sweare. (faſt ? 
Ham, Wc<li ſaid old Mole,can'ſt worke ”th' ground fo 
A worthy Ptoner,once more remoue good friends. 
Hor. Oh day and night; but this is wondrous ſtrange. 
Ham, And therefore as a firanger giue it welcome, 
There are more things in Heauen and Earth, Horatio, 
Then are dream't of in our Philoſophy. But come, 
Here as before, neuer ſo helpe you mercy, 
How ſtrange or odde ſo ere I beare my (elfe; 
(As | perchance hzereafter ſhall thinke meer 
To put an Aancke diſpoſition on :) | 


With Armes encombred thus, or thus, head ſhake; 
Or by pronouncing of ſome doubrfull Phraſe; 

As well, we know,or we could and if we would, 
Or if we liſt to ſpeake z orthere be and if there might, 
Or ſuch ambiguous giuing out to note, 


Thar | 
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That you know ought of m6; this not to doe : The youth you breath of guil:y, be atlur'd 
T; |S0 grace and mercy at your moſt necede helpe you : He cloles with you 1n this contequence: 
Sweare. Good hir,or {o,or triend, or Gentleman, 
Ghoft, Sweare. According to the Phraſe and the Addition, 
Hem. Reft, reſt perturbed Spirit: ſoGentlemen, Ot man and Country, 
<C With all my loue I doe commend me to you z Reynol. V ery good uy L ord, | F 
And whar {o poore a man as Flamet is, Polon, And then Sir does he this ? | 
IC May doc” expreſle h1 $ loue and triending to you, He does : what was I about to ſay? 
God willing ſhallnorlacke: ler ys oc in togethery | I wasabovrto lay ſomthing : where did Tigwe ? | 
And (441) your ft ngers on your lippes | prays Reynol, At clotes in the con! equence : 
The time 15 out of toynt: Oh curfed ſpight, | At triend, or fo,and Gentleman, | 
Thar cuer I was borne to let ir right, 0 Polon. Ar clolesin the INES I marry, | 
Nay ,come let's goc rogether, Exeunt. He cloſes wit] 1you thus. | know the Gentleman, 
I ſaw him yelterday,or tother day; 


—  — . — { 
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Oc then oc then, with: ſuch and tuch; ;and 23 you ſay, 
There was he gaming, there o rerooke! n's Rouſe; 


SO 


F 4 Tr Secundus. 


There falling our at Tennis ; or perchance, 
£4” og $6.8 ___ | 1fawhimenter ſuch a hovule of laile; | 
FL + 59+. Viaelicet,a Brothell, or ſo forth. See you now; | 
Enter Polonia and Reynoldes Your bait of falſhood takes this Cape of trucks Pp 
Tolon, Giue him his money,and theſe notes Reynolds, And thus doe we of wiſedome and ot reach | 
Reynol. I will my Lord. With windlefles,and with aflaies of Bias, 
Polon. You ſhall doe maruels wiſely: good Regnolde, . = indirections finde dicections out : 
Before you vifite him you make inquiry So by my former Lecture and advice 
Of his behauiour, Shall you my Sonnezyou haue meghaue you not ? 
Reynol, My Lotd, I did intendir, Rejnol- My Lord TI hane. 
Folon, Marty, well {aid Polon, God buy you;tare you we!l, 
Very well laid. Looke you Sir, Reynal, Good my Lord. 
k, Enquire me firſt what Danskers are in Paris; Polon. Obſcrue his inclination in your ſelfe. 
And how,and whozwhat mtanes;20d where they keepe: Reyndl, | ſhall my Lord, 
W hat company,at what expence : and fading Polon. Andlethim plyc his Mufcke, 
By this encompaſiement and drift of queſtion, Reznol. Well, my Lord. Exit, | 
That they doe know my lonne: Come you more neerer | 
Then your particular demands vill touch ir, Exter Ophelia, 
Take you as 'twere ſome diſtant knowledge of him, Pokn. Farewell: 
And thus 1 know his father and his friends, How now Ophelia,what's the matter} | 
And in part him. Doc you marketlits Reyno/do? Opbe. Al.s my Lord,I hane beene ſo affrighted, 
b Reyeol, 1, very well my Lord. Polon. With what,in the name of Heauen? | : 
'c | Polon. And in part him,but you may ſay not well; Ophe. My Lord, as 1 was ſowing in my Chamber, 


Lord Hamlet with his double all vnbrac'd, 

No hat ypon his head, his ſtockings foul'd, 
Vagarrred, ang Joanne giued to his Anckle, 
Pale as bis ſhirt, his knees knocking each other, 
And with alookeſo pitious in purport, 

As if he had been loofed out of vel], 


Bur if t be hee I meane hoes very wilde; 

Addicted ſo and {os and there put on him 

What forgeries you plcafe ; marry, none ſoranke, 
As may diſhonour him; take heed of that ; 

But Sir, ſuch wanron, wild, 2nd viuall ſlips, 

As are Companions noted and molt knowne 


— — 
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To youth and liberty. we {peake of horrors : he comes bef, Yreme, | 
Reynol. As gaming my Lord. Plz, Mad for thy Loue ? * 
Polen. I, or drinking, tencing,ſwearing, Ophe, My Lord, I doe not know: but truly I do feare it, 
Quacelling,drabbiug. You may goe (o farre. Polo 4, What faid he? | 4 
4 Reynol. My Lord that would diſhonour him. Opie, He tooke me by the wrift,and held me hare, Fr 
0 Polon. Faith nog as you may eaſon it inthe charge; Then goes he to the length of all his arme; bf 
You muſt not put another ſcandall on lim, And with his other hand thus o're his brow, 
Pp. That hee is opeo to Incontinencie; | Hefalsto ſuchperuſall of my face, | # 
That's not my meaning: but breath his faults ſo quaintly, | As te would drawit, Long ftaid hefo, | 
| That they may ſeeme the caints of liberty; At laſt,a little ſhaking of mine Arme : 
The flaſh and our-treake of a fiery minde, And thrice his head thus wauing vp atd downey 
A ſauagenes in vnreclaim'd bloud of generall aſſaulc, He rais'd a hgh,lo pirtious and profound, | =) 
| Reynol, But my good Lord. That it did ſeeme to ſhatter all his bulke, ; 2 Q 
| Polon. Wherefore thould you doe this? Andend his being, That done, he lets me goe, 1 _ Py 
| Reynol. I my Lord, i wonld know that, ' And with his head ouer his ſhoulders turn'd, | . Q 
Polen. Marry Sir,heerc's my drift, He fcem'd to finde hrs waYwfthour his eyes, af M 
And I belieuc it is 2 ferch of warrant: For cut adores he went without their helpe; | D 
Youlzying theſetlighr ſulleyes on my Sonne, And to the laſt, bended their light on me. 
As 'twereathing alittle foil'd i'th* working : ' © (found, Polon, Goe withme, I will goe ſccke the King, 
Marke you your party in conuerſe ; him you would | This is the yery extaſte of Loue, 
Having euer ſcene. In the prenommarecrimes, Whole violent property foredoes it {elfe, 
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And leads the will to deſperate Vndertakings, 
As oft as any paſſion ynder Heauen, 
T hat does afflit our Natures. Iam ſorrie, 
What haue you giuen him any hard words of late? 
Ophe. No my good Lord : but as you did command, 
I did repell his Lecters,and deny'de 5 
His acceſle to me. 
Pol. That hath made him mad, 
[ am ſorrie that with berter ſpeed and iudgement 
| had not quoted him, I feare he did but trifle, 
And meant to wracke thee : but beſhrew my icalouhie : 
It ſeemes it is as proper to our Age, 
To caſt beyond our (clues in our Opinions, 
As it is common for the yonger ſort 
Tolacke diicretion, Come,go wetothe King, 
This muſt be knowne, v being kept cloſe might moue 
More greefe co hide, then hate to yrter loue. . . Exemnt. 


NE chm III 


Scena Secunda. 


__——_—_ RI 


E».ter King , Q weene, Roſincrane,and Guilden- 
* ſterne Cumalys. 
King, Welcome deere Roſincrance and Guildenſterne. 
Moreoner, that we much did long to ſee you, 
The neede we haue to vſe you, did prouvke 
Our haftie ſending. Something haue you heard 
Of Hamlets transformation :1o1I call it, 
Since not th'exterior, nor the inward man 
Reſembles that it was. What it ſhould bee 
More then his Fathers death, that thus hach put him 
So much from th'ynderſtanJing of himlelte, 
I cannot deeme of, I intreat you both, 
That being of ſo young dayes brought vp with him : 
And lince lo Neighbour'd to his youth, and humour, 
That you youchlafe your reſt heere in our Court 
Somelittle time: ſo by your Companies 
To draw him on to pleaſures,and to gather 
So much as from Occafions you may gleane, 
That open'd lies within our remedie. 
Qs, Good Gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you, 
And ture [ am, two men there are not lung, 
To whom he ,nure adheres, [If it will pleaſe you 
To ſhew vs (o much Gentrie,and good will, 
As to expend your tim? with ys a-while, 
For the ſupply and profit of our Hope, 
Your Vification ſhall receive ſuch thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 
. Reſin, Pth your Maiefhes 
Might by the Soueraigne power you have of vs, 


| 


| Pur your dread pleaſures, more into Command 


Then to Entreatic, 
Gmil. We both obey, | 
And here gue vp our ſelves, in the full benc, 
Tolay our Services frerly at your feete, 
To be commanded. 
King. Thankes Roſincrance, and gentle Gwmildenſterne, 
Ds. Thankes Gu:/denſterne and gentle Roſincrance. 
And | beſeech you inſtantly to viſe 
My too much changed Sonne. 
Go lome ot ye, 
And bring the Gentlemen where Hamlet is, 
. Gil. Heavens make our preſence and our praftiſes 
Pl-alant and helpfull ro him, Exit, 


—— . —_— _— = "ER " 


The Tragedie of Hamlet. 
| 


Qucene, Amen, ' 
Enter Polonins, 
Pol. Th'Ambafſadors from Norwey,my good Lord, 
Are1oytully return'd. 
King. Thou fill baft bio the Father of good Newes. 
Pol. Have I, my Lord? Aﬀure you,my good Liege, 
I hold my dutic,as I hold my Soule, 
Both to wy God,one to my gracious King : 
And 1 do thinke, or elſe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the craile of Policie,ſo ſure 
As 1 have vs'd todo: that 1 haue found 
The very cauſe of Hamlets Lunacie. 
King. Oh —_ cf that,that I dolong to heare. 
Fel. Give firſt admittance to th'Ambaſſadors, 
My Newes ſhall be the Newes to that great Feaſt, 
King. Thy ſelte do grace to them, and bring them in, 
He tels me my ſweet Q 1ecne, that he hath found 
The head and ſourſe ot all your Sonnes difteryper, 
2s. 1 doubt it 1s no other, but the maine, 
H1s Fathers death,and our o're-hafty Marriage. 
Enter Polonins Uoltumand, ard Cornelis. 
King. Well,we ſhall ſift hum. Welcome good Frends; 
Say Y oltamand, what from our Brother Norwey ? 
Volt. Moſt faire returne of Greetings, and Deſires. 
Vpon our firſt, he ſent out to ſuppreſſe 
His Nephewes Lewes, which to him appear'd 
To be a preparation 'gainſt the Poleak ; 
But better look'd into,he truly found 
It was againft your Highneſle, whereat greeued,] 
T hat ſo his Sicknefſe, Age,aud impotence 
Was falſely borne in hand, ſends out Arrefts 
On Fortmbras, which he (in breefe) obeyes, 
Receives rebuke from Norwey: and in fine, 
Makes Vow before bis Vnkle,neuer more 
To give th'afſay of Armes againft your Maieſtie. 
Whereon old Norwey, ouercome with joy, 
Giues hm three thautand Crownes in Annuall Fee, 
And his Commiſſion to imploy thole Soldiers 
So leuied as betore, againſt the Poleak * 
Wirh an 1ntreaty hecrein further ſhewne, 
That it might pleaſe you to give quier paſſe 
Through your Dominions,for hi; Enterprize, 
On ſuch regards of (3fery and allowance, 
As therein are ſet downe. 
King. Iclikes vs well : 
And at our more conſider'd time wee'l read, 
Anſwer,and thinke ypon this Buſineſlſe. 
Meane time we thanke you, for your well-rooke Labour. 
Goto your reſt, at night wee'l Feaſt rogether. 
M oft welcome home, Exit Ambaſ]. 
Pol This buſineſſe is very well ended. 
My Liege,and Madarn, co expoſtulate 
What Maieſtic ſhould be, what Durie is, 
Why day is day znight,night; and time is time, 
Were nothing but to wafte Night, Day and Time, 
Therefore,fince Brevitie is the Soule of Wir, 
And tediouſneſle, the limbes and outward flouriſhes, 
I will be breefe. Your Noble Sonne is mad : 
Mad call 1 it; for to define true Madnefle, 
What is't, but to be nothing elſe but mad. 
Bur let that go. 
Qs, Morte matter, with lefle Art. 
Pol. Madam. (weare I'vieno Art atall : 
Thar he is mad, 'tis true : Tis true *tis pittie, 
And picrie it is true : A fool:ſh figure, 
Bur farewell it : for I will vie no Art. Me 
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Ma d let vs grant him then: and now remaincs 
That we finde out the cauſe of this effe&, 
Orrather ſay, the cauſe of this defect ; 
For this effect defeCctiue, comes by cauſe, 
Thus it remaines,and the remainder thus, Perpend, 
| havea daughter : have, whil'ft ſhe is mine, 
Who in her Datic 2nd Obedience, marke, 
Hath giuen me this : now gather, and ſurmiſe. 
The Letter, 
Tothe (leſt iall and my Sowles [doll, the moſt brantified O- 
belid 
That's an Li Plraſe, a viide Phraſe, beautified is a vilde 
Phraſe: bur you {h.4\{ Gare rhele in her excellence white 
boſome, thele., 
Og. Came this from Ham/et to her, 
Pol. Gond YMArdam thev awhile, | will be aich full. 
Dewbr tho the Starres are fire, 
Dowbt, that the Sume doth mou? t 
Doubt Tratht be a Lrey, 
Bat never Donubt , 1 lo we 
O deere Ophelia, 1 ant il! at theſs Numbers: I have not Art to 
reckon my granes ; but that | lowe thee beſt, oh moſt Brſt be- 
leene it. hes: 
Thin evermore m.9/? Fon L ady whilſt this 
CMackme u to him, Hamlec. 
This in Obedience hath my daughter ſhew'd me: 
And more aboue hath his foliciung, 
As they fell our by Time, by Meanes,and Place, 
All given to mine care. 
King. Buthow hath ſhe receiu'd his Loue? 
Pol, What do you chinke of me ? 
King, Asof 2 man, faithful and Honourable. 
Pol. i wold faine proue ſo.Bur what might you think ? 
When | had {eene this hoc loue on the wing, 
As percemed it, 1 mult tell you that 
Before my D wehter rold me,wiar might you 
Or my deere Mateſtie your Queene heere, think, 
If 1 had playd the Deskeor Table-booke, 
Or given my he2:t a vvinking, mure and dumbe, 
Or look'd vpon this Loue,with idle fight, 
What might you thinke ? No, I went round co wotke, 
And (my yong Miftris)thus | did beſpeake 
Lord Hamlct 15 a Prince out of thy Starre, 
This muſt not be : and then, Preceprs cavcher, 
That ſhe ſhould lacke her lelfe from his Reſort, 
Admit no Meflengers, receiveno Tokens : 
Which doae, ſhe rooke the Fruites of my Aduice, 
Ard he repulled AſhortTale to make, 
Fell into a Sadr effec, then into a Fiſt, 
'Thenceto a \V atch, thence into a Weakneſſe, 
Thence to a Lightneſſc,anJ by this declenſion 
ors the Madneſſe whereon now he raucs, 
"And all we waile for, 
Kmg. Do you thinke "tis znis? 
Qs, le way be very likely. 
Pol. Hath there bene ſuch a time, I'de fain know that, | 
That I haue poftrively (aid, *cis ſo, 
When it prou'd otherwiſe? 
King. Not that | know, 
Pol. Take this from this; if this be otherwiſe, 
If CircumRances leade me, I will finde 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeede 
Within the Center. 
King, How may wetry it further ? 
Pol. You know lomertimes 


He walkes foure houres together, heere 
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Inthe Lobby. 
'Q#. Sa he ha's indeed. 
Pol. Ar fuchatiae Ne looſe my Davghcec to him, 
Be you and | behinde an Arras then, 
Marke the encounter : If he love her nor, 
And be not trom his reaſon talne thereon 
Ler me be no Afiftint fort Stace, 
And keepe a Farme and Canters, 
King. We will try it, 


Exter FH Aww, tread: 4 Cn 4 Booke. 


Ls. But looke where {ad!y the poore wretch 
Comes reading. 

Pol, Away 1dobeſeech you, both away, 
He boord hira preſently. Exit King + Owery, 
Oh give me lexue. How daes my god Lord H let ? 

Ham. Well, God-4. Mercy, 

Pal. Do you kn 10w me,my Lora?” 


rogke Then | wou! F you were {o honeſt a man, 

Pol. Honefl,mv Lied] ? 

Haw. 1 ſir,to be honeſt as this world goes, is to bec 
one man pick'd out of two thontand. 

Pol. That's very trve,my Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sun breed Magots in a Cead dogee, 
being a good kiſſiag Carrion _ 

Have you a daughrer ? 

Pl. 1 hane my Lord, 

Ham, Let her not walkei'th'Sunne ; Conception is a 
bleſsing, but not as your daughter may conceive. F.1end 
lecke took, 

Pol. uw ſay you by that?Sti!l harping on my darigh. 
rer: yet he knew me not at firſt; he {21d I was a Hiſhmon- 
ger: heis farre gone,farre gone ; and trvly in my youth, 
} ſuffred much extreamiry for loue : very neere this. Nic 
ſpeake to him 4 ue What do you ;ead my Lord? 

Few, Words, words, words. 

P-l. Wha: is the matter,my Lord? 

Ham, Betwcene who ? 

Pol, I meane the matter you meane,my T.ord, 


Ham, Slanders Sir : for the Satyricali ſlave faies here, | 
that old men haue gray Beards; that their taces ate vrin- { 


led ; rheireyes purging thicke Amber, br Plun-Tice 
Gumme : and that they hauec a plenriful locke cr Wir, 
together with weake Hammes. All which Sir, though! 
moſt powertully, and potenrly belecue ; yerThoigeit 
For you you? 
{e!fe Sir, ſhould be o14 as 1 am; if like a Crab you could 
9 backward, 

Pol, Though this be madneſſc, 
Yet there is Metho1 in't : will you walke 
Our of the ayre my Lore? 

Ham. Into my Graue? 

Pol. ladeed that 15 out o'th'Ayre : 
How pregnant (lomeumes)his Replics are ? 
A happineſle, 
That often Madneſle hits on, 
Which Reaſon and Sanicie could not 
So profperouſly be deliner'd of, 
I will leave him, 
And ſodainely contriue the meanes of meeting 
Berweene him,and my daughter. 
My Honourable Lord, I will moſthumbly 
Take my leauc of you, 
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| Ham, Youcannot Sir take from me any thing, that 1 , 
| 4 Ft | 7 more willingly pare withall, except my life, my 
WT 4 lite- 
| Polon. Fare you well my Lord. 
| | Ham, T heſe tedious old tooles. 
nf '; 344 1 | | Polon. You goe to lecke my Lord Hamlet ; there 
| | ec 1s, Ks 
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Fnter Roſincran and Guildenſterne, 
_ Roſin, God faue you Sir, 

Gnild. Mine honour'd Lord? 

Roſm. My molt deare Lord? 

Ham, My excellent good friends > How do'lt thou 
| | Gnildenſterne? Oh, Roſincrane , good Lads: How doe ye 
44: boch? 
| Rofin. As the indifferent Children of the earth, 

Guild. Happy,in tht we are not ouer-happy: 00 For- 
tunes Cap,we are not the very Button. 

Ham, Nor the Soales of her Shoo ? 

Robin. Neither my Lord, 

Ham. Then you live about her waſte, orin che mid- 
dle of her fauour ? | 
| Gwil, Faith, her privates, we. 

S Ham, ]n the ſecret parts of Fortune > Oh, moſt true i 
| ſhe is a Strumper. What's the newes ? 
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| lor, 1 know the good King & Queene haue ſcat for you, | 


ms... 
—— 


| honeſt, 

Ham, Then is Doomeſday necre : But your newes is 
not true, Let me queſtion more in particular : what have 
you my good friends, deſecued ar the hands of Fortune, 
WA = that ſhe lends you to Priſon hither?- 

Rat : Gmil. Priſon,my Lord? 
| Ham. Denmark's a Priſon, 
[1 Roſim, Then is the \Vorld one, 

Ham. A good!y one,in which there are mary Con- 
fines, Wards,and Dungeons ; Denmarks being one o'(h' 
worſt, 

Roſin, We thinke not ſo my Lord. 

Ham. Why then'tis none to youzfor there is nothing 


a priſon, 
Roſin. Why then your Ambition makes it one: 'tis 
to0 narrow for your minde. | 

Ham. © God, I could be bounded in a nutſhell, and 
count my ſelfe a King of infinite ſpace ; were it not that 
I have baddreames. | 

Gril. Which dreames indeed are Ambition : for the 
very ſubſtance ot the Ambitious, is meerely the ſhadow 
ofa Drcame. 

WK 5. Ham, A dreame it ſelfe is but a thadow. 

Roſin. Trucly, and 1 hold Ambition of ſo ayry and 
hight a quality, that it is but a ſhadowes ſhadow, 
| K Ham, Then are our Beggers bodies; and our Mo- 
| narchs and out-Nrercht Heroes the Beggers Shadowes: 
ſail wee to th' Court ; for, by my fey I cannotreas» 
{on ? 

Teth. Wer?l wait ypon you. 

Ham. No fach matter, I-will not ſfort-you with the 
relt of my leruants: foro ſpeake to you hike an boneſt 
man: iam mort dreadtully attended; but inthe beaten 
| way of trieadſhip, What make you at Elſonower ? 

Roſrm. Tov you my Lord,no other occahon. 
Ham. Y:gz:r that | am,l am even poore in thankes; 
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eithcr good or bad, but thinking makes it ſo: to mer is | 
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' they comming to offer you Seruice, 
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are tickled a'th' ſere : and the Lady ſhall ſay her minde 


deale juſtly with me : come,come; nay ſpeake. 

Gnil. What ſhould we fay my Lord ? 

Ham, Why any thing. Burt to the purpole; you were 
ſenc for; and there is a kinde confeſſion in your lookes; 
which your modefties haue not craft enough to-co- 


Roſin, To what end my Lord? 

Ham. That you muſt teach me : but let mee conute 
you by the rights of our fellowſhip,by the conſonancy of 
our youth, by the Obligation of our euer-preſerved loue, 
and by what more deare, a better propoſer could charge 
you withall; be euen and dureCt with me, whether you 
were ſent for or no, | 

Roſin, Whac ſay you ? 

Ham. Nay then I have an eye of you: if you loueme 
hold nor off. 

Gui, My Lord, we were ſent for, 

Hem. I will tell you why ; ſo ſhall my anticipation 
prevent your diſcovery of your ſecricieto the King and 
Queene:moult no feather, I have of late, but wherefore 
I know nor, loſt all my mirth,forgone 311 cuſtome of ex-' 
erciſe; and indeed,it goes ſo heavenly with my diſpoſiti- 
on;that this goodly trame the Earth, ſecmes ro me afſter- 
rill Promontory ; ris moſt excellent Capopy the Ayre, 
look you,this braue ore-hanging,this Maieſticall Roofe, 
fretted with golden fire; why,it appearesno other thing 
to mee, then a foule and peſtilent oungraganicn of yas 
pours, What a piece of worke is a man! how Noble in 
Reaſon? how infinitein faculty ? in forme and moving 
how cxprefle and admirable ?in Action, how like an An- 
gel? in apprehenſion, how like a God? the beauty of the 
world, the Parragon of Animals; and yet to me, what is 
this Quintefſence of Duſt? Man delights nor me; no, 
nor Womanneither; though by your ſmiling you ſeeme 
to ſay {o., 

Ro/in, My Lord , there was no ſuch (tuffe in my 
thoughts. ; 

Ham, Why did you laugh,when 1 ſaid, Man delights 
not me ? 

Rofin, Tothinke, my Lord,if you delight not in Man, 
what Lenton entertainment the Players ſþall receiue | 
from you : wee coated them onthe way, and hither arc 


Hami He chat playes the King ſhall be welcome; his 
Maieſty ſhall haue Tribute of mee ; the aduenturous 
Knight ſhal vie his Foyle and Target : the Lover ſhall 
not hghgratu, the humorous man ſhall end his part in 
peace ; the Clowne ſhall make thoſe laugh whoſe lungs 


freely; or the blanke Verſe ſhall halt for't : whar Players 
are they ? 

Rofin. Even thoſe you were wont to take delight in 
the Tragedians of the City, 

Ham, How chances it they travaile ? their refi- 
dence both in reputation and profit was better both 
wayes. 

Rofin, T thinke their Inhibition comes by the meanes 
of the late Innouacion ? | 

Ham. Doe they hold the ſame eftimation they did 
when I was in the City ? Are they ſo follow'd? 

Reſin, No indeed,they are not. * | 

Ham | How comes it ? doe they grow ruſty ? 

Roſin, Nay, their indeauour keepes in the wonted 
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faſhion, 2nd lo be-racled the common Stages (lo they | 
call chem) rhac many wearing Rapiers, are aftraide of 
Goole-quils,and dare icarfe come thither, 

Ham, What ac« they Children? Who maintains 'erm? | 
How are taey eicored ? Will they purtue the Quality no 
longer then they can ing? Will chey not fay atter wards 
if they ſhould grow themſelves ro common Players (3s 
it is like moſt it their meanes are no4 better) their Wri- | 
ters do thera wrong, to make them excloi.n agaiaſt their 
owne Succeſſion, 

Rofin. Faith there ha's bene much to do on both ſides: 
and rhe Nation helds it no finne, to tarre themto Cone 
trouerſie, There was tor a while, no mony bid tor argu- 
ment, vnleſle the Poet and the Player weat co Cuftes 1n 
the Queſtion, 

Ham, 1s: poſſible? 

Gwild, Oh there ha's beene much throwing about of 
Braines. 

Ham, Dothe Boyes carry it away ? 

Roſmn.[ that they do my Lord, Herewles & his load t00. 

Ham, It 13 not ſtrange : tor mine Vickle is King of 
Denmarke, and thoſe that would make mowes at him 
while my Father lived; giue rwenty, forty, an hundred 
Ducates a peece, for his picture in Little. There is ſome» 
thing in this more thea Nacurall, if Philolophie could 
finde it out, 


}owrilh for the Players. 

Cud. There are the Players. 

Ham, Gentlemen,you are weicom to Elſonower: your 
hands, come: The appu-tenance of Welcome, is Faſhion 
and Ceremony. Let me comply with you 11 the Garde, 
left my extent to the Players(which I cell you muſt ſhew 
fairely outward)[hould more appeare like entertainment 
then yours. You ate welcome : bur iy Vackle Father, 
and Aunt Mother are deceiu'd, 

Gnil, Tn what my deere Lord? 

S$74m. 1am but mad North,North-Weft : when the 
Winde is Southerly, I know a Hawke trom a Handiaw. 
Enter Polonins. 

Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham, Hearke you Gwildenſterne, and you too: at each | 
earea hearer ; that great Baby you ſee there, 13 not yr 
out of his ſwathing clouts. 

Ron Happily he's the ſecond time come to them: for 
they ſay ,an old man isrwice a childe, 

Ham, 1 will Prophefie, Hee comes to tell me of the 
Players. Mark it, you (ay right Sir : for a Monday mor- 
ning 'twas ſo indeed. 

Pol. My Lord,l have Newes to tell you. 

Ham, My Lord, | haue Newesto tell you, : / 
When Roſſues an Ator in Romeo / | 

Pol. The ARors arecome hither my Lord, 

Ham. Buzze, buzze. 

Pol. Vpon mine Honor. 

Ham. Then can each ARor on his Aﬀſe ——— 

Polon, The beſt Actors inthe world, either for Trage- 
die, Comedie, Hiftorie, Paſtorall : Paſtoricall-Comicall. 
Hiſtoricall.Paſtorall : Tragicall-Hiftoricall : Tragica)l- 
Comicall-Hiftoricall-Paſtorall : Scene indivible, or Po- 
em vnlimiced. Seneca cannot be too heauy, nor Plant ne | 
coo light, for the law of Writ,and the Liberty. Theſe are 
the onely men. 

Ham. O lephta ludge of Iſrael, what a Treaſure had'ſt 
thou? 

Pol. What a Treaſure had he,my Lord? 

Ham, Why one faire Daughter,and no more, 


| OfReucrend Priam, leem'd i'th'Ayre to ſticke : 


—— 


The which be loued paſſing well, 
Pol. Scill on my Daughter. 
Ham. Am [noti'th'right old Tephta? 

Po/on. It you call me /ephta my Lord, I have a davgh- 
ter that I loue palbng well. 

Ham, Nay that tollowes not. 

Polon. What followes then,my Lord? 

Ha. Why, As by loc, God wot : and then you know, ]r 
came to paſſe, as moſt ike ic was : The firſt rowe of the 
Pons Chanſen will (hew you wore. For looke where my 
Abridgements come « | 

Enter foure or fines Players. 

Yeare welcome Malters, welcome all. Iam gladto ſee 
thee well; Welcome good Friends, O my olde Friend ? 
Thy face 15 yaliant hnce | ſaw thee laſt : Com'ſt thou to 
beard me in Denmarke ? What, my yong Lady and Mi- 
tri»? Byrlady your Ladiſhip is necrer Heaven then when 
| |aw you laſt, by chealtitude ofa Choppine. Pray God 
your voice hke a peece of yncurrant Gold be not crack'd 
within the ring. Maſters,you are all welcome: wee'le'ne 
to' like French Faulconers, flic at any thing we ſee:wee'] 
i2we a Speech (iraight. Come give vs a tait of your qua- 
lity : come,a pafhonate ſpeech. 

1 Play. What ſpeech, my Lord? 

Ham, lheardthee ſpeak me a ſpeech once, bar it was 
never Act : or 1f it was,not above once, for the Play 1 
recneimber pleas's not the Million, 'twas Caxrarie to the 
General; but it was (as lreceiv'dit, and others, whoſe 
ivdgement in ſuch matters, criedin the top of mine) an 
exceilent Play z well digeſted inthe Scornes, ler downe 
with as much modeſtie,as cunning, I remember one ſaid, 
there was no Sallers in the lines, to make the matter ſa- 
uoury; 20r 00 maceer inthe phraſe, that might indite the 
Author of «ffctation, bur cal'd it an heneft merhod.One 
cheete Speech in 1t, 1 coectely lou'd, 'wwas e/£rcas T ale 
to Pide, and thereabout of it eſpecially, where he ſpeaks 
of Priams (laughter, If it live in your memory, begin at 
this Line, let we (es, ler me ſee : The rugged Pyrriaw ike 
th' Hd yrcaman Peaft. It isnot fo: it begins with Pyrrhbms 
Tire rugged Pha, he whoſe Sable Armes* 

Bi-cke as iy purpoſe, did the night reſemble 

When he lay couched in the Otninous Horſe, 

H uh now this dre2d and blacke Complexion ſmear'd 

Wirh Heraldry more diimall: Head to foote | 

Ne is hero take Geulles, borridly Trick'd 
ith blood of Fzthers, Mothers, Daughters, Sonnes, 

3zk'd and impaſted with the parching | wes 
hat lend a tyrannous, and damned light 
T o their vide Murthers, roafted in wrath and fire, | 

And thus o're-fized with coagulate gore, 

VV eyes like Carbuncles, the helliſh Pyrrhus 

Ol.1 Grandfire Priams ſeckes, 

Pol. Fore God,my Lord, well ſpoken, with good ac- 
cent.and good diſcretion, 

1.Player. Anon he findes him, 

Seri 40g tO0 ſhort at Greekes, His anticke Sword, 

Rebelltous to his Arme, lyes where it falles 

Repngnant ro command : vnequ?ll match, 

Pyrrbus vi. Priam aries, in Rage Rtrikes wide 2 

Bur with the whifte and winde of his fell Sword; 

Th'vanerved | ather fals. Then ſenfeleflc IIlium, 

Seeming to feele his blow, with flaming top 

Stoopesto his Bace, and with a hideous craſh 

Takes Priſoner Pyrrbus care, For loe,his Sword 

Which was declining on the Milkie head 
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WM: So as a painted Tyrant Pyrrhas Rood, Roſin. Good my Lord, -' | Exc, 
7.8; - And like aNewtral! to his will and matter, did nothipg. CManet Hamlet. 
3 Bt 28 we often fee againſt ſome [torme, Flars, Io, God buy'ye : Now 1m alone, 
| | A lence in the Heauens, the Racke hand ill, | Oh what a Rogue and Peſan flaue am] ? 
The bl 4 windes tpeechlefle, and the Orbe below ® Is it not monitrous that this Player heere, p 
| As luth as death : Anon the dreadtu!ll Thunder | But ina Fixion,in a dreame of Paſſion, 
| | ; | Doth read the Region, Yo atter Pyrrhus pauſe, | Could force his ſoule fo ts his whole conceir, 
| { : Aro wicd Vengeance ſets him new a-worke,) { That trom her working, ll bis yiſage warm'd, 
4 ti And neuer <1d the Cyclops hamrners fall | Teares in his eyes, diſtra&tion m's Aſpect, 
9! 7 On Mars bis Armozrs, forg'd tor proofe Eterne, A broken yoyce,and his whole Fun&tion ſuitirg 
31 | : With J-{fe remorie then 57/44 bleeding tword With Formes,to his Conceit ? And all for nothing ? 
P 4 qi | Now tales con Priam. 'Y For Heeuba ? 
T8 Our, ovr, thou Strumpet-Fortune, all you Gous, What's Fecuba to him,or heto Heewba, 
| $i | In generall Synod take away her power : That he ſhould weepe for her ? What would he doe, 
| art; 1 Breake all rhe Spokes and Fallies trom her wheele, Had be the Motiue and the Cue for paſſion 
4481 8 And boule the round Naue downe the hill of Heauen, That | haue? He would drownethe Stage with reates, 
$0! | Azlow 2s tothe Ficnds. And cleave the generall eare with horrid ſpeech: 
908 Pel. This is too long, Make mad the guilty,and apale the free, 
WH Ham |t (hall co'th Barbars, with your beard, Pry- | Contound the ignorant, and amaze indeed, ' 
- 108 thee ſay on: He's for a I1gge,or a tale of Baudry ,-or hee | The very taculty of Eyes and Eares Yer], 
14.946 | {leepes. Say on; come to Hecnba. A dull and muddy-merled Raſcall,peake 
. Th ” 1 Play Bur who,O who, had ſeen the inovled Queen, Like Lohn 2-dreames, vopregnant of my cauſe, 
* i I Ham. The inobled Quicene? And can {ay nothing : No,not fora King, 
10 'Eht Pol. That's good: Invbled Queene is good. Vpon whote property,and molt deere lite, 
44 $4 1.?/ar, Run bare-toot vp and downe, A damn'd deteate was made, Am | a Coward ? 
[ Threarning the Game Who calles me Villaine ? breakes my pate a-crofle ? 
Ho With Biffon Rheume : A clout about that head, Pluckes off my Ecard,and blowes ic in my face? 
| Where late the Diadem ftood, and for a Robe I weakes me by*l/Nofe? gives me the Lye th Throne, 
| About her lanke and all ore-reamed Loines, As deepe asto the Lungs? Who does methis ? 
| A blanket in th'Alarum of feare caught vp. Ha? Why ! ſhould taken: for ir cannot be, 
pM Who this had leene, with tongue in Venome flcep'd, But I am P.geon-Liver'd,and lacke Gall 
q | | 'Gamt F runes State, would Treaſon have pronounc'd? | To make Oppreſſion hinter, or ere this, 
7 But it tne Gods chemielues Giclee her then, I ſhould haue farced all the Region Kires 
ts When ſhe l1zw Pyrrhius make malicious {port With this Siaues Oftall, bloudy A Bawdy villaine, 
$$}. | tn mincing with his Sword her Husbands limbes, Remorleleſſe, T reacherous,L ercherous, kindles villaine ! 
d 4 The inſt zu Burſt of Clamour that ſhe made Oh Venyeance: | 
(VoletiTe things mortall mone them not at all) Who? What an Aﬀe am T?T ſure,this is moſt braue, 
| Would haue made milche the Burning eyes of Heater, That 1, the Sonne of the Deere murthered, 
; And paſſion mn the Gods, Prompred tomy Revenge by Heauen,and Hell, - 
Pol. Looke where he ha's not turn'd iis colour, and | Muſt (like a Whore) vnpacke my heart with words, 
ha's reares in's eyes. Pray youno more. | And fail a Curhng Uke a very Drab, 
Ham. *Tis well, Ile have thee ſpeake out the reft, | A Scullion? Fye vpen't ; Foh. About my Braine, 
ſoone, Good my Lord, will you ſeethe Players wel be- | I have heard, that gmilty Creatures fitting at a Play, 
y Row'd, Doye heare, let them be well vs'd; for they are | Have by the very cunning of the Sceene, 
the Ab{tiaCts and breete Chronicles of the time, After | Bene ſtrooke foro the loule, thar preſently | 
; your death, you were better hauc a bad Epitaph, then | They have proclaim d their MaletaCtions, 
| their ill report while you liued. For Murther, though it hate no tongue, will ſperke 
T ol. My Lord, 1 will vie themaccording to their de- | With moſt myraculous Organ, Jle have thelc Players, 
fart. Play ſomething ke the murder of my Father, 
Ham. Gods bodykins man, better. Vſe euerieman | Before mine Vonkle. Je obſerue his lookes, 
»fter his defart, and who ſhould ſcape whipping: vſe | Tlerent himto the quicke ; If he bur blench 
them 3tter your own Honor and Dignity. Thelefſe they | 1 know my ecourle, The Spirit that I have t2ene 
deicrac, thc more merit is in your bountie, Take them | May be the D:uell, and the Diuel hath power 
| 7 [ 10, | T'aſſume apleafing ſhape, yea 2nd perhaps 
| | Pol. Comefits. | Exit Polen. | Out of my Weaknefle, and my Melancholly, 
Ham follow him Friends:wee heare a play tomor- | As bes very potent with ſuch Spirits, 
| (10. Doftinon heare meoid Friend, can you play the | Abuſes me to damne me. 11- have grounds , 
q | IP { murcher of (7orza7e ? More Relaciue then this: The Play's the rning, 
| | | Flay. { my Lon—- Wherein Ile catch the Confcience of the King. Ex#| 
| | 1 Tam, Weellhn't ro morrow night, You could for a | | 
4 W411 | neea [tucy 2 tpoech of lome doſen or bixteene lines, which | Enter King, Oueene, Polonixa, Ophelia, Ro- 
NETS I would let dowae,and inſert in'c? Could ye noc ? ſmerance, Guldenſters, and Lords, 
e138 | Pap. 1 iy Lord. | 
got FAT | Hm. Very well. Follow that Lord, and looke you King. Avd can you by no drifrof circumſtance 
wt "i i) mock hinnor, My good Friends, le leaue you til night | Ger from him why he purs on this Confuſion : 
PRE} 3 y ou are welcome to E!lſonower ? | Grating ſo hati. ly all his dayes of quiet 
MI: | I i With | 
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With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy, 
Roſin. He does confeſle he fecles himſelfe diftrated, 
Bur from what cauſe he will by no meanes ſpeake. 

Cwil. Nor do we finde him forward to be ſounded, 
Bur with a crafty Madnefle keepes aloofe : 

When we would bring him on to ſome Confeſſion 
Of his true fate. 

Qs#. Did he receive you well ? 

Roſin, Moſtlike a Gentleman, 

Gzild. But with much forcing of his diſpoſition. 

Roſin, Niggard of queſtion, but of our demands 
Moſt free in his reply. 

2s. Did you afſay him to any paſtime? 

Roſfin. Madam,it to fell our, that certaine Players 
We ore.wrought on the way : of theſe we told him, 
And there d1d ſeeme in him a kinde of ioy 
To heare of it: They are about the Court, 

And (as I thinke) they haue alrcady order + 
This night ro play betore hum, 

Pol. 'Tis moit true: 

And he beſeech'd me tointreate your Maieſtics 
To heare,and (ce the matter. 

King. \W ith all my heart,and it doth much content me 
To heare him ſo inclin'd. Good Gentlemen, 

Give him a further edge, and drive his purpoſe on 
To theſe delights, 

Roſin. We ſhall my Lord. 

King. Sweet Gertrude leave vs too, 

For we haue cloſely ſent for Hamlet hither, 
That he, as 'twere by accident, may there 
Aﬀront Ophelia. Her Father,and my (elte(lawful efpials) 
Will ſo beſtow our ſelues, that ſeeing vnſeene 

We may of their encounter frankely iudge, 

And gather by him,as he is behaued, 

If © be ch'affliction of his loue, or no, 

That thus he ſuffers for 

Q-, | ſhall obey you, | 
And tor your part Ophelia, I do wiſh 
That your good Beauties be the happy cauſe 
Of Hamlets wilgenefle : ſo ſhall I hope your Vertues 
Will bring him co his wonted way againe, 

To both your Honors, 

Ophe. Madam,l wiſh it may. 

Pol. Ophelia, walke you heere. Gracious ſo pleaſe ye 
We will beſtow ovr lelues : Reade on this booke, 

That ſhew of ſuch an exerciſe may colour 

Your lonelineſſe, We are oft coo blame in this, 
'Tis roo much prou'd, that with Devotions viſage, 
And pious Aon, we do {urge o're 

The divell himlelfe. 

King. Oh'tis erue: 

How ſmart alaſh that ſpeech doth give my Conſcience ? 
The Hailots Cheeke beautied with plaiſt'ring Art 
Is notmore vgly to the thing that helpes ir, 
Then is my dceJe, to my molt painted word, 
Oh heauic burthen ! 
Pol. 1 heare him comming, let's withdraw my Lord, 
Exennt, 


Exennt. 


Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Tobe,ornort to be, that is the Queſtion : 
Whether tis Nobler in the minde to ſuffer 
The Slings and Arrowes of omragious Fortune, 
Or totake Armes againſt a Sea of troubles, 
And by oppoſing end them : to dye,to (leepe 
No more; and by a ſleepe, to ſay we end 
The Heart-ake, and the chouſand Naturall ſhockes 
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That Fleſh is heyre too? 'Tis a conſummation 
Deuoutly to be wiſh'd, To dyeto fleepe, 

Toſleepe, perchance to Dreame; I, there's the rub, 
For 1a that (leepe of death, what dreames may come, 
When we have ſhutflel'd off this morrall cole, 

Mutt giue vs pawſe. There's the reſpe& 

T hat makes Calamiry of fo long lite : 

For who would beare the Whips and Scornes of time, 
The Oppreſſors wrong, the poore mans Contumely, 
The pangs of diſpriz'd Love, the Lawes delay, 

The inlolence of Ofhce,and the Spurnes 

That patient merit of the vaworthy takes, 

When he himſelfe might his Zwrers make 

With a bare Bodkin? Who weuld theſe Fardles beare 
To grunt and ſweat vnder 8 weary life, 

But chat the dread of ſomething after death, 


The vndilcouered Conntrey, from whoſe Borne | 


No Traveller returnes, Pazcls the will, 

And makes vs rather beare theſe il!es we haue, 
Then flye to ochers that we know por of. 

Thus Confcience does make Comards of vs all, 
Ard thus the Natiue hew of Reſolution 

Is icklied o're, with the pale caſt of Thought, 
And enterprizes of great pith and moment, 
Wirth this regard their Currants turne away, 
And looſe thename of Ation, Soft you now, 


| The faire Ophelia? Nimph, inchy Or1zons 


Be all my finnes remecmbred, 

Opke. Good my Lord, 

How does your Honor for this many a day? 

Ham, ] bumbly thanke you ; well,well,well, 

Ophbe. My Lord, ] baue Remembrances of yours, 
That I have longed long tore-deliuer, 

I pray you now,receiue thern. 

Ham. No,no, I never gaue you ought. 

Ophe. My honor'd Lord, | know right well you did, 
And with them words of fo ſweet breath compor'd, 
As made the things more rich, then perfumelett : 
Take thelc againe, forto the Noble minde 
Rich gitrs wax poore, when giuers proue ynkiade, 


There my Lord. 


Ham, Ha,hs : Are you honeftf 

Ophe, My Lord, 

Ham. Are you faite? 

Ophe, What meanes your Lordſhip ? 

Ham. That if you be honeſt and faire, your Honeſty 
ſho 11d admit no diſcourſe to your Beautie. 

Opte. Could Beaptic my Lord, haue better Comerce 
then your Honeſtie? 

Ham, I trulie : for the power of Beantie, will ſooner 
transforme Honeſtic from what it is, ro a Bawd, ther che 
force of Honeſtie can tranſlate Beautie into his hkeneſle, 
This was ſometime a Paradox, but now the time giues it 
proofe. I did loue you once, 

Ophe, Indeed my Lord, you made me beleeue ſo, 

Ham. Y ou thould not have beleeued me, For vertue 
cannot ſo innocculate our old Rocke, but we ſhallce!liſh 
of it. I loued you not. 

Ophe. I was the more deceived, 

Ham, Get thee to a Nunnerie. Why would'ft thou 
be a breeder of Sinners ? I am my ſeltc indifferent honeſt, 
bur yer I could accuſe: me of fuch things, that it were bet- 
ter my Mother hadnort borne me. Iam very prowd, re- 
nengefull, Ambitious, with mace offences at my becke, 
then I have thoughts to put them in imagination, to giue 
them ſhape,or timeto acte rbem in, What ſhould ſuch 
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Fellowes as 1 do, crawling berweene Heauen and Earth. 
We are arranc Knaues all, beleeuenoneotvs. Goethy 
wayes to a Nunnecy. \V here's your Father ? 

Ophe, Athome, my Lord. 

Ham, Le: the doores be ſhut vpon him, that he may 

lay the Foole no way, but 1n's owne houle, Farewell. 

Ophe. O helpe him, you tweer Heauens. 

Ilam. I thou doeſt Marry, Il: giuechee this Plague 
for thy Dowrie.Bethou as chaſt as Jce,as pure as Snow, 


thou ſhalt not eſcape Calurany, hGer thee to a Nunnery, | 
' may giue it Smoothneſle, O ir oftends mee to the Soule, 


Go, Farewell. Or if thou wilt needs Marry,marry a fool : 
for Wile men know well cnough, what monſters you 
makeot them. To aNunnery go, and quickly too, Far- 
well. | 

Ophe. O heavenly Powers,reftore him, 

Ham, 1 hauc heard of your prathngs too wel enough. 
God has giuen you one pace,and you make your (elfe an. 
other: you gidge,you amble,and you lifpe, and nickname 
Gods creacures, and make your Wantoineſle, your Ig- 
norance.Go too, Ileno more on't, it katl; made me mad, 
I ſay, we will hauc no more Marriages, Tholethat are 
married already, all bur one ſhall liuz, the reſt ſhall kee 
asthey are. To a lNunnery,go. Exit Hamlet. 

Ophe.' O what a Noble minge is heere o're-throwne ? 
The Courtiers, Soldiers, Schollers : Eye,tongue, (word, 
Th'expeRanſic and Role of the faire State, 

The glaſſe of Faſhion, and che mould of Forme, 

| Thobſerw'd of all Obſervers, quite, quite downe, 
aue I of Ladics molt deiect and wretched, 

That ſuck'd the Honie of his Multcke Vowes : 

Now ſee that Noble,aad molt Sourraigne Reaſon, 

Like {ſwycer Bels 1angled on of tune,and harſh, 

That vamatch*d Forme and Feature of blowne youth, 

Blaſted with extahe, Oh woe is mz, 

T'haue ſcene what 1 haue [cene:; ſee what I ſee, 
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Enter King, and Poloniae. 

King. Louc 7 His afteftions do not that way tend, 
Nor what he ſpake, though it lack'd Forme alittle, 
Was not like Madneſle, There's ſomething in his {ule ? 
O're which his Melancholly fits on broad, 

And 1 do doubt the hatch, and the dilclole 

Will be tome danger, which to preuient 
I have in quicke determination 

Thus {et ic downe. He {h>1l with ſpeed to England 

For the demand of our neglected Tribute ; 

Haply the Sea5 and Countries Cifterenc 

Wuh variable ObieQs, thall expell 

This fomeching ſerled matter in his heart : 

\Whereon ls Braines 0:1] beating, puts him thus | 
From faſhion of himſclte, What thinke you on'r? 

Pol, Ir ſhall do well, But yer Gol beleeue 
The Origin and Coramence:nent ot this greefe 
Sprung trom negiected lone, How now Ophelia ? 
| You avedenottell vs, what Lord Hamlet ſaide, 
| Weheard itall. My Lord, do as you pleate, 
Bur if you hold it fit after the Play, | 
[ et his Qu-ene Mother all alone intreat him | 
To ſhew his Greetes : let her be round with him, 
An4lle be plac'd to, p'cale you inthe eare 
©talltheu Conference. if ſhefinde him not, 
To Eng'an | fend him : Or conkne him where 
Your wiicdome be{t tall thinke. 

Kin. It ſhall beſo: 
Madacſlc in great Ones, muſt not vynwatch'd go. 

Exeunt, 


The Travedie of Hamlet. 
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Enter Hamlet ,and two or three of the Players, 


Ham, Speakethe Speech I pray you,as | pronounc'd | 


it ro you trippingly on the Tor:gue : But if you mouth it, 
| as many of your Players do, hadas live the Town» Cryer 
| had ſpoke wy Lines : Nor do not ſaw the Ayre too much 
' your hand thus, bur vie all gently ; for inthe verie Tor- 


rear, Tempeſt; and (as I may fay) the Whirle-winde of 
Paſhon, you muſt acquire and begert a Temperance that 


to fee arobuflious Pery-wig-pared Fellow, teare a Pafſ- 
on to tatters, to verie ragges, to ſplit the cares of the 
Groundlings : who (for the mott part) are cspeable of 
nothing, bur inexplicable dumbe ſhewes, & noite:I could 
have luch a Fellow whiprt for o're-doing Termagant : it 
out-Herod's Herod, Pray you auoid it, | 

Player, lywarrant your Honor, 

Ham. Benottoo tame neyrther : butler ycur owne 
Ditcretion be your Tutor. Sure the Action tothe Word, 
the Word tothe Action, with this fpeciall obteruance ; 
That you ore-ſtop not the modeſtie of Nature ; for any 
thing {o ouer-done, 15 $56 the purpoſe of Playing, whole 
end both at the firſt and now, was and is,to hold as 'twer 
the Mirrourvpto Nature; to ſhew Vertuc her owne 
Feature, Scorne her owne Image, and the-yerie Age and 
Bodie of the Tims, his forme and preſſure. Now, this 
ouer-done, or come tardie oft though it make the vnskil- 
tall laugh, cannot but make the ludicious greeue 3 The 
cenſure of the which One, muſt in your ailowance 0o'sc- 


« way a whole Theater of Others. Oh, there bee Players 


that I haue ſcene Play, and heard others praiſe, and that 
highly (not co fpeake it prophanely) that neyther hauing 
the accent of Chriſtians, nor che gareof Chriſtian, Pagan, 
or Norman, haue ſo firutted and bellowed, that I haus 
thought ſome of Natures louerney-men had made men, 
and not made them well, they imitated Humanity lo ab- 
hominadly. 

Pl;y. I hope we hauereform'd that indiffcrently with 
vs, Sir. 

Ham, Oreformeit altogether. And let thoſe that 
play your Clownes,ſpeake no more then is ſet downe for 
them. For there be ot them, that will chemfelues laugh, 
to {et on ſome quancitie of barren Spefators io laugh 
too, though inthe meane time, ſome neceflary Queſtion 
of the Play be then to be conſidered: that's Villanous, & 
ſhewes a moſt pirtifull Ambition inthe Foole that yies 
it, Gomake youreadic. Exit Players, 


Enter Polomus, Rofincrance and Gnildenſterae, 
How now my Lord, 


Will the Kiog heare this peece of Worke? 
Pol. And the Queene too,and that preſently, 


Ham, Bid the Players make haſt. Exit Polonins. 
Will you two helpe to haſten them? 
Both. We will my Lord, Exemunt, 


Enter Horatio. 

Ham. What hoa, Horatio? 

Hora. Heere ſweet Lord, at your Service, 

Ham. Horatio, thou art eene as 1uſta'man 
As ere my Conuerſation coap'd withall. 

Hora, O my deere Lord, 

Ham, Nay,do not thinke T flatter : 
For what aduancement may I hope from thee, 
That no Reuennew haſt, but thy good ſpirits 
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To feed & cloath thee. Why {hold the poor be flatter'd? 
No,let the Candied congue, like abſord pompe, 
And crooke the pregnant Hindges ot the knee, 
Where thrift may follow faining ? Dolt thou heare, 
Since my deere Soule was Miltris of my choyle, 
And could of men diſtinguiſh, her election 
Hath ſeaPd thee for her 1elfe. For thov haſt bene 
As one in ſuffering all, that ſuffers nothing, 
A man that Fortunes bufters,and Rewards 
Hath 'rane with equall Thankes. And bleft are thoſe, 
Whole Blood and ludgement are lo we'l co-eung led, 
That they are oor a Pipe for Fortunes finger, 
To found what (top ſhe pleaſe. Giue me chat wan, 
That is not P aſhons Slaue, and | will weare lim 
In my hearts Core: ],in my Heart of heart, 
As I dothee, Something too much of this, 
| There is a Play to night betorethe King, 
One Scene of it comes neere the CircymRance 
Which I haue told thee, of my Fathers death, 
| prythee, when thou ſee'(t that Acte a-foor, 
Euen with the verie Comment of wy Soule 
Obſerue mine Vokle: It his occulied guilt, 
Do not it ſelfe vakennell in one ſpeech, 
It is a damned Ghoſt that we haue ſcene ; 
And my Imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcans Stythe. Giue him needfull note, 
For I mineeyes will river io his Face : 
And.afcer we will both our judgements ioyne, 
To ceulure of his ſeeming. 

Hora, Well my Lord. 
Ifhe Reale ought the whil R this Play is Playing, 
And ſcape detecting, I wil! pay the T hett. 


Emer King.. Queene, Pol:nins, Ophelia, Roſincrance, 
Guildenſterne and other Lords attendant with 
bu Cuard carryms Torches, Daniſh 
March. Sound a Flonriſh, 


Ham. They are comming tothe Play :I muſt be idle, 
Ger you a place. 
King. How fares our Cofin Hmlet? 
Ham, Excellent Ifaith, of cnc Cametions diſh : I eate 
the Ayre promiſe-cramm'd, you cannot feed C:pons fo, 
King. 1 have nothing with this anſwer Hamlct, theſe 
words are not mine. 
Ham. No,nor mine. Now my Lord,you plaid once 
i'ch'Vnjuerficy, you lay ? 
Polon,That I did my Lerd, and was accounted a good 
Actor. 
Hem. And what did you enaQ ? 
Pol, 1 did enaGt [ul { efar, I was kill'd i'th'Capitol: 
Brutus kill'd me, 
Ham. Ic was a bruite part of him, to kill ſo Capirall a 
CalfeShere. Be the Players ready ? 

Rofin, 1 my Lord, they tay vpon your patience, 

Lu. Come hither my good Hamlet,fit by me, 

Ha. No good Mother, here's Metcle core attratiue, 

Pol. Oh ho,do you marke that ? 
Ham, Ladie,ſhall Llye in your Lap ? 

Opne. No my Lord. 

Ham. I meane,wy Head vpon your Lap? 

Ophe. 1 my Lord. 

Ham, Do you thinke I meant Country matters ? 

Ophe. I thinke norhing, my Lord. 

Ham, T hat's a faire thought to ly berween Maids legs 

Ophe. What is wy Lord ? 
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Ham, Nothing. 

Ophe, You are merrie,my Lord? 

Ham, Whol? ( 

Ophe, 1my Lord. 

Ham. Oh God, yorr onely ligge-maker:what ſhould 
a man do, but be merrie, Forlooke you how cheereful- 
ly my Mother lookes, and my Father dyed within's two 
Houres. 

Ophe. Nay, 'tis twice two moneths, my Lord. 

Ham. So long? Nay then let the Diuel weare tlacke, 
for ic haue a ſuite of Sables. Oh Heauens! dye two mo- 
neths ago, and not forgotten yet ? Then there's hope, a 
great mans Memorie, may out-liue his life halfe a yeare : 
But byrlady he mutt builce Churches then : orelic ſhall 
he {1:fzr not thinking on, with the Hoby-horſle, whoſe 
Epicaphis, For o, For o, the Hoby-horle is forgot. 


Hoboyes play. The dambe ſhew enters. 

Enter a Kmyg and neene, very loumgly ; the Vneene embra- 
cing him. She kxeeles ard makes ſhew of Proteſtation unto 
him. He takes her vp, and declines bis bead wpon her neck. 
Lajes him downe vyou « Banks of Feowers. She ſeeing hun 
a-ſleepe, leanes hy. Anon comes in « Fellow, takes off bis 
Crowne, kifſes it and prwres poyſon in the Kings eares, and 
Exits. The Uneene returnes, findes the King dead, and 
makes paſſionate Aition. The Poyſener, with ſeme two or 
three Cures comes m agame, ſeeming to lament with her, 
T he dead body 15 carried away : Th: Poyſoner Woes the 
Dncene with Gifts, ſhe ſeemes loath aud unwilling awhile, 
but in the end, accepts bus lone, Exeunt 


Ophe. What meanes this, my Lord? 
Ham, Marry this is Miching CI/alzcho, , that meanes 
Milchcefe, 
Ophe. Belike this ſhew imports the Argument of the 
Play ? 
Haw, We hall know by theſe Fellowes: the Players 
cannot keepe counſell, they'] cell all, 
Ophe, Will they tell vs what this ſhew meant? - 
Him. 1,or any ſhew that you'l ſhew him. Bee nor 
you 2ſham'd to ſhew, hee*l not ſhame totell you what it 
mceancs. ' 
Orhe, Youare naught, you are naught, le marke the 
Play. 
Enter Prologue. 
For vs, and for owr Tragedie, 
Heere ſtcoping to your Clemencie : 
We beg ge your hearing Patientlie, 
Ham. 1s this a Prologue, or the Poche of a Ring? 
Ophe. Tis briete my Lord, 
Ham. As Womans louc, 


Enter King and his O neene, 

King.Full thirtie times hath Phoebus Cart gon round, 
Neptunes falt Waſh, and Tellus Orbed ground : 
And thirtie dozen Moones with borrowed ſheene, 
Abou: the World baue times twelue thirties beene, 
Since loue our hearts, and Hymer: did our hands 
Vaite comucuall,in moſt ſacred Bands. . 

Bap » So many iournies nay the Sunne and Moone 
Make vs againe count o're,ere loue be done, 
But woe is me, you are fo ficke of late, 
So farre from cheere,and from your forme ſtate, 
That I &iſtruſt you : yet though I diſtruſt, 
Diſcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing muſt: ; 
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For womens Feare and Loue, holds quannitie, + 
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Inneither ought,or in extremity 3 
Now what my lous 1s,proofc hath made you know, 
And as my Loue is fiz'd, my Fearc 1s {o, 


* Sh, ago : 
King. Faith I mutt leaue thee Louc,snd ſhortly too : 


My operant Powers my FunCtions leave to do ; 
And thou ſhalt live 1n this faire world behinde, 
Honour'd, belou'd, and haply,onc as Kinuc. 
For Husband hair thou 
Bap. On confound therett: 
Such Loue, muſt needs be Treaſon in my breft ; 
In ſecond Husband, let me be accurtty 
None wed the ſecond, but who kill'd the fiiſt.* 
Ham. \W ormwood, Vormwood. 
Bayt. The inſtances that lecond Marriage moue, 
Are baſe reſpeQs of Thiift, but none of Louc, 
A ſecond time, | kill my Husband dead, 
When ſecond Husband kiffes me in Bed, 


— =2 


King. 1 do beiceue you. Think what now you ſpeak ' 


But what we do deteiinine, oft we breake; 

Purpoſe is but the ſlaue ro Memorie, 

Of violent Birth, but poore validicic; 

Which now like Fruite voripe ſlicxes onthe Tree, 

But foll ynſhak en,when chey mellow bee, 

Moſt neceſſary 'tis, that we forget 

To pay our {elu23,what to our {clues is debt ; 

VW hat co our felues in paſhon we propole, 

The paſl1on ending, doth the purpaſc loſe. 

| The violence of other Greele or loy, 

Their owne ennactors with themiclues defiroy : 

Where loy molt Reue!s, Greefe doth moſt lament ; 

Greefe joyes, Toy greeves on ſlender accident, 

This world is not for aye, nor tis not ſtrange 

That even our Loves ould with our Fortunes change. 

For "tis a queſlion leſt vs yet toproue, 

Whethcr Loue lead Fortuneor clie Fortune Love, 

The great man downe, you marke his fauonrites flies, 

The poore aduanc'd makes Friends of Enemies ; 

And hitherto doth Lone on Fortune tend, 

For who not needs, ſhall never lacke a Frend : 

And who in want a hollow Frieud down 7ty, 

Dire Aly ſcaſons him bis Encwie, 

But ordeily to ead, where | Gegnn, , 

Our Willes and Fates do lo contrery run, 

That out Devices ſti] arc ouerrhrowne, 

Ow thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne, 

Sothinl ethouwi'tno ſecond Husband wed. 

Butdie thy thoughts, when thy firſt Lord is Cead, 
Zap. Nor Earth to giue me food, nor Heauen light, 

Spore and rex ofc loucke from me day and night: 

Each oppolite that blankes the face of ioy, 

Meet what I wou'd hate Well, and it deftroy; 

Both heere,ond hence, purſue me laſting ftrife, 

If once a \Widdow, cuct I be \Wife. 


o 4a 
Fram, 


11 4a2C ſhould D:cake it NOW, 
Kino, *Tis decpely lworne : 
Sxvect, icauvemencere 2 while, 
My tnifics grow dull, and faine T would beguile 
The tedious day with icepe, 

2, Sleepe rocke thy Braine, Sleepes 
Ani! ncuer come milchance betweene vs twaine, Ext 
Ham. Macam,low hke you thisPlay? 

Vu, The Lavy protelts ro much methirkes, 
Fan, Gnbuthcel keepe her word, 
I1ng, Have you heard the Argument, is there no Of- 


tence in'c? 
[1:m. Ro,no, they do but ict, poyfon in ieft, no Of- 


A. 
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| fencei'th'world. 


| On whollome life, viurpe immediacely, 


Songs 


King. What do you call the Play ? 

Hem. The Moule-tr3p : Marry how? Tropically : 
This Play is the Image of a murder done inV jenna: Gone 
2499 is the Dukes name, his wife Bapr;fta : you ſhall ſee 
anon : 'tis a knaviſh peece of worke : But what o'that ? 
Your Majeſtic, and wee that haue free ſcules, jt rouches 
vs not: letthe gaild jade winch:our withers are ynrung. 

Enter Lucian . 
This is 6ne Lycian nephew to the King, 

Ophe. You are a good Chorus,my Lord, 

Ham. | could interpret betweene you and your leve : 
if] could ſee the Puppets dallying, : 

Ophe. You are kecne my Lord, you are keene, 


Fm. It would colt you a groamng, to take off my 
edpe. 


Ophe. Still better 2nd worſe. 
Him, So you wiftake Husbands, 
Begin Murderer, Pox, leaue thy 6amnable Faces, and 
begin, Come,the croeking Rauen doth bellow for Re- 
UeIp2%, | 
Lecian, Thoughts blacke, hand apr, 
Drugzes fit, and Time agreeing : 
Conteyerate ſexfon, elſe.no Creature ſeeing : 
Thou mixture ranke, of Midnight Weeds colleQed, 
Wirth Hecats Ban, thrice blaſted, thrice infected, 
Thy naturall Magicke,and dice properrtie, 


Powres the poyſon m his eaves, 

Him. He ppyſons him i'th Garden tor's eſtate: His 
name's Ganzago : the Story is extant and writ in choyce 
Italian. You ſhall ſee anon how the Murtherer gers the 
loue of Go:zago's wite, 

Opbe. The King riſes, 

Ham. What, trighted with falſc fire, 

Qs, How fares my Lord? 

Pol, Giue oe the Play, 

King. Giue me ſome Light, Away, 

Atl. Lights, Lights, Lights. 

| Aanet Hamlet & Horatio. 

Ham. Why let the firucken Deere go weepe, 
The Hart vngalled play : 
For ſome mult watch, while ſome muſt ſleepe z 
Sorunnes the world away, | | 

Vouldnot this Sir,and a Forreſt of Feathers, if the reſt of 

my Fortunes turne Turke with me; with two Provinciall 
Roſes on my rac'd Shooes, get me a Fellowſhip in a crie 
of Players fir, 

Hor. Ralfe a ſhare, 

Ham, AwholeoneT, 
Far thou doft know : Oh Damen deere, 
This Realme diſmantled was of loue bumfelte, 
And now reignes heere. | 
A verie veric Pajocke, © 

Hera. You might haue Rim'd, 

Ham. Oh good Horatio,i!e rakethe Ghoſts wordfor 
a thouſand pound. Did'ſt percciue ? 

Hora. Vetie well my Lord. 
Hem. Vponthe talke ofthe poyſoning? 
Hora, I did verie well notc him. | 
Enter Ro(incrance and Guildenſterne, 

Ham.Oh,ha? Come ſome Muſick.Come F Recorders! 
For if the King like not the Comedie, 
Why then belike helikes ic not perdie, 
Come ſome Mulicke. 

Gmild Good my Lord, youchſafe me a word with you. 
Ham, 


Exeunt 


—— — 
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you make of me : you would play vpon mee; you would 


| Ham. Sir,a whole Hiſtory, 


Gurld, The King, fir, | ſeeme to know my ſtops : you would pluck our the heart 
Ham. | hr,whac ot him ? of my Mytteric ; you would ſound mee from my loweft 
Guild, 1s in his retyrement, maruellous diſtemper'd. Noxe,to the top ct my Compaſſe: and there is much Mu- 
| Ham, Withdriake Sir ? licke, excellent Voice, in this little Organe, yet cannot 
Gwild. No my Lord,rather with choller, you make jt, Why do you thinke, that | am eafierto bec 


Ham. Y our wiſcdome ſhould ſhew.it ſelfe more ri- | plaid on, then a Pipe? Call me what Inftrument you will, } 
cher, to fhgnife thisto his DoCtor: for for me to put him though you can frer me, you cannot play ypon me, God 


ro his Purgation, would perhaps plundge him inte farre | bleſle you Sir, 
more Choller. | | Enter Poloping. 
Guild. Good my Lord put your diſcourſe into ſome 
frame,and [tart not ſo wildely from my affayre. Polen, My Lord;the Queene would ſpeak with you, 
Ham, | am tame Sir, pronounce. and preſgntly. | 
Gmild. The Queene your Mother, in moſt great affli. Ham, Do you ce that Clowd? that's almoſt in ſhape 
| ion of ſpirit, hath ſent me co you. like a Camel}. 
Ham. Y ou are welcome. Polen, By'th'Miſle, and it's like a Camell indeed, 
Cuild, Nay, geod my Lord, this courtefie is not of | Ham, Methinkgs itis likea Weazell, 
the right breed, If it ſhall p!eaſe you co make me a whol- | Polon, \cis back'd like a Weazell, 
ſome antwer, I will doe your Mothers command'ment ; Ham, Orlike a Whale ? . 
if nor, your pardon, and my returne (hall bee the end of Polen, Verie like a Whale, 
my Buſineſle, Ham. Then will I come to my Mother, by an4by * 
Ham. Sir, I cannot. They toole me to the top of wy bent, 
Gni/d What,my Lord? | will come by and by, 
| Ham, Make youa wholſome anſwere : my wits diſ- Poles. | will {ay fo. Exit. 


eas'd, Bur fir, ſuch anſwers as | can inake,you ſhal com- Ham, By and by, is eaſily ſaid, Leave me Friends: 
mand : or rather you ſay, my Mother : therfore no more | Tis now the verie witching tive of night, 


bur to the matter. My Mother you lay. When Churchyards yawne,and Hell it {clfe breaths our 
Roſin, Then thus ſhe (ayes : your behauior hath ſtroke | Contagion to this world, Now could 1 drink hot blood, 
her into amazement,and admiration, | And do ſuch bitter bufinefle as the day 


Ham, Oh wonderfull Sonne, that can fo »Roniſh a | Would quake to looke on. Solt now,to my Mother I 
Mother. Bur is there no {equell at the heeles of «vis Mo- } Oh Heart, looſe not thy Nature ; letnot cuer 
thers admiration ? The Soule of Nero, encer this firme boſome : 

Rofin. She deſires to ſpeake with you in her Cloſſer, | Lertme be cruell, not vnoaturall, 


ere you goto bed. I will ſpeake Daggers to her, bur vie none; 
Ham, We ſhall obey, were ſhe rentimes our Mother. { My Tongue and Soule in this be Hypocrites, 
Haue you any further Trade with vs ? How in my words ſomever ſhe be ſhent, 
Roſin, My Lord, you once d1d loue me, To giue them Seales, never my Soule conſent. 
Ham, Sq Ido fill, by theſe pickers and ſtealers. a1 
Roſin. Good my Lord, what is your cauſe of diftem- Enter King Roſincrance and Gnildenſterne. 
per? Youdo freely barre the doore of your owne Liber» King. 1 like hum not, nor ſtands it ſafe witirys; 
tie, if you deny your greefes to your Friend. To let his madnefſe range. Therefore prepare you, 
Ham. Sir 1 lacke Aduancemenrt. } I your Commiſſion will forthwith diſpatch, 
Rofiu. How can that be,when you haue the voyce of | And he to England (hall along with you: 
the King himſelfe,for your Succelhen in Deamarke ? The termes of our eſtate, may not endure 


Ham. 1,but while the graſſe growes, the Prouczbe is | Hazard ſo dangerous as doth hourely grow 
ſomething muſty, : Out of his Lunacies. 
| Enter one with a Recorder. Guild, We will our felues provide ; 
Othe Recorder, Let me ſee,to withdraw with you,why | Moſt hohic and Religious feare iris 
do you go about to recouer the winde of mee, as it you | Tokeepe thoſe many many bodies aſe 
would drine me int6a toyle? | That liue and feede ypon your Maieſtic, 
Gni!d, © my Lord, it my Dutie be roo bold,wy loue Roſin. The ſingle 


I 


is to0 vamannerly, And peculiar life is bound 
Ham. 1 do not well vnderſtand that. Will youplay | With all che ftrengra and Armour of the minde, 
ypon this Pipe? To keepe it {elfe from noyance ; but much more, 
Guild. My Lord, I cannoc, That Spirit, ypon whoſe ſpirit depends and refts 
Ham, Ipray you. , The liues of many, the ceaſe of Maieſtie 
Guild, Beleeue me, I cannot, Dies not alone; buc like a Gulfe doth draw 
Ham. | do beſeech you, Wohar's neere ity withit, It is a maſhe wheele 
Guild, 1 know no couch of it,my Locd., Fixt on the Somnet of che higheſt Mount, 


Ham, Tis as cafic as lying : goucrnetheſe Vemtiges | To whoſe huge Spoakes, ten thouland lefſer things 
with your finger and thumbe, give it breath with your ) Are mortiz'd and adioyn'd : which when it falles, 
mouth, and it will diſcourſe: maſt excellent Muſicke, | Each (mall annexmen, pertic conſequence 
Looke you, theſe are the ſNoppes.. Attends the boy(trous Ruine. Neuer alone 
Gwild, But thele cannot 1 command to any viterance | Did the King ſighe, þut with a generall grone, 
ofhermony, I hauc not the skill, King. Arme you, I pray youto this ſpeedie Voyage; 
Ham, Why looke younow, how vnworthy 8 thing | For we will Fetters pur yponchis feare, 
| pp Which | 


—— 
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W hich now goes 200 free-footed. — : | When £15 drunke aſlcepe ; or in his Rage, 


Bath. We will halte vs, Exennt Gent, | Or intiiaceſtuous plealure of his bed, 
Emer Polonins. | At gaming, ſwearing,or about ſome ate 


Vw 
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Pol. My Lord, he's going to his Mothers Cloflet : That ha's no relliſh of Saluation in't, | 
'Behinde che Arras Ile convey my lelte Then trip him, that his heeles may Kicke at Heaven, 
[o heare the Proceſle, Ne warrant ſhee'l rax him home, | And that his Soule may be as damn'd aud blacke 
And as you ſaid, and wiſely waz it ſaid, As Hell, wheretoit goes. My Mother ſtayes, 
*T'1s meete that ſome more audience then a Mother, This Phyſicke but prolongs thy ſickly dayes. Exit. 

J Since Nature makes them partiall, ſhould o're-heare King. My words flye vp,my thoughts remain below, 
The ſpeechof vantage, Fare you well my Liege, V ords without thoughts, never to Heauen go, Exir. 
[le call vpon. you ere you goto bed, 

| And ell you what ] know. Enter ©ucene and Polonins, 
King. Thankes deere my Lord, Pe. He will come ſtraight : 
Oh my offence is ranke, it{mels to heauen, Looke you lay home to bim, 
It haththe primal! cldeſt curſe vpon't, Tell him his prankes haue been too broad to beare with, 
A Brothers murther. Pray can I nor, | Andthat your Grace hath ſcree'nd,and ftoode berweene 
Though inclination be as ſharpe as will: Much heate,and him, Jle flence me e'enc heere: , 
My ftronger guilt, defeats my {trong intent, Pray you be round with him. 
And like 2 man to double buſineſſe bound, Ham.within, Mother,mother, mother, 
T ftand in pauſe whereT ſhall firſt begin, Os. Ile warrant you, feare menor. 
And both neglect ; what if this curſed hand Withdraw, I heare bim comming, | 
Were thicker then it felfe with Brothers blood, Enter Hamlet. 
Is there not Raine enough in the iweet Heauens Ham. Now Mother what's the matter ? 
To walh it white as Snow ? Whereto ſerues mercy, On. Haml:t, thou haſt thy Father much offended. 
But ro confront the viſage of Offence ? Ham. Mocher, you haue my Father much c ftended. 
And what's in Prayer, but this two-fold force, .2#, Come,come, you anſwer with an idle tongue, 
To be tore-ftalled cre we come to fall, | Ham, Go,go,you queſtion with an idletongue, 
Or pardon'd being downe? Then 1llelooke vp, 9u, Why how now Hamlet ? , 
My fault is paſt, But oh, what forme of Prayer Ham. Whats the matter now ? 
Can ſerue my turne? Forgiue me my foule Murtber : Yu, Have you forgot me ? 
That cannot be, fince I am (t1!! poſſeſt Ham. No by the Rood, not fo: 
Of thole effeRts for which I aid the Murther. You are the Queene, your Husbands Brothers wife, 
My Crowne, mine owne Ambition,and my Quveene ; But would you werenot ſo, You are my Mother. 
May one be pardon'd,and reraine th'oftence ? Qs, Nay,then [le ſerthoſeto you that can ſpeake. 
Ja the corrupted currants of tnis world, Ham, Come, come,and fit you downe, you ſhall not" 
Offences gilded hand may ſhove by Iuflice, boudge : . 
And ofc'tis ſeene, the wicked prize it ſelfe You gonottillI ſet you vp aglaſſe, ” 
Buyes out the Law ; but tis not ſo aboue, Where you may ſee the inmoſt part of you ? 
There is no ſhuffling, there the Action lyes On. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murther me ? 
In his true Nature, and we 0ur {clues compell'd hHelpe,helye,hoa. 
Euecn.eo the teeth and forchead of our faults, Pol. What hoa,helpe,helpe, helpe, 

EL To giue in euidence, W hat then ? Whar reſts? Ham. How now,a Rat? dead for a Ducate,dead, 
Try what Repentance can. What can itnot? Pol. Oh I amfſlane. Kulles Polon ing. 
Yet what can it, when one rannot repent ? Os. Oh me,what haſt thou done ? 

Oh wretched ſtate ! Oh bofome, blacke as death ! Ham. Nay 1 know not, is it the King? 


Oh limed ſoule, that ſtruglin ro be free, Os. Oh what araſh,and bloody deed is this? 
Art more ingag'd ; Helpe Angels, make aſſay : | .Ham. þ bloody deed,almoſt as bad good Mother, 
Bow ſtubborne knees,and heart with ftrings of Steele, As kill a King, and marrie with his Brother. 


Be fott as tinewes of the new-borne Babe, (Os. As kill a King? 
All may be well, Ham. | Lady,'rwas my word, 
Frter Hamlet, Thou wretched, raſh, intruding foole farewell, 
| I cooke thee for thy-Betters, take thy Fortune, 
Iam, Now might I do it pat,now he is praying Thou find'ſt co be too buhe,is ſome danger. 

And now tle doo't, and {o he goes to Heauen, Leave wringing of your hands, peace, fit fou downe, 
And ſo am I reveng d z that would be ſcann'd, And let me wring your heart, forſo1 frail 
A Viilairie killes my Farther, and for that If it be made of penetrable ſtuffe ; _ 
I his foule Sonne, do this ſame Villaine ſend If damned Cuftome have not braz'd it ſo, 
To heauen.Oh this is hyre and Sallery,nor Revenge. That it is proofe and bulwarke againſt Senſe. 
He tooke my Father groſlely, full of bread, Qr.W hat haue I done, that thou dar'ſt wag thy tong, 
\Wirh all his Crimes broad blowne;as treth as May, In noiſe ſo rude againſt me? 
And how his Audit Rands, who knowes,faue Heauen : Ham. Such an At 
But in our Circumſtance and courſe of thought Thar blurres the grace and bluſh of Modeſtie, 
'Tis heaute-witl-lrig ;andam I then reueny'd, Cals Vertue Hypocr:te, rakes offthe Roſe 

| T6 take itn the purging of his Soule, From the faire Ferehead of an innocent love, 

hs: When hes fit and ſeaton'd for his paſſage ? No. And makes a bliſter there, Makes marriage yowes 
hy Vp Sword, and know thou a mure horrid heat | As talile as Dicers Oathes. Ohfucha deed, 
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As from the body of ContraQtion pluckes 

The very ſoule, and {weete Religion makes 
Araphidic of words. Heauens lace doth glow, 
Yea this folidity and compound maſle, 

Wrih rrifttull vitage as againit che doome, 

[s chought-(icke ar the act. 


ders in the Index. 

Ham. Looke heere vypon this Picture,an4 onthis, 
The councerfet preſentment of two Brothers ; 
See what a grace was ſeated on his Brow, 
Hyperions cucles, the front of Love him(clfe, 
Aneye like Mats, to threaten or command 
A Station, like the Herald Mercurie 
New lighted ona heaucn-kifliag hill ; 
A Combination, and a forme indeed, 
Where every God did {ceme to (er his Seale, 
To givethe world aſſurance of a man, 
This was your Husband. Looke you now what followes. 
Heere is your Husband, like a Mildew'd cate 

Blaſting his wholſom breath, Haye you eyes ? 

Could you on this faire Mountaine leave ro teed, 
And batcen on this Moore? Ha? Haue you eyes? 
You cannot call it Love : For at yuur age, 
The heyday inthe blood 15 tame, it's humble, 
And waites vpon the Iudgement : and what Judgement 
Would ſtep from this, to this ? What divel! was't, 
That chus hath coulend you at hoodman-blinde ? 
| © Shame ! where is thy Bluſh? Rebellious Hell, 
It chou canſt mutine in a Marrons bones, 
Tofl 1ming youth, let Ve:rue be as waxe, 
And melc i her owne fire. Proclaime no ſhame, 
When the compulfive Acdure giues the charge, 
Since Froſt it ſelfe, as aRiucly doth burne, 
As Reaſon panders Will, 

Ds. O Hamlet, ſpeake no more. 
Thou curn'tt minecycs into my very ſoule, 
And there I ſce ſuch blacke and grained ſpots, 
As will not leaue their Tin, 

Ham, Nay, but toliue 
In the ranke {weat of an enſeamed bed, 
Stew'd ia Corruption; hoaying and making loue 
Ouer the naſty Stye. 
\ 2s, Ohſpeaketome,no more, 
Theſe words like Daggers enter in mine cares. 
No more {ſweet Hamlet. 

Ham. A Murderer,and a. Villaine: 
A Slave, that is not ewenticth part the tythe 
Of your precedent Lord. A vice of Kings, 
A Curpurſc of the Empire and the Rule, 
Thar from a ſhelfe;the precious Diadem ſtole, 
And put it io his Pocker, 

Ln. No more, 


Enter Cheſt. 
Ham, A King of ſhreds and patches, 
Saue me ; and houer o're me with your wings 
You heauenly Guards. What would you gracious figure? 
2n. Alas he's nad. 

Ham. Do you not come yourtardy Sonne to chide, 
That laps't in Time and Pathon, lets go by 
Th'important acting of your dread command? Ob fay. 
| Gheſt. Donor forget; this Vihtation 

Is but co whet thy almoſt blunted purpoſe, 
Bur looke Amazement op thy Mother bits; 
O ſtep berweene her, and ker fighting Soule, 
Conceit in weakeftbodics, Rrongeſt workes, 


S- 


| 
Qs. Aye me ; what act, that roares ſolowd, & thun- 


| 
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Speake to her Hamler. : 

Ham. How is it with you Lady ? 

2s, Alas,how is't with you ? 

Thar you bend your eye on vacancie, 

And with their corporall ayre do hold diſconrſe. 
Forth ar your eyes, your ſpirits wildely peepe, 

And as the {leeping Soldiours in th'Alartne, 

Your bedded haire, like hte in excrements, 

Start vp, and ſtand an end. Oh gentle Sonne, 
Vpon theheate and flame of thy diſtermper 
Sprinkle coole patience. Whereon do you looke ? 

Ham, On him,on him : look you how pale he glares, 

His forme and cauſe conioyn'd, preachiny to flones, 

Wou!d makethem capeable. Donot looke ypon me, 
L eaſt with this pitteous action you connert” 

My ſterne eftects : then what I baue to do, 

W.ll want erue colour; teares perchance for blood, 

Qs, To who do you fſpeake this? 

Ham. Do you lee nothing there? 

Qs, Nothing at all, yet all thatis 1 ſce. 

Ham. Nor did younothing heare? | 

Qs, No,noching bur our telues. 

Ham.\W iy look you there: looke how it Reals away: 
My Father in his habite, as he lived, 
Looke where he gors euen now out at the Portall, Exit. 

Qs. This is the very coynage of your Braine, 
This bodilefle Creation extahe is yery cunning in, 

Ham. Exiafie? | 

Pulſe as yours doth temperately keepetime, 
And makes a» healthfull Muficke, It is not madneſſe 
That 1 haue vitered ; bring me tothe Teft 
And I the matter will re-word ; which madnefle ' 
Would gamboll from, Mother,for loue of Grace, 
Lay nox a flattering VnCtion to your ſcule, 
That not your treſpaſſe, but my madneſle ſpeakes: 
I: will but skin and filme the Vicerous place, 
Whil'Rt ranke Cerruption mining all within, 
InteQs vnſeene. Conteſle your telfe to Heauen, 
Repent what's paſt, auoyd what is tocome, 
And do not ſpred the Compolt or the Weedes, 
To wake them ranke, Forgiue me this my Vertue, 
Fox 1a the farnefle of this purhe times, 
Vertue it ſelfe, of Vice muſt pardon begge, 
Yea courb,and woe, for leaue to do him good, 
Dn. Oh Hamlet, - 

Thou haſt cleft my heart in twaine, 

Ham. O throw away the worter part of it, 
And l;ue the purer with che other halfe. 
Good nighe, but go not to mine Vnkles bed, 
ATume a Verrue, if you have it not, refraine to tight; 
And thar ſhal! lend s kinde of eafineſſe 
To the next abſtinence. Once mote goodnight, 
And when you are defirous to be bleſty 
le bleſſing begge of you. For this ſame Lotd, 
] do repent : but heauen hath pleas'd it ſo, 
Topunſh me with this, and this with me, 
That I muſt be their Scourge and Miniſter. 
] will beſtow him, and will anſwer well - 
The death I gaue him : {© againe, good night; 
I mutt be cruell, onely ro be kinde z 
Thus bad begins. and worſe remaines 

Qs. What ſhallI do? 

Ham. Not this by no meanes that I bid you do : 
Let the blunt King tempt you againe to bed, 
Pinch Wanton on your cheeke, ca'l you his Mouſe, 
And let him for a paire of reechie kifles, 
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Or padling in your necke with his damn'd Fingers, 
Make you to ravell all chis matter our, 
T-vat | effentially a:nnot in madneſle, 
Bur nade in craft. 'Twere goo.) you let him know, 
For who.that's but a Queene, faire, ſober, wiic, 
W oald frum 8 Paddo. xe, from 4 Bat, a Gibbe, 
Such deere ccncernings hide, W tro would do {o, 
No in delpight of Seule and Secrecie, 
Vnp*gge che tasket onthe houles top : 
Lec the Birds flye, and like the famous Ape 
To cry Concluſions in rhe Basket, creepe 
And b:eake your owne necke downe, 
nu, Be thou afſur'd, if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life : 1 have no life co breath 
Wh thou haſt 1aide © me. 
* Ham. | muſt ro England, you know that ? 
Os. Alacke I had forgot :'T1s ſo concluded on. 
Ham. | his man ſhall ſet me packing 
lle lug ge the Gurs into the Neighbor roome, 
Mothec goodivight, Indeede this Countellor 
[s no'y 11-oit (Hill, moſt ſecret, and moſt graue, 
W ho was 11 life, a fooliſh prating Knaue, 
C.ne (ir, to draw toward an end with you, 
Good night Mother, 
Exit Hamlet tug ging in Polmnins. 
Enter King, 
King. There's matrers in thele fighes. 
Theie profound heaues 
You muſt tranſlate ; Tis fit we ynderſtand them, 
Where 1s your $Jynne? 
©n, Ah my good Lord, what have ] ſeene to night? 
Krg. What Gertrude? How do's Hamlet? 
&g, Mad as the Seas,and winde,when bath contend 
Which 1s the Myghrier, in his lawlefle fic 
B-hinde the Arras,hearing {ſomething (tirre,”/ 
He whips bis Rapier out, anderies a Rat, aRat, 
And in of brainiſh apprehenſion killes 
The vnſcene good old man, 
King. On heauy deed: 
It had v1a ſo with ys had we beene there: 
His Liberty is full of threats to all, 
To you your lelfe, ro vs, to every one. 
Alas,how ſhall this bloody deede be anſwered? 
it will be laidexo vs, whole providence 
Should hauc kept ſhort, reflrain'd, and out of haunt, 
This mad yong ma!1. But ſo much was our loue, 
\Ve would not vnderſtand what was moſt fir, 
Bur like che Owner of a foule dilcale, 
To keepe it from divulging, ler's it feede 
Even on the pith of hfe. Where is he gone ? 
04.* To draw apart the body he hath kild, 
Ore whom his very madneſſc like ſome Oare 
Among a Minerall of Mettels baſe 
Shewes it (e'fe pure. He weepes for what is done. 
Kirg. Oh Gertrude, come away ? 
The Sunno ſooner ſhall the Mounraines touch, 
B it we will ſhip him hence, and this vilde deed, 
We muſt with all our Majeſty and Skill 
Both countenance,and excuic. Enter Roſ.c+ Guild. 
Ho Griidenftern ; 
F-:ends both go 1»yne you with ſome further ayde: 
| Hamlet m ma inefle hath Peloniwu [laine, 
and from bis Mother Cloſſers hath he drag'd him. 
| Go teeke him our, ſpeake faire, and bring the hody 
Inio the Chappell, | pray you haſt in this, Ex Gewt. 
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| Come Gerrrude, wee'l call vp our wileRt triends, 
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| Tolet them know both what we meane to do, 
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| And what's vntimely done. Oh come away, 
| My ſoule is full of diſcord and diſmay, 
Enter Hamlet, 

Ham. Safely ſtowed. 

Gentlemen whim Hamlet, Lord Hamlet. 

Ham, What noiſe? Who cals on Hamlet? 

Oh heere they come. Emer Roſ and Gnildenſterne, 
Ro, What haue you done my Lord with the dead body? 

Ham. Con pounded it with duft,whereto 'tis Kinne. 

Rojrm. Tell vs where 'tis, that we may take it thence, 
Anda beare it to the Chappell. 

Ham. Do not beleeve it, 

Roſfin. Belecuc what ? 

Ham. That | can kzepe your counſell, and not wine 
owne, Beſides, to be demanded of a Spundge, whart re- 
plication ſhould be made by the Sonne of a King, 

Reſin, Take you me for a Spundge, my Lord ? 

Ham. 1 \ir,that ſokes vp the Kings Countenance, his 
Rewards, his Authorities (but ſuch Officers do the King 
beft teruice intheend, He keepes then like an Ape in 
the corner of his jaw, firſt mowth'd to be laſt ſwallowed, 
when he needes what you haue glean'd}, itis but ſquee- 
Zing you,and Spundge you ſhall be dry againe. 

R-ſim. Ivnderfland you not my Lord, 

Ham. lamgladotit : a knavith ſpeech ſleepes in a 
fooliſh eare. 

Reſin. My Lord, you mufttell ys where the body is, 
and po with vs tothe King, 

Ham. The body is with the King but the King is not 
with the body. The King,is athing <o— 

Guild, Athing my Lord? 

Ham. Of nothing : bring me to him, hide Fox, 1nd all 
afcer. | Exenm 


Frennt, 


Sy 


Enter King, 

King. 1 have ſent to ſecke tun, and to find the bodie : 
Huw dangerous 18 it that this man goes loc ſe; 
Yet muſt nor we put «he ffrong Law on him; 
Hee's loued of the diſt: acted multitude, 
Who like not in their iucgeinent, but their eyes : 
And where *r1« (o, th'Offenders ſcourge is weigh'd 
Bur nerrer the offence : to beare all ſmoorh,and cuen, 
This ſodaioe lending him away, muſt ſeeme © 
Dceliberate pauſe, diſeaſes deſperate growne, 
By deſperate appliance arerelceued, 
Or not at -11. Enter Rofincrane. 
How now? What hath befalne ? 

Rom, Where the dead body is beſtow'd my Lord, 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Ro/in, Without my Lord,guarded to know your 
pleaſure, 

Kmg. Bring him before vs, 

Roſin, Hoa, Guildenſterne? Bring in my Lord. 


_—_—_—— 


Enter Hmlet and Guildenſterxe. 
King, Now Hamlet where's Polonins? 
| Ham. ArSupper, 

King, At Supper? Where? 

Ham.Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, a cer- 
raine conuocation c f wormes are ne at him. Y our worm 
is your onely Emperor for diet, We fat all creatures elſe 
to fat vs,and we fat our ſelfe for Magors. Your fat King, 
and your leane Begger is but yariable ſeruice to diſhes, 
but co one Table that's the end. 

King. Whac doſt thou meane by this? 
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Ham. Nothing but to ſhew you how a King may go | 
a Progrelle through the guts of a Begger, 

Kmg. Waere is Polonia. 

Ham. ln heaven, tend thither to ſee, If your Meſſen- 
gec finde himnort there, feeke him 1'th other place your 
leite ; bur indeed, it you finds him not this moneth, you 
ſhall note him as you yo vp the ſtatres intothe Lobby. 

King. Go leeke him there. 

Ham. He will tay t:1! ye come, 

K. Hamlct,this deed of thine, for thine eſpecial fafety 
Which we do tender, as we dceerely greeve 
For that which ttou haſt done, mult {end thee hence 
With fierie Quicknefle, Therefore prepare thy trife, 
The Barke is readte, and che winde at helpe, 

Th Aﬀſociates tend, and every thing at bent 
For England, 

Ham. For Eogland ? 

Kings, 1 Hamlet, 

Ham, Good, 

King. So is it, if thon knew't our pur 

Ham. 1 ieg a Cherube that ſee's him; 
England, Farewell deere Mother. 

King. Thy louing Father Hamler. 


ms $, 
Mut come, for 
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Hamlet. My Mother : Father and Mother is man and 
wife : man & wife 13 ene fleſh, and ſo my mother.Come, 
torEngland, Exit 

King. Follow him at foote, 

Tempt him with ſpeed aboord : 
Delay it nor, Ile haue him hence to night, 
Away, for every thing is Seal'd and done 
Thar elſe leanes on th'Aﬀeaire pray you make haft. 
And England,if my loue thou holdſt at ought, 
As my great power thereof may giue thee ſenſe, 
Since yer thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Daniſh Sword, and thy free awe 
Payes homage tovsz thou maili nor coldly ſer 
Our Soueraigne Procefle, which imports at full 
By Letters coniuring tothar effe& 
The preſent death of Hamla, DoitEngland, 
For like the HeRicke in my blood he rages, 
And thou muſt cure me: Till 1 know *tis done, 
How ere my happes, my ioyes were ne're begun, Exit 
Enter Fortinbras with an Armie. 

For, Go Capraine, from me greet the Daniſh King, | 

Tell him that by his licenſe, Fortizbras 


| Claimes the conueyance of a promis'd March 


Ouer his Kingdome, You know the Rendeuous : 
If that his Maieſty would ought with v5, 
We ſhall exprefic our durie in his eye, 
And let him know ſo, 
Cap. 1 will doo't,my Lord, 
For. Go ſafely on, 
Enter Queers and Horatio, 

Os, Twillnot ſpeake with her, 

Her. She is importunate, indeed difirat, her moode 
will needs be pittied. 

Ou, What would ſhe haue? 

Hor. She ſpeakes much of her Father; ſaies ſhe heares 
There's trickes i'th'world, and hems, and beats her heart, 
Spurnes enuioully at Strawes, ſpeakes things in doubt, 
That carry bur halle fenie; Her ſpeech is nothing, 

Yet the vnſhaped vſc of it doth moue 
The hearers to ColleCtion ; they ayme at it, 
And botch the words vp fitto their owne thoughts, | 


E xt, 


Which as her winkes, and nods, and geſtures yeeld them, 


| 


— 
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Indeed would make one thinke there would be thought, 
Though nothing (kce, yet much vnhappily. 

Qs. "Twere good the were ſpoken with, | 
For the may firew dangerous coniectures 
Inill breeding minds. Let her comein. | 
To my ticke foule(as finnes true Nature 1s) 

Each toy ſeemes Prologue, to ſome grezt amiſle, 
So full of Artlefle jealouke 15 guilt, 
Ic {pill's ir felfe, in fearing to be ſpilr, 

Enter Ophelia drftratted, 

Ophe, Where is the beauteous Maicſty of Denmark. 

Lu, How now Opvelia? 7 

Ophe. How ſhould [ your true love know from another ong? 
B y his Cockle hat and ftaſſe,ard bis Sandal thoone. 

Ls. Alas (weet Lady: what imports this Song? 

Ophe. Say you? Nay pray you miarke, 

He us acad «nd gone Lady be us dead and none, 
Ar bis bead a graſſe-greeve Turfe, at his b:eles aſtone, 
Enter Kmp. 

On Nay but Ophelia. 

Opke. Pray you marke. 

White bus Sbrow'd as the © Ifountaine Snow. 

Os. Alas, looke heere my Lord. | 

Ophe, Lardea with ſweet flowers : 

Which bewept to the grane did not g9, 
With truc-lone ſhowres, 

King, How do ye,pretty Lady? 

Opie, Well, God dil'd you. They ſay the Ow!e was 
3 Bakers daughter, Lord, wee know what we are, bur 
know not what we may be. God be at your Tabic. 

Kg. , Conceit vpon her Father, 

Opbe. Pray youlet's have no words of this: but when 
they aske you what it meanes,fay you this : 

T » morrow « SV alentines day,all in the morning betime, 
Ana 1 4 Maid at your Window to be your Valentize. 
Then vp be roſe, dan'd his clothes. drpt the chamber dare, 
Let in the Maid, that ont a (Maid nener deparicd more, 
K mp. Preity Opbelia. 
Ophe.Indeed la? without an oath Ile make an end ont, 
By 16 and by S. Charity, 
Aache and fie for [hame : 
Tons men wil doo't if they come too't, 
By Cocke they are too blame. 
LO 89th ſhe befere you tur:bled me, % 
Tou promis'd me 10 Wed : 
So would I ha done by youder Sumnne, 
And thou bad/? nat come tomy bed. 

X75, How long hath ſhe bin this? 

Opbe, 1 hope all wilt be well, We muſt bee patient, 
but | cannot chooſe but weepe, to thinke they ſhould 
lay him 1'th'cold ground : My brother ſhall knowe of it, 
and ſo 1 thanke you for your good counſ*ll, Come, my 
Coach : GooAnight Ladies : Goodnight ſweer Ladies : 
Goodnight, goodnight, Exit, 

King. Follow her coſe, 

Give her good watch I pray you: 
Oh this is the poyſon of deepe greefe, it ſprings 
A\l from her Fathers death. Oh Gertrude, Gertrude, 
When ſorrowes cores, they come not hingle ſpies, 
Bat in Batcaliges., Firſt,her Father flaine, 
Next yaur Sonne gone, and he moſt yiolent Auchoc 
Of his owne inſt remoue : the people muddied, 
Thicke and ynwholſome in their rhoughts, and whiſpers | 
For 900d Pelonius death ; and we have,done but greealy | 
In hugger muggerto interre him, Poore Opbelia 
Divided from hier ſelfe, and her faire Judgement, 
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Without the which we arc Pictures,c or meere Beaſts, 
Laſt, and as much coutaining as all theſe, 

| He<r Brother i51n ſecret come from France, 

Keepes on his wonder, keepes himicife in clouds, 
And wants not Buz.zers to infect his care 
Withpeitilent Speeches of his Fathers death, 

Where mnecelitie of matter Beggard, 

W1:.lnoth ng dicke our perions to Arraigne 

In care and care, O my deere Certruae, this, 

Liketo a murdering Peece in many places, 

Giucs mc ſuperfluous death, A Noiſe within, 


Enter a Neſſenger. 

9s. Alacke,what noyſe is this? 

King. Where are my Switzers ? 
Letthem ouard the doore, What is the matter ? 

AMeſ. Sauce your {elte, my Lord. 
The Ocean (over-peering of his Lit) 
Eates not the Flats with more impittiovs haſte 
Then young Laertes, in a Riocous head, 
Ore-beares your Officers, the zabble call him Lord, 
And as the world were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, Cuſtome not knowne, 
The Ratifiers and props  cuery word, 
They cry choole we ? Laertes ſhall be King, 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
L aertes ftrall be King, Laertes King, 

©n. How cheerefully on the falſe Traile they cry, 
Oh this 1s Counter you talle Daniſh Dogges, 

No1ſewithin, Enter Lacrtes, 

King. The doores are broke, 

"4 Where is the King, firs? ? Stand you all without. 

All. No, let's come in. 

L er. I pray you giue me leaue, 

eAl. Wewill, we will, 

Laer. Ithanke you: Keepe the doore.' 
Oh thou vilde King, give me my Father. 

Q«. Calmely good Laertes, 

Lacr. That drop of blood, that calmes 
Proclaimes me Baſtard : 
Cries Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 
Euen heere betweene the chaſte ynſmirched brow 
Of my trus Mother. 
 Kmg, What is the cauſe Laerter, 
That . Rebellion lookes ſo Gyant-like? 
Let him go Gertrude ; Do not feare our perſon : 
There's ſuch Diuinity Coth hedge a King, 
That Treaſon can but peepe to what it would, 
AQs little of his will. Tell me Laertes, 
Why thou art.thus Incenſt? Let him go Gertrude, 
Speake man, 

Lac. Where's my Father? 

Kmg. Deac. 

Ou, Butnotbybim, 

Kivg, Lethim demand bisfill, 

L asr. How came hedead? le not be Tupgel'd with, 
Tohell Allegeance : Vewes,to the blackelt diuell, 
Conſcience and Grace, tothe protoundeſt Pir, 
I dare Damn: »rion : to this point I ſtand, 
That both the worlds I give to negligence, 
Let come what comes : onely lle be reueng'd 
Moſt throughly tor my Fther. 

King. \Vio (ha! | fkzy you? 

Laer, My Will, not all the world, 

And for my metnes. Ie husband them fo w:ll, 
1] ey thail go tarre with little. 
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King. Good Laertes: | 
If youdefire to know the certaintie 
Ot your deere Fathers death, if writ in your revenge, 
That Soop-ſtzke you will draw both Friend and Foe, 
\Winnec and Looter, 

Laer. None but his Enemies. 

King. Will you know them then, 
La. lohis good Friends, thus wide Ile ope my Armes : 
Ang like the kinde Life-rend'ring Politician, 
Repalt them with ty blood, 

Kmg. Why now you ſpeake 
Like a good Childe, and a true Gentleman, 
T hat Iam guiltleſſe of your Fathers death)! 


And ammott {enfible in greefe for it, | 


[t ſhall as leue!l to your lJudgement pierce 
As day do's to your eye. 


' Enter Ophelia, 
Larr, How now? what noiſe is that? 
Oh heate drie vp my Braines, teares ſeuen times ſalt, 
Burne our the Sence and Vertue of wine eye, 


By Heauen, thy madneſle ſhall be payed by waight, 


Till our Scale curnes the beame, Oh Roe of May, 
Deere Ma'd, kinde Siſter, ſweet Ophelia : 
Oh Heauens, is'r poſſible,a yong Maids wits, 
Should be as mortall, as an old mans life? 
Nature is fine in Loue,and where 'ris fine, 
It ſends ſome precious inſtance of it ſelte 
Afcerthething it loues, 
Ophe. T hey bore him bare fac'd on the Beer, - 

Hey non nony nony hey nony : 

And on hs grane rames many ateares 

Fare you well my Done. 

| Laer, Hadi chouthy wits, and did'ft perſwade Re- 
venge,it could not moue thus, 

Ophe, You muſt hng downe a-downe, and you call 
him s-downe-a, Oh, how the whecle becomes it? Its 
che {alle Steward that ſtole his maſters daughter, 

Laer. This nothings more then matter, 

Ophe. There's Roſemary, that's for Remembraunce, 
Pray loue remember : and there is Paconcies , __ s for 
Thoughts, 

Lacy. A document inmadnefſe, thoughts & remer- 
brance fitted, 

Ophe. There's Fennell for you, and Columbines: ther's 
Rew tor you, and heere's ſome for me; Wee may call it 
Herbe-Grace a Sundaies: Oh you muſt weare your Rew 
with a d.fFference, There's a Dayſic, I would giue you 
lome Violets, but they wither'd all whea my Father dy- 
ed : They {uy, hemadea goodend ; 

For bonny ſweet Robin us all my toy 

 Laer, Thought, and affilQion, Paſſion, Hell it ſelfe : 

She turnes to Fauour, and to prettineſſe. 

Ophe. And will be not come ag aine, 
 vAnd will be not come ag aing : 

No no,be «s dead,go to thy Death-bed, 
He nener wil come ogaine, 
Flu Beard 4s white 44 Snow, 
Al! Flaxen was bus Pele : 
He us gone be 1s gone and we eaft away monte, 
Gramercy en hu Somle, 

And of all Chriſtian Soules, I pray God, 

God buy _- 

Laer, Doyou ſee this, you Gods ? 

King, Laertes,] muſt common with your greefe, 
Or you deny me right; go but sparr, 


Exennt Ophelia 


—__—_— 


A noiſe within. Let her come in, | 
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Make choice of whom your wileft Friends you will, 
And they ſhall heare and iudge 'twixt you and me; 
It by direc or by Colaterall hand 
They tinde vs touch'd, we will our Kingdome giue, 
Our Crowae, our Life,and all that we call Ours 
Toyouin latisfaCtion. Bur if nor, 
Be you content to lend your patience to vs, 
And we ſhall ioyntly labour with your foule 
To giue ir due content, 

Laer, Letthis belo: 
His meanes of death, his obſcure buriall; 
No Trophee,Sword,nor Hatchment o're his bones, 
No Noble rite, nor formall oftentation, 
Cry to be heard, as *ewere from Heauen to Earth, 
That [ muſt call in queſtion. 

King, So you ſhall: 
And wherettWofftence is, let the great Axe fall. 
I pray you go with me. E xennt 
Enter Horatio with an Attenaant. 


Hora, What are they that would ſpeake with me? 
Ser. Saylors fr, they ſay they have Letters for you, 
Hor. Let them come in, 
I donot know from what part of the world 
I ſhould be greeted, if not, from Lord Fame. 
Enter Saylor, 

Say, God bleſle you Sir. 

Hor. Let him bleſle thee roo. / 

Say. Hee ſhall Sir, and't pleaſe him. There's a Letter 
for you Sir : Ir comes from th Ambaſſadours that was 
bound for England, if yourname be Horatio, as I am let 
to know it is, 


Reads the Letter. 
Oratio, Whey thou /halt haue owerlook'd this, give theſe 
Fellowes ſome meanes to the King : T bey hane Letters 
for bim. Ere we were two dayes old at Sea, a Pyrate of wery 
Warlicke «ppomnt ment gane vs Chace. Finaneg our ſe/mcs too 
ſlow of Savle, we put on a compelled Valonr. In the Grapple, 1 


[ alone berame their Priſoner, They hane dealt with mee, like 
T heenes of Mercy, but they bnew what they dard, I ama 19 dee 
4 good twyne for them, Let the King have the Letters [ bane 


dumbe, yet are they mach too light for the bore of the Matter, 


and Guildenſerne, bola their courſe for England. Of them 
I hane much to tell thee, Farewell. 
He that thou knoweſft thine, 
Hamlet, 


Come, I will give you way for theſe your Letrers, / 
And do'tthe (peedier, that you may Gire&t me 
To hizn from whom you brought them, Exit. 


Enter King ard Lacytes, 


And you mult put me in your heart for Friend, 
Sith you haue heard, and with a knowing eafe, 
That he which hath your Noble Father {luine, 
Purſued my life. 

Faer. It well appeares. Burrell me, 
Why you proceeded not againſt theſe feates, 
So crimefull,and.ſo Capira!l in Nature, 
As by your Safety, Wiſedome,all cpings elſe, 


z 


| 
| 
| 


| 
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You mainly were ftirr d vp? 
King, O for two ſpeciall Reaſons, 
Which may to you (perhaps) ſeeme much vnſinnowed, 
And yet to me they are ſtrong. The Queen his Mother, 
Liues almoſt by his lookes : and for my ſelfe, 
My Vertne or my Plague, beit either which, 
She's ſo coniunQtiue to my lite and ſoule; 
That as the Starre moues not but in his Sphere, 
I could not bur by her, The other Motive, 
\Why to a publike count I might not go, 
Is the great love the generall gender beare him, 
Whe dipping all his Faults in their afteRion, 
Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
Conuert his Gyves to Graces, So that my Arrowes 
Too {lightly rimbred for to loud a Winde, 
Would hane renericed tomy Bow againe, 
And not where ] had arm'd them. 
Laer, And {9 have I a Noble Father loft, 
A Silter driven into deſperate tearmes, 
Who was(:t praiſes may go backe apaine) 
Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age 
For her perteCtions. But wy revenge will come, 
Kirg. Breake not your (lcepes tor that, 
You muſt not thinke 
That we arc made of ſtuffe, ſo flat, and dull, 
That we can ler our Beard be ſhooke with danger, 
And thinke it paſt: me: Yeu ſhortly ſhall hcare more, 
I lou'd your Father, and we loue our Selte, 
And that ] hope will reach yov ro imagine mm 
Enter a Meſſenger, 
* How now? V\' hat Newes? 
Mef. Letters my Lord from Han#er. This co your 
Maiefty : this to the Queene, 
King. From [/.:mlert ? Who brought them ? 
CMeſ. Saylors my Lord they ay, I ſawthemnot:; 
They were given me by C /audo, he receiu'd them. 
King. Laertes you ſhall heare them : 
Leaue vs, Exit Meſſenger 
High and Mighty, you ſhall kuow 1 am (ct waked on your 
Kingaome. Tomorrow ſhall I begge leane to ſee your Kirgly 


brorded them : On the inſtant they got cleave of our Shippe, ſo | Eyes, When I ſhall (firit asbing your Pardon thereunts) re- 


count th'Occaſions of my ſedaine,and more ſtrange returne, 
Hamlet, 
Wat ſhould this meane? Are all the reft come backe ? 


ſent, and repaire thou to me with as much haſt as tho wouldeſt | Or is it ſome abuſe? Or no ſuch thing ? 
flyedeath. I naue words to ſpeake i» your eare, will make thee..| 


. 


L acer. Know you the hand ? | 
Kin, *TisvHamlets Character, naked and in a Poſts 


Theſe good Fellowes will bring thee where | am. Rofincrance | ſcript here he ſayes alone: Can you aduiſe me ? 


Lacr. V'm loſt initmy Lord; but let hifa come, 
It warmes the very fickneſle in my heart, 
That I ſhall liue and tell him co his reeths 
Thus diddcſt thou, 

K#, Ifitbe ſo Laertes,as how ſhould it be ſo: 
How otherwiſe will you berul'd by me? 

L arr, Iffo you'l not o'reruleme to a peace. 

Km, Tothine owne peace: ifhe be now return'd 


; Fo 
As checking at his Voyage,and that he meanc5 


King.Now mult your con{cience my acquittance ſeal, | Nomoreto vndecrake it; 1 will worke him 


To an exploy: now ripe in my Device, 

Vnder the which he ſh2!!|nor chooſe but fall; 

And for his deathno winde of blame ſhall. breath, 
But exen his Mother ſha't vncharge thepra@iice, 
And call it accident: Some two Montbes hence 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy, 

J'ue icene my felfe,and ſeru'd againſt theFrench, 


| And they ran well on Hortebacke; but this Gallant 
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NHad witchcraft in't; he grew into his Scar, 

And co ſuch wondrous doing brought his Horſe, 
As had he beene encorps't and demy-Natur'd 
With the braue Bealt,to farre he paſt my thought, 
That I 1n forgery of ſhapes and trickes, 
Come ſhort of what be &1d. 

Laer, A Norman was't ? 

Kin, ANorman, 

Lazer, Vpon my life Lamourd. 

Km, The very ame. 

Laer, 1 know him well, he is the Brooch indeed, 
And lemme of all our Nation. 

Kin, Hee mad confeſſion of you, 
And gave you ſuch a Maſterly report, 
For Art and exfrcilc in your defence ; | 
And for your nds molt elpecially, 

rh he cryed out,t'would be a ſight indeed, 
f one could match you Sir. This report of his 

D:d Ham/ct fo envenom with his Enuy, 
That he could nothing doe bur wiſh and begge, 
Your ſodaine comming oreto play with him; 
Now out of this. 

Laer, Why cut of this, my Lord? 

Km L aerter was your Fathe: deare to yeu? 
Or are you like the painting of a fortow, 
A face without a heart ? 

Laer, Why aske you this? 


* 


Burthat 1 kno Lone is begun by Timc: 
AndthatIlecia paſſages of proofe, 

Time quahfies the ſparke and tire of it : 

Hamlet comes backe ; what would you yndertake, 
To ſhow your {clfe your Fathers ſonne indeed, 
More then in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i'th* Church, 

Kin. Noplace indeed ſhould murder SanQurize; 
Reuenge ſhould hauc no bounds : bur good Lac: tes 
VWill you doe this, keepe cjofe within your Chember, 
Hamlet teturn'd, ſhall know you are come home : 
Wee pur on thoſe ſhell praiſe your excellence, 
And ſet a double varniſh on the fame 
The Frenchman gaue you, bring you in fine together, 
And wager on your heads,he being remiſle, 

Moſt generous, and free from all contriving, 

Will not peruſerhe Foiles? So that with calc, 

Or with a little ſhuffling, you may chooſe 

A Sword vnbaited, and in a paſle of practice, 

R-quir hirn for your Father, 

Laer. 1 will doo'c, 

Ard for that purpoſe Ne annoint my Sword : 

I bough: 2n Vnton of a Mountebanke 

So morcall, 1 but dipt a knite in it, 

Whcoeir drawes blood;no Cataplaſme fo rare, 
Callectrd from 31! Simples that have Vertue 
Vnder the Moone, can ſaue the thing from death, 
That is but ſcrs:tcht withall : IHetouch my poiar, 
With this contagion,that if I gall him ſlightly, 

[ t may ve Genth, 

Kin Let's furiher thinke of this, 

\Weich what cenuenience both of time and meanes 
May fit vs to our hape,if this ſhould faile; 

And that our drift looke through our bad performance, 
'T were betrer not aſſaid; theretore tins Proect 

S$h0p!d haue a backe or ſecond,that might hold, 

If this ſhould blaſt in proofe : Sofc,ler me ſee 

Wee'l make a folemne wager on your commings, 
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And Mermaid-like,a while they bore her yp, 
| 


Kin, Nor that I thinke you did not love your Father, 


'F 


\ T ha't: when in your motionyou arehotand Gy, 
As mzke your bowts more violent totheend, 
And that he cals for drinke; le have prepar'd him 

| AChallice for the nonce;wbereon bur bpping, 

If he by chance eſcape your yenom'd ſtuck, | 
Our purpole may hold there ; how ſweet Q ieene, 


Enter Ducene, 

Oween. One woe doth tread ypon anothers heele, 
So falt they follow: your Siſter's drown'd Laertes. 

Lar. Drown'd! O where? 

Queen, There is a Willow growes aflant a Brooke, 
That {hewes his hore leaves in the glaſſie fireame ; 
There with fantaſticke Garlands did ſhe come, 

Ot Crow-ſlowers,Nettles,Dayfies,and long Purples, 
That liberall Shepheards give a grofſer name; 

But our cold Maids doc De2d Mens Fingers call them ; 
There on the pendant boughes, her Coronet weeds 
Clambring to hang; an envious liver broke, 

| When Cownethe weedy Trophies,and her ſclfe, 

| Fell in the weeping Brooke, her cloathes ſpred wide, 
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W hichrime ſhe chaunted ſnatches of old runes, 
| As one incapable of ker owne diſtreife, 
Or like a creature Native, andindued 
Vnro that Element : bur long it could not be, 
| Till chat ber garments, heauy with her drinke, 
Pu!'d che poore wretch from her melodious buy, 
| To muddy death. 
| Lyer, Alasthen, is ſhe drown'd? 
Outen, Drown'd, drown'd. 
Lacr. Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelsa, 
| Andtherefore I forbi!) my teares; bur yer 
| It is our tricke, Nature her cuttome holds, 
| Lec ſhame tay what it will; when theſe are gone 
; The woman will be out; Adue my Lord, 
; ] haut a ſpecch of fire,thar faine would blaze, 
Bur that this folly doubrs it, Exit, 
Km, Let's follow, Gertrude: 
[ow much I had to doe to calme hisrage ? 
Now teare I this will giue it Rart againe ; 
Therctorc let's follow, Excmnt. 


Entev two Clownes. 

Clewa, 1s ſhe to bee buried in Chriſtian buriall, thar 
viltully feekeos her owne faluation ? 

Other. 1 ell thee ſhe is, and therefore make her Grave: 
Atraight, the Crowner hath fate on ber, and finds in Chri- 
(tian buri3ll, | 

Cle, Hove can that be, ynlefſe ſhe drowned her ſelfe in 
her owne defence 
Other, Why 'tis fourd ſo. 

Cle. It muſt be S: offexacnds, it cannot bee elle: for 
heere lies the point;1t 1 drowne my ſelfe witting'y, it 3r- 
gucs an Act: and an Act hath three branches. Jt 45 an 
AG to doe and co performe; argall ſhe drown'd her iclle 
wirtingly, 

Other, Nay but heace you Goodman Deluer, 

Clown, Gige me lezue; heere lies the waters good ; 1 
heere (tands the man; good; 1f the man goe to this wa-! 
ter and drowne himſcle ; it is will he nill he, be goes;) 
marke you thar? Bur if the water come to him & drowne | 
him; hee dcownes not himſelfe, Arpall, hee that is nor. 
guilry of h1s owne death,(horrens not his owne life. ' 

Other, Burt is this law? | 


Cle, 1 marry i#'s, Crowners Queſt Law, | 
Other. 
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beene a Gemtlewoman, ſhee ſhould haue beene buried 
out of Chriftian Buriall, 

Clo, Why therethou ſay'ſt, And the more pitty that 
great folke ſhould haue countenance m this world to 
drowne or hang themſelues,more then their even Chriſti. 
an. Come,my Spade; there is no ancient Gentlemen, 
but Gardiners, Ditchers and Graue-makers; they hold vp 
Adams Profeſhon. 

Other, Was he a Gentleman ? 

Clo, He was the firſt that ever bore Armes, 

Other. Why he had none, 

Cle. What, ar't a Heathen? how doft thou vnder- 
ſtand the Scripture? the Scripture ſayes Adaw dig'd; 
could hee digge without Armes? Ile put another que- 
tion rotheezif thou anſwerelt menor tothe purpole,con- 
feſſe thy ſelfe | 

Other. Go too. _ 

Clo, What is he that builds ſtronger then either the 
Maſon, the Shipwright, or the Carpenter ? 

Other. The Gallowes maker;for that Frame ovutliues a 
chouſand Tenants. 

Clo, I hike thy wit well in good faith, the Gallowes 
does well; but how does itwe!l? it does well to thoſe 
that doe ill: now, thou doſt il! to ſay the Gallowes is 
built ſtronger then the Church; Argall, the Gallowes 
may doe well to thee, Too't againe, Come. 

Other, Who builds Rtronger then a Maſon, a Ship- 
wright,or a Carpenter ? 

Cle. I, tell me thac,and vnyoake, 

Other. Marry,nowlI can cell, 

{!o. Too't. 

Other, Maſſe,I cannot tell. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio a farre off. 

Ch, Cudgell thy braines no more abour it ; for your 
dull Aﬀe will not mend his pace with beating; and when 
you are ask't this queſtion next, ſay a Graue-maker: the 
Houſes that he makes, laſts till Doomeſday : go, get thee 
to Taughan,ferch me a ſtoupe of Liquor. 

Smps. 
In youth when I did Lowe did lone, 
me thought it was very ſweete : 
To contralt O the time for a my behoue, 
O me theugbt there was nothing meete. | 

Ham. Ha'sthis fellow no fecling of his buſineſſe, that 
he ings at Graue-making ? 

Hor. Cuſtome hath made it in him a property of ea. 
lineſſe. 

Ham. 'Tis een ſo; the hand of little Imployment hath 
the daintier ſenſe. 

*» Clowne ſings. 
But Age with his ſtealing ſteps 
hath caught me im his clutch : 
And bath [hipped me intill the Land, 
as if I bad nener beene ſuch, | 

Ham. That Scull had a tongue init, and could fing 
once: how the knaue jowles ir to th* grownd, asif jc 
were Caines Taw.bone, that did the firſt murther : Tr 
might be the Pateof a Polititian which this Aﬀle o're Of. 
fices:one that could circumuent God, might it not ? 

Hor. It might, my Lord. 
Ham. Or of a Courtier, which could ſay, Good Mor- 


might be wy Lord ſuch a one, that prais'd my Lord ſuch 


a ones Horſe, when he meant to begge it; might it not? 


Other. Will you ha the eruth on't: if chis had not 


| 


row {weet Lord : how doſt thou, good Lord ? this | 


— 
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Hor, I, my Lord. 
Ham. Why ec'n ſo: end now my Lady Wormes, 


Chapleſle, and knockt abour the Mazacd with a Sextons | 


Spade; heere's fine Revolution, it wee had thetricke ro 
{ee'r. Did theſe bones coſt no more the breeding, bur 
to play at Loggets with 'em ? mine ake to chinke 
on't. 
Clowne ſings. 
A Pickbaxe and a Spade ,a Spade, 
for and a [browdmg- Sheete: 
O a Pit of Clay for to be made, 
for ſuch a Gueſt ts meete, 

Ham, There's another : why might not that bee thc 
Scull of of a Lawyer ? where be bis Quiddits now 2 his 
Quillers? his Caſes? his Tenures,and his Tricks ? why 
doe's he ſufter this rude knaue now to knocke him about 
the Sconce with 2 dirty Shouell, and will nottell him of 
his'Action of Battery ? hum. This fellow might bein's 
time a great buyer of Land, with his Statutes, his Recug- 
nizances,his Fines, his double Vouchers, his Recoveries: 
Is this the fine of his Fines,and the recouery of his Reco- 
veries, to haue his fine Pate full of fine Dirt? will his 
Vouchers vouch him no more of his Purchaſes, and dou- 
ble ones 200, thenthe length and breadth of a paire of 
Indentures? the very .Conveyances of his Lands will 
hardly lye in this Boxe; and muſt the Lnhecicor bimlelfc 
haue no more? ha? . 

Hor. Not a iot more, my Lord, 

Ham. ]s not Parchment made of Sheep-$skinnes ? 

Hor, 1 my Lord,and of Calue-$kianes too, 

Ham. They ate Sheepe and Calves that ſeek out afſu- 
rance inthat, I will ſpeake to this {cilow: whole Graue's 
this Sir? 

Clo. Mine Sir: 

O a Pit of Clay for to be made, 
for ſuch a Gueſt ts meete . 

Ham, |1thinke it be thine indeed:for thou lieſt in't, 

Clo. You lye our on't $ir,and therefore itis not yours: 
for my part, ] doenotlyein't; andyet it is mine. 

Ham, Thoudeſt lyein't, tobe in't and fay 'tis thine : 
'tis for the dead, not for the quicke, therefore thou 
lycſt. 

F Clo. Tis a quickelye Sir, "twill away againe from me 
to you. | 
Ham. What man Coſt thou digge it for ? 

C/o, For no man Sir, 

Ham, What woman then ? 

Clo, For nome neither. 

Ham, Who is tobe buried in't? 

Clo, One that was a woman Sir; but reſt her Soule, 
ſhee's dead. 

Ham. How abſolute the knaue is? wee muſt ſpeake 
by the Carde, or equiuocation will yndoe vs ; by the 


Lord Horatis, theſe three yeares I have taken not: ot it, | 


the Age is growne fo picked, that the toe of the Pe fant 
comes ſo neere the heeles of our Courtier, hee galls his 
Kibe. How long haft thou been a Grave-maker ? 

Clo, Ofallthe dayes i*th* yeare, 1 came too't that day 
that our laſt King Hamlet o'recame Fortinbras. 

Ham. How long i3 that (ince? 

Clo, Cannot yourell that ? euery foole can tel! tha : 
It was the very day, that youny Hamlet was borne, hee 
that was mad ,and (ent into England. 

Ham. 1 marty, why was he ſent into England? 

Clo, Why, becauſe he was mad; hee ſhall recover his 
wits there; or if he do not, it's no grear matter there, 
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Ham, Why? 
(79. 'Twill not be ſecne in him,there the men are as 
mad az he, 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

Clo. Very ſtrangely they ſay. 

Ham, How ſttangely?. 

Clo, Faith e'sne with looſing his wits, 

Ham. Vpon what ground ? | 

(le. Why heere in Denmarke : I haye bin ſixereene 
hecre,man and Boy thirty yeares, 

Ha How long will a man lie *ith*carth ere he rot? 

Clo. Itaith,if he be nor rotten before be die(as we haue 
many pocky Coarles now adaics, that will ſcarce hold 
the laying in) he will L-{t you ſome eight yeare, ornine 
yeare, A Tanner will laſt younine year e, 

Ham, Why he,more then anotnee 2 

Clo. Why fir, his hide is ſo tan'd with his Trade, that 
he will keepec out water a gizcat while. And your water, 
is a ſore Deczycr of your horſon dead body, Heres a Scull 
no'ww:this Scul has laine mn che carth thice & rwenty years. 

Ham, Whole was it ? 

Clo, A whoreſon mad Fellowes it was; 
Whoſe doc you thinke it was? 

Ham, Nay,l know not, 

Clo, Apeltlence on him for a mad Rogue, a pou'rd a 
Flaggon of Reniſh on my head once. This ſame Scull 
Sir,this ſame Scull fir, was Toricks Scull,the Kings Iefler, 

Ham. This ? | 

Clair F'ene that, 

Hem. Let me ice, Alas poore Torich,I knew him Fo. 
ratio,atellow of infinite leſt; of moſt excellent fancy, he 
hath borne me on his backe a thouſand times : And how 
abhorred my Imagination is,my gorge riſes at it. Heere 
hung th fe lipps, char I have kitt | know, not how oft, 
V Vhere be your libes now ? Your Gainbals ? Your 
Songs? Your fiiſhes of Merriment that were wont to 
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| ſerthe Table on a RoreiNo one now to mock your own 


leering ? Quite choptilne ? Now get you to my Ladies 
Chamber ,and re!l her,lec her paint an 1och thicke, co this 
fauour ſhe muſt come. Make her laugh at that: pry - 
thee Horatiorell me one thing, | 

Hor. What's that my Lord? 

Ham, Doft thou thinke Alexander lookt o'this fa- 
ſhion 'th' earth 2 

Hor. E'ene {o. 

Ham. And {melt ſo ? Puh. 

Hor. E'encſo,my Loid, 

Ham, To what baſe vies we may returne Horatio. 
Why may not Imagination tracethe Noble duſt of A- 
lexander, till be find it Qopping a bunghole. 

Hor. 'Twere to conſider : to curiouſly to conſider fo. 

Ham, No faith,not aiot, Butto follow him thether 
with modeftic cnough, & likelichood to lead it; as thus. 
Alexander died : Alexander was buried : Alexander re- 
rurneth inco duſl; the duſt 18 carth; of earth we make 
Lome,and why of thac Lome (whereto he was conucr- 
red) might they not Ropp a Beere-barcell? 

[mperiall Ceſar,dead and turn'd to clay, 

Might top a hole to keepe the winde away, 
Oh,thart that earth, which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a Wall,Vexpell che winters flaw, 
Bur {oft,but ſoft, aſide; heere comes the King, 


Exter King, O neene,L,aertes and a Coffin, 
with Lords attendant , 


The Q 1eene, the Courtiers, Who is that they follow, 
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And with ſuch maimed rites ? This doth betoken, 
The Coarſe they follow,did with diſperate hand, 
Fore do it owne life; *twas ſome Eſtate, 
Couch wea while,and mark. 
Laer, What Cerimony clſe? 
Ham. That is Laertes,a very Noble youth ; Marke, 
Laer. What Cerimony clſe? 
Prieſt, Her Obſequies hauc bin as farre inlarg'd, 
As we haue warrantis,her death was doubtfull, 
And but that great Command, o're-ſwaies the order, 
She ſhould in groun2 vaſan&tfied have lodg'd, 
Till che laſt Trumpet, For charitable praiec, 
Shardes, Flints, and Peebles,ſhould be thro wne on her. 
Yer heere ſhe is allowed her Virgin Rites, 
Her Maiden firewments,and the bringing home 
Of Bell and Buriall, 
Laer. Muſt there no more be done? | 
Prieſt, No more be done; 
We ſbould prophane the ſeruice of the dead, 
To ing ſage Reqniem,and ſuch reſt ro her 
As to peace-parted Soules, 
Laer, Lay her i'ch* earth, 
And from her faire and vnpolluted fleſh, 
May Violets ſpring. I tell chee(churliſh Prieſt) 
A Miniftcing Angell (hall my Siſter be, 
When thou lieft howling ? 
Haim. What,the faire Ophelia? 
Lneene, Sweerts,to the lweet farewell, 
I hop d thou ſhould'ſt haue bin my Hamlets wife : 
I thought thy Br:de-bed to have deckt(ſweer Maid) 
And not YVhaye ſtrew/d thy Graue. 
Laer. Ohrtertible woer, 
Fall cen times trebble,on that curſed head 
Whole wicked deed.thy taoſt Ingeniousſence 
Depriu'd thee of, Hold oft the carth a while, 
Till I have caught her once mere inmine armes 2 
Leaps in the gran, 
Now pile your duſt, vypon the quicke,and dead, 
Till of this flat a Mountaine you have made, 
To o'ce rop old Pelron,or the sky1th head 
Gt blew Olympas, 
" Ham, What 1s he,whoſe griefes 
Beares ſuch an Emphaſis ? whoſe phraſe of Sorrow 
Coniure the wandting Starres,and makes them land 
Like wonder-wounded heaters 2 Ihis is 1, 
Hamlet the Dane. 
Laer, The deuill take thy ſoule, 
Ham, Thou prat'ſt not well, 
I prythee take thy fingers from my throat; 
Sir though I am nor Splecnative,and raſh, 
Yet have 1 ſomething in me dangerous, 
W hich let thy wiſcnefſe fexre. Away thy hand. 
King. Pluck them :ſunder. | 
. Hamlet,tizmiet. 
Gen. Good my Lord be quier. | 
Ham, Why 1 will fight with him yppon this Theme, 
Vatill my eielids will no longer wag, 
Qs. Oh my Sonne, what Theame 2 
Ham. 110u'd Ophelia; fortie thouſand Brothers 
Could not(with all there quantitie of Loue) 
Make vp my ſurame, What wilc thon do for her ? 
King. Ohheis mad Laertes, 
Q«, For love of God forbeare him. 
Ham, Come (ſhow me what thou'lt doe. | 
Woo't weepe 5 Woo't fight ? Woo't teare thy ſelfe ? 
Woo' drinke vp E/ile,cate a Crocodile ? 
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Ile doo'r, Doſt thou come heereto whine; 

To outface me with leaping in her Graue ? b | 

Be buried quicke with her,and ſo will I, | 

And it thou prate of Mpuntzines; let them throw 

Millions of Akers on vs; till our ground 

Sindging his pate againſt the burning Zone, 

Make Of/4 like a wart, |Nay,and thou!'t mouth, 

He rant as well as thou, | 
Km, This is mecre Madnefle 2 

And thus awhile the fic will worke on him ; 

Anon as patient as the female Doue, 

When that her golden Cuplet are difclos'd ; 

His filence will tit drooping, 

| Ham, Heare you Sir : 


| loud' you euer;but it is no matter : 

Let Herewles himlelfe doe what he may, 

The Cat will Mew ,and Dogge will haue his day, 
Kin. I pray you good Horatio wait vpon him, 

Strengthen you parience in our laſt nights ſpeech, 


Exit. 


Good Gertrzae {et ſome watch ouer your Sonrie, 
This Graue ſhall haue a living Monument ; 
An houre of quiez ſhortly ſhall we fee; 
Till chen,in patience our proceeding be, Exeunt , 
Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

. Ham. So much for this Sir; now let me fee the other, 
You doe remember all the Circumftance. 

Hor. Remember it my Lord? 

Ham, Sir,in my heart there was a kinde of fighting, 
That would not let me ſleepe; mechoughtT lay 
Worſe then the mutines in the Bilboes, rsſhly, 
(And praiſe be raſhneſle for it) let vs know, 
Our indiſcretion ſometimes ſerues vs well, 
When our deare plots do paule,and that ſhould teach vs, 
There's a Divinity that ſhapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will, 

Hor, Thatis moſt certaine. 

Ham. Vp from my Cabin 


Grap'd I to finde'out them; had my defire, 
Finger'd their Packet,and in fine, withdrew 


{ To mine owne roome againe, making ſo bold, 


(My feares forgetting manners) to vnſeale 
Their grand Commiſhon, where 1 found Horatio, 
Ohroyall knauery : An exatt command, | 
Larded with many ſeuerall ſorts of reaſon; 
Importing Denmarks health,and Englands too, 
Wirth hoo, ſuch Bugges and Goblins in my life; 
That on the ſuperuize no leaſure bated, 
No not to ſtay the grinding of the Axe, 
My head ſhoud be firuck off, 

Hor, IR poſſhble? 

Ham. Here's the Commiſlion, read it at more leyſure: 

But wilt thou heare me how I did proceed ? | 
) Hor. I beſeech you, | _— 

Ham. Being thus benertted round with Vitainer, 
Ere1'could make a Prologue ta my braines, | 


Deuiy'd a new Commiſſion, wrote ir faire, 

I once did hold it as our Statiſts doe, 

A baſenefſero wrirefaire; and{aboured much 
How to forget that learning : bt Sit now, 
Itdid me Yeomans ſertice : wile thou know 
The effects of what Iwrote? 


What is the reaſon that you vſe me thus ? | 


Wee' put the marter to the preſent puſh : | 


My ſea-gowne ſcarft about mein the darke, | ; 


The Travedie of Hamlet. | | 


They had begun the Play, I fateme downe, | 


<_ _— —— — Woe, = 


Hor. 1, good my Lord, 
Ham. Anearneft Coniuration from the King, 
As England was his faithfull Tributary , 
As loue betweene them, 35 the Palme ſhould flouriſh, 
As Peace ſhould ſtill her wheaten Garland weare, 
And ſtand a Comma 'tweere their amitics, 
And many ſuch like Afhs of great charge, 
That on the view and know of theſe Contents, 
Without debatement turther,more or leſle, 
e ſhould the bearers put co fodaine death, 
Nat ſhriving time allowed. 
Hor. How was this ſeal'd? | 
Ham. Why even in that was Heauen ordinate; 
I had my fathers Signer in my Purſe, | 
Which was the Modell of that Daniſh Seale : 
Folded the Writ yp in forme of the other, 
Subſcrib'd ir, gav'r th' impreſſion, plac't it fafely, | 
The changeling never knowne ; Now, the next day | 
Was our Sea Fight,and what to this was ſement, 
Thou know'ſt al;eady. 
Hor, So Gnildenſterne and Roſincrance, go too'r, 
Ham.\N by man,they did make loue to this imployment 
They are notneere my Conſcience; their debate | 


Doth by their ovine infinuation grow : | 


'T:s dangerous, when the bafer nature comes 


| Bertweene the paſſe,and fell iacenfed points 


Of mighty oppoſites. 
Hor. Why, what a King ts this ? is 
Ham. Does it nor, thinkftthee, Rand me now vpon 
He that hath kil'd my King, and whor'd my Mothes, 
Popt in derweene th'ele1on and my hopes, 
Thrown» out his Angle for my proper life, | 
And with ſ»ch codzenage; is't not perfeR conſcience, | 
To quit him with thisarme? And is't not to be daman'd 
To let this Canker of our nature come 
In further euill, ; 
Hor, It muſt be i.ortly knowne to him from England 
W hat is the iflne of the buſineſſe there, *. 
Ham. It will be fhorr, RIS 
The interim's mine,and a mans life's no more | 
Then to ſay one: but I am very forty good HetrdNs, © 
Thatro by. ry I forgot wy {fe ; _ " | 
For by the image of my Cauſe, I (ee 
The Portraiture of his ; Ie count his fauours ; 
Bu: ſure the bravery of his griete did put me 
Into a Towring paſſion, 
| Hor. Peace,who comes heere? 
Enter young Oſriche. (marke, 
Ofr. Your Lordſhip is right welcome back to Den- 
Ham, | humbly thank you Sir, doſt know this waterflie? 
Hor, No my good Lord, | 
Ham. Thy ftate is the more gracious; for 'tis a vice to 
know him : he hath much Land, and fertile ; ler a Beaft 
be Lord of Beaſts, and his Crib (hall Rand at the Kings 
Meſle; *tis a Chowgh; but as I ſaw ſpacious in the pol- 
ſeſſion of dirt. 
Of. Sweet Lord, if your friendſhip were ar leyſure, 
I thould impart a thing ro you from his Maieſty, 
Ham. ] will recejue it with all diligence of ſpiritzpur 
your Boner to his right vſc/cis for the head, 
Ofr, 1rhanke your Lordſhip,'tis very hot. 
© Ham, No, beleeue mce'tis very cold, the winde is 
Northerly. 
Ofr. Iris indifferent cold my Lord indeed, 
Ham. Mee thinkes it is very ſoultry, and hot for wy 
Complexion, 
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I cannot rell how : but my Lord, his Maicſty bad me lig- 
nifie ro you, that he ha's laid a great wager on your head: 
Sir, this 15 the matter. 

Ham. 1 beſeech you remember. | 

Ofr. Nay,in good faith, for mine caſc in good faith: 
vir, you arenot ivnorant of what excclletice Laeries is ar 
his weapon. 

Ham. Vhat's his weapon? 

Oſr. Rapucr and dagger, 

Ham, Tiat's two ot his weapons; but well. 

Oſr.The fic King ha's wag'd with him fix Barbary Hor- 


ſes, againkk che which he impon'd as I tale ity fixe French | 


Rapicrs and Poniards, with their afſignes, as Girdle, 
Hangers orſo: three of the Carriages infaith are very 
deare to fancy, very reſpynliueto the hilts, moſt delicate 
carriages, and of yery |;berall conceir. 

Ham, What'call you the Carriages? 

Ofr. Th« Carriages Sir, are che hangers, 

Ham, The phraſe would bee more Germaine tothe 
matter; If we could carry Cannon by our ſides; I would 
it might be Hangers till chen; but on {xe Barbary Hor. 
ſes againſt ſixe French Swords : their Aſſignes,and three 
liberall conceited Carriages, that's the French bur a- 
gainſt the Daniſh; why isthis impon'd as you call ic? 

Ofr. The King Sirghath laid that in a dozen paſſes be- 
tweene you and him, hee ſhall not exceed you rhree hits; 
4 He hath one twelue for mine, and that would come to 
imediatetryall, if your Lordſhip would youchlafe the 
Anſwere, 

Ham, How if Ianſwere no? 

Ofr. 1 meanemy Lord, the oppoſition of your perſon 
in tryall, — | | 

Ham. Sir, I will walke heere in the Hall; if it pleaſe 
his Maieſtic, 'tis the breathing time of day with me; ler 
the Foyles bee brought, the Gentleman willing, and the 
Kiug bold his purpoſe z I will win for him if I can: if 
not, Ile gaine nothing but ay ſhame, and the odde hits, 

Of. Shall redeliuer you cc'a ſo? 

Ham, To this efteR Sir, after what flouriſh your na- 
ture Wii... 

Off. I commend my duty your Lordſhip, 

Ham, Yours, yours; hee does well ro commend it 
himſelfe, there are no tongues elle for's tongue. 

Hor. This Lapwing ruas away with the ſhell on his 
head. 

Ham. He did Complic with bis Dugge before hee 
fack'c it: thus had he and mine more of the ſame Beauy 
that I know the drofſiz ape dotes on;only gor the tune of 
the time, avd outward habite of encounter, a kinde of 
yeſty colle&:on, which carries them through & through 
the malt fond and winnowed opinions; and doe but blow 
them to their tryalls : the Bubbles are our. 

Hor, You willloſe this wager,my Lord. 

Iam. 1 doe notthinke fo, tince he went into France, 
I we beene in continuall pratice ; I ſhall winne art the 
odd.s : but thou wouldelt not thinke how all heere a- 
bour my heart; but it 15 No matters 

Hor., Nay, good my Lord. 

1am. I: 13 but foolery z but it is ſuch a kinde of | 
gain-griuing a3 would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hor, If your minde difhike any thing,obey.l will fore. 
ſtall their repaire hither, and ſay you arenor fir, 

H.m, Not a whit, we defie Augury; there's a ſpeciall 
Providence tn the fall of a ſparrow. If ic be now, tis not 
co come; ific beenor ro come, itwill beenow ; if it 
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Ofr. E xceedingly,my Lord,ir is very ſoultry,as *ewere | be notnow; yetit will come; the readinefſe is all, fince no 
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man ha's ought of what he leaues. Whart is't to leaue be- 
times ? R 


Enter. King, Oncene, Laertes and Lords, with other Atten- 
dants with Foyles, and Gauntlets, a T able and 
Flagons of Wine on it, 


Kin, Come Hamlet,come,and take this hand from me. 
Ham, Give me your pardon Sir,]'uc done you wrong, 
But pardon't as you are a Gentleman. 
This preſence knowes, 
And you muſt needs haue heard how 1 am puniſhx 
With ſore diftration 2 What I have done 
Thar might your nature honour, and exception 


Roughly awake, 1 heere proclaime was madneſl= ; 


Was t Hamlet wrong'd Lamrtes? Never Hamles, 
It Hamlet from himtelfe be tane away : 

And when he's not himlelfe,do's wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it : 
Who doesit then? His Madneſſe ? If t be (o, 
Hamlet is of the FaQtion that is wrong'd, 

His magneſſe is poore Hamlets Enemy, 

Sir, in this Audience, 

Ler my diſclaiming from a purpos'deuill, 

Free me ſo farre in your moſt generous thoughts, 
That I have ſhot mine Arrow o're the houſe, 
And hurt my Mother, 

Laer, I vm ſatisfied in Nature, 

Whoſe motiue in this caſe ſhould ſtirre me moſt 
To my Revenge. Butin my termes of Honor 

I fand aloofe, and will no. reconcilement, 

Till by ſome elder Maſters of knowne Honor, 

I haue a voyce, and preſident, of peace 

To keepe my name vngorg'd, Butrill that time, 
I do receiue your offer'd loue like loue, 

And wil not wrong it, j'E. 

Ham. 1 do embrace it freely, 

And will this Brothers wager trankely play, 
Giue vs the Foyles : Come on, 

Laer. Come one for me, 

Ham. Ile be your foile Laertes,in mine ignorance, 
Your Skill ſhali ke a Starre ith'darkeRt night, 
Stickefiery off indeede, | 

Laer, Youmocke me Sir. 

Ham. No by this hand, 

King. Giveth.cmihe Foyles yong Ofriche, 
Covuſen Hamer, you know the wager. 

Ham, Vere well my Lord, 

Your Grace hath laidethe oddes a'th'weaker ſide. 

King. 1 donot tearcirt, 
T have leene you both: | 
Bur fince he is better'd, we have therefore oddes, 

Laer. This is too heauy, 
Let me [ce another. 

Ham. This likes me well, 
Theſe Foyles have all a length, Prepare to play. 

Oſricke. I my good Lord. 

King, Ser me the Stopes of wine ypon that Table: 
If Hamlet giue the firft, or ſecond hit, 

Or quit in anſwer of the third exchange, 

Ler all the Battlements their Ordinance fire, 
The King (hal driake to Hamlets becter breath, 
And in the Cup an ynion (hal he throw 

Richer then that;which foure ſucceſhue Kings 
In Denmarkes Crowne have worne, 
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G1ue me the Cups, 

Andletthe Kettle to the Trumpers ſpeake, 

Thc Trumpet to the Cannoneer without, 

The Cannonsto the Heauens, the Heaven ro Earth, 

Now the King drinkes to Hamer, Come, begin, 

And you the Judges beare a wary eye. 

Hem. Come on fic, 

Laer. Come on hr. 

Ham, One. 

Laer, No. 

Ham. ludgement, 

Ofr.. Air, a very palpable hit, 

Laer. Well ; againe, 

King, Stay, give me drinke, 

Hamlet, this Pearle is thine, 

Here's to thy health, Giue him the cup, 
Trumpets ſound, and ſhot goes off. 

Hem. 1leplay this bout firſt, fer by a-while. 

Come : Another hit ; what ſay you ? 

Lair, Artouch, atouch, I do confeſle, 

King. Our Soane (hall win, 

Ou, He's fat,and ſcant of breath, 


T hey play. 


| Heere's a Napkin, rub thy browes, 


The Queene Carowſes to thy fortune, Hamlet, 
Ham. Good Madam. 
King. Gerrruae, do not drinke, 
Qs, I will my Lord; 
] pray you pardon me. 
King. It is the poyſon'd Cup, it is too late, 
Ham. | darenot diinke yer Madam, 
By and by. 
In, Come; let me wipethy face, 
Laer, My Lord, Ile hit himnow. 
King. 1do not thinke't, 
Laer, And yet "tis almoſt *gainſl my conſcience, 
Ham. Come for the third, | 
Laeries, you but dally, 
I pray you paſſe with your beſt violence, 
| I am affear'd you make a wanton of me, 
i Lazer. Say youſo? Come on, 
Ofr. Nothiag neither ways 
Laer, Have at you now, | 
In ſcoſſlins they change Ripiers. 
King. Parc them, they are 1ncens'd, 
Ham. Nay come, 2gaine. 
Ofr. Looke to the Queene there hoa. 
Hor, They bleed on both fides, How is't my Lord? 
Ofr. How is't Laertes? 
Laer, Why as a Woodcocke 
To mine Sprindge, Ofricke, 
Iam juſtly kill'd with mine owne Treachecie. 
Ham. How does the Queene? 
King. She ſounds to ſee them blcede. 
9s, Nogno, the drinke, the drinke, 
Oh my deere Hamlet, the drinke, the drioke, 
l ampoyſon'd. 
Ham. Oh Villany ! How? Let the doore bz !'ock'd, 
Treacherie, ſeeke it our, | 
Laer. It is heere Hamlet. 
{ Hamlet, thou art (laine, 
No Medicine inthe world can do thee good, 
In thee, there is not halfe an houre oflifs; 
The Treacherous Inſtrument is inthy hand, 
Vabated and envenom'd: the foule praftiſe: 
Hath turn'd it ſelfe on me, Loe, heere 1 lye, 


P lay. 


euertoriſe againe ; Thy Mothers poyſon'd ; 


| 


j 


| 


| Toth'Amballadors of Englan4 giues rhis warlike yally, 


| Which have ſolicited. The reft 1s lence, 0,9,0,0, 


I can no more, the King, the King's too blame, 

Ham, The point enyenom'd too, 
Then yenome to thy worke, 

: Heart: the King, 

Al. Treaton, Treafon, 

Kmg. O yer detend me Friends, I am but hure;, 

Ham. Heere thou inceſtuous, murdrous, 
Damned Dane, | 
Driake offthis Potion : Is thy Vnion heere ? 
Follow my Mother. 

L zer.. He isYuſttly ſeru'd, 
It13 a poyfon temp'red by himſelfe : 
Exchange forgiveneſſe with me, Noble Hamlet ; 
Mine and my Fathers death come not vpon thee, | 
Nor thine on me. Dyes. 

Ham. Heaven makethee free of ir, I follow thee. 
Tam dead Horatio, wretched Queene adiew, 
You tnat looke pale, and tremble ar this chance, 
That are but Mutesor audience to this acte : 
Had I but time (as this fell Sergeant death 
Is trick'd in his Arreſt) oh I could tell you. 
But let it be : Horatio, i am dead, 
Thou lu'ſt, report me and my cauſes right, 
To the vnſarisfied, 

Tor, Never belecue it, 

T am more an Antike Roman then a Dane: 
Heere's yet ſome Liquorlef, 

Ham, As th'art a man, giue me the Cup, 
Ler go, by Heaven Ilehave'r, 
Oh good Horatio, what a wounded nime, 
(Thiogs ſtanding thus voknowne) ſhall live behind me. 
If thou did'(t ever hold me in thy head \ 
Abſent thee from felicitie owhile, 
And in this harſh world draw thy breath in paine, 
Torell my Storie, 


K ing Dyes, 
| 
| 


F 


March afarre off, aud ſhout within, | 
What wa:hke noyſeis this? : } 

1 Enter Oſriche, 
Ofr. Yong Fortizbras with conqueſt come fr6 Poland 


Ham, O]dye Horatio : 
The porent poylon quite ore-crowes my fpirir, 
I cannot live to heace the Newes from England, | 
But] doprophefietheleQtion lights 
On Fortinbr as, he 11's my dying yoyce, 
Sote!l him with the occurrcnts more and lefle, 
Dyes 
- Hore, Now cracke a Noble heart : 
Goodnight ſweet Punce, 
And flights of Anyels ſing thee to thy reſty 
Why do's the Drumme come hither ? 


Enter Fortisbras and Engliſh Ambaſſador with Drumme, 
Colours aud Attendants. 
Fortin, Where is this ſight ? 
ſor, What is it ye would ſee ; 

If ovght of woe, or wonder, ceale your ſearch, 

For, His quarry cries on 3auocke. Oh proud death, | 
What feat is coward inthine erernall Cell, 
That thou {o many Princes, at 2 ſhoote, 
$o blondily halt Rrooke. 

Ar:b The fight is diſmal, 
And our affaires ſrom Eng!and come too late, 
Thy eares are ſenſelefle that ſhould give ys heating, | 
To tell him his comma nd'ment 15 tulfill'd, 

Thar | 
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© TheTragedie of Hamlet. 


That Ro/incrence and Guildenſierne are dead : 
Where ſhould we hane our thankes ? 

Hor. Not from his mouth, 
Had it th'abilitie of life co thanke you : 
He neuer gaue command'ment for their death. 
But hnce 7, 1:mpe vypon this bloodie queſtion, 
You from the Polake warres, and you from England 
Are heere atriued. Giue order that thele bodics 
High on a flage be placedto the yiew, 
And let me ſpeaketoth'yet vynknowing world, 
How theſe things came about. So ſhallYou heare 
Of carnall, bloudie, and yanaturall as, 
Of accidentall judgements, caſual! flaughters 
Of death's put on by cunning, and forc'd cauſe, 
And in this vpſhor, purpoſes miſtooke, 
" Falne on the Inventors heads. All this can TI 
Truly deliver. 

For. Letvs hafttoheare it, 
And call the Nobleſt tothe Audience. 
For me, with ſorrow, I embrace my Fortune, 
I haue ſome Rites of memory in this Kingdome, 
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Which are ro claime, my vantage doth 
Invite me, 
\ Hor, Ofthat I ſhall bave alwayes cauſe to ſpeake, 
And from his mouth : 
Whoſe yoyce will draw on more: 
Burt let this ſame be preſently perform'd, 
Euen whiles mens mindes are wilde, 
Left more miſchance 
On plots, and errors happen. 
For, Let foure Caprtaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Soldier to the Stage, 
1 Forhewas likely, had he beeneput on 
To haue prou'd moſt royally : 
And for his paſlage, 
The Souldiours Muſicke,and the rites of Warre 
| Speake lowdly for him. 
Take vp the body ; Such a fight as this 
Becomes the Field, but heere ſhewes much amis, 
Go, bid the Souldiers ſhoote, 
Excunt Alarching : after the which, a Peale of 
Ordenance are ſhat off, 
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Emer Kent, Clonceſtur, and Edmond. 

Kent, 
Thoeght the King had more affeRed the 
Duke of Albany, then Cornwall, 

Glow. Ir did alwayes ſcerue foto vs : But 
now in the diuifion of the Kingdome, it ap- 
pearesnot which ofthe Dakes hee valeves 
moſt, for qualnies are ſo weigh'd, that curioſity in nei- 
ther, can make choiſe of ejrhers moity. 

Kent, Is not this your Son, my Lord? 

Glow, His breeding Sir, hath bin at my charge. I have 
ſo often blulh'd to acknowledge him, that now I am 


| braz'd root, 


Kent, I cannot conceiue you,” 

Glow, Sir,this yong Fellowes mother could ; where- 
ypon ſhe grew round womb'd, and had indeede (Sir) a 
Sonne for her Cradle, ere ſhe hadia husband for her bed. 
Do you (ſmell a faul: ? 

Kent. I cannot wiſh the fault yndone, the iſſue of it, 
being ſo proper, 

Glew, Bur I haue a Sonne, Sir, by order of Law,ſome 
yeere elderchen this z who, yeris no deerer inmy ac- 
count, though this Knave came ſomthing ſawcily to the 
world before he was ſent for : yer was his Mother fayre, 
chere was good ſport at his making, and the horfon muſt 
be acknowledged. Doe you know this Noble Gentle- 
man, Fdmond ? 

Edm. No, my Lord, 

Glow. My Lord of Kent: 

Remember him heereafrer,as my Honourable Friend. 

Edm, My ſervices to your Lordſhip. 

Kent. T\muſt loue you, and ſue to know you better, 

Edm, Sir, (hall tudy deſerving, 

Clow, He bath bia out nine yearcs, and away he ſhall 
againe, The King is comming. 


Semnet. Enter King Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Gonerill, Re- 
gan, Cordelia and attendants. 
Lear. Attend the Lords of France & Burgundy Gloſter, 
Glow, 1 (hall, my Lord, | Exit. 
Lear, Meane time we ſhal expreſſe our darker purpoſe. 
Giue me the Map there, Know, that we haue divided 
In three our Kingdome : and 'tis our faft intent, 
To ſhake all Cares and Bufinefſe from our Age, 
Conferring them on yonger firengths, while we 
Vnburthen'd crawle toward death. Ovr ſon of Corwwal, 


4 


| That we, our Jargeſt bountie may extend 
1 Where Nature doth with merit challenge. Conerilh, \- | 


We bave this houre a conſtant will to publiſh 
Our daughters ſeuerall Dowers; that turureflrife* 
May beprevented now. The Princes, France & B 
Great Rivals in our yongelt daughters love, : M1 
Long in our Courr, bave made their amorous ſojoutne, 
And heere are tobe anſwer'd. Tellme my daughters '? | 
(Since now we will diveſt vs both of Rule, 

eo] | 


Incereſt of Territory, Cares of State) 
Which of you ſhall we ſay doth loue vs moſt, 


Our eldeſt borne, ſpeake firſt. 
Gou,Sir, Iloue you morethen word con weild F marter, 
Deerer then eye-light, ſpace, and libertie, . | 
Beyone what can be valewed, rich or rare, | 
Nolefſethen life, with grace, hcalch, beauty, honor : 

As much as Childe ere lou'd, or Father found. 
A love that makes breath poore,and ſpeech ynable, | 
Beyond all manner of ſo mich I loue you, 
Cor, What ſhall Cordelia (peake? Louczand be filenr, 
Lear ,Ot all theſe bounds cuen from this Line,to this, þ / 
With ſhadowie Forrefts,and with Champains rich'd 
With plenteous Rivers,and wide-skirted Meades 
We make thee Lady. Torthine and Albarier iſſues 
Be this perpetuall. Whar fayes ourfecond Davghter?+ | 
Our dcerelt Regar,, wite of Cornwall ? [ 
Reg. Tam made of that ſelfe-mertie 2s my Siſter, \ 
And prize me at her worth, 1n my true heart, 
| 1 finde ſhe names my very deede of loue : 
| Onelyſhe comes too ſhort, that I] profeſſe | 
My ſelfe an enemy to all other joyes, 
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Which the moſt precious ſquare of ſenſe profeſſes, 
And finde 1am alonefelicitate 
In your deere Highneſle loue. 
{or. Then poore Cordelia, 
And yet not fo, ſince I am furemy loue's 
More ponderous then my tongue. 

Lear. To thee,and thine heredicarie ever, 
Remaine this ample third of our faire Kingdome, 
Noleſſein fpace, validitie, and pleafure 
Then that conferr'd on Gemerill. Now our Toy, 
Alchough ovrlaft and leaſt : ro whole yong loueS 
The Vines of France, and Milke of Burgundie, 
| Striveto he intereſt, What can you ſay, to draw 

A third, more opilent chen your Siftery? ſpeake, 

Cori, Nothing my Lord, 

Lear, Nothing? 


—— 


And you our no lefſc louing Sonne of Albany, 
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Cor. Nothing. 

Lear, Nothing will come of nothing, ſpeake againe, 

Cor, Vnhappic that I amyl cannot heave 
My bcart into my mouth; 1 loue your Maicſty 
According to my bond,no more nor lefle. 


Lear. How,how { orde/ie?Mend your ſpeech alittle, 


Leaſt you may marre your Fortunes, 

Cor,” Gaod my Lorg, "= 
You haue hegorime, bred me,lou'd me, 
I recurne thoſe duties backe as are right fit, 
Obey you, Love you,and moft Honour you, 
Why haue my Siſters Husbands,it they lay 
They loue you a!l ? Happily when I ſhall wed, 
That Lord, whoſe hand muſt rake my plight,(hall carry 
Halfe my love with him, halfe my Care,and Duue, 
Sure Iſhall never marry like my Siſters, 

Leay. But goes chy heart with this ? 

Cor. | my good Lord, 

Lear. So young, and fo vntender ? 

Cor. So young my Lord,and cruc. 

Lear, Lec it be ſo,thy truth then be thy dowre: 


| For by the {acred radience of the Sunne, 


The miſerics of Heccat and the night : 
By all the operation of the Ocbes, 
From whom we do cxil},and ceaſe to be, 
Heere 1 diſclaime all my Paternall care, 
Propinquity and property of blood, 
And as 3 (tranger to my heart and me, 
Hold thee trom this for euer. The barbarous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his generation meſſes | 
To gorge his appetite,ſhall ro my boſome 
Be as well neighbour'd,pittied, and releeu'd, 
As thou my ſometime Daughter, 
Kent. Good my Liege, 
Lew. Peace Kent, 
Come not ber weene the Dragon and his wrath, 
I lou'd her moſt,and thought to let my reſt 
Ou her kind nurſery, Hence and avoid my fight : 
So be my grave my peace, as bere | giue 
Her Fathers heart from her ; call France,who ſtirres ? 
Call Burgundy,( ornwall,and Albanie, | 
With my two Daughters Dowres,digeſt the third, 
Let pride, which ſhe cals plainnefſe, marry her : 
I doe inueft you ioyntly with my power, 
Preheminence,and all the large cftes 
That troope with Maieſty, Our ſelfe by Monthly courſe, 
With releruation of an hundred Knights, 
By you to be (uftain'd, ſhall our abode 
Make with you by due turne,onely we ſhall retaine 
The name, and allth'addition co a King :the Sway, 
Reuenaew Execution of che reſt, 
Beloved Sonnes be yours, which to confirme, 
This Coronet part berweene you. 
Kent, Royall Lear, 
Whom I haue euer honor'd as my King, 
Lou'd as my Father,as my Maſter follow 'd, 
As my great Patron chought on in my praiers, 
Le. The bow is bent & drawne,make from the ſhaft. 
Kent, Lec it fall rather,though the forke inuade 


] The region of my heart,be Kent vamanner]y, 


When Lear is mad, what wouldeſt thou do old man? 
Think { chou that dutic ſhall have dread to ſpeake, 
\When power to flattery bowes ? 

To plainnefle honour's bound, 

When Maieſty talls ro folly, reſerve thy ſtate, 
Andinthy beſt conſideration checke 


"The Tragedie of King Lear. 


| This hideous raſhneffe,anſwere my life, myiudgemenn: 
. Thy yongeſt Daughter do's not loue thee leaſt 
[ Nor are thoſeempry hearted, whoſe low founds 
| Reverbe no hollowneſſe. 
Lear, Kimt,on thy life nomore. | 
| Kews. My life 1 neuer held but as pawne 
To wage againſt thine enemies, nere teare tolooſe it, 
| Thy fatery being morive. ; 
| ; Lear, Out of my fight, | : 
Kent. Sec better Lear,and let me ftillremaine 
The true blanke of thine cie, 
Kear. Now by pelo, 
Lent. Now by Apollo, King 
Thou {wear.ft thy Gods in yaine. 
Leay, O Vaſlall1 Miſcreant. 
Alb. Cor, Deare $:r forbeare. 
Kent, Kill thy Phyfition,and thy fee beſtow 
Vpon the foule diſeaſe,reuvoke thy guift, 
Or whil t I can vent clamour from my throate, 
Ile tel! thee thou dofſt euill, 


_— 


That chou haſt ſought ro make vs breake our vowey, 
Which we durſtneuer yet; and with rain'd pride, 
To come betwixt our ſentences,and our power, 
Which,nor our nature,nor our place can beare; | 
Our potencie made good,take thy reward, 

Five dayes we do allor thee tor proviſion, 

To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the world, 

And on the xt toturne tizy hated backe 

| Vpon our kingdome: if on the tenth day following, 
Thy baviſhr trunke be found in our Dominiobs, 
The moment is thy death, away, By Japiter, 

This ſhall not be revok'd, 


— 


| Freedome hues hence,and baniſhment is here; 
The Gods to their deere ſhelter take thee Maid, 
That iuſtly chink'tt,and haſt moſt rightly ſaid : 
And your large ſpeeches,may your deeds approve, 
That good effeCts may ſpring from words of loue ; 
Thus Kent ,O Princes, bids you all adew, 

Hee'l (hape his old courſe, 10 a Country new. 


tm, 


Flowriſh, Enter Gloſter with France,and Bur- 
gundy Attendants, 


Cor. Heere's Fravce and Burgandy,my Noble Lord. 

Lear, My Lord of Bugnndie, 
We firit addreſſe roward you, who withthis King 
Hath rivald for our Daughter ; what in the lealt 
Will you require in preſent Dower with her, 
Oc ceaſe your queſt of Love? 

Bur. Moſt Royall Maicſty, 
I craue no more then hath your Highneſle offer'd, 

| Nor will you tender leſſe? 

Leer. Right Noble Burgandy, 
When the was gearte to vs,we did hold her ſo, 
Buc now her price is fallen : Sir,there ſhe ſtands, 
If oughe within that lictle ſeeming ſubſtance, 
Or all of it with our diſpleaſure piec'd, 
And nothing more may ficly like your Grace, 
Sbee's there,and ſhe is yours. 

Buy. 1 know no anſwer. 

Lear. Will you with thoſe infirmities ſhe owes, 
Vnfriended,new adopted to our hate, 
Dow'rd with our curſe,and tranger'd with our oath, 
Take ber or,leauec her. - 

uw, 


Lea. Heare me recreant,on thine allegeance heare me; 


Kent. Fare thee well King,fith thus thou wile appeare, 


Exit. 
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Bur, Pardon me Royal! Sir, 

EleRion makes nor yp 10 ſuch conditions, 
Le, Then lezue her fr,for by the powre that made me, 

I tell you all her wealth. For you great King, 
I would not from your loue make luch a firay, 
To match you where I hate,therefore beſeech you 
T'auert your liking a more worthier way, 
Then on a wretch whom Nature is aſham'd 
Almoſt racknowledge hers, 

Fra, This is tnoft Rirange, 
That ſhe whom eucn but now, was your obijeQ, 
The argument of your praiſe, balme of your age, 
The bett,the deereft,ſhould in this trice of time 
Commit a thing {o monſtrous,to diſmantle 
So many tolds of tauour:ture her offence 
Mult be of ſuch vnnaturall degree, 
That monſters it : Or your fore-youcht sffeRion 
Fall into taint, which co beleeue of her 
Mu be a faith that reaſon without miracle 
Should never plant in me. ; 

Cor, 1 yet beſeech your Maiefty. 
If for I wantthat glib and oylic Art, 
To ſpeake and purpoſenor, fiace what I will intend, 
Ile do't before | ſpeake,that you make knowne 
{tis no vicious blot, murther, or fouleneſle, 
No vnchafte aQtion or d:\honoured Rep 
That hath depriu'd me of your Grace and favour , 
But ceuen for want of chat, for which Iam richer, 
A till ſoliciting eye,and ſuch a rongue, 
Thar I am glad I have not, though not to have it, 
Kath lot me in your liking. 

Lear, Better thou had'ft + 
Not bcene borne,then not thavepleas'd me better, 

Fra, Isit but this ? A cardinefſe in nature, 
Which often leaues the hiſtory vaſpoke 


{ That it intends rodo : my Lord of Burgundy, L 
| What ſay you to the Lady ? Loue's not loue 


When it is mingled with regards, that ftands 


{ Aloofe from th'intice point, will you have her ? 


| She is herſelfe a Dowric, 

Bur. RoyaliKing, 
Giue but that portion which your ſelfe propos'd, 
And here | take (oraclia by the hand, 


| Dutcheſle of Burgunda, 


Lear, Nothing,l haue ſworne,l am firme. 
| Zur, Jam ſorry then you haue fo loſt a Father, 
Thatyou muſtlooſe a husband, 
Cor. Peace be with Brrgundie, 
Since that re{pe& and Forrunes are his loue, 
| [ ſhall not be his wife. 
Fre. Faireſt Corde/ia,that art moſt rich being poore, 
Moſt choiſe fortaken,and moſt lou'd deſpis'd, 
Thee and thy vercues here {cize vpon, 
Be it lawfull I take vp what's caſt away, 
Gods,Gods! 'Tis ſtrange, that from their cold'ſt negleRt 
My Loue ſhould kindle to eaflam'd reſpect. 
Thy dowrelcfſe Daughter King, throwne to my chance, 
Is Queene of vs,of ours,and our faire Fraxce : 
Not all the Dukes of wattiſh Zzrgwndy, 
Can buy this vnpriz'd precious Maid of me. 
Bid chem farewell Cordelia,though vokinde, 
Thou looſeſt here a better where to finde. 
Lear. Thou haſt her France, let her be thine, for we 
{ Hauc no ſuch Daughrer,nor ſhall ever ſee 
That face of hers againe, therfore be gone, 
Without our Grace, our Loue,our Benizon ; 


\ Come Noble 'Burgandie, 


Fomygh, Evennt, 
2 Fre. Bid farwell co your Siſters. 

Cor, The lewels of our Facher, with wafli'd eic $ 
Cordelia leaues you, ] know you what you are, 
And like a Siſter am moſt loth to call 
Your faults as they are named, Loue well our Father: 
To your profeſſed boſomes I commu him 
But yet alas,ſtood 1 within his Grace, 
| wou'd prefer him to a berter place, 

So farewell ro you both. 

Regn, Preſcribe nor vs our dutie, 

Gon. Let your ſtudy 
Be to content your Lord, who hath recein'd you 
At Fortunes almes, you haue obedience ſcanted, 
And well are worth the want that you haye wanted, | 

Cor, Time ſhall vnfold what plighted conmny hides, 
W ho couers faulrs,at la{t with ſhame derides; 
Well may you proſper. 


Fra. Come my faire Coraelia. | 


Erit France ad Cov. 

Gon. Sifter,it is not hrtle I haveto ſay, 

Ot what molt neerely appertaines to vs both, 
I thinke our Father will hence to night, (with vs. 
Reg, That's molt certaine,and with you: next monerh 
Gow, You lee how toll of changes his age is, the ob- 
ſcruauon we have made of it hath beene ):tileche alwaies 
lou'd our Siſter moſt,and with what poore judgement be 
hath now caft her off, appeares too groflely, 
Keg, "Tis the infirouty of his age, yet he hath ever bur 
flenderly knowne himfelte, 

Gon, The beſt and foundeſt of histiwe hath bin bur 
raſh,thenmuft we looke from his age, toreceinenct 2- 
lone the imperfe&tions of Jong ingiaffed condition, bur 
therewithall the yaruly way-wardacflc,that jnfirme and 
cholericke yeares bring with them, 

Reg. Such vnconſtant flares are we like ro haue from 
him,zs this of Kents baviſhmenr. 

Gon, There is further complement of leave-raking be- 
tweene France and him, pray you let ys fix cogenber, it ous 
Father carry amthoriry with juch diſpolition as bc bearess 
this laſt ſurrender of his will bur oftend vs, _ 

Fg. We (ball further chipke of ir, | 
Gon. We matt do {omethiog,and i'th' heate, Fxeunt, 


— 


Scena Secunda. | 
ADAPE CEE? | 
Enter Baſtard, " "M 


Baſt. Thou Nature art wy Goddeſſe,to thy Law | 
My feruices are bound, wherefore ſhould I | 
Stand inthe plague of cuRome,and permit 
The curiotity of Nations, to deprive me? 

For thar i am ſome twelue, or fourteene Moonſhines 
Lag of a Brother ? Why Baftard? Wherefore baſe ? . } 
W hen my Dimenſions are as well compact, 

My minde as generous,ard my thape as true 

As honeſt Madams iflue ? Why brand they vs 

Wirth Baſe ? With baſenes Barftadie ? Baſe, Baſe? 

Who inthe luſtie Re2lth of Nature,tfke 
More compoſition, and fierce qualitie, 

Then doth within adull ſtale tyred bed 

Goe to th creating a whole tribe of Fops 
CGor'tweene a ſleepe,and wake? Wellthen, 
Legitimate Edgar, I muſt haue your land, 
Our Farhers loue,is to the Baſtard Edmond, 
Asto thilegitimate : fine word : Legitimate, 
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Well, my Legitrimate, if chis Lecter ſpeed, 
And my rwention thriue, Edmond the balc 
Shall ro'ch*Legitimare : I grow, l proſper: 
Now Gods,ftand vp for Battards. 

Enter Glouceſter. 

Gle Kent baniſh d thus? and France in choller parted ? 
And the King gone to mght ? Preſcrib'd his powre, 
Continld co exhibicion? All this done 
Vpon the gad ? Edmond, how now? What newes ? 

Baſt, So pleale your Lordthip, none. 

Glow. Why fo earneſtly leeke you to put vp y Letter? 

Baſt. 1 know no newes,my Lord. 

Glou. What Paper were you reading? 

Baſt, Nothing my Lord, 

Glow, No? what needed then that terrible diſpatch of 
itinto your Pocket ? The quality of nothing, hath not 
ſuchneede to hide ir ſelte, Ler's ſee : come, it it bee no- 

thing, | ſhali not neede Spectacles. 
Baſt. i befeech you Sir, pardon mee; itisa Letter 
from my Brother, that I haue not all ore-read ; and for ſo 
much as 1 haue perus'd, I tinde it not fit for your ore-!00- 
king. 

Chow, Giue me the Letter, Sir. 

Baft. I ſhall offend, either ro detaine, or giue it 3 
The Contents, as in part I vaderſtand them, 
Are too blame. 

Glow. Ler's (ce, let's ſee, ; 

Baſt. I hope for my B:others iuftification, 
this but as.an eſſay,or taſte of my Vertue, 

Glou.reads, This policre, andrenerence of Age,makes the 

world bitt er to the beſt of our times : keepes our Fortunes from 
vs, till our oldveſſe cannot velliſh them. I begin to finde an idle 
and fond bondage, in the oppreſſion of aged tyranny,who ſwayes 
wot 4s it hath power, but as it us ſuſfer'd. Come to me, that of 
this [ may [heake more. If our Father won[4 ſleepe till I wak'd 
bim, yon ſhould enioy halfe his Rewennew for encr, and line the 
beloned of your Brother. Edgar. 
Hum ? Conſpiracy? Sleepe till I wake him, you ſhould 
enioy halfe his Revennew : my Sonne Edgar, had hee a 
hand to write this? Aheart and braine to breede ir in? 
| When came you to tus ? Who brought it ? 

Baſt. It was not brought mee, my Lord; there's the 
cunning of it. I found it throwne in;at the Caſement of 
my Cloſſet, _, | 

Gleu. You know the charaQer to be your Brothers ? 

Baſt, Ifthe matter were good my Lord, 1durſt ſwear 
it were hgg : but in reſpect of that, | would taine thiake it 
wee nor. Wo 

Glow, It is his, B- 

Baſt. Itis his hand, my Lord : but I hope his heaggjis 
not in the Contents, £ 

Glo. Has he never before ſounded you in this buſige? 

Baſt. Neuer my Lord, Bur I haue heard him oft maifis 
eaine 1t to be fit, that Sonnes ar perfeR age, and Fathers 
declin'd, che Father ſhould bee as Ward tothe Son, ard 
the Sonne manage his Reuennew, ? 

Glow. O Villain, villain: bis very opinion in the Ler- 
ter. Abhorred Villaine, ynnaturall, deteſted, brutiſh 
Villaine; worſe then brutiiÞ : Go fircrah, teeke him : Je 
apprehend him. Abhominable Villane, where is he? 

Ba#.I do not well know my L. If it ſhall pleaſe you to 
| ſuſpend your indignation againſt my Brother,til you can 
derive from him- better reflimony of his intent, you (hold 
run a certaine courſe : where, if you viol proceed a. 
cainft him, miſtaking his purpote, it would make a great 
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that it followes, lam rcugh and Leacherovs. 1 ſhouls 
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ea 


bis obedience. I dare pawne downe my life for him,i} at 
he hath writ this to feele wy afteQtion to your Honer, &, 
to no other pietence of Eanger, | 

Glow, Thinke you ſo? | 

Baſt. if your Honor judge it meete, 1 will place you 
where you ſhall heare vs conferre of this,and by an Auri- 
cular aſſurance haue your ſatisfation, and that without 
any further delay, then this very Evening. 

Glow. He cannot bee ſuch a Monſter, Edwend (eeke 
him out : winde me into him, I pray you : frame che Bu- 
hneſle after your owne wiſedome, I would vnſtate wy 
ſelfe, ro be in a due reſolution, 

Baft. I will ſeeke him Sir, preſently » conuey the bu- 
fineſſe as 1 (hall find meanes,and acquaint you withall. 

Glow. Theſe late Eclipſes in the Sun and Moone por- 
tend no good to vs : though the wiſedome of Nature can 
reaſon it thus, and thus, yet Nature finds it felfe ſcourg'd 
by the ſequent effects. I oue cooles, friendſhip falls off, 
Brothers dwide, In Citicy, mutinies ; in Countries, dil- 
cord ; in Pallaces, Treaſon ; and the Bond crack'd, *twixt 
Sonne and Father. This villaine of mine comes vnder the 
prediction; there's Son againſt Father, the King fals from 
byas of Nature, there's Father againſt Childe. We have 
{eene the beſt of ourtime. Machinations, hollowneſſe, 
rreacherie, and all ruinous diforcers follow vs diſquietly 
to our Graues, Find out this Villain.Edmord,it ſhall loſe 
thee nothing, do it carefully : and the Noble & true-har- 
red Kent baniſh'd ; his offence, honeſty,” Tis ftrange. Exit 

Baſt. This is the excellent foppery of the world, that 
when we are ſicke in fortune, often the ſurfers. of our own 
behauiour, we make guilty of our d1{afters,' the Sun, the 
M oone,and Starres,2s if we were villaines on neceſhtie, 
Fooles by heavenly compulſion, Knaues, Theeues, and 
Treachers by Sphericall predominance, Drunkards,Ly- 
ars,and Adulterers by an inforc'd obedience of Planatary 
influence; and all that we arecuill in, by a divine thru-! 
ng on, An admirable cuaſhhon of Whore-maller-nian, 
to lay his Goatiſh diſpoſition on the charge ofa Starte, 
My father compounded wich my mother vnder the Dra-: 
gons taile, and my Natiuity was vnde: Vrſa Mator, ſo 


have bin that I am, had the maidenleſt Starre inthe Fir- 
mament twinkled on my baftardizing., 
Enter Edgar. 

Pat : he comes like the Cataftrophe of the old Comedie: 
my Cue is villanous Melancholly, with a ighe like Tom 
o'Bedlam. O theſe Eclipſes do portend theſe diui- 
fions. Fa, Sol, La, Me. F 

Edg, How now B.other Edmond, what ferious con- 
templation are you in? 

Ba#t, 1 am thinking Brother of a prediQtion Iread this 
other day,whart ſhould follow theſe Ecliples. 

Edg. Do you buſie your ſelfe with that? 

Baſt. 1 promiſe you, the effects he writes of, /ucceede 
ynhappily, 
When ſaw you my Father laſt? 

Edg. The night gone by. 

Baſt. Spake you with him? 

Edg. I, two houres together, 

Beſt. Parted you in good termes ? Found you no dil- 
pleaſure in him, by word, nor countenance ? 

Edy. None at all, | 

Baſt. Bethink your ſelfe wherein you may have offen- 
ded him : and at my entreaty forbeare his preſence, nll 
ſome little rime hath qualified the bear of bis diſpleaſure, 
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chiefe of your perſon,it would ſcarlely alay. 
Edg. Some Villaine bath done me wrong. 
Edam, That's my feare, Ipray you have a continent 
forbear ance nl! rhe ſpeed of his rage goes flower : and as 
Lay,recire with me to my lodging, from whence I will 
ficly bring you to heare my Lord ſpeake : pray ye got, 
there's my key : if you do ſtirre abroa1,g0c arm'd. 
Edg. Arm'd,Brocher ? 
Edmw. Brother, 1 aduiſe you to the beſt, I ammno honeſt 
man, it ther be any good meaning toward you: Thaue told 
you what | have ſeene,and heard : Bur fajnrly, Nothing 
like the1mage, and horror of it, pray you away. 

Edge. Shall l here from you anon ? Exit. 
Edam. 1 do (erue you inthis buhneſſe : 
A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 
Whoſe nature is fo fatre from doing harmes, 
Thar he (u\pe&ts none : on whoſe fooliſh honeftie 
My praGtiſes ride exhe :1 ſee the bufineſſe, 
Ler me,if not by birch, have lands by wit, 
All with me's meete,that I can faſhion fir. Exit. 


Scena T ertia. 


I 


Enter Gonerill, and Steward, 


Gon, Did wy Father ſtrike my Gentleman for chi- 
ding of his Foole ? 

Ste, 1 Madam, 

Gon, By day and night,he wrongs me,cuery howre 
He flaſhes into one grofle crime,or other, 

Thar ſets vs all at ods : He not endure it; 
His Knights grow riotous, and himſelfe ypbraides vs 
On every trifle, When he returnes frombunting, 
I will not ſpcake with him, ſay I am ficke, 
If you come ſlacke of former lervices, 
You ſhall do well, the fault of it Ile anſwer. 

Ste. He's comming Madam, I heare him. 
| Gon. Put on what weary negligence you pleaſe, 
| You and yourFellowes: I'de haue it come to queſtion; 
If he diſtaſte it, let him to my Sifter, - 
Whoſe mind and minel Fnow in that are one, 
Remember what 1 haue ſaid, 
} Ste, Well Madam. 

Gon, And let his Knights haue colder lookes among 
you : what growes of it no matter, aduile your fellowes 
ſo, lle write ſtraight tro my Siſter to hold my couriezpre 
pare for dinner, Exeunt, 


— —— — 
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Scena Quarta. 
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Enter Kent, 


Kent, Tf but as will T other accents borrow, 
That can my ſpeech defuſe,my goodi ntent 
May carry through itſelfe tothar full ifſue 
For which I r2iz'd my likeneffe, Now baniſhr Kent, 
If thou canft ferue where thou doſt ftand condemn'd, 
So may it come,thy Maſter whom thou lovfft, 
Shall find thee full of labours. 


Hornes within, Emer Lear and Attendance 
Lear, Let menot tay a jor for dinner, go per ic req- 
dy:hownow,what art thou? 
! Kent, A manSir. p 
Lear. What doſt thou profefſe? What would'ſt thou | 
with vs? 
Kant. 1 do profeſle to be no leſſe then 1 ſeeme;ro ſerue 
him truely that will pur me in tuft, to love him that 1s 
( hone(.to converſe with him that is wiſe and ſaies little,to 
| teare iyudgement,rto fight when I cannot choole, and to 
eare no fiſh, | 
| Lear. What art thou? 
Kem.. A very honeſt hearted Fellow, and as poore as 
the King. 
Lear. If thou be'{t as poore for 2 ſubieR, as hee's for a 
King,thou art poore enough, What woulatt thou ? 
Kent. Service, | 
Lear. Who wouldſt thou ferue? 
Kent, You. 
Lear. Do'ft thou know me fellow ? 
Kent. No Sir, but you have that in your countenance, | 
which I would taine ca)l Maſter, 
| Lear. What's that ? 
Kent, Authority. . 
| Lear, What {eruices cant thou do ? 
| Kent. I can keepe honeſt countaile, ride, ran,marre a 
curious cale in telling it, and deliver a plaine meſſage 
bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for, I am qual- 
lified in,and che beft of me,is Diligence, 
\ Lear, How old artthou? 
| Kent, Nor lo young Sir to lone a woman for finging, 
nor fo 01d to dote on her for 2vy thing, I haue yeares on 
my backe forty eight. | 
Lear. Follow me,thou ſhalf ſeruc me ,if T like thee no 
worle after dinner, | will not part fromthee yer, Dinoer 
ho,dinre:, where's my knaue*myFoole 2Go you and call 
my Foole hither. You you Sitrah, where's my Daughter? 
Enter Steward. 


Ste, Sopleaſe you Ex. 
Lear. What faies the Fellow there 2? Call the Clot- 
| pole backez wher's my Foole? Ho, I thinke'the world's 
alleepe,how now? Where's thac Mungrell? 
Kn:7h, Heſaies wy Lord, your Daughters is not well. 

Lear. Why came not the {laue backe to me whenI 
call'd kim ? 

Knioh, Sir,he anſwered me inthe roundeſt manner, he 
wonld not. 

Lear. He would not ? | | 

Knight. My Lord, 1know not what the watrer is, 
but ro my indgement your Hiphnefle is not enterrain'd 
with that Ceremonious affection as you were wont, 
theres a great abatement of kindnefle agpeares as well in 
the generall dependants,as in the Duke bimſelte alſo,and 

' your Daughrer, 

Lear. Ha? Saiſt thou (0? 

Knigh. I beſeech you pardon me my Lord, if I bee 
miſtaken, for my duty cannot be lent, when I thinke 
your Highneſle wrong'd. 

Lear. Thou but remembreſt me of mine owne Con- 
ception, 1 haye perceived a moſt faint negle& of late, 
which I haue rather blamed as mine owne iealous curio- 
htie,then as a very prerence and purpole of vnkindneſle; 
I will looke further incoo'cs : but where's my Foole ? I 
have not ſeene h1m this two daies. 

Knight. Since my young Ladies going into France 


Sir, | 


—_—. 
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Pic the Foole hath much pined aW3y.s 
Lear. No more of that, 1havenoted ie well, goe you 
and tell my Daughicr,l would peake with her. Goe you 
call hither my Foole; Oh you Sir, you, come you huher 
Sir, who am [ Sir ? 
Enter Stewar 7, 

Ste, My Ladies Father, | 

Lear. My Ladies Father ?my Lords knave, you whor. 
ſun dog,you {}22e,you curre, 

Ste, | amnone of theſe my Lord, 

I betcech your pardon, | 

Lexr, Do youbandy lookes with me,you Raſcall? 

Ste, ilenor be (trucken my Lord, | 

Kent, Nor tript neither, you bate Foot-ball plaier, 

Lear, I thanke thee fellow. 

Thou feru't mc,and le louc thee, 

Kent. Come fir,ariſe,away,lle teach you differences; 
away, away, if you will meaſure your lvbbers length a- 
gaine, tarry,but away,goe tooghaue you wiſedome,ſo. 

Lew. Now my trieadly knaue I thankethee, there's 
earneſt of thy ſeruice, 

Enter Foole, 

Foole. Let me hire him roo, here's my Coxcombe, 

Lear, How now my pretty knaue, how doft thou? 

Foole. Sirrah, you were beit take my Coxcombe. 

Lear. Why my Boy ? 

Foole, Why?tor taking ones part that's eur of fauour, 
nay, & thou canſt noc ſmile as the wind fits,thou'le carch 
colde ſhortly,there rake my Coxcombez why this fellow 
ha's baniſh'd two on's Daughters, and did the third a 
bl-\ſfing againſt his will,if thou follow him, thou muſt 
needs weare my Coxcombe, How now Nunckle? would 
I had two Coxcombes and two Daughters. 

Lear. Why my Boy? 

Fool. It I gave them all my liuing,]'Id keepe my Cox. 
combes my lelfe, here's mine, beg another of thy 
Daughters, 

Lear. Take heed Sirrah,the whip, _ 

Foole, Truth's adog muſt to kennell, hee muſt bee 
whiprt out, when theLady Brach may ftand by th'fice 
and ftinke, 

Lear. A pcſtilent gall to me. 

Foo/e. Sirha,lle teach thee a ſpeech, 

Lear, Do. 

Foo'e. Marke it Nuncle; 

Haue more then thou ſhoweR, 
Speake lefle then thou knowelt, 
Lend lefſe chen thou oweRt, 

Ride more then thou goeſt, 
Learne more then thou troweſt, 
Set lefl2 then thou throweſt; 
Leave thy drinke and thy whore, 
And keepein adore, 

And thou ſhalt haue more, 

Then two tens toa ſcore. 

Kent, Tins 15 nothing Foole, 

Foole,, Then %is like the breath of an vnfeed Lawyer, 
you gaue menothing tor',can you makeno vie ot nos 
thing Nuncle ? 

Lear. Why no Boy, 

Nothing can & made out of nothing, 

Fov/e. Prychcertell him, to much the rent of his land 
comes to he will not beiecue a Foole, 

Lear, A bitter Foole. 

Foole, Do't thou know the difference my Boy, be- 
tweeae a bitter Foolc,and a ſweet oac. 
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| Might.in their working do you that offence, 
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Lear, No Lad, ceach me. 
Foole. Nunckle, give me an egge, and lle giuethee| 
two Crownes. | | 

Lear, 'W hat ewo Crownes ſhall they be z 

Fools, hy atter | have cut the egge i'th'middleand 
eate vp the weate,the twe Crownes ot the egge: when 
thou cloueſt thy Crownes1i'th'middle, and gau'ſt away | 
both parts, thou boar'ſt thine Aﬀe onthy backe o're the 
durt,thou had'it little wit in thy bald crowne, when thou 
gau'lt thy golden one away ; it 1 ſpeake like my felſein 
this, let hun be whipr that firſt findes it ſo, 

Fooles had nere lefle grace in a yeere, 

For wiſemen are growne foppiſh, 

And know not how their wits to Weare, 

Their manners are fo apiſh. | 
Le. When were you wont to be ſo full of Songs firral?} 

Feole.. I have vied it Nunckle, erc ſince thou mad'ſt 
thy Daughters thy Mothers, for when thougau'ſt theaa } 
the rod,and pur'ſt downe thine owne breeches, then they 
For lodaine ivy did weepe, 

And 1 for ſorrow ſung, 

That ſuch a King ſhould play bo-peepe, 

And goe the Foole among. 

Pry'thy Nunckle keepe a Schoolemaſter that can tcach 
thy Fooleto lic, ] would faine learneto lie, 

Lear, And you lie firrah,wee'l have you whipt. 

Foole, 1 maruell what kin thou and thy daughters are, 
they'l have me whip for ſpeaking true: thou'lc have me 
whipt for lying; and ſometimes | am whipt for holding 
wy peace. I had rather be any kind o'ching then a foole, 
and yet I would not be thee Nunckle,thou haſt pared thy 
wit o'both fides, and Jef nothing i'th'middle; heere 
comes one o'the parings, | 

Evter Conerifl, 
Lear. How now Daughter? what makes that Fronclet 
on? You are roo much ot late i'th' frowne, 

Foole, Thou watt a pretty fellow when thou hadft no 
necd tocaie for her frowning, now thouart an O with- 
ou: a figure, 1 am better then thou art now, am a Foole, 
thou artnothing, Yes torſooch 1 will hold my tongue,lo 
your face bids me,taough you ſay nothing, 
Mum,mum,he that xeepes vor cruſt, not crum, 

Weary of all,ſhall want ſome, That's a ſheal'd mon. 
Gon. Not only $ir this, your, all-lycenc'd Foole, 

Bur other of your inſolcarrerinue 

Do hourely Carpe and Quarrell, breaking forch 

Inranke,and(not to be endur'd) riots Sir, | 

I had rhought by making this well knowne vnto you, 

To haue tound a (ate redrefſe, bur now grow fearetull 

By what your ſelfe too late hauz ſpoke and done, 

Thar you proce this courſe,and = it on 

By your allowance,which if you ſhould, the faule 

W ould not ſcape cenſure,nor the redrefies fleepe, 

Which in the tender of a wholeſome wealc, 


Which elſe were ſhame, that then neceſſitie 
Will call di;fcrezt proceeding, 

Foele, For you know Nuockle, the Hedge-Sparrow 
fed the Cuckoo ſo long, that ics had it head bit off by it 
young,lo out went the Candle,and we wereleft dark- 
ling. 

ol Are you our Daughrer ? (dome 

Gor. I would you would make vic of your good wiic- 
(Whereot ] know you are fraught), and put away 
Thele diſpeſitons, which of late traniport you 
From what you r1ghtly are. , 


Fox, May 
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Foeole. May notan Aﬀe know, when the Cart drawes 
the Horſe ? 9,9 {82% 
Whoop Iugge I loue thee. 

Lear, Do's my heere know me? 
This is not Lear :' a 
Do's Lear watke this? Speake thus? Where urehis cies? 
Either his Notion weakens, his Diſcernings 
Are Lethargicd. Ha: Waking 2.'Fis aor lo? 
Who is it that cao tell me who 1 am ? 

' Foole., Lears ſhadow. 

/ Lear. Y our name, faire Gentlewoman ? 

Gon, This admiration Sir, is much o'c|*favour 
Of other your new prankes.- I do befeech you 
To vaderſtand my purpotles arignt : 
'As you are Old, and Reverend,ſhould be Wiſe. 
Heere do you keepe a hundred Knights and Squires, 
Men ſo diforder'd, io deboſh'd, and bold, 
Thar this our Court infected with their manners, 
Shewes like a riotous Inne ; Epicuriſme 2nd Luſt 
Makes it more like a T auerne, or a Brothell, 
Then a grac'd Pallace, Theſhameir ſelfe doth ſpeak 
For inſtant remedy. Be then defir'd 
By her, that elſe will rake the thing ſhe begges, 
A little ro diſquantity your Traine, 
And the remainders that ſhall fill depend, 
To be ſuch men as may beſore your Ape, 
Which know the mſclues, and you, 

Lear, Darknefle, and Diuecls, 
Saddle my horſes : call my Traine rogether, 
Degenerate Baſtard, Ile not trouble thee ; 
Yet haue I lefr a daughter. 

Gon, You ſtrike my people,and your diſorder'drable, 
make Seruants of their Berters, 


yt 


__— — — 


Enter Albavy. 
Lear. Woe, that too late repents : 
Is it your will, ſpeake Sir? Prepare my Hotles, 
Ingratitnde ! thou Marble-hearted Fiend, 
More hideous when thou ſhew'ſt thee in a Child, 
Then the Sea-monſter. 
Alb. Pray Sir be patient. 
Lear, Detefted Kite, thoulyeft. 
My Traine are men of choice, and rareſt parts, 
Thar all particulars of dutic know, 
And in the moſt exaR regard, ſupport 
The worſhips of their name. O moſt ſmall fault, 
How vgly did't thou in Cordelia ſhew ? 
Which like an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature 
From the fixt place: drew from my hearrt all lone, 
And addedto the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear | 
Beate at this gate that let thy Folly in, 
And thy deere Iydgement out. Go,go,my people. 
Alb. My Lord, | am guiltleſſe, as lam ignorant 
Of what hath moved you, 
Lear. It may be ſo,my Lord, 
Heare Nature, heare deerc Goddeſle, heare : 
Suſpend chy purpoſe, if thou did'ſ intend 
To make this Creature fruirtull : 
Into her Wombe conuey ftirrility, 
Drie vp in her the Organs of increaſe, 
And from her derogate body, neuer ſpring 
A Babe to honor her. If ſhe muſt teeme, 
Create her childe of Spleene, that it may live 
And be athwart difnatur'd torment to her. 
Let it ftampe wrinkles in her brow of youth, 
Wirh cadent Teares free Channels in her checkes, 
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Turne 8ll her Mothers paines, and benefits 
To laughter,and contempr : That ſhe may feele, 
How ſharper then a Serpents tooth it is, 
To have athanklefle Childe, Away, away. 
Alb. Now Gods that we adore, 
Whereot comes this ? . 
Gon. Neuer 8tfl1& your felfe to know more of it ; 
Bur let his diſpoſition have that ſcope 
As.dotage piues it, 


| 


Exit, 


Enter Lear. | 

Leer. What tiitie of my Followers at a clap ? 
Within a fortnight? 

Aib. What's the matter Sir? 

Lear. llecell thee: 
Life and death, 1 am aſham'd _ 
T hat thou baſt power to ſhake my manhood thus, 
That theſe hot teares, which breake from me perforce | 
Should make thee worth them, 
Blaſtes and Fogges vpon thee : 
Th'vntented woundings of a Fathers curſe 
Pierce euerieſenſe about thee, Old fond eyes, 
Beweepe this cauſe againe, Ile plucke ye out, 
And caſt you with the waters that you looſe 
Totemper Clay, Ha? Letit be {o, 
| haue aoocher daughter, 
Wono I am ſure is kinde and comfortable : 
W hen ſhe ſhall heare this of thee, with ber nailes 
Shee'i fleazhy Woluiſh viſage. Thou ſhalt finde, 
That le reſume the ſhape which thou doſt thinke 
I haue caſt off for euer. | 

G-m. Do you marke that ? 

Alb. I cannot be ſopartiall Gonerill, 
To the great loue ] beare you. 

Gon, Pray you content. What Ofwald,hoa? 
You Sir,more Knaue then Foole,after your Maſter, 

Foole. Nunkle Lear, Nunkle Lear, 
Tarry,toke the Foole with thee: 


Exit 


Aad ſuch a Daughter, 
Snould ſure to the Slaughter, 
If my Cap would buy a Halter, 
So the Foole followes after. 
Gon. This man hath had good Counſel}, 
A hundred Knights ? | 
'Tis politike, and fafeto let him keepe 
Ar-point a hundred Knights : yes, that on everie dreame, 
Each boz, each fancie, each complaint, diſlike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their powres, 
And 0 q our lives in mercy, Oſwald, 1 lay, 
Alb. Well,you may feare coo tarre, 
Gow. Safer then trufl coo farre ; 
Let me til! rake away the harmes I feare, 
Not feare ſtill ro be taken. I know his heart, 
What he hath yrter'd I have writ oy Sifter ; 
If he ſuſtaine him, and his bundred Knights 
When I baue ſhew'd th'ynficneſle, 


Enter Steward, 

How now Oſwald? 
What have you writ that Letter to my Siſter ? 

Srew. ] Madam, 

Gon. Take you ſome company, and away to bore, 
Informe her full of my particular feare, 
And thereto adde ſuch reaſons of your owne, 
As may compact it more. Gert you gone, 
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| : xi And haſten your returne; no,ne,my Lotd, Fool, She that's a Maid now,& lavghzsat mydeparture, 
TH: 14" This milky gentlenefſe,aad £ourle of yours Shall not be a Maid long, vnlefle chings be cut ſhorter. 
44. Though I condemoe not, yet ynder pardon. | E xevnt, 
{ Your are much more at task for want of wiſedome, REI" fly: e—reromprey 


Then prai'sd for harmefull mildnefſe, | : 

Alb, How tarte your cies maay pierce I cannot tell; | Atlus Y ecundus. Scen P Prim FRY 
Strivivg to beter, oft we marre what's well, ? 

Con, Nay then — FIT | TM 


Aib, Well,well;the'uent. | Exenm —_ 
Enter Baſt ard,aud Curan,ſenerath, 


Paſt, Sauethce Carar, 
Cur. And your Sir, have bin 
| With your Father,and given him notice : 
-— { That the Duke of Cormwal,and Regan his Ducheile 
| Will behere with him this night. 
Emer Lear, Kent ,Gentleman,aud Fools, Baſt, How comes that? | 
| Cmr. Nay I know not, you baue heard ofthe newes a= 
Lear. Go you before to Gloſter with theſe Letters; \ broad, I meane the whiſper'd ones, for they are yer bur 
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WT acquaint my Daughter no further with any thing you | car-o\ifſing arguments, 
[1 know, then comes from her demand eur of the Letter, Baſt. Nocl: pray you what are they ? 
£0» :þ if your Dilligence be nor ſpeedy, I ſhall be there afore (#7. Have you heardof no likely Warres toward, 
63 l you. ' 'Twixtthe Dukes of Cornwall,and Albany? 
| 4" HI 4 Kent, Iwill not leepe 'my Lotd, till I have delivered Baſt. Not aword, | 
7:23 $9. i your Letter, Exit, Cur. You may do thenin time, 
I $5: 27 Foole. If a mans braines were in's heeles, wert notin Fare you well Sir. . Exit, 
4!) danger of kybes ? Za#t, The Duke behere co night ? The better beſt, 
ne f | | Lea. I Boy- | This weaues it {elfe perforce into my bufineſſe, 
by Ni Foole. ThenT prythee be merry, thy wit ſhall not go { My Father hath ſet guard to take my Brother, 
AR $6 | ſlip-ſhod, And Ihaucone thing of a queazie queſtion 
# j mes : Lear, Hahagha, Which ] muſt aR, Brictencfiz,and Fortune worke, 
3.384 Foel. Shalt ſee thy other Daughter will vſe thee kind- : Emer Edgar. 
TEE - | ly, for though the's as like this, as a Crabbe's. like an | Brother, 8 word, diſceng; Brother I ſay, 
"Ys 1 | | Apple,yet 1 can tell what I can tell, My Father watches: O Sir fly this place, | 
118 #1 Lear. What can't cell Boy ? Intelligence is given where you are hid; | 
Foole. She will taſte as likethis as, 2 Crabbe do's toa | You haue now the good aduantage of thenight, 
1" % EE. Crab : thou canſtitell why ones noſe ſtands 1'th'middle- | Haue you not ſpoken *gainſt the Buke of Cornewall? 
"0 on's face? Hee's comming hither,now i'th' mghrt,ih' haſte , | 
T1 Lear. No. ' And Regan with him, haue you nothing ſaid 
at Fools, Why to keepe ones eyes of either ſide's noſe, | Vpon his paitie *gainſt the Duke of Albery ? 
| that what a man cannot ſmell out,he may ſpy into, Aduiſe your clfe, 
Tear, I did her wW7onge E . I am ſure on't,not a2 word, 
Foole, Can'tt cell how an Oyſter makes his ſhell? Baſt. 1 hearemy Father comming,pardon me; 
Lear. No, - In cunring,l mvſt jraw my Sword vypon you: 
| Feele. Norl neither; but I can tell why a Snaile ha's Draw,ſfecme to defend your ſelfe, 
k a houſe, Now quit you well. 
$44? Lear, Why ? | Yeeld,come before my Father, light hoa,here, | 
v1.44 Foole. Why to pur's head in,notto giue it away to his | Fly Brother, Torches, Torches,lo taxewell. 
daughters,and leauec his hornes without a cafe. | | Exit Edgar, 
* | Ze. lil forget my Nature, ſo kind a Father fBe | Some blood drawne 6n me. would beget opinion | 
| my Horſles ready? | Of my more fierce endeauour. lhaue ſcene drunkards 
Foole, Thy Aﬀes are gone about 'em; rhe reaſon why Do more thenthis ta {port; Father, Father, | 
Pf} 1 the ieven Starres are no mo then ſeuen, is a pretty reaſon, } Stop,ftop,ao helpe? 
| | Lear, Becauſe they are not eight. 
| | Feole. Yes indeed,thou would'ftmake a good Foole, Enter Gloſter and Seruants with Torches, 
"FI Lear. Totak't againe perforce; Monſter Ingratitude ! 
W 1 b>361t Foole. If thou wert my Foole Nunckle, I'd hauethee Glo. Now Edmund, where's the villaine? 
waT1N beaten for being old before thy time. Gaſt. Here ſtood be in the dark,his ſharpe Sword out, 
{ i | ih Lear, How's that? | Mun bling of wicked chacmes,coniuring the Moone 
01:11 I Foole, The” 10uldt nor have bin old, till thou hadſt - | To ſtand auſpicious Miftris, | 
; Wk 1 1 bin wile Glo. But where 1s he? 
& % {1-0 Ls ct me not be mad, not mad ſweet Heaven 2 Baſt. Looke Sir,l bleed. 
| [18 f. : 13. 4 ke £ mrewper,[ would not be mad, How now are Glo. Where is the villaine,Edawwnd? 
' ! ls 353.108 .1orfcs ready ? Baſt, Fled this way Sir, when by no meanes he could. 
i 0. 1.313 8 Gent, Ready iy Lord, | Glo. Purſue him,ho:go after, By no meanes, what? 
hk - 8 £21 Lear. Come Boy. | Baſt. Perſwade me to the murther of your Lordſhip, 
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Bur that I told him the revenging Gods, 
'Gainft Paricides did all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold,and firong aBone 
The Child was bound to'th' Father; Sir in fine, 
Seeing how lothly oppoſe I ſtood 
To his vnnaturall purpole,in fell motion 
Wirth his prepared Sword, he charges home 
My voprouided body,latcti'd mine arme; 
And when he ſaw my beſt alarum'd ſpirits 
Bold in the quarrels right,rouz'd to th'encounter, 
Or whether galted by the noyſe 1 made, 
Full ſodainely he fled. 
Gloſt. Lethim fly farre: 

Not in this Land ſhall he remaine vacaught 
And found; diſpatch,the Noble Duke my Maſter, 
My worthy Arch and Patron comes to night, 
By his authoritie I will proclaime ir, 
That he whuch finds him ſhall deſerue our thankes, 
Bringing the murderous Coward to the take; 
| He that conceales him death, 

Baſt. When I diſſwaded him from his intent, 
And tound him pight ro doe it, with curſt ſpeech 
| rhreaten'd to diſcouer him; he replied, 
Thou vynpoſlefſing Baftard,doft thou thinke, 
It I would land againſt thee, would the repoſall 
Ofany trutt, vertue,or worth in thee 
Make thy words faith'd e No, what ſhouldI denie, 
(As this I would, though thou didſt produce 
My very CharaQter) I'd rurne it all 
To thy ſuggeſtion,plot,and damned praQtiſe ; ; 
And thou muſt make a dullard of the world, | 
If they not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potentiall ſpirits 
To make thee ſecke it, - 

Glo. O ſtrange and faſtned Villaine,' 
Would he deny his Letter, ſaid he? 
Harke,the Dukes Trumpets, I know not wher he comes; 
All Ports Ile barre,the villaine ſhallnor ſcape, 

The Duke muft grant me that ; beſides, his picture 

I will ſend farre and neere, that all the kingdome 

May haue due note of him,and of my land, 

| (Loyall and natural] Boy) [le worke the meanes 
To make thee capable. 


—_— 


Tucket within, 


Enter Cornewall Regan, and Attendants, 


Corn, How now my Noble friend, fince I came hither 
(Which I can call but now,)l haue heard ſtrangeneſle, 
Reg. If it be truc;all vengeance comes too ſhore 
| Which can purſue th'dffender; how doft my Lord 2 
Glo, O Madam,my old heart is crack'd,it's crack'd, 
Reg, Whart,did my Fathers Godſonne ſeeke your life? 
He whom my Father nam'd,your Edgar? 
Glo, O Lady, Lady,ſhame would haue it hid. 
Reg.\Was he not companion withthe riotous Knights 
Thar tended vpon my Father ? 
Glo. I know not Madam, 'tis too bad,too bad, 
Baſt. Yes Madam,he was of that conſort. 
Reg, No maruaile then,though he were ill affected, 
'Tis they haue put him on the old mans death, 
To haue th'expence and waſt of his Revenues : 
{1 haue this preſent evening from my Siſter 
Beene well inform'd of them,and with ſuch cautions, 
Thar if they come to ſoiourne at my houſe, 
[le not berthere. 
Cor. Nor J,aſſurethee Regan; 


| Edmund,l heare that you haue ſhewne your Father 


| Befear'd of doing harme,make your owne purpoſe, 


Sor | 


A Child-like Ofhce, 
Bet, It was my duty Sir, 
Glo, He did bewray his praQtiſe,and receiu'd | 
This hurt you ſee, ftriuing ro apprehend him. | 
Cor. Ishe purſued? 
Glo. 1 my gog9d Lord. | 
Cor, lf he be taken,he ſhall neuer more 


Hcw in my (trength you pleaſe: for you Edwwnd, 
Whofe verve and obedience doth this inftant 
So much commend i ſ{elfe,you ſhall be ours, 
Nature's of ſuch deepe truſt, we ſhall much need: 
You we firſt ſeizeon., * 
Paſt. 1 ſhall ſerve you Sir rruely,how ever elſe. 
Glo, For him thanke your Grace. 
Cor, You know not why we came to viſit you? 
Reg. Thus out of ſeaſon,thredding darke cy'd night, 
Occations Noble Gloſt er of ſome prize, 
Wherein we muſt have vſe of your-aduiſe, 
Our Father he hath writ, ſo hach our SiNer, 
Of difterences, which I beft though ir fir 
To anſwere from our home : the mot Meſſengers 
From hence attend diſpatch,our good old Friend, 
Lay comforts to your boſome,and beftow 
Your needfull counſaile to our buſineſſes, 
Which craues the inſtant vie. 
Glo. I ſerue you Madam, 


Your Graces are right welcome, Exeurnt. Flonriſh, 
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Scena Secunda. 


hmm an_ 


Enter Kent ,aad Steward ſererally. 


Stew. Good dawning to thee Friend, art of this houſe? 

Kent. f. 

Stew, Where may welet our horſes ? 

Kent, I'th'myre. 

Stew. Prythee,if thon lou'lt me, tell me, 

Kent. I] loue thee not. 

Ste, Why then ] care not for thee,' 

Kent. 1f I had thee in Lipshury Pinfold, I would make 
thee care for me, X 

Ste, Why do'ft thou vſe methus ? I know theenort, 

Kent, Fellow I know thee, 

Ste. Whar do'ſt thou knew me for? 

Kent. AKnaue,a Raſcall, an cater of broken meates,a 
baſe, proud, ſhallow, beggerly, three-ſuired-hundred 
pound, filrhy wooſted- ſtocking knave,a Lilly-livered, 
aRtion-taking,whoreſon gleſſe-gazing ſuper-ſeruiceable 
| finicall Rogue, one Trunke-inheriting flaue, one that 
| would't be a Baud in way of good ſervice, and art no- 
| thing but the compoſition of a Knaue, Begger, Coward, 
Pandar, and the Sonne and Heire of a Mungrill Biech, 
one whom [ will beate into clamours whining, if thou 
deny'ſt the leaſt fil/able of thy addition, | 

Stew, Why,what a monſtrous Fellow art thou, thus 
to raile on one, that is neither knowne of thee, nor 
knowes thee ? 

Kent, Whata brazenefac'd Varlet art thou, todeny 
thou knoweſt me ? Is it two dayes fince I rripr vp thy 
heeles, and beate thee before the King?Draw you rogue, | 

for | 
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+ .-/8 | for cough it be night, yer the Moone ſbines,Jle makea Then ftands on any ſhoulder that I ſee oy 
| —_ | ſop oth' Moonſhine of you, you whoreſon Cullycnly | germ CE | | 
; | Barber-monger,draw. ' orn. This is ſome Fellow 
TRE | Stew, Away, haue nothing to do with thee. Who hauing beene prais'd for bluntnefſe,doth affeRt | 
tl: | Kent, Draw you Raſcall, you come with Letters a= | A ſaucy roughnes,and conſtraines the garb 
1 18 gainſt the King,and take Vanitie the puppers part, a- | Quite from his Nature, He cannot flatter he, | 
| | gainſt the Royaltie of her Father : draw you Rogue, or | An honeſt mind and plaineghe muſt ſpeake truth, 
| { %  * | Hefocarbonadoyour thanks, draw you Raſcall, come | And they will take it lo,ifnor, hee's plaine. 
Sit your waies, Theſe kind of Knaues I know, which in this plainneſſe 
iT Ste. Helpe,ho,murthcr,helpe. Harbour more craft,and more corrupter ends, 
! t Kent, Strike you flaue : Rand rogue, ſand you neat —_ rwenty filly. ducking obſeruants, 
'/- WF ſlaue,ſtrike, That ſtretch their duties nicely, 
':+ BM Stew. Helpe hoa,murther,murther. Kent, Sir,in good faith, in fincereverity, 
a | - Vander th'allowance of your great aſpeQ, | 
$9411.24 | Enter B:ſt ard,Cornewall, Reg an,Gloſter Sernams, _ —_—_ = the wreath of radient fire 
34: On flicking Phepm front. | 
| IN: & Baſt. How now, what's the matter ?Part, Comm. What mean'ſt by this ? | 
$1400 Kent. With you goodman Boy, if you plcaſe,come, Kent, To go out of my diale&, which you diſcom- 
KIN He fleſh ye,come cn yong Maſter. mend {o much; Iknow Sir,l am no fatterer, he that be- 
$50 1480 Glo, Weapons? Armes ? what's the matter here? | guild you ina plaine accent, was a plaine Knaue, which 
121 hh: Coy. Keepe peace ypon your liues, he dies that iikes | for my parr 1 will not be, though I ſhould win your 
(6 againe,whart is the matter ? diſpleaſure to entreat m* too't, ; 
| ; | | | Reg, The Meſſengers from our Siſter, and the King ? Corn, What was th'offence you gaue him? 
41I4I$! Cor. What is your difference, ſpcake ? Ste, Incuer gave him any: 
wo 1 l | Stew. 1 am "ae in breath wy 96% | Ir pleas'dthe King his Maſter very late 
CFR . Kent, No Marucll, you haue ſo beftir'd your valour, | Toftrike at me ypon his miſconftruRion, 
p> * j* you cowardly Ralcall,nature diſclaimes inthee;a Taylor | When he compact, and flattering his diſpleaſure 
Wa made thee, | Tripr me behind:being downe, inſulted, rail'd, 
8.4 Cor, Thou art a ſtrange fellow,a Taylor make a man? | And put ypon bim fuch a deale of Man, 
MP Kent. A Taylor Sir,a Stone-cotter,or a Paintcr,could } That worthicd him, got praiſes of the King, 
3 not hauc made him ſo ill, though they had bin buttwo | For hie ty x 1%. 97 PI rwo95 org 
i cares oth'trade. And in the fleſhment of this dead exploit, 
4 WW? {2 { Cor. Speake yet,how grew your quarrel!? Drew on me here againe. 
"ol | ; Ste, This ancient Rufhan Sir, whole life I have ſpar'd Kent, None of theſe Rogues,and Cowards 
F 7! at ſure of his gray-beard. But Aax is there Foole. * 
Kent, Thou whoreſon Zed, thon vnnecefſary letter; | Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks ? | 
my Lord,if you will give me leaue, Iwilltread this vn- | Youftubboroeancient Knauc, you reuerent Bragart, 
| boulred villaine into morter, and daube the wall ofa ! Wee'] teach you, 
1 | _ —_ a6 Spare. my gray-beard,you wa gtaile? | . ava Kms wy _ —_— % ww 
or. Peace firrah, 2 , 
You beafily knaue, know you no reverence ? On whole itployment | was ſent to you, 
Kent. Yes Sir,but anger hath a priuiledge, You ſhall doe {tall re{peRs, ſhow too bold malice 
Cor, Why art thou angrie ? Againlt the Grace,and Perſon of my Mafter, 
Kent, That ſuch a (laue as this ſhould weare a Sword, | Stocking his Meſſenger, 
I b _—y | tuch = rogues as thele, . n wa! a __ nm > SEbEIE FS 
ike Rats oft bite the holy cords1atwaine, $ | haud lite onour, Noone, 
Which are tintrince, t'vnlooſe : ſmooth euery pafſion Reg. Till noone? till night my Lord,and all night coo, 
Thar in the naturesof their Lords rebell, Kent, Why Madam,if I were your Fathers dog, 
1 Being oile to fire, ſnow to the colder moodes, You ſhould not v(e meſo, 
| © 16A "pe III _—_ beakes Reg. ns aan _ | MC 
Wirth cuery gall,and variy of cheir Maſters Cor, This is a Fellow of the ſelte ſage colour 
howin g - oht (like but following : Our Siſter ſpeakes of. Come,bring away the Stocks. 
A plague vpon your Epilepricke viſage, G's, Let me beſecch your Grace,not to doo, 
| Smoiſe you my {pceches,as I] were a Foole? The King his M:Rter,needs muſt take it ill 
| Goole,!t I had you ypon Sarum Plaine, That he fo {\ightly valued in his Meſſenger, 
| 11d driue ye cackling howe to Care/st, Should haue h - Mm mar reſtrained, 
' Corz, YVhart art thou mad old Fellow? Cor, Ile anſwere that. 
Mii ty Ghft How tell you our, lay that? Reg. My Siſter may recieve it much more worſſe, 
, p11. Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, To hauc her SEERIN _ d,affaulted, ys 
Wi: LL4: Me Then I,and ſuch a knaue, Corn, Come my Lord,away. xit, 
W471 | ho Why do'lt thou call him Knave ? | Glo. 1 am ſorry for thee friend,'tis the Duke pleaſuge, 
RE $12) What is his faulc? Whoſe diſpoſition allthe world well knowes 
wh | pile Kent. His countenance likes me not. | | Will net be rub'd nar ſtopr, Ile entreat for thee, 
Tet ® 7 | /.. Cor. Nowore perchance do's mine,not his,nor hers; | Kenr,Pray -— not oo haue mags = m__ hard, 
64/10 BRRt Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plaine, Some time | ſhall (leepe out,thereft Ile whiſtle ; 
h "uy, [ i I haue ſcene berter faces in py time, A good mans fortune may grow oucat heeles; Ry 
#1141. 5 "wu 
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Giue you good morrow, 
Gb. The Duke's roo blamein his, 

'Twill be il! caken, Exit. 
Kent,Good King,that muſt approve the common law, 

Thou out of Heauens benedition com'R | 

To the warme Sun. 

Approach chou Beacon to this yader Globe, 

That by thy comfertable Beames 1 may 

Peruſe this Letter. Nothing almolt lecs miracles 

But miſerie. I know 'tis from Corgel:a, 


| 


The T rapedie of K ing Lear. 


| 


| 


Who hath moſt fortunately beene inform'd 

Of my obſcured courſe, And ſhall finde time 
From this enormous State, ſeeking to give 

Loſſes their remedies .All weary and o're-watch'd, 


—— 


Take vantage heanie cyes,not to behold 
This ſhametnll lodging. Fortune gaodnight, 
Smile once moregturac thy wheels, 


Enter Edrar, 


Ed. T heard my felfe prociaim'd, 

} And by the happy bollow ofa Tree, 

| Eſcap'd the huoe, No Port is free,no place 

That guard, and moſt ynuſall vigilance 

Do's nat attend my taking. Wh les | may ſcape 

I will preſerue mylelfe : and aw berhoughr 

To take the baſeſt,and moRt poorett ſhape 

That ever penury in contempt of man, 

Brought neere to beaſt; my tice le grime with filth, 
Blanket my loines,elfe all my haires in knots, 

And with preſented nakednefie one-tace 

The Windes,and perſecutions of the skie; 

The Country gives me proote.and prefident 

Of Bedlam beggers, who with roaring voices, 

Strike in their num'd and mortified Armes, : 
Pins, W odden-prickes, Naylies.Sprigs of Roſemarie : 
And with this horrible ovieA, from low Farmes, 

Poore pelting Villages, Sheeps-Coates,and Milles, 
Sometimes with Lunaticke bans, ſomeiume with Prajers 
Inforce their charitie : poore Twrlygod poore Tom, 
Thar's ſemething yet; Edgar | aguhing am, Exit, 
E-ter Lear ,Foole,an1 Gentleman, 


Lea. Tis range that they ſhould ſo depart from home, 
And not fend backe my Mellengers, 
Gent. As llearn'd, 
The night before,there was no purpoſe in them 
Of this remoue. 

Kent, Haile to thee Noble Maſter, 

Lear. Ra? Malt thou chus ſhame aby paſtime ? 

Kerr. No my Lord, 

Foole, Hah,ha, he weares Cruel! Garters Horſes are 
tide by the heads, Dogges and Beares by'*thnecke, 
Monkies by*h'loynes, and Men by*th' legs; when 8 man 
overluttic ar. legs, then he weares wodden netheg ſocks. 

Lear. Whar's he, . 

That hath ſo much thy place miſtooke 

To ſet thee heere? 

Kent. 1t 18 both he and ſhe, 

Your $0n,2nd Daug 
Lear. No. 

Kent, Yes, | 
L ear, No lay, 

kent. | ſy yea. 

Lear. By {wpitcy 1 ſweare no, 


ater. | 
-. 


—— 
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| 


» Siew'din his haſte, halfe breathlefſe,paincing forch 


—_————__ 


Kent. By Inzo,] (weare I, 

Lear. They durſt not do'r: 
They could not, would not do't : 'tis worſe then murther, 
To do ypon reipect ſuch violent outrage: 
Reſolue me wich all modeſt haſte, which way 
Thou mighrtt delerue,or they 1mpole this viage, 
Comming from v3. 

Kent. My Lord whesn at their home | 
I did commend your Highneſfic Lecters to them, | 
Fre [| was riſen from the place, chat hewed 
My dutic kneeling,came there « reeking Poſte, | 


—_— 


| 


From Goneriff his M. (tris, ſalucations; 
Deliver'd Letters ſpight of intermi(Non, | 
Which preſently they read; on thoſe concengs 

They ſummon'd vp their neeiney, (traight rooke Hotfſe, 
Cotamanded me to follow, and attend 

The leiſure of their anſwer, gaue me cold lookes, 

And meeting heere the other Mefleoger, 

Whoſe welcome I perceiu'd had porton'd mine, 

Be:ng the very fellow which of late 

D.{plaid fo ſawcily againſt your Highneſſe, 

Having more man then wit about me,drew; 

He rais'd che houſe, with loud and coward cries, | 

Your Sonne and Daughter found this treſpaſſe worth 
The ſhame which heere ir ſuffers, ( way, 

Foole, Winters not gon yer,if the wil'd Geeſe fly that 
Fathers that weare rags, do make their Childreo blind, 
Bur Fathers that beace bags,ſhall ſee their children k:nd. 
Fortune that arrant whore,nete turns the key toth' poore, 
But for all this thouſhale have as many Dolors tor thy 
Daughters,as tkoucanſtrell in a yeare, 

Lear. Oh how this Mother iwels vp toward my heart! 
Hiſtorica paſſio,downe thou climing ſorrow, 
Thy Elements below where is this Daughter? 

Keat, Wirh the Earle Sir, here within, 

Lex. Follow me nor,fiay here, 

' Gen, Made youno more offence, 
But what you ſpeake of ? 

Kent. None : 

H« w chance the the King comes with ſo ſmall anumber? 
Foole. And thou hadtt beene ſet i'th* Stockes for that | 
queſtion,thoud'ſ well deferu'd it, 

Kent, Why Foole ? | 

Foole, Wee'l ſcethee to ſchoole to an Ant, toteach 
thee ther s no labouring 1'th* winter, All chat follow their 
noſes,are led by their eyes, but blinde men, and there's 
not a noſe among ewentv, but can {mell mim that's fink. 

ing; let go thy hold, when a greatwheele runs downe a 
hill, Lzatl it breake thy necke with following, Bur the 
great one that goes vpward, let him drawthee ater : 
when a w.ſeman giues thee better counſellgiue we mine 
againe, I would hause none bur knaues follow it, fince a | 
Foole giucs it, 

That Sir, which ſerues and ſeekes for gaine, 
And follo wes but tor forme; 

Will packe,when it begins cocaine, 

And leave thee in the ſtorme, 

But I will tarry,the Foole will tay, 

And let the wi.emanfllic ; 

The knaue turnes Foole that runnes away, 
Tl:e Foole aojknaue per dic, 


Exit. 


Enter Lear and Gloſter: 
Kem, Where learn'd you this Foole? 
Foole, Not i'th* Stocks Foole, 
rr 


Lear. 


> —_—_—_— OI —_ 
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- TheTragedie of King Lear. 


Lear. Deny to ſpeake with me? 

They are ſicke,they are weary, 

They haue trauail'd all the night ? meere fetches, 

The images of reuolt and flying oft, 

Feich me a better anſwer. 

Glo. My deere Lord, 

You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 

How ynremoucable and fixt he is 

In tis owne courſe. 

Lear. V -ngeance,Plague,Death,Confuſion : 
Fiery? What quality ? Why Clofter.Gloſter, 
| Vid ſpeake wichthe Duke of Cornewall,and his wife. 
Glo. We!| my good Lord,I hauc inform'd them ſo. 
Lear, \nform d them? Do'(t thou vnderſtand me man, 
(Glo. | my good Lord. 
Lear. Tie King would ſpeake with (orrwal, 
The deere Father c \ 
Would with his Daughter (peake,commands,tends,ſer/ 
Arethey inform'd of this? My breath and blood: {vice, 
Fiecy? The fiery Dnke,tell the hot Duke that —— 
Nu, but not yet,may be he is not well, 
lafirmity doth (till negleR all office, 
Wheieto our health is bound, we are not our ſelues, 
When Nature being oppreſt, commands the mind 
To (uffer with the body; le forbeare, 
And am fallen out with my more headier will, 
To take = indiſpos'd and ſickly fir, 
For the ſoand man. Death op my ſtxte : wherefore 
Should heſfic heere 2 This a perſwades me, 
That this temotion of the Duke and her 
Is practiſe only. Giue me my Seruant forth; 

Goe tel! the Duke, and's wiſe, I'd ſpeake with them : 

Now,preſently : bid them come forth and heare me, 

Or at their Chamber donare [le beate the Drum, 

Till it crie (leepe to death, 

- Glo. 1 would haue all well berwixt you. Exit. 
Lear. Oh me my heart ! My riſing hear: ! But downe. 
Foale. Cry to it Nunckle, as the Cockney did tothe 

Ecles,when ſhe pur 'em 1'ih* Pafte alive, ſhe knapt 'em 

o'th' coxcombs with a ſticke, and crved downe wantons, 

downe; 'twas her Brother, that in pure kindnefſe to his 


Horſe buttered his Hay, 


Enter Cornewall, Regan Gloſter Sermants, 

Liar, Good morrow to you bath. 

Corn, Haileto your Grace. "ent here ſet at liberty, 

Reg lam gladrto (ce your Highneſle. 

Lear. Regan,1thinke your are . I know what reaſon 
Thaue to thinke ſoit thou ſhould not be plaG, 

1 would divorce me from thy Mother Tombe, 
Sepulchring an Adultreſſe. O are you free? 
Some other time forthat, Beloued Regan, 

Thy Siflers naught : oh Regan, ſhe hath tied 
Sharpe-tooth'd vnkindnelle, like a vulture heere, 
I can ſcarce ipeake to thee ,thou'ltnot beleeue 
With how deprau'd a quality. * Oh Regan, 

Reg. I pray you Sir, take patience, 1 haue hope 
You leſſe know how to value her deſert, 

Then ſhe co {cant her dorie, 

Lear, Say ? How is that? 

Keg I cannot thinke my Siſter in the leaft 
Would faile her Obligation. IfSir perchance 
She have reftrained the Riots of your Followres, 
'Tis on ſuch ground,and to ſuch wholetome end, 
As ciceres her from all blame, 

Lear, My curles on her. 


La 


A 


3. 


/etok n,mble Lightnings,dart your blinding flames 


Tt.at ſhe would ſoonebe heere. Is your Lady come? 


OO ee Ee eee ett, 


Reg, OSir,you are old, 
Nature in you ftands on the yery Verge 
Ot his confine : you ſhould be rul'd, andled 
By ſome diſcretion, that diſcernes your ſtate 
Berter then you your ſelfe : therefore 1 pray you, 
That to our Siſter, you do make rerurne, 
Say you have wrong'd her. 

Lear, Aske her forgiueneſſe? 
Do you but marke how this becomes the houſe ? 
Deere daughter, 1 confeſſe chat 1am old; 
Age is vnneceſlary : on my knees I begge, 
That you'l vouchſafe me Rayment, Bed,and Food. 


Keg. Good Sirgno more : theſe are yaſightly trickes : 
Recurne you to my Siſter, 


Lear. Never Regan : 
She hath abated me of halfe my Traine; 
Look'd blacke vpon me, ſtrooke me with her Tongue 
Moſt Serpeni-like, vpon the yery Heart, 
All the ſtor d Vengeances of Heauen, fall 
On her ingratefull rop : frike her yong bones 
Yourt:king Ayres, with Lemevidh 

Corn. Fye br. fie. 


Jato her ſcorntull eyes: Infe& her Beauty, 


You Fen-ſuck'd Fogges, drawne by the powrfull Sunne, 
To fall,and blifter, 


Reg, O the bleſt Gods ! 
So will you wiſh on me, when the rath moode is on, 
Lear. No Regan,thou ſhalt never haue my curſe: 
Thy tender-hetted Nature ſhall not give 
Thee o're to harſhnefſe : Her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not burne, 'Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleaſures, ro cut off my Traine, 
To banuy hiſty words, to ſcant my fizes, 
And 1n conciufion, to oppoſe the bolt 
Againſt my comming in, Thou better know 
The Offices of Nature, bond of Childhood, 
Efﬀects of Curtehe, dues of Gratitude: 
Thy halfe o'*th'King dome haſt thou not forgor, 
W herein 1 thee endow'd. | 
Reg. Good Sir, ro'th*purpoſe. Tacket with's. 
Lear. Who put my n an 'th'Stockes ? 
Enter Steward.,\ 
Corn, What Trumper's that ?, 
Reg. Iknow't,my Siſters ; this approues her Letter, 


Lear, This is a Slaue, whole eafie borrowed pride 
Dwels in the fickly grace of her he followes, 
Our Valet, fromuny fight. 
Corn, What meanes your Grace? 
Enter Gonerill, 
Lear,\Who ftockt my Seruant? Regen, ] have good hope 
Thou 9did'ſt not know on't, 
Who comes here ? O Heavens ! 
If you do loue old men ; if your ſweet ſway 
Allow Obedience ; if you your ſelues are old, 
Make it your cauſe ; Send downe,and take my part. 
Art not aſham'd to looke vpon this Beard ? 
O Regan, will you take her by the hand ? 
Gon, Why not by'th'hand Sir? How haueI offended? 
All's not Monch that indiſcretian findes, 
And dotage termes ſo. 
Lear. O fides, you are too tough ! 
Will you yet hold? | 
How came my man i*th*Stockes ? 
Corn, I et him there, Sir : but his owne Diſorders 


| 


. Defſervwd 


tt 
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The Travedie of King Lear. 


Deſeru'd much lefſe aduancemeac. 
Lear, You? Did you? 
Reg. I pray you Father being weake,ſeeme ſo. 
If tillcae expiration of your Moneth 
You will recurne and ſoteurne with my Siſter, 
Diſmifing halte your traine, come then to me, 
I am now trom home,and out of that proutſion 
Which ſhall be nee4tull for your cntertainement; 
Lear. Returne ro her? and fry men Eiſmils'd ? 
No, rather Labiure all roofes,and chuſe 
To wage againit the enmity och'ayre, 
To be a Comrade wich the Wolte,and Owle, 
Neceſſities ſharpe p.nch, Retyrne with her? 
Why whe hor-bloodied Fravce,that Cowerlefle tooke 
Our yongelt Sorne, 1 could as well be broughe 
To knee tus Thronezand Squire-like penfion beg, 
To keepe balc life a toote; returae with her? 
Perſwade me rather to be {]ave and ſump er 
To this derteſted gronme. 
Gon. At your choice Sir, 
Lex, | prychce Daughter donot make me mad, 
I will not trouble thee my Chile;tarewell; 
Wee'l no more meete,no more ſee one another. 
Bir yet thou art my fleſh, my blood,my Daughter, 
Oc rather a d;{cafe that's inmy fleſh, 
Which | mult nzeds cal! mine, Theu art a Byle, 
A plague {orc,or imboſled Carbuncle 
In my corrupied blood. But Henor chide thee, 
Let ſhame come when it will, I'donor call ic, 
[ donot bid the Thunder. bearer ſhoore, 
Nor teli tales of thee to high-iudging ſone, 
Mend when thou can'it,be better ar thy leiture, 
I can be patient, I] can tay with Reven, 
I and my hundred Knights, 
Keg. Not altogether fo, 
L look'dnot for you yet, nor am prouided 
For your fit welcomegiue eare Sir tomy Siſter, 
For thoſe that mingle resſon with your paſhon, 
Muſt be content to thinke you old, and fo, 
Bur ſhe knowes what ſhe doe's, 
Leav. 1s this well ſpoken ? 
Reg. 1 dare auouch it Sir, what fifty Followers ? 
[s it not well? What ſhould you nced of more ? 
Yea,or {vo many ? Sith that both charge and danger, 
Speake 'gainſt ſo great a number ? How in one houſe 
Should many people,ynder cewo commands 
Hold 2mity ?'Tis hard, almoſt impoſſible. 
Gon, Why might not you my Lord,ceceiue attendance 
From thoſe that ſhe cals Seruants,or from mine? 
Keg. Why not my Lord? 
If then they chanc'd to (lacke ye, 
We could comptroll them; it you will come tc me, 
(For now I ſpe danger) encreate you 
To bring bue five and rweatie,to no more 
Willl giueplace or notice, 
Lear, 1 gave you all. 
Reg. Andin good rimeyou gave it, 
Lear, Made you my Guardians,my Depohtaries, 
But kepr a tefervation to be followed 
With ſuch z number ? \W hat, mutt I come to you 
With five and twenty ? Kegan, faid you lo ? 
Reg. And ſpeak't againe my Lord, no more with me. 
Lea. Thoſe wicked Creatures yer do look wel tauor'd 
When others ar - more wicked,nor being the worſt 
Stands in ſome ranke of praile,lle go with thee, 


Thy fifty yer doth double five and rwenty, 


| 


| 
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And thou art twice her Loue. 
Gow, Heare memy Lord; 
What need you five and ewenty ? Ten? Or fiue? 
Tofollow ina houſe, where twice (v many 
Haue a command to tend you ? 
Reg. What need one ? | 
Lear, O reaſon not the need : our baſeſt Beggers 
Are in the pooreſt thing ſupe: luovs, 
Allow not Nature,more then Nacure needs : 
Mans lite is cheape as Beaftes. Thou art a Lady; 
lf onely co go warme were gorgeous, 
Why Naru:enceds not what thou gorgeous wear'ft, 
Which ſcarcely keepes thee warme,but for trueineed: 
You Heauens, give me thar patience,patience 1 need, 
You ſeeme heere (you Gods)a poore old man, 
As full of griefe as age, wretched in both, 
Itir be you thar ſtirres theſe Davghrershearts 
Againſt their Father,foole me not ſo much, 
To beare it tamely:touch me with Noble anger, 
And let not womens weapons, water drops, 
Staine My mans cheekes. No you ynnaturall Hags, 
| wilt have ſuch reuenges on you both, 
That all the wor!d ſhall=——1 will do ſuch thingy, 
W hart they are yet, I know not, bur they ſhalbe 
Theterrors of the earth? you thinke Ile weepe, 
No,lle not weepe,I haue full cauſe of weeping, 
Storme and Tempeſt, 
Bur this heart ſhal break into » hundred thouſand flawes 
Or ere [le weepe: O Foole, I ſhall go mad, j Exernt., 
Corn, Let vs withdraw, *twill be a Srormie. 
Reg, This houſe 1s lictle,the old men an'ds people, 
Cannot be well beſtow'd, | 
Gon. 'Tis his owne blame bath put himſelfe fr om ref}, 
And muſt needs taftc his folly. 
Reg. For his particular, ile receive him gladly, 
Bur not one follower. | 
Gon. Soam I purpos4, 
Where 1s my Loid of Gloſter ? 
Enter Gloſter. 
Cora, Followed the old man forth, he is return'd. 
Glo. The King is in high rage, 
Corn, Whether is he goipg ? 
Glo, He cals co Horſe, but will I know not whether. | 
Corn. 'Tis beſt to give him way, he leads himſelſe. 
Gon. My Lord,entreate him by no meanes to {tay, 
Go. Alacke the night comes 0n,and the high windes 
Do forely ruffle, for many Miles about 
There's ſcarce a Buſh. 
Reo. OSir,to wilfull men, 
The iniuries that they chemſelues procure, 
Muſt be their Scheole- Maſters: ſhut vp your doores, 
He is attended with a deſperate traine, 
And what they may incenſc him too,being apt, 
To have his eatc abus'd, wiſedome bids feare, 
Cor. Shur vp your Q@ores my Lord, 'tisa wil'd night, 
My R-gan counſels wellz: come out oth ftorme, Exennr, 


ES) | 


Atlus Tertius. Scena Prima. 
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Storme itil, Enter Kent and a Gentleman, fencrally. | 


Kent, Who's there beſides foule weather ? 
Ger. One minded like the weather,moft vnquierly. 
r2 Keit, 
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Kent, 1know you: Where's the King ? 
Gent. Contending with the frerfull Elewents ; 
Bids the winde blow the Earth into the Sea, 
Or {well the curled Waters 'boue the Maine, 
| That things might change,or cealc, 
Kent, But who 1s with him? 
Gent, None bur the Foole, who labour to out-ieſt 
His hezrt-ſtrooke 1niuries, 
Kent, Sir, | do know you, 
And dare vponthe warrant of my note 
Commend a deere thing to you, There is diuifion 
(Although as yet the face ot it is couer'd 
With mutuall cunning )*twixt Albany,and Cornwall; 
Who have, as who haue nor, that their great Starres 
Thron'd and (et high; Seruants, who ſceme noleſle, 
Which are to France the Spies and Speculations 
Intelligent of our State. What hath bin ſeene, 
Either in ſnuffes, and packipgs of the Dukes, 
Or the hard Reine which both of them hath borne 
Againſt che old kinde King ; or ſomething deeper, 
Whereof (perchance) thele are but furniſhings. 
Gent. J will talke furcher with you. 
Kent. No,donot: 
For confirmation that I am much more 
Then my out-wall ; open this Purſe,and take 
What it containes. If you ſhall fee { ordel a, 
(As feare not but you ſhall) ſhew her this Ring, 
And ſhe will tell you who that Fellow 18 
Thar yet you donot know, Fye on this Storme, 
I will go ſeeke the King. 
Gent, Giue me your hand, 
Haue you no moreto ſay ? 
Kent. Few words, bur to effect mote then all yet ; 
That when we haue found the King, in which your pain 
That way, Ile this : He that firſt hyhts on him, 


Hollathe other, * ' E xennt. 
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Storme ful. Enter Lear ,and Foole, 

Lear. Blow windes,& crack your checks; Rage,blow 
You Cataracts, and Hyrricano's ſpout, 

Till you haue drench'd our Steeples, drown the Cockes, 
You Sulph'rous and Thoughr-executing Fires, 
Vaunt-curriors of Oake-cleauing Thunder-bolts, 
Sindge wy white head, And thou all-ſhaking Thunder, 
S:ril.e lat the thicke Rotundity o'th'world, 

Cracke Natures moulds, all germaines ſpill at once 
Thr makes ingratefull Man. 

Foole. O Nunkle, Court holy-water in a dry houſe, is 
better then ris Rain-water out o'doore. Good Nunkle, 
in, aske thy Daughters bleſſing, heere's a night pitties 
nekhcr \Wilemen, nor Foolcs, 

Lear, Rumble tliy belly full : fpit Fire, fpowt Raine: 
Nor Raine, Winde, Thunder, Fire are my Daughrers ; 

I raxe not you, you Elements with vnkindneſſe, 

{ neuer gaue you Kingdome, cal'd you Children; 
You owe meno ſublicription, Thenler fall 

Your horrible plealure, Heere I Rand your Slaue, 
A poore, infrmne, weake, and diſpis'd old man : 
Bur yer I call you Seruile Miniſters, 

Thar w:ll with two pernicious Daughters ioyne 
Your lugh-engender'd Batrailzs, 'gainſt a head 


s 
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|” The Tragedie of King Lear. 


\* Soold, and white as this. O,ho ! *tis foule. 
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Foole, He that has a houſe to pur's head in,has a good 

Head-peece: 
The Codpiecethat will houſe, before the head has any , 
The Head.and he ſhall Lowſe : fo Beggers marry many, 
The man y makes his Toe, what he his Hart hold make 
Shall of a Corne cry woe, and turne his ſleepe to wake, ; 

For there was never yet faire woman, but ſhee made 

mouthes in a glaſle, 
Enter Kent, 

Lear, No,1 will bethe patterne of all patience, 
I will ſay nothing, 

Kent. Who's there? 

Foole. Marry here's Grace, anda Codpiece, that's a 
Wiſeman, and a Foole. 

Kent, Alas Sir are you here? Things that Joue night, 
Loue not ſuch nights as theſe : The wrathfull Skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the darke 
And make them keepetheir Caues: Since I was man, 
Such ſheers of Fire, ſuch burſts of horrid Thunder, 

Such groanes of roaring Winde, and Raine, I never 

Remember to have heard. Mans Natvre cannot carry 

Thrraffliction, nor the feare, 

Lear. Letthe great Goddes 

That keepe this dreadfull pudder c*ce our heads, 

Finde out their enemies now. Tremble thou Wretch, 

That haft within thee vndivuiged Crimes 

Vowhipr of iuſtice, Hide thee, thou Bloudy hand ; 

Thou Periur'd, and thou Sicoular of Vertue 

That art Inceſtuous, Cayrtifte, to peeces ſhake 

That vnder couert, and convenient ſeeming 

Ha's praftis'd on mafis life, Cloſe pent-vp guiles, 

Rive your concealing Continents, and cry 

Theſe dreadfull Summoners grace, I ama man, 

More finn'd 2gainit, then ſinning, 

Kent. Ala;ke, bare-headed ? 

Gracious my Lord, hard by heereis a Hovell, 

Some friendſhip will it lend you 'gainft the Tempeſt: 

Repole you there, while I co this hard houſe, 

(More harder then the ſtones whereof 'tisra1s'd, 

Which euen but now, demanding after you, 

Deny'd me co come in) returne, and force 

T heir ſcanted curtehie, : 

Lear. My wits begin to turne, 

Come on my boy, How doft my boy? Art cold? 

] am cold my jelfe. Whete is this ftraw, my Fellow ? 

The Art of our Necefhties is ſtrange, 

And can make vilde things precious. Come, your Houe! ; 

Poore Foole, and Knaue, I haue one part in my heart 

Thar's ſorry yer for thee. 

Foole, He that has and a little-tyne wit, 

With heigh-ho, the Winde and the Raine, 
Muft make content with tis Fort@es fir, 
Though the Raine it raineth every day. 

Le. True Boy : C ome bring vs tothis Houell, Zxit. 

Foole. This is a braue night tocoole a Curtizan: 
Ile ſpeake a Prophefie ere i go: 

When Prieſts are more in word, then matter ; 
W hen Brewers marre their Malt with water ; 
W hen Nobles are their Taylors Turors, 

No Hereriques burn'd, but wenches Surors ; 
When every Caſe in Law, is right; 

No Squire in debt, nor no poore Knight ; 
When Slanders do not liue in Tongues ; 

Nor Cut-purſes come nortothrongs; 


When Vlurers tell their Gold i'th'Field, 


———— 
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And Baudes,and whores, do Churches build, 


Then comes the time, who liues to ſee'r, 

That going ſhalbe vs'd with feer, (time. 

This prophecie Aerlin (hall make, for | live before his 
Exit, 


————— 


Jn I — 


Scena T ertia, 


—_—_—— 
—_— —— _— — 


| Enter Gloſter and Edmnad. 


Glo, Alacke,al2cke Edrnnd, i like not this vrnaturall 
dealingzwhen 1 defired their leaue thac 1 might pity him, 
they tooke from me the vie of mine owne houle, charg'd 
me on paine of perpetuall diſpleaſure, neither to ſpealte 
of him. entreat for him ,or any way {uftaine him. 

Beſt. Moſt ſauage and vnnatorell, 

Glo. Go too; ſay younothing, There is diuifion be- 
tweene the Dukes, and a worlle matrer then that: I haue 
received a Letter this night, 'tis Caygerous to be ſpoken, 
] haue lock'd the Letcerin mv Clofler, theſe inturies the 
King now beares,wiil bereuenged home; ther is parc of 
a Power already footed, we mult incline tothe King, 1 
will looke him, and priutly relicue him z goe you and 
maintaine talke with the Duke,cthar my charity benot of 
him perceived; If he aske for me, Tamill, ang gone to 
bed, if I die for it, (asno lefle is threatned me) the King 
my old Maſter mult be celieued. There is firange things 
toward Edmwid,pray you be careful. Exi, 

Baſt. This Curtefie forbid thee, (hall the Duke 
Inſtantly know,and of that Lecter too; 

This ſcemes a faire rag. 0 mult draw me, 


| That which my Father looſes:no lefſe then all, 


The yonger riſes, when the old doth tall. Exit, 


— — — oo —— 


—— - 


Scena Quarta ; 


—_— _ —_—— 


— ._ — — 


Enter Lear Kent,and Foote, 


Kent q Here is the place my [ord, good my Lord enter, 
The tirrany of the open night's too rough 
For Nature to endure. 

Lezr, Let me alone, 
Kent, Good my Lord enter heere. 
Lear. Wilt breake my heart 2 
Kent, 1had rather breake mine owne, 
Good my Lord enter. 
Lear. Thou chink'R *tis mach that this cogrentious 
Inuades vs co the skinſo :':is to thee, (ſtorme 
But where the greater malady is fixc, 
The leſſer is ſcarce felt. Thou'dRt ſhun a Beare, 
Bur if they flight lay coward the roaring Sea, 
Thou'd meete the Beare i'th' mouth, when the mind's 
The bodies delicate ::the rempeRt in my mind, tree, 
Doth from my ſences take all teeling elſe, 
Saue what beates there, Filliall ingraticude, 
[s it not as this mouth ſhould teare this hand 
For lifting food too't 2 But | will puniſh home; 
NozTI will weepe go more; in ſuch anight, 


Storme ſtill 


— 


Then ſhal the Realme of 4/b:on, come to great confuſion: | 


— 
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To ſhur me out ? Poure on, I will endure: 
In ſuch a night as this ? O Regan,Gonerel, ' 
Your old kind Facher, whoſe tranke heart gaue all, 
O that way madnefle lies, let me (hun that ; 
No moxe of that, 

Kert. Good my [Lord enter here, 

Leer, Prythee go in thy ſelfe,ſecke thine owne eaſe, 
This cewpett will not giue me leave to ponder 
On thivgs would hurt me more, bu lle poe in, 
In Boy, go firſt, You houſeleſle pouertic, 

Nay getthee in; Ile pray,and then Ile fleepe, 
Poore naked wretches, where ſo cre you are G 
That bide the pe!ting of this pirtileſſe Rorme, 

How ſhall your Houſe-lefle heags,and vnted fides, 
Your lop'd,aud window'd raggedneſle defend you 
From ſcaſons ſuch as theſe ? O | have tane 
Toolittle care of this : Take Phylicke, Pompe, 
Expoſe thy ſelte o feele what wretches feele, 

That thou maiſt ſhake the ſaperflux to them, 

And ſhew the Heauehs more wt, 


Fxit. 


Exter Edgar and Foole, 


Edg. Fathom, and halfe, Fathom and halfe;poore Tow. 

Foo/e. Come not in heere Nuncle, here's a [pitic,helpe 
me,helpe me. 

Kent, Give me thy hand, who's there 2 

Foole, A ſpirite, a fpirice, he ſayes his name's poore 


Tom, 


firaw e Gome forth. | 

Edg. Away che foule Fiend followes me,through the 
ſhaxpe Hauchorne blow the windes. Humb, goeto thy 
bed and warme ther, 

Lear. Did Rt thou give 2ll to thy Daughters? And art 
thou come to this? 

Eager, Who gives any thing topoore Tom? Whom 
the foule fiend hath led chough Fire, and through Flame, 
through Sword,and Vhitle-Poole,o're Bog,and Quag- 
mire,that hath laid Knives vnder his Pillow, and Halters 
in his Pue, fer Rats-bane by his Porredge, made him 
Proud of hearr,to ride on a Bay trotting Horie,ouer foure 
iacht Bridges,to courſe his owne ſhadow for a Traitor, 
Bliſſe thy | Wits, Toms cold, O do,de,do,de,do de, 
blifſe thee from Whirle-Windes,Starre-blaſting,and ta- 
king,do poore Tom ſome charitie, whom the foule Fiend 
vexcs. Therecould ] hauc him now,and there,and there 
ag 2i ne,and there. Storme ſtill. 

Lear. Ha's his Daughters brought him to this paſſe ? 
Could'ft rhou ſaue nothing? Would'ſt thou giue 'em all? 

Foole. Nay he reſeru'd a Blanket, elſe we had bin all 
ſham'd, 

Lea. Now all theplagues that in the pendulous ayre 
Hang fated o'ce mens favlcs, light on thy Daughters, 

Kent. He hath no Daughters Sir. | 

Lear. Death Traitof, nothing could haue ſubdu'd 
Toſuch a lowneſſe, bur his vokind Daughters, (Nature 
Is it the fathjen, that diſcarded Fathers, 

Should haue thus lictle mercy on their fleſh: 
Iudicious puniſhment, 'twas this fleſh begor 
Thoſe Pelicane Daughters. 
Edg. Pillicock fart on Pillicock hill, alow:alow,l00, 100. 
Foole. This cold night will curne vs all to Fooles, and 


Kent, Whar art thou thac doſt grumble there i'th | 


| 


— 


Madmen, 
Edgar. Take heed o'chfoole Fiend, obey thy Pa- 
rents, keepe thy words Iuſtice, {weare not, commit nor, 
rr3 with 


— —_ — 
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with mans {worne Spouſe 5 ſet northy Sweet-licart on 
proud array. Tom 5 a cold. 

Lear, What haſt chow bin? 

Eag. A Secuingman ? Prout in heart, and minde; that 
curl'q my haire, wore Gloues in my cap; leru'd the Luſt 
of my Miſts heart, and did the 2Cte of carxenctie with 
hr. Swore as many Oathes. as | [pake words, & broke 
them in the ſweet face of Heaucn. Ore, that fleptin the 
contriuing of Luit, and wak'dio docit, Winclou'd I 
deerely, Dice deerely ; and in Woman, cut-Paramour'd 
the Turke. Falic of hcait, light of eare, bloody of hand z 
Hog in ſloth, Foxe in [tealth, Wolfe in greedineile, Dog 
in madacs, Lyon in prey. Let not the creaking of ſhoces, 
Nor the ruliling of Silkes, betray thy poore heart to wo- 


man, Keepe thy foote out of Brothels, thy hand out of 


Plackets, thy pen from Lenders Bookes, and defyethe 
foule Ficad, Still chrough the Hauthorne blowes the 
cold winde : Sayes fuum, mun,nonny,Dolphin my Boy, 
Boy Seſey : let him trot by. Storme ſ#ll. 

Lear, Thou wert better in 8 Greue, then to ani were 
with thy vncouer'd body, this extreriitic of the Skies. Is 
man no more then this 7 Conſider him well, Thov ow 
the Worme no Silke ; the Beaſt, no Hide the Sheepe,no 
W ooll ; the Cat, no pertume. He ? Here s threz on's are 
ſophiſticated; Thou art the thivg it leite; vaaccommoe 
dated man. is no more but ſuch a poore, bare, forked A- 
nimall as thou art. Off, off you Lend'ogs : Come, vn- 
butron hecre. 


Enter Glouceſter, with a Torch. 

Foole, Prythee Nunckle be contented, 'cis a naughtie 
nighrto (wimme in. Now a little fire ina wilde kicld, 
were like an old Letchers l.carc, a {mall ſpark, all the reſt 
on's body,cold : Looke, heere cores a walking fie, 

Ede, This is the foule Flibbertig1bbet ; hee begins at 
Curfew, and walkes ac fiſt Cocke : IHee giues the Web 
and the Pin, [quints the eye, and makes the 1Hare-lippe; 
Mildewes the white Wheate, and hurts the pootre Crea- 
ture of carth, 

Switholdtoored thrice the old, 

He met the Night-Marcgand her nine-fold; - 
Bid hera-light,and her croth-plight, 

And aroync thee Witch,aroyn: thee, 

Kent. How fares your Grace ? 

Lear. What's he ? 

Kent, Who's there ? What is't you ſccke? 

Glou, What are you there ?Your Names ? 

Edo. Poore 3 om, that eates the lwimming Frog, the 
Toad, the Tod-pole, the wali-Neut, 2nd the water ; that 
inthe furie ot his heart, when the ſoule Fiend rages, eats 
Cow-durg for Sallcts ; {wallogwes the old Rat, and the 
O1ch-Dogge; diinkes the green Mantle of the Randing 
Poole: whois whipt trem Tyrhing to Tything , and 
Rocket, pumih\d,and wwprifon'd : who hath three Suites 
co h1.s backe, {1x2 ſhirts to bis body : 

Hor.ctortide, and weapon to weare : 
Bui Mice, «nd Rats,and fuch ſmall Deare, 

{'auc vin Toms tood, torfſeuen long yeare : 
Bewate my Follower. Peace Smuikin, peace thou Fiend, 
Clo. \\ har, hath your Grace no better company ? 

Far. The Prince oft Datkenefle is a Gentleman. Medo 
be's call'd, and Cavs, 

G'c#, Our fleſh and blocd, my Lor 
viiie,thartit doth hatc vehat Pets it, 
F477. Poore Tom's acold. 

Gio, Goin with me z my duty cannot {\uffec 
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What 1s the canſe of Thunder ? 


| 


| 


| thinke of, 


d, is growne {o 


T'obey in all your daughters hard commands : 

Though their Inwochon beto barremy doores, 

And letthis Tyrannous nigh take bold ypon you, 

Yet haue | ventured to come ſeeke you our, 

And bring you where both fire, and foodis ready, 
Lear. Firſt let me talke with this Philoſopher, 


Kent, Good my Lord take his offer, 
Go into th'/houſe. 
Lear. le talke a word with this ſame lerned Theban: 
What is your ftuJy ? 
Eag. How to prevent the Fiend, and to kill Vermine, 
Lear, Let me aske you one word in private. 
Kent, Importune him once more to go my Lord, 
His wits begin t'vnſertle, 
Glen. Canſtrhou blame him? Storm ſtill | 
His Daughters ſecke his death: Ah,that good Kent, 
He {aid it would be thus : poore baniſh'd man : 
Thou fayeft the King growes mad, le tell thee Friend 
{ am almoſt mad my ſelte. Ihad a Sonne, 
Now out-law'd from my blood: he ſought my life 
But lately : very late: I lou'd him (Friend) 
No Father bis Sonne deerer :true corell thee, 
The greete hath craz'd my wits, "What a night's this ? 
i do belcech your grace. 
Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir : 
Noble Philoſopher, your company. 
Eds. Tom's a cold, 
G/on. Tn fellow there,into th'Houel;keep thee warm. 
Lear, Come, let's in 3ll. 
Kene, This way,my Lord, 
Leer. Withhim; 
1 will keepe fti!l with my Philoſopher, 
Kent, Good my Lord, ſooth him : 
Let hity take the Fellow. 
Glow, Take him you on. 
Kent, Sirra, come on : g0 along with vs. 
Lear, Come, good Athenian, 
Glon, No words, no words, huſh, 
Edr, Childe Kowland tothe darke Fower came, 
His word was {t:]1, fie, foh, and fumine, 


I ſell the blood of a Brittiſh maa. E xeunt 


P— OG" 4 


Scena Quinta. 


—— 


Enter Cornwail, and Edmund. 
Corn, ] will have my revenge, ere I depart his houſe, 
Baft. How my Lord, | may be cenſured, that Nature 
thus gives way to Loyaltic, foinething feares mee to 


Cornw, | now perceiue, it was not altogether your | 
Brothers euill diipofition made him fecke his death : but 
a prouoking merit tet a-worke by a reprouable badnefſle 
in himſelfe. 

Zaſt, How malicious is my fortune, that I muſt re- 
pent tobe iult ? This is the Letter which hee ſpoake of ; 
which approves him an inteli;pent partie to the aduanta- 
ges of France. O Heayens !that this Treaſon were not; 
or not I the detector, 

{orm Go with me tothe Dutcheſle, | 

Baſt. 1f the macter of this Paper be certain, you haue 
mighty buſineſſe in hand, 


Corn,\ 


en. 


—C 


Corn. True or falle, ic hath made thee Earle of Glou- 
ceſter : ſeeke out where thy Father is, that hee may bee 
ready for our apprehenhon. 

Baſt, 1f1finde him comtorcing the King, it will Fuffe 
his ſulpition more fully. I will perſeuer in my courſe of 
Loyalty, though the conflict be ſore betweene that, and 
my blood, 

(orn 1 will lay truſt vpon thee: and thou ſhalt finde 
a deere Father 1a my loue, Exennt. 


> OO —— CO een ee A ro _ _ I——_ 


Scena Sexta. 
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Enter Kent, and Glouceſter, 

Glon, Heere is better then the open ayre rake it thank- 
fully : I will peece out the comfort with what addition I 
can : I will not be long trom you. Exit 

Kent, Al the powre of his wits, have given way to his 
impatience :the Gods reward your kindueſle, 


Enter Lear, Ed1ar,and Foole, O 

Edg. Fraterreito cals me, andte!ls me Nerois an Ang» 
ler in the Lake of Darknefle : pray Innocent, and beware 
the foule Fiend. 

Foole. Prythee Nunkle tell me,whether a mada:an be 
a Gentleman,or a Yeoman, 

Lear. A King,a King, 

Foole. No, he's a Yeoman, that ha's a Gentleman to 
his Soune: for hee's a mad Yeoman that fees his Sonrie a 
Gentleman before him, 

Lear. To haue a thouſand with red burning ſpits 
Come hizzing in vpon'em. 

Edy. Bleſſe thy five wits, 

Kent. O pitty : Sir, where is thepatience now 
That you ſo oft haue boaſted roretaine? 

Edg. My teares begin to take his part ſg much, 

They marre wy counterferting. 
Lear, Thelictle dogpes, and a!l 
Trey, Blanch,and Swcer-hearct : ſee, they barke at me, 
Edg. Tom, will chrow bis head atthem : Auaunt you 
Curres, be thy mouth or blacke or white : 
Tooth that poylons if it bite : 
Maſtiffe,Grey-hound, Mongrill,Grim, 
Hound or Spaniell, Brache,or Hym: 
Or Bobraile tight, or Troudle taile, 
Tom will make him weepe and waile, 
For with throwing thus my head ; 
Dogs leapt the hatch, and all are fled, 
Do,de,de,de : ſeſe : Come, march ro Wakes and Fayres, 
And Market Townes : poore Tom thy horne is dry, 

Lear. Thenlet them Anatomize Regaw 2 Sce what 
breeds about her heart, I« there any cauſe in Nature that 
make theſe hard-hcarts, You fir, Ientertaine for one of 
my hundred ; only, 1 do not like the faſhion of your gar- 
ments. You will ſay they are Perſian ; butlet them bee 
chang d, bs 

Enter Gliſter. 

Kent, Now good my Lord,lyc heere,and reſt awhile, 
Lear. Make no noilfc, make no noiſe, draw the Cur- 
taines : ſo, {o,wee'l goto Supper i'th'morning. 
Foole. And Tle goto bed at noone. 

Glow. Come hither Friend : 
Where is the King my Maſter? 
Kent, Hece Sirgbur trouble him not, his wits are gon, 
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| Stand in aſſured loſſe, Take vp, take vp, 


| beholding, Aduice the Duke where you are going, toa 
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Glow, Good friend, I prythee take him in thy armes; | 
I have ore-heard aplot of death ypon him: 
There is a Litterready, lay him in't, 
And drive toward Douer friend, where thou ſha!t mecte 
Both welcome, and proteRion, Take vp thy Maſter, 
[tthou ſhoul”Rdally halfe an houre, his life 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 


—— -” _ — - 


And tollow me, that will to ſome prouition 
Giue thee quicke conduct, Come,come,aw ay. Excurt 


—— ———— CU —_—  —————_——— 
HD 1 —w_—_—_ 
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Jcena $ epti 111, 
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Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gonerill, B «ftard, 
and Sernants, 

Corn. Poſte ſpeedily tro my Lord your husbane, ſhew 
him.chis Letter, the Army of France1s landed : ſeeke one 
the Tra:ror Glouſter, 

Reg, Hang himinftantly, 

Gon. Plucke our bis eyes, 

Corn, Leaue him to my diſpleaſure, Fdmord, keepe 
you our Siſter company: the reuenges weeare bound to 
take vppon your Traitorous Father, arenot fitfoer your 


moſt teſtiuate preparation-: we are boend to the like,Our | 
Polies ſhall beſwift,and intelligent betwixt ys. PFare- 
well ccere Sifter, farewell my Lord of Glovſter, 
Enter Steward. 

How now? Where's the King ? 

Stew. My Lord of Glouſter hath conuey'd him hence 
Some hue or bx and thirty of his Knights 
Hot Queſtrifts after him, met him at gate, 
Who, with {ome other of the Lords, dependants, 
Are gone with him toward Douer; where they boaft 
To have well armed Friends. 

Corn, Get horſes for your Miftris. 

Cov. Farewell ſweet Lord,and Sifter. E vit 

Corn, - *dmznd farewell : 00 ſeek the Traitor Clotter, 
Pinnion him like a Theefe, bring hin before vs : 
Though well we may not paſſe vpon his life 
Withom the forme of Tuftice : yer our power 
Shall do acurt'fic to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not comprroll. 

Enter Gloucefter and Sernants, 

Who's there? the TT raitor? 

Reg. Ingratetull Fox, 'ris he, 

Corn, Binde faſt his corky armes. 

Glow, What meanes your Graces ? 
Good my Friends conlider you are my Gheſts ; 
Do me no toule play, Friends. 

Corn. Binde him I fay. 

Rez. lard; hard : Ofilthy Traitor. 

Glow, Vnmercitu!l Lady,as you are, 'me nones 

2rn, To this Chaire binde him, 

Vi!laine, thou ſhalt inde. 

Glow. By the kinde Gods, 'tis moſt ignobly dqie 
To plucke me by the Beard. 

Reg. So white, and fuch a Traitor ? 

Glow, Naughty Ladie, 
Thele haires which thou doſt raviſh from my chin 
Will quicken and accuſe thee. 1 am your Hoft, 
With Robbers hands, my hoſpitable fauours 
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You ſhould not ruffle thus. What will you do? 
' Corn, Come Sir, 

What Letters had you late from France ? 

Reg. Belimple aalwer'd, tor we know the truth, 

Corn, And what contederacic hauc you with the Trate 
tors, late footed in the Kingdowe ? 

Reg. To whoſe hands 
You have ſeat the Lunaticke King ; Speake, 

Glew, I have a Letter guellingiy ler downe 
W hich came from onethat's of a newtrall heart, 

And not from one oppos'd. 

. Corn, Cunning, 

Reg, And falle, 

Corn. Where haſt thou ſent the King ? 

Glew, To Douer, 

Reg. Wheretore to Douer ? 

Woas't thou not charg'd at perill, 

Corn. Oherctore ro Dover? Lethim anſwer that, 

G'ow. ] arntyed to thi'Stake, 

And | muſt tand the Courle, 

Reg. Wherefore tro Douer ? 

Glen. Becauic | would not ſeety crue!l Nailes 
Plucke out his poore old eyes ; nor thy hierce Siſter, 
Jn his Annointed fleſh, ſticke boariſh phangs, 

The Sea, with ſuch a ſtorme as his bare hcad, 

In Hell-blacke-night iodur'd, would have buoy'd vp 

And quench'4 the Stelled fires : 

Yer poore old heart, he holpe the Heauens to raine, 

If Wolues had at thy Gate howl'd that fterve time, 

Thou ſhould'ſ haue ſaid, good Porter turne the Key : 

All Cruels elſe ſubſcribe : but I ſhall ſee 

The winged Vengeance overtake ſuch Children. 

Corn, Sce't ſhalt thou never, Fellowes hold y Chaire, 
Vpon theſe eyes of chance, Ile {er my toote. 

Glow, He that will thinke to liue,till he be old, 

Give me ſome helpe. O crucll! O you Gods, 
Reg. One ſide will mocke ancther : Th'other too, 
Corn, If you lee vengeance. | 
Sers, Hold your hand, my Lord : 

I haue ſeru'd you ever fince I was a Childe: 

Burt becter ſeruice haue I neugr done you, . 

Then now to bid you hold. 

Reg. How now, you dogye ? 

Ser. If you did weare a beard vpon your chin, 

I'ld ſhake 1t on this quarrell, What do you meane ? 

C ors, My Villaine? 

Sers.Nay chen come on, and take the chance of anger. 

Keg. Give me thy Sword. A pezant Rand vp thus ? 

Kulles him. 

$-r, OhTamſlaine: my Lord,you have one eye lefr 
To lee {ome milchete on hum, Oh. 

Corn, Leſt it ſee miore,preucnt it z Out vilde gelly : 
Where is thy luſter now ? 

Glow. Aildarke and comfortleſſe? 

Where's my Sonne Edmund? 

Edmiuiid, enkindle all thc {(patKCs ot Nature 

To quit this horrid ate, 

Reg, Ont treacherous Villaine, 

Tacu call'ft on him, that hates thee. It was be 

That made the ouerture of thy FTreaſonsto vs : 

Who 15 tov good to pitty thee. 

Glen. © oy Follies ! then Edqar was abus'd, 

Kinds Gads, forgine me that,and proſper him. 

Rev. Go ihruft him out at gates,and lec him ſmell 
H:s way to Dover. Exit with Glonſter. 

| How is'c my Lord? How looke you ? 


| 
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Corn, Ihaue receiu'd a hurt : Follow me Lady ; 
Turne out that eyelefſe Villaine : throw this Slaue 
Vponthe Dunghill : Regen, 1 bleed apace, 

Vatimely comes this hurt, Giue me your arme, Exemnt, 


Atilus Quartus. Scena Prima. 
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| Enter Edgar, 

Edg. Yetbetter thus,and knowneto be contemnn'd, 
Then till contemn'd and flatter'd, to be workt : 
The lowelt, and moſt deieted thing of Fortune, 
Stands (hill in efp-rance, liues not in feare ; 
The lamentable change is from the beſt, 
The worſt returnes to laughter, Welcome then, 
Thou valubftantiall ayre that I embrace: 
The Wretch that thou haſt blowne ynto the worſt, 
Owes nothing co thy blaſts, 


Emter Cloulter and an Oldman. 
Buz who comes heere? My Father poorely led ? 
Wind , World, O world 1 : : 


But chat thy range mutations make vs hate thee, 
Lite would not yecldeto age, 
Oidry. O my good Lord, Ihave bene your Tenant, 
And your Fathers Tevant, theſe foureſcore yeares, 
Clon, Away,getthee away : good Friend be gone, 
Thy comforts can do me no geod at all, 
Thee, they may hurt, 
Oldm, You cannot ſee your way, 
Glow. I have no way, and therefore want noeyes 2 
I tumbled when I (aw. Full oft'tis ſcene, 
Our meanes ſecure vs, and our mcere defects 
Proue our Commodities, Oh deere Sonne Edgar, 
The tood of thy abuſed Fathers wrath : 
Mig' tl burhveto fecethee in my couch, 
11d tay | had eyes againe, 
Oldm. How now ? who's there ? 
Edg. O Gods! Whois'tcan {sy I amatthe worſt? 
I am worſethen ere I was, 
Old, 'Tis poote mad Tom. 
Edo. And worſe I way be yet: the worſt is not, 
So long as we c3n ſay this is the worſt, | 
Olam. Fellow,where goeft z 
Glow, Is it a Beggar-man? 
Olds, Madman, and beggar too, 
Glow. He has ſome reaſon, elſc he could not beg, 
I'th'laſt nights Rorme, I ſuch a fellow ſaw; 
Which made me thinke a Man,a Worme. My Sonng 
Came then into my minde, and yet my minde 
W as then f{carſe Friends with him. : 
I haue heard more fince: 
As Flies to wanton Boyes, are we to th'Gods, 
They kill vs for their ſport. 
Edg. How ſhould this be? 
Bad is che Trade that muſt play Foole to ſorrow, 
Ang'ring it ſelfe,and others. Bleſſe thee Maſter. 
Glow, 1s thai the naked Fellow ? 
Oldm. I,my Lord. 
Glow, Get thee away :If for my ſake 
Thou wilt ore-take ys hence a mile or twaine 
I*ch*way toward Douer, do it for ancientloue, 
And bring ſome couering for this naked Soule, _ | 
Which lle intreate to leade me, 
Old. Alacke fir, he is mad. | 


= 
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Glow, "Tis the times plague, 
When Madmen leade the blinde : 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleaſure: 

Aboue thereft, be gone. 

Old, Ne bring him the beſt P arrel!l that I baue 
Come on't what will, 

Glow. Sirrah, naked fellow, 

Fd7, Poore Tom's a cold. I cannot danb ir further, 
Glow. Come hither tellow. 

Edg. And yet I mul : 

Bleſle thy ſwecre eyes, they bleeds. 

Clow, Know'(t thou the way to Doyer ? 

Edg. Both ftyle,and gate ; Horſeway,and foor-path : | 
poore Tom hath bin tcarc'd out of his good wits, Blefle 
thee good mans ſonne, from the toule Fiend 


Evit 


T0 
Gles, Here take this purſe, whom the heawas plagues 
Have humbled to all firokes ; that I am w:erched 
Makes thee the happier : Heavens GCeale {o ſtill : 
Lex the ſuperfluous, and Luſt-dicred anan, 
That ſlaves your ordinance, chat will nor ſee 
Becauſe he do's not feele, feele your powre quickly : 
So diſtribution ſhould vndoo exceſle, 
And each man haue enough. Doſt thou know Douer? 
Eag. 1 Maſter. 
Glow, There 15 a Clifte, whole high and bendin 
Lookes fearfully in the confined Deepe:; 
Bring me but to the very brimme ot it, 
And lle repayre the miſery thou do'ſt beare 
Wirth ſomething rich about me : trom that place, 
I ſhall no leading neede, 
Eaz. Givemethy arm; 
Poore Tom ſhall leade thee, 


ghead 


Exennt, 


YT _—— — — ———— — 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Gonerill, Baſtard, and Steward, 
Con, Welcome my Lord. merucl| our mild husband 
Nor met vs on the way, Now,where's your Maſter ? 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


ZO1 
Oh, the difference of man,and man, 
} To theea Womans ſervices are due, { 
My Foole vſurpes my body, | 
Stew, Madam, here come's my Lord. 
Enter A bony. 


— 
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Stew, Madam within, but never man ſo chang'd ; 
I cold him of the Army that was Landed : 
'He ſmil'd at1t. I cold him you were comming, 
His anſwer was, the worſe. Of Gloſters Treachery, 
And of the loyall Service of his Sonne 
Whea I inform'd him, then he call'd me Sor, 
And told me I had turn'd the wrong (ide out : 
What moſt he ſhould diſlike, ſeemes pleaſant to him ; 
Whar like, offenfue. 

Gon, Then ſhall you go no further, 

It is the Cowiſh terror of his ſpirit 
That dares not yndertake : Hee'l not feele wrongs 
Whichtye him to an anſwer : our wiſhes on the way 
May proue efte&ts. Backe Edmond to my Brother, 
Haften his Muſters,and conduct his powres, 
I muſt changenames at home, and give the Diſtaffe 
Incomy Husbands hands. This truſtie Seruant 
Shall paſſe betweeve vs t ere long you are like to heare 
(If you dare venture in your owne bchalfe) 
A Miſtrefles command. Weare this ; ſpare ſpeech, 
Decline your head, This kiſle, if it durſt ſpeake 
Would ſtretch thy Spirits vp intothe ayre: 


| ——— — 


Conceiue, and fare thee well. 
Baſt. Yours inthe rankes of death, 
Gon. My moft deere Gloſter. 


Exit. 
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Gong I have beene worth the whiſtle, 

Alb. Oh Gonerill, 

You are not worth the duſt which the rude winde 
Blowes in your face, 
Gen, Milke-Liver'd man, 
That bear'ſt a cheeke for blowes, 2 head for wron 
Who haſt notin thy browes an eye-diſcerning 
Thine Honor, from thy ſuffering, 
!5, See thy lelfe diueh! : 
Proper deformitie ſeemes not in the Fiend 
So horrid as in woman. | 
Gor, Ohvaine Foole, 
Enter a Meſſenger, 

Ateſ. Oh my good Lord,the Duke of Cormwal: 
Slaine by his Seruant, going to put out 
The other eye of Glouſter, 

Alb. Glouſterseyes, 

Mef. A Seruant that he bred, thrill'd with remorſe, ' | 
Oppos'd againſt the at : bending his Sword | 
Tohis great Maſter, who, threat-enrag'd 
Flew on him, and among'ft them fell'd him dead, 

Burt not without that harmefvull Rroke,which fince 
Hath pluckt him after, 

Alb, This ſhewes you are abouc 
You 1uſtices, that theſe our neather crimes 
So ſpeedily can venge, Burt (Opoore Glouſter) 

Loſt he his other eye? 

Meſ. Both, both, my Lord. 

This Leter Madam, craues a fpeedy anſwer : 


p5, 


'Tis from your Siſter, | 


Gou, One way | like this well, 
But being widdow, and my Glouſtzr with her, 


May all the bu1}ding in my fancieplucke | 


Vponivy hatefull life, Another way 

The Newes isnot ſotart, He read,and anſwer. 
Alb. Where was his Sonne, 

When they did take his eyes? 

Aeſ. Come with my Lady hither. 

Alb. He is not heere. 

Meſ. No my good Lord, I met him backe againe, 

Alb. Knowes he the wickednefle ? 

Meſ. 1 my good Lord:*rwas he inform'd againſt him 
And quit the houſe on purpoſe, that their puniſhmen 
Might haue the freer courſe, 

Alb. Glouſter, I tive 
To thanke thee for the loue thou ſhew'dſt the King, 
And torevenge thine eyes. Come bither Friend, 


Tell me what more thou know'R. E£xeunt, 
Scena T ertia. 
Enter with Drum and Colours, Cordelia, Grutlemen, 


and Sonidionrs. 
Cor, Alacke, 'tis he : why he was met even now 
As mad as the yext Sea, ſmging alowd, 
Crown'd with ranke Fenitar, and farrow weeds, 
Wich Hardokes, Hemlocke, Nettles, Cuckoo flowres, 


-| 


dead, | 


SR Darnel\ | 
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Darnell, 214 all the idle weedes that grow Reg. I ſpeake in vnderfanding : Y'are: 1 know'r, 

In our ſuſtaining Corne. A Centery ſend forth Therefore 1 do aduiſe you rake this note: 

Seatch euery Acre m the high-growne held, My Lord is dead : Edmend, and I haue talk'd, 

And bring him to our eye, What can mans wiſedome And more conuenient is he for my hand 

In the reſtoring his bercaued Senſe z he that helpes him, [ Then for your Ladies : You may gather more ; 

Take all my outward worth, It you do finde him, pray you give him this; 

Gent, There is meanes Madam: And when your Miftris heares thus much from you, 

Our foſter Nurſe of Nature, is repoſe, I pray deſire her call her wi:cdome to her, 

The which he lackes : that to prouoke in him So fare you well: 

Are many Simples operatiue, whoſe power If you do chance to heare of that blinde Traitor, 

Will cloſe the eye of Anguilh, Preferment fals on him, that cuts him off. / 

Cord. All blckt Secrets, Stew, Would I could meet Madam, I ſhould ſhew 

All you vnpublifl'd Vertves of the earth What party I do follow. 

Spring with, my teares; be aydant,and remediate Reg. Fare thee well, Exeunt 

In the Goodmans deſires: {eeke, ſeeke tor him, 
Leaft his vagouern'd rage, difſolue the life - —— 
That'wants the meanes to leade it, | | 
Enter Meſſenger, Scena Quinta. 
Meſ. Newes Madam, 

The Brictiſh Powres are marching bitherward, CET” < i 
Cor. 'Tis knowne before. Our preparation lands 

In expeatioa of them, O deere Father, . Enter Glonceſter, and Edgar, 

It is thy buſineſſe that I go about: Therfore great France | Glow. When ſhall I cometo th'top of that ſame bill? 

My mourning, and impor:un'd teares hath pitticd : Eadg. You do climbe yp it now, Look how we labor, 

No hlowne Ambition doth our Armes incite, Glow, Methinkes the ground is ecucn, 

Bur loue, deere loue, and our ag'd Fathers Rite ; Edg. Horrible ſteepe, 

Soone may I heate, and ſee him, Exeunt. | Hearke, do you heare the Sea ? 

| low, No truly, 
. ION ron om Edg, Why then yourother Senſes grow imperfe 
By your eyes anguiſh, 
Sc e114 Quar a, Glow, So may it be indeed. 
Me thinkes thy voyce is alter'd, and thou ſpeak 
iN JRTEYE FOR =o In berter phraſe, avd matter then thou did'R. 
Fag. Y'are much deceiu'd ;Innothing am I chang'd 
| Enter Regan ,and Steward. Burt in cy Garments, 
Reg. But are my Brothers Powres ſet forth ? Glon, Methinkes y'are better ſpoken, 
| Stew. | Madam, Z Edz, Come on Sir, 
Keg, Himſcitein perſon there? Heere's the place : ſtaud ill: how fearefull 
| Stew, Madam with much ado: | And dizie-tizy to caſt ones eyes ſo low, 

Your Sifter is the better Souldicr, The Crowes and Chovughes, that wing the midway ayre 
Reg. Lord Edmnrd fpake not with your Lord at home? | Shew ſcarie fo groſſe as Beetles. Halfe way downe 
Stew. No Madam. Hangs one that gathers Sampire: dreadfull Trade; 
Reg. Whatn ight import my Siſters Letter to him ? Methinkes he {ſcemes no bigger then his head. 

| Stew, I know not, Lady. The Fiſhermen, that walk'd ypon the beach 
Reg. Faith he is poalted hence on ſerious marrer : Appeare like Mice : and yond tall Anchoring Batke, 

It was great 1gnorance, Glouſters eyes being out Duniniſh'd to her Cocke : her Cocke,a Buoy 

To let bim live. Where he arrives, he moues Almoſt roo ſmall for ſight. The murmuring Surge, 

All hearts againſt vs : Edzznd, Ithinke is gone That on th'vanumbred idle Pebble chafes 

In pitty of his milery, to diſpatch Cannot be heard ſo high. Ile looke no more, 

Hi: nighted life : Morcouer to deſcry Leaſt my braine turne, and.che deficient fight 

The ſtrength o'th Enemy, Topple downe headlong. 

Stew, i mutt needs after him, Madam,with my Letter. Glow, Set me where you ſtand, 
Ree. Our troopes ſer forth ro morrow, ſtay with ys 2 Edg. Giue me your hand : 

The wayes are dzngerous, You arenow within a foote of th'extreme Verge : 

Stew. -{ my not Madam : For all beneath the Moone would I not leape vpright, | 
| My Lady ctarg'd my durie n this buſines. Glon, Let gomy hand: | 
Re9. Why ſhould ſhe write to Edmmna? Heere Friend's anotherpurſe : init, a Jewe!l 

Might not you tranſport her purpoles by word? Belike, | Well wortha poore mans taking, Fayries, and Gods 

Somerhings, I krow not what. ile loue thee much Proſper it with thee, Gothou further off, 

L et me vnſeale the Letter, | b Bid me farewell, and let me heare thee going. 

Srew, Madam, l had racher— Eag. Now fare ye well, good Sir. 
R-9, 1 know your Lady do's not loue her Husband, Glow. With all my heart. 

I xm ſure ot that ; and at her late being heere, Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his diſpaire, 

She gaue (range Eliads, and moſt ſpeaking lookes Is done to cure ir. ' 

To Noble Edmwxd, I know you are of her boſome. Glow. Oyon mighty Gods ! 

Srew, I,Madam? | This world I do renounce,and in your Gights 


; Shake| 
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Shake patiently my great affliction off : 
It I could beare it \onger, and nor fall 
To quarrell with your great oppoleleſſe willey, 
My tnutte, and loathed parc ot Nature ſhould 
Burne ut ſelte our, If Edgar live, O bleſle him : 
Now Fellow, fare thee well. 

Eag, Gone Sir, tarewell : 
And yet | know not how conceit may rob 
The Treaſury of lite, when life ir (elte 
Yeelds tothe Theft. Had he bun where he thought, 
By this bad thought bin paſt. Aliue,or dead? 
Hoa,you Sis ; Friend, heare you Sir, \pcakg:; 
Thus might he paſle indeed ; yer he —_— 
W har arc you Str ? 

Glow, Away,andlet me dye. 

Edg. Had'it rhov beene ovght 
But Gozemore, Feathers, Ayre, 

(So many fathome downe precipitating) 

Thov'dft ſhiver'd like an Egge : but thou do'ſt breath: 
Haſt heauy ſubltance, bleed'(t nor, ſpeak'ti,arr ſound, 
Ten Mats at each, make vor the altitude 

Which thouhatt perpendicularly tell, 

Thy life's a Myracle, Speake yet againe, 

Glow. Bur haue |! taln*, or no? 

Edg. From the dread Somnet of this Chalkie Bourne 
Looke vp a height, the ſhrill-gorg'd Larke fo farre 
Canaot be ſeene, oc heard : Do buclooke vp, 

Glow. Alacke, | haveno eyes : 

[Is wretchedneſflſe depriu'd that benefit 

To end it {elſc by death ?*T was yer ſome comfort 
W hen milery could begvile che Tyranrs rage, 

And fruſtrate his proud will, 

Edg. Guue me your arme, 

Vp, ſo: How is't? Feele you your Legges? 

Glow, Too well, roo well. 

Eagp. T his 18 aboue all Rrangeneſſe, 
Vpon the crowne o'th'C liffe, What thing was that 
Which parted from you? 

Glow. A poore ynfortunate Begyat. 

Edg. As | teod heere below, me thought his eyes 
Were two full Moones : he had a thouland Noles, 
Hornes wealk'd, and waved like che enraged Sen: 

It was ſome Fiend: Therefore chov happy Father, 
Thinkethat the cleeret Gods, who make them Honors 
Of mens Impoſſbilities, have preſcrued chee, 

Glow. I do remember now ; henceforth lle beare 
Affliction, will it do'cry our it (elte 
Enough, enough,and dye. That thing you ſpeake of, 

T tooke it for a man : often'rwould tay 
The Fiend, the Fiend, he led me to that place, 
Edgar, Beare frec and patient thoughts, 
Emer Lear. 
But who comes heere ? 
The ſafer ſenſe will ne're accommodate 
His Maſter thus, 

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for crying. I amthe 
King himſelfe, 

Edg. O thou fide-piercing hight ! 

Lear. Nature's aboue Art, in that reſpe&.Ther's your 
Preſſe-money. That fellow handles his bow, like a Crow- 
keeper : draw mee 2 Cloathiers yard, Looke, looke, a 
Mouſe : peace, peace, this peece of roaſted Cheele will 
doo't. There's my Gauntlet, Ile proue it on. 2 Gyant, 
Bring vp the browne Billes. O well Alowne Bird: 1h 
clour. i'th'clout : Hewgh. Giue the word. 

Edg. Sweet Mariorum, 


You ſtand. 
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Lear. Paſſe. 
\ Glow. Iknowthat voice, 

Lear. Ha | Gonerill wich a white beard ? They flatter'd 
me like a Dogge, and told mee 1 had the white hayres in 
my Beard, ere the blacke ones were there. To ſay 1, and 
no, to euery thing that I {aid : ],and no t90, was no good 
Divinity, When the raine came to wet me once, andthe 
winde ro make me chatter; when the Thunder would nor 
| peace at my bidding, there ] found *em,there I ſmelt 'em 
j Out, Go too, they are not men o'their words z they told 
me, | was every thing : 'Tisa Lye, Iam not Agu-pruofe, 

Glow, The tricke of that voyce, I do well remember : 
[s't not the King ? 

Lear 1, every inch a King. 
When I do Rare, ice how the SubieR quakes, 
1 pardon that mans life, What was thy cauſe ? 
Adultery ? thou ſhalt not dye: dye for Adultery ? 
No, the Wren goes too't, and the ſmall gilded Fly 
Do s lercher in my fight. ' Ler Copulation thrive: 
For Gloutters baſtard Son was kinder to his Father, 
Theo my Daughters gor*cweene the lawtull ſheets. 
Too't Luxury pell-mell, for | lacke Souldiers.. 
| Behold yond hmpring Dame, whoſe tace betweene her 
Forkes preſages Snow; that minces Vertue,& do's ſhake 
the head to heare of pleaſures name, The Firchew, nor 
the ſoyled Horſe goes'too't with a more riotous appe- 
rite * Downe from the waſte they are Centaures, though 
Women ail aboue : but to the Girdle dothe Gods inhe- 
rit, bencath is all the Fiends, There's hell, there's darke- 
nes,there 1s the ſulphurous piz; burning, ſcalding.ſench, 
conſumpucn: Fye,te, fie; pan, pah : Giue me an OQuoce 
of Ciuer , good Apothecary ſweeten my unmagination : 
There's money for thee, 

Glow. Q let me kifle that hand, 

Lear. Let me wipe ic tuit, 
It ſmeiles of Mortality, 

Gl-u, Oruin'd peece of Nacure, this great world! 
Shall to weare our ro naught, 
Do'ft thou know me e 

Lear. 1 remember thine eyes well enough: doſtthou 
ſ{quiny at me? No, doethy worſt bliade Cupid, lie not 
loue. Reade ghou this challenge, macke but the penning 
of it. 

Glow, Were all thy Letters Sunnes, I could not ſee, 

Edg. 1 would not take this from report, 

It is, and my heart breakes at it, 

Lear. Read, 

Glow, What with the Caſe of eyes ? 

Lear. Oh ho, are you there with me? Ne cies in your 
head, nor no mony in your purſe? Your eyes arein a hea- 
uy caſe, your purſe in a light, yer you tec how this world 
goes, 

Glow, I ſec it feelingly. * 

Lear. What, art mad? A man may ſee how this world 
goes, with nocyes, Looke with thine cares : See how 
yond Tuſtice railes ypon yond fimple theete. Hearke in 
thine care ; Change places, and handy-dandy, which is 
the Juſtice, which is the theefe ; Thou balt ſcene a Far- 
mers dogge barke at a Peggar ? 

Glow. 1 Sir, 

Lear. And the Creature run from the Cur: there thou 
mighr'ft behold the great image of Authoritie, a Dogg's 
obey'd in Office. Thou, Raſcall Beadle,hold thy bloody 
hand : why doſt thou ls ſhthat Whore ? Strip thy owne 
| backe, thou hotly luſts to vic her in that kind, for which 
| thou whip'ſt her. The V ſurer hangs the Cozener, Tho- 
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rough catter'd cluathes great Vices do appeare: Robes, | The bountie, and the benizon of Heaven 


and Furr d gownes hide all, Place finnes with Gold, and 
the ftrong Lance of Inftice,hurtlefſe breakes : Arme it in 
ragges, a Pigrmaics [traw do's pierce it, None do's offend, 
none, | ſay none, lie able 'em;.rake that of me my Friend, 
who have the power to {eale thiacculcrs lips, Ger thee 
plaſle-eyes, 2nd like a icuruy Politician, ſeeme to ſee the 
things thou Joſt not; Now, now,now,now. Pull off my 
Bontes : harder, harder, fo, 
Edg. O marter, and unpertinency mixt, 
Reaton in Magneſfle, 
Lear. |fthou wilt weepe my Fortunes, take my eyes, 
| know thee well enough, thy name is Glouſter ; 
Thou mult be patient ; we came crying hither: 
Thou know'ft, the firſt time that vre tmell the Ayre 
We wawle,and cry. I will preach to thee 5 Marke, 
Glou. A\acke,alackethe day, | 
” Lear, When we are borne, we cry that we are come 
To this great flayge of Fooles, This a good blocke: 
It were a delicate (tratagem toſhoo 
A Troope of Horic with Felt : lie pur'c jn proofe, 
And wher. 1 have (folne vpon thele yon in Lawes, 
Then kiil, kill, kill, kill, Kill, Kill, 
| Enter a Gentleman, 
Gent. Oh heere he 15 ;:Jay hand vpon him, Sir, 
Your moſt deere Daughter 
- Lear, Noreſcur? What, a Prifoner? I am even 
The Naturall Foole of Fortune. Vſeme well, 
You ſhall have ranſome, Let me haue Surgeons, 
] am cut to'th'Braines, 
Gent, You ſhall haue any thing, 
Lear, No Seconds ? All my ſelfe? 
Wiy, this would make a man, a man of Sale 
To vſe his eyes for Garden water-pots.1 wil die bravely, 
Like a ſmugge Bridegroome. What? [ will be Louiall : 
Conc,come, | am 2 King, Mafters, know you that ? 
Gent. Youare a Roya'lone, and we obcy you, 

Lear. Then there's lite in'e. Come,and you getir, 
You ſhall get it by running : Sa, fa,ſa,ſa, Exit. 
Gent, Aligit moſt pittifull in the meaneſt wretch, 

Paſt ſpeaking ofina King. Thou haft a Daughter 
Who redeemes Nature from the generallcuric 
Which twaine have brought her co, 
Eds. Haile gentle Sir, 
Gent. Sir,ſpeed you : what's your will ? 
'Edg, Do yowhcare ought (S1r)ot a Bartell coward. 
Gent, Moſt ſure, and'vulgar:; 
Euery one heares that; which can diftinguilſh ſound. 
Ed7. Bet by your fayovur : 
How acere's the other Army ? 
Gent, Neere,and on ſpeedy foot : the maine deſcry 
Stands onthe hourely thought, 
Elio, 1 thanke you Sir, that's all, 
Gene. Though that the Queen on ſpecial cauſe js here 
er Army 15 mou'd on. | Exit, 
£7, Ithanke you Sir. 
Gloz.Y ou ever gentle Gods, take my breath from me, 
Ter not my worſer Spirit tempt me againe 
To dye before youpleaſe, | 
Fay. Well pray you Father, - 
Glay. Now good fir, what are you ? 
E277. A molt poore man, made tame to Fortunes blows 
Who; by the Arr of knowne, and feeling (orrowes, 
Am pregnant to good pitry. Giue me your hand, 
I!cleade you to ſome biding , 
Glou, Heartic thankes : 


= 


% 
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So ſhould my thoughts be ſeuer'd from my greefes, 


To boot, and boot, 
Enter Steward. 

Stew. Aproclaim d prize : moſt happie 
That eyelefle head of th:ne, was firſt fram'd fleſh 
To raiſe my fortunes. Thou old, vnhappy Traitor, 
Breefely thy {elfe remember : the Sword 1s out 
That mult deſtroy thee, 

Glow. Now let thy friendly hand 
Par ſtrength enough too't, 

Stew, Wherefore, bold Pezant, 

Dar'ft thou ſupport a publiſh'd Traitor ? Hence 
Leaſt that th'infeCtion of his fortune take | 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arme. 

Edg. Chill nor let go Zr, 

Without vurther 'cahon, 

Stew. Let go Slave, or thou dy'ft, 

Edg. Good Gentleman goe your gate, and let poore 
volke pafle; and 'chud ha'bin zwaggerd out of my life, 
'rwould not ha'bin zo long as'tis, by a yortnight. Nay, 
come not necreih'old man : keepe out che yor'ye, or ice 
try whuther your Coſtard, or my Ballow be the harder; 
chill be plaine with you, 

Stew. Our Dunghill, 

Edg, Chull picke your teeth Zir : come,no matter vor 
your toynes, 

Stew. Slaue thou haſt ſ]}aine me: Villain,take my purſe ; 
|f ever thou wilt thrive, bury my bodie, 

And giue the Letters which thou find'tt about me, 

To Eamund Earle of Gloufter : ſeeke him our 

Vpon the Engliſh party. Olyyntimely death, death, 
tdg. 1 know thee well. A ſerviceable Villaine, 

As duteous to rhe vices of thy Miſtris, 

As badneſſe would defire, 3, 

Glow, What, is he dead? 

Ep. Sit you downe Father : reft you, 

Ler's ice theſe Pockets ; the Letters that he ſpeakes of 
May be my Friends : hee's dead; 1 am onely ſorry 
He had no other Deathſman, Let vs lee: 
Leaue gentle waxe, and manners : blame ys nor 
To know our enemies mindes, we rip their hearts, 
Ther Papers 15 more lawfvll, 
Read; the Letter, ; 
[ Et owr reciprocal vowes be remembred. Ton hane manic 
- epportunities to ent him off : of your will want norte and 
place will be fraitfully offer d, There © nothing done, If bee 
rerxrne the Conqueror, then am 1 the Priſoner and hus bed ymy 
Gaole, from the loathed warmth whereof, deltwer me, and ſup- 
ply tbe place for your Labowr. 
Torr (Wife, ſo I would ſay) affettio- 
. nate Serwant , Gonernill, 
Oh indinguiſh'd ſpace of Womans will, 
A plot ypon her vertuous Husbands life, 
Andthe exchange my Brother : heere, in rhe ſands | 
Thee lle rake vp, the pofte vnſanRified 
Of murtherous Lecchers : and in the mature time, 
With this vngracious paper ſtrike the fight 
Of the death-prattis'd Duke : for him't1s well, 
That of thy death, and bufineſle, 1 can tell, 
Glow, The King is mad: 
How flifte is my vilde ſenſe 
That 1 ftand vp, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge Sorrowes? Berrer I were diſtraQ, 


Drum afarre off. 
And woes, by wrong imaginations looſe 
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| The knowledge of themſelves. 
Eag. Giue me your hand : 
Farre off mechinkes | heare the beaten Drumme. 


| Come Father, Ile beftow you wich a Friend, Excxnt, 
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» Enter Cordelia, Kent andVGentlemas 


Cor. O thou good Kerr, 
How ſhall 1 live and worke 
ſo match thy goodueſle ? 
My life will be zoo ſhorr, 


Kent, Tobeacknowledg'd Madam is ore-pai'd, 
All my reports go with the modett cruth, 
Nor moregnot cl;pt,but fo, 


And every meaſure faile me. | 
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Vpon a wheele of fire, that mine owne teares 
Do ſcald,hke molten Lead, 
Cor. Sir,do you know me ? 
Lear. You area ſpirit 1 know, where did you dye ? 
Cor, Still, ill, tarre wide. 
Gen, He's ſcarſe awake, 
Let him alone a while, | 
Lear.. Where haue I bin? 
Where am 1? Faize day light? 
I am mightily abus'd; I ſhould eu'n dye with pitty 
Tolceanother thus. 1 know not what to ſay : 
I will not {wearetheſe are my hands: let's ſee, 
[ teele this pin ricke,would 1 were afſſur'd 
Ot my condition;- 
Cor. Olooke vpon me Sir, 
And hol4 your hand in benediQion o're me, 
You mult nor kneele, 
Lear. Pray do not mocke me: 
Fam a very fooliſh fond old man, 
Foureſcorc and vpward, 
Not an houre moxe,nor leflc; 


Cor. Be better ſuited, 
Theſe weedes are memories of tho{e worſer houres : 
I prythee put them off, 
Kent. Pardon deere Madam, 
Yer to be knowne ſhortens my made intent, 
My boone I make ic,tnat you know me not, 
Till rime, and ],thinke meer, 
Cor. Then be't ſo my good Lord: 
How de's the King ? 
Gent, Madam fleepes fill, 
Cor, Oyoukind Gods ! 
Cure this great breach in bis abuſed Nature, 
Th*vntun'd and iarring ſenſes,O wiade vp, 
Of this childe-changed Father, 
Gent. So pleaſe your Maieſty, 
That we may wake the King, he hath ſlept long? 
Cor. Be gouern'd by your knowledge,and proceede 
I'th'{way of your owne will : is hearray'd ? 


Enter Lear im achaire carried by Sernant s 


Gent, I Madam: inthe heavinefle of ſleepe, 
We pur freſh garments on him. 

Be by good Madam when we do awake him, 
I doubt of his Temperance. 

Cor. O my deere Father,reftauratian hang 
Thy medicine on my lippes,and let this kifle 
Repaire thoſe violent narmes,that my ewo Siſters 
Haue in thy Reverence made. 

| Kent, Kind and deere Princeſle, 

Cor, Had you not bin their Father,theſe white flokes 
Did challenge pirty of them. Was this a face 
To be oppos'd againſt the jarring windes? 

Mine Enemies dogge,though he had bir me, 
Shovld haue ſtood that night againſt my hire, 
Andwast thou faine (poore Father) 

To houcl] thee with Swineand Rogues forlorne, 
In ſhort,and muſty Rraw? Alacke, alacke, 

"Tis wonder that thy life and wits, at once 

Had not concluded all. He wakes,{pcake to him, 
Gen, Madam do you, 'tis ficteſt. 

; Cor. How does my Royall Lord? 

How fares your Maieſty ? 

Lear. Y ou do me wrong to take me out o'th'graue, 
Thou art-aSgule 1n bliſſc, bur 1 am bound 


And to deale plainely, 
] teare I am noting my perfe& mind. 
Me thinkes I ſhould know you, and know this man, 
Yet | amdoubrtulli : For | am mainely ignorant 
W hat place this is:and all the skill I have 
Remembers not theſe garments : nor I know not 
Where I did lodge laſt night. Do not laugh at me, 
For(as ] am 3 man)l thinke this Lady 
To be my childe ( ordel:a. 
Ce, Andiolam:lam, 
Lear, Be your teares wet ? 
Yes faith : I pray weepenor, 
If you have poylon for me,l will drinkeir; * 
I know you do nor loue me, for your Siſters 
Haue (as I do remember)done me wrong, 
| You haue ſome cauſe,they hauenor. 
Cor, No cauſe,no cauſe, 
Lear, Am] inFrance? 
Kent. ln your owne kingdome Sir, 
Lear. Do not abuſe me, 
Gent, Be comforted good Madan, the great rage 
| Youſee is kill'd in him:defire himto goin, 
Trouble him no more till further ſerling., 
Cor, Wilc pleaſe your Highnefle walke ? 
Lear. Y ou muſt beare with me : 
| Pray you now forger,and forgiue, 
| I amold and fooliſh, 
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Enter with Drumme and Colowr 1, Edmund, Regan, 
Gentlomen,and Sonuldiers, 

| Baſt. Know of the Duke if his laſt purpoſe hold, 

Or whether ſince he is aduis'd by ought 

To change the courſe, he's full of alteration, 

And (elfereproving,bring his conftane pleaſure, 
Reg. Our Siſters man 15 certainely miſcarried, 
Baſt. 'Tis to be doubted Madam, 

Reg. Now (vreet Lord, 
\ iſ 
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Y ou know the g oodnefic I intend vpon you : 
Tell me but truly,but then {peake the truth, 
Do you not loue my Sifter ? 
Baſt. la honout'd Love, 
Reg. Bui haue you neugr found my Brothers way, 
To rhe tore-fernded pl ice? 
Baſt. No by mine honour, Madam. 
Rep [| never (h3il endure her,deere my Lord 
Bo no: familiar with her. ; 
Baſt, Feace not, (lie and tae Duke her husband. 


—_ —— CDT en ern on 
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Enter with Drum avd ( alours, Albany ,Goneril, Soldzers, 


Alb. Ocarvery loving Siſter, well be-met ; 
Sirgihs | heard ihe Ring 15 come to his Daughter 
\W ith others, whom the 11gour of our State 
Forc'd to cry out, 

Regan. Wy 15 this realond ? 
Gone. (Co ub1nc together 'gainſt the Enemie : 


{ For theſe Jomelticke and parncurlar broiles, 


Are not the queſtion heere, * 

Alb. Let's then determine with th'ancient of warre 
On our proceeding. 

K's Siſter you'le go with vs? 

Gon, No. 

Reg. 'Tis moſt conuenient, pray go with vs, 

Gon, Oh ho,l know the Riddle, | will goe. 

Excaunt bath the Armies, 


EF uter Fdgar. 
Edj.1f ere your Grace had ſpeech with man {o poore, 
Eleare me one word. 
Alb. lie ouerrake youzlpeake. 
Edg, Before you fight cac Bartailegope this Letter: 
If you haue victorygler the Trumpet lound 
For him that brought it; wretched thovgh iſceme, 
I canproduce a Champion,that will prouc 
What is auouched there, It you emitcarry, 
Your buſineffe of the world hath to an end, 
And machination ceales, Forcune loues you, 
eA'b. Stay till } have read the Letter, 
Eag . 1 was forbid it : | 
W ten time (hall ſcruc,ler but ahe Herald cry, 
And Ile appeare againe. Exit, 
Alb. Why tatcthce we!l, I will o're-looke thy paper, 


Enter Edmnnd, 


Baft, The Enemy's in view,draw vp you; powers, 
Hee: e 1s the gueſle of cheir true ſtrength and Forces, 
By 6il11gent difcoveric, but your haſt 
Is now vrg donyou. 

A/b. We will oreet the time. Exit, 

Bu. To both thele Siſters have I ſworne my loue: 
Ect icalous of the othergas the ſtung 
Arc of the Adder. Which of them ſhall I rake ? 
Bozh2Oae? Or neither rNeither cav be enioy d 
It both remaine alive : To take the Widdow, 
Fxaſperates,makes mad her Sifter Conerih, 

And hardly (he[l I carry out my fare, ; 
Her busband barg alue. Now then, weell vie 
F!1s countenance tor the Batraile, which being done, 
Lecher who would be rid of him deviſe 
tis (peedy raking oft. As for the mercie 
Wh.ch be intends to Lear ang ro Cordelia, 
he Battaile done,and they within our power, 


TheT rageate of King Lear. | 
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| Shall neuer ſee his pardon : for my ſtare, 
Stands on we to detend,not to debate, 
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- Wat | 
Steng Secunda. 
\ 


Alarum within. Enter with Drumme and Colomrs Leav, 
( #1deli a,and Souldrers oner the Stage, and Excunt, 


Enter Eagar,and Gloſter, 


Edg. Heere Father,takethe ſhadow of this Tree 
For your good hoaſt : pray that the right may thrive : 
It ever I 1cturne to you 3yaine, © 
lie bring you comtort., 

Glo, Grace go with you Sir, Ext. 
Alarum and Retreat within, 
Enter Edgar. 
Egdar, Away old man,yiuc methy hand, away : 
King Lear hath lott.he ard tus Daughter tane, 
Giue me thy hand : Come on, 

G/2, No turther $ir,a man may rot euen heere. 

Edg. What in ill thoughts againe 7 
Men mult endure 
Their going hence,cven as their comming hither, 
Ripeneſle 15 all come on, 

Glo. And that's true too, 


Exeunt, 
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Enter in conqueſt with Drum and Colours Edmond Lear, 
and C ordelia,as priſoners Souldiers,C aptame. 


Baſt. Some Officers take them away: good guard, 
V all their greater pleatures firtt-be knowne 
That are to cenlure them. 

Cor. Weare not the firſt, 
Who with beſt meaning have incurr'd the workt : 
For thee oppreſſed King I ain calt downe, 
My felfe could elſe our-frowne falſe Fortunes frowne, 
Shall we not ſcegheſe Daughters,and thele Sifters ? 

Lear, No,no,no,no : come let's away to prilon, 
We two alone will ling 1; ke Birds i'th'Cage : 
W hea thou doft aske me blefſing, Ile koecle downe 
And aske of thee forgiuenelle : So wee'! l1ue, 
And pray,and fing,and tell old taies,and laugh 
Art gilded Butterflies : and heere (poore Rogues) 
Talke of Court newes,and wee'l talke with them too, 
Who looſes,and who wins; who's in, who's our; 
And take vpor's the myſtery of things, 
As if we were Gods ſpies : And wee'l weare out 
In a wa'l'd priſon, packs and (eCts of great ones, 
That ebbe and flow by th'Moone, 

Baſt. Takethem away. 

Lear. Vpon ſuch ſacrifices my Cordelia, 
The Gods themſelues throw Incenſe. 
Haue I caught thee? 
He that parts vs, ſhall bring 2 Brand from Heaven, 
And fire vs heoce, like Foxes; wipe thine eyes, | 
The good yeares ſhall devoure chem, tHelfb and fell, 
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Ere they (hall make vs weepe ? 
Weele fcee'm ftaru'd firſt : come, 

7Taft, Come hither Capraine,heacke. 
Take thou this note, go follow them to priſon, 
One ſtep lhaue aduanc'd chee,it thou do'ft 
As this inſtruCts thee, thou dot make thy way 
To Noble Fortunes : know thou this,that men 
Arc as the cime is; to be tender minded 
Do's not become a Sword,thy great imployment 
Will not beare queſtion:either 12y thou'le do'r, 
Or thciue by other meanes. 

Capt, Ile do't my Lord, 

Baſt. About it,and write happy,when tthalt done, 
Marke I ſay initantly, and carry i fo 
As I haue ſet ic downe. Exit Captaine, 


Flomriſh. Enter Albany ,Gonerill, Reg 1m, Seldiers. 
Alb. Sir,you haue ſhew'd co day your valiant ftraine 

And Fortune led you well: you haue the Captives 

Who were the oppokites of this dayes ſtrife: 

1 dorequire them of you ſo to vie them, 

As we ſhall nd their merites, and our ſafery 

May equally determine. 

Baſt. Sir, | thought it fir, 

To ſend the old and miſerable King to ſome retention, 

Whoſe age had Charmes in it, whoſe Title more, 

To plucke the common boſome on his ſide, 

And turne our imprefſtLaunces in our cies 

Which do command them, With him I ſent the Queen: 

My reaſon all the ſame, and they are ready 

To morrow,or at further ſpace,t'appeare 

Where you ſhall hold your Seſſion, 

Alb. Sir,by your patience, 

[ hold you bur a ſubic of this Warre, 

Not as a Brother, 

Reg. That's as we liſt to grace him, 

Mechinkes our pleaſure might haue bin demanded 

Ere you had ſpoke fo farre, He led our Powers, 

Borethe Commiſſion ofmy place and perſon, 

The which immediacie may well ſtand vp, 

And call it felſe your Brother. 

Gon, Not fo hot : 
In his owne grace he doth exalr himſelfe, 
More then in your addition. 

Reg. Tn my rights, 

By me inzefted, he compeeres the beſt. | 
Alb. That were the moſt, if he ſhould husband you. 
Reg. Teſters do oft prove Prophets. 

Gon. Hola, hola, 

Thar eye that told you ſo, look'd but a {quint. 

Rega. LadyTI am not well, elſe I ſhould anſwere 

From a full lowing Rtomack. Generall, 

Take thou my Souldiers,priſoners,patrimony, 

Diſpoſe of them, of me, the walls is thine: 

Witneſſe the world,that I create thee heere 

My Lord,and Maſter, 

Gen, Meane you to enioy him? 

Alb. The let aloneliesnot in your good will, 

Baſt, Nor in thine Lord, 

Alb, Halfe-blood ed fellow, yes, 

Reg. Ler the Drum ſtrike, and prone my title thine, 

Alb. Stay yet,heare reaſon : Edmwnd,1 arreſt thee 

On capita!l Treaſon; and in thy arreſt, 

T his guilded Serpent : for your claime faire Siſters, 

[ bare it inche intereſt of my wife, 
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'Tis ſhe is ſub-contracted co this Lord, ; 
And I her husband contradict vour Banes, 
If you will marry,make your loues to me, 
My Lady is beſpoke. * 
Gon, Anenrteriude, 
Alb. Thou art armed Glefter, 
Let the Trmper ſound : 


Thy heynaus,mantteſt, and many Treaſons, 


' Thereis mypledge :Tle ma keir on thy hearr 


— —  — 


| Thatnames me Traitor, villain-hke he hes, 
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| By Treaſons tooth : barz-gnawne,and Canker.bit, 
| Yetaml1 Noble as the Aduerſary 


Ere [ rafte bread,thou art in nothing lefle 
Then I haue heere proclaim'd thee, | | 
* Reg, Sicke,O ticke, 
Gon. Ifnor, lle nere truſt medicine. 
Baſt. "There's my exchange, whar in the world hes 


Call by the Trumpet: he that dares approach; 
Or. him, on you, who not, | will maintaine 
My truth and honor firmely. 


Enter a Herald. 


Alb. A Herald, ho. 
Trutt co thy fingle vertue, for thy Souldiers 
Alllevied in my name, have m my name 
Tooke their diſcharge, 

Kegan, My ficknefſe growes vpon me. 


| 
| 
| 
1 
| 
If none appeare to proue vypon thy perſon, | 


Alb, Sheis not well,conuey her to wy Tent, 

Come hither Herald, let the Trumper found, - 
And read out this, A Tumpet ſornds. | 
Herald reads, | 
FF any mas of qualitie or degree within the lifts of the Ars | 
my, maintaine upon Fameund, ſuppoſed Earle of Gloſter, 
that he 1s a manifold Traitor, let him. appeare by the third | 
ſound of the Trumpet : bes bold in his defence, 1 Trumpet: | 
Filer, Againe, | 2 7 r»-mpet, 
Her. Againe. 3 Trumpet, | 
Trumpet anſwers with». | 


Enter Eag ar armed, 


Alb. Aske him his purpoſes, why he appeares 
Vpon this Call o'th'Trumper, 

Her, Whatare you? 
Your name, your quality,and why you anſwer 
This preſent Summons? 

Edg. Know my name is loſt 


I come tO cope. | 
Alb, Which is that Adverſary ? 
Fag. What's hethat ſpeakes for EdmwndEarle of Glo- | 
Baſt, Hirnſeite,wiat faift thou to him-f (fer? 
Fag. Draw thy Sword, 
That if my ipeech offend a Noble heart, 
Thy arme may do thee Tultice,heere is mine : 
Behold i is my priuiledge, 
The priviledge of mine Honouts, 
My oath,and my profeſſion. I proteſt, 3 
Mauyre thy firength,place,youth,and eminence, 
Deſpiſe thy viRtor-Sword,and fire new Fortune, 
Thy valor,and thy heart,thou art a T raitor 2 | 
Falſe to thy Gods,thy Brother,and thy Father, 
Conſpirant 'gainſt this high :!lv{tirous Prince, 
| 
| 


And from th'extremeſt vpward of thy head, 
To the 6diſcent and duſt bclow thy toote, 
| {(2z 


gy War no I 
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"This Sword of mine (hall 


A molt Toad-ſpocrted Traitor, Say thouno, 
This 5word,th1s arme,and my belt ſpirirs are bent 
Toproue vpon thy heart, whereto [ lpeake, 
Thoulyeſt. 


_— — 


— 
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Baſt. la wiſedome I ſhould aske thy name, 


Bu fince thy out-fide lookes fo faire and Warlile, 
| And that thy tongue(ſome {ay} of breeding breathes, 


What (ate, and nicely | might well delay, 


By rule of Knight-ho0d,i diidaine and ſpurne: 


Backe do Iroffe theſe Trealons tothy head, 
\Vith the hell-hated Lye,ore-whelme thy heart, 
\Which for they yer glance by,and icarely bruile, 
give theminftant way, 
\Where they ſh3ll reſt for ever. Trumpets ſpeake, 
Alb,” Swe him, fave him. Alarums. Fights, 
Gon. This is practiſe Gloſter, 
By th'iaw of Warre thou waſt not bound to anſwer 
An vnknowne oppolite:thou art not vanquiſh'd, 
But cozend,and beguild, 
Alb, Shut your mouth Dame, | 
Or with this paper ſhall I Rop ic : hold Sir, 
Thou worſe then any name,reade thine owne cuill : 
Notearing Lady, ]I perceiue you know it. 
Gon, Say if L do,the Lawes are mine not thine, 
Who can araigne me for't ? 
Alb. Moſt monitrous ! O, know'ſt thou this paper?” 
Paſt, Aﬀke me not what ] know, 
Alb. Go atter her,ſhe's deſperate,gouerne her, 
Za1/t. What you haue charg'd me with, 
That have I done, | 
And more,mvch more,thetime will bring it ont, 
'Tis paſt,and foam 1] : But what art thou 
That haſt this Fortune on me ? If chou'rt Noble, 


. | I do forgiue thee. 


Eadg. Let's exchange charity: 

Iam no lefſe in blood then thou art Edmord, 
If more, the more th/haſt wrong'd me. 
My name is Edgar and thy Fathers Sonne, 
The Gods are iuſt, and of our pleaſanc vices 
Make inftruments to plague vs 1 
The darke and vitious place where thee he got, 
Coſt lym his eyes, 

Baſt. Thi haſt ſpoken right, tis true, 
The Wheele iz come full circle, l am heere. 

Alb, Me thoughr thy very gate did propheſie 
ARoyall Nobleneſle : {muſt embrace thee, 
Let ſorrow ſplit my hearr,ifever I 
D1d hare thee, or thy Father. 


| Ear. Worthy Prince I know'e, 


Alib. Where haue you hid your ſelfe ? 
How haue yon knowne the miſeries of your Father? 
E4r. By nurling them my Lord. Liſt a breefe cale, 
And when'cis rold,O thatmy heart wovid burſt. 
The blootly procl2martion to eſcape 


- | That follow'd me fo neere,(O our lives ſweetneſle, 


That we the paine of death would hourely dye, 
Racherthen dic at once)taught me to ſhifc 
[nto a mad-inans rags,t'aſſume a ſemblance 


[Thar very Dogges difdain'd : and in this habir 


Mer 1 my Father with his bleeding Rings , 

[ heir preciaus Stones new lofi:became his guide, 
Led him,begg'd tor him,{au'd him from diſpaire. 
N-uer/O faulr)reveal'd my ſelfe vato him, 

Vortill lome halfe houre paſt when I was arm'd, 
Not ſure,though hoping of this good ſuccefle, 

| ask'd his bleſſing, and trom firft ro laſt 


[] 


Exit, 


—— — — — Ns IR ns. eng. 
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' Now marry in an inftant, 


| This iudgement ofthe Heauens that makes vs tremble, 


To hang Cordelia in the priſon, and 


Ee er er ns. 


Told himour pilgrimage, But his flaw'd heart 
( Alacke too weake the confl:t to ſupport) 
Twixt two extremes of paſſou,ioy and greefe, 
Eurſt ſmilingly. - 
Bait, This ſpeech \of yours hath mou'd me, 
And ſhall perchance do)}good, but ſpeake you on, 
You looke as you had (bmething moreto (ay, 
Alb. Ifthere be more,more wofull,bold it in, 
For am almoſt ready to difſolue, 
Hearing of this, 


Enter a GCentlemay, 

Gen, Helpe,helpe: O helpe, 

Eds, What kinde of helpe ? 

Alb, Speake man. 

Fdg. What meanes this bloody Knife? . 

Gen. *Tis bot,it ſmoakes, it came cuen fromthe heart 
of O ſhe's dead. 

eAlb, Whodead? Speake man. 

Gen, Your Lady Sir,your Lady; and her Siler 
By her is poyſon'd : ſhe confeſſes ir, ; 

-B aſt.” 1 was contractedto them both,all three 


Fas. Here comes Kent, 


Enter Kent, 
Alb. Produce the bodies, be they aliue or dead z 
Conerill andRegant bodiesbronght omt. 


Touches ysnot with pitty: O,is this he ? 
The time will not ailow the gomplement 
Which very manners vrges. 

Kent, Tam come 
To bid my King and Maſter aye gooG night, 
Is he not here ? 

Alb, Great thing of vs forgor, 

Speake Edmwnd,where's the King ?and where's Cordelia? 
Sce(t thou this obieR Kent? 
Kent, Alacke,why thus ? 
Baſt. Yet Edmimnd was belou'd: 
The onethe other poiſon d for my lake, 
And after ſlew herlelfe.s 

Alb. Euen ſo:couer their faces, 

Baſt. Tpant for lite : ſome good I meanetodo 
Deipight of mine owne Nature, Quickly ſend, 
(Be briefe in it) ro'ck'Caftle, for my Writ 
Is on the life of Lear,and on Cordelia : 

Nay,ſend in time, 

Alb. Run, run,O run. 

Fag. To who my Lord? Who ha's the Office ? 
Send thy token of reprecue. 

Bait, Well thought on,take my Sword, 

Giue it the Captaine, 
Edg. Haſt thee for thy life, 
Baſt. Heath Commiſſion from thy Wife and me, 


To lay the blame ypon her owne diſpaire, 
Thar ſhe for-did her ſelfe. 
Alb. The Gods defend her,bearchim hence awhile, 


Enter Lear with Cordelia in his armes. 

Lear. Howle,howle,howle: O your are men of ſtones, 

Had Tyour tongues andeyes, I'd vſe them lo, | 

That Heauens vault ſhould crack : ſhe's gone for ever, 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives, 

She's dead as earth :Lend me a Looking-glafle, 


FAY 


— 


— 
— —_—_—_——— 


a 


| TheT ragedre 


If that her breath will miſt or Raine the ſtone, 

Whythen ſhe lives, 

Kevt. Is this the promis'dend ? 

Eadg. Or image ot that horror. 

Alb. Fall and ceafe. 

| Lear. T his feacherftirs,ſhelives:if it be (o, 
[t 15 a chance which do's redeeme all lorrowes 

Thar ever 1 have felt. 

Kent. O my good Maſter, 

Lear, Pryrhee away. 

Ede. 'Tis Noble Kent your Friend, 

Lear, A plague vpon you Murderors, Traitors all, 
| might haue ſau'd her,now ſhe's gone tor euer : 
Cordelia Cordelia,Fay alule, Ha: 

What is't thou ſailt ? Her voice was ener ſoft, 
Gentle,and low,an excellent thing in woman. 

I kill'd the Slaye that was a hanging thee, 

Gent, 'Tis true (my Lords )ne 91d. 

Lear. Did I nor tellow? 

| have ſcene the day, with my good biting Faulchion 
| would have made him skip : 1 am old now, 

And theſe ſame croſſes ſpoile me. Who are you ? 
Mine eyes are not o'th'beſt, lletell you firaight, 
Kent. If Fortune brag of two,ſhe lou'd and hated, 
One of chem we behold, 

Lear, This is 2 dull hight ,are you not Kent? 
Kent, The ſame : your Seruant Kent, 

Where is your Seruant C41 ? X 
Lear. He's a good fellow, cantell you that, 
He'le firike and quickly too,he's dead and rotten, 
Kent, No my good Lord, amthe yery man, 
Lear, lle ſee that traight. 

Kent. That from your firſt of difference and decay, 
Haue follow'd your ſad Reps, 

Lear. Your are welcome hither, 

Kemt. Norno manelſe: 

All's cheerlefſe,darke,and deadly, 

Your eldeſt Daughters have fore-done themſclues, 
And deſperately are dead 

Lear, 1 ſ@I thinke, 

Alb. He knowes not what he ſaies,and vaine is it 


of King Lear. 09 


That we preſent vsto him, ; | 


Enter a Meſſenper, 
Fdg. Very bootleſle. Jorgy 
| CAef, Edmandis dead my Lord, 
Alb. That's but a trifle heere : 
Y ou Lords and Noble Friends, know our intent, 
What comfort tothis great decay may come, | 
Shall be appli'd, For vs we will religne, 
During the life of this old Majeſty 
To tim our abſolute power, yourto your rights, 
| With boote,and fuch addition as your Honours 


Haue more then mericed, All Friends ſhall 
Tafte the wages ot their vertue,and all Foes 
| The cup of their deleruings : O fee,fee. 
Lear. And my poere Foole is hang'd: no,no,no life? 
Why ſhould a Dog, a Horſe, a Rat haue life, 
And thou no breath at all ? Thou'lt come no more, 
| Neuer,neuer,neuer,neuer,ncuer, 
Pray you vndo this Button. Thanke you Sir, 
Do you {ee tnis? Looke on her? Looke her lips, 
Looke there, looke there, He. dis, 
Edg.. He faints,my Lord,my Lord. 
Kent; Breake heart, [ prythee breake, | 
Edz. Looke vp my Lord. | 
Kent. Vex not his ghoRt,O let him paſſe, he hates him, 
| That would vpon the wracke at this tough world 
Stretch him our longer, | 
Edg. He is gon indeed, 
{ Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur'd ſo long, 
He but vſurpt his life, | 
Aib. Beare them from hence,our preſent buſinefſe 
Is generall woe : Friends of my tovle, you twaine, 
Rule in this Realnmze,and the gor'd ſtate ſuſtaine. 
Kent, 1haue « journey Sir,ſhortly to go, 
My Maſter calls me, muſt not ſay no. 
| Edg. The waight of this ſad time we muſt obey, | 
Speake what we feele,not what we ought to (ay ; 
The oldeſt hath borne moſt, we that are yong, 
| Shall neuer [ce ſo much, nor live ſo long, 
| 


j 


Excunt with 4 dead March. 
ſl 3 
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Othello, the Moore of Venice. 
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Euertell me,] take ic much vakiodly 

That thou (ago) who haſt hag ny purſe, 

As if 5 ftrings were thine;ſhould'lt know of this. 

[4.But you'l not heare me. 1t cucr 1 41d dream 

Of ſuch a matrer, abhorre me. 

. Rods. Thourold'it me, 

Thou did'F hold him in chy hate, 

[ago, Deſpiſe me 

If I donot. Thiee Great-ones of the Cirtic, 

| (lo perſonall ſuiteto-make me his Lieutenam) 

Off-capt to him; and by the faich of man 

[ know my price, | an} worth no worlle a place, 

Bat he (as louing bis owner pride,and purpoles) 

Euades them,with a bumbalt Circumttence, 

Horrib!y Rufit with Epithites of warre, 

Non-ſures my Mediators. For certes, faies he, 

[ haue already chole wy Officer, Aud what was he ? 

For-{ooth,a great Arithn:atician, 

One Aichaei Caſſio, a [ /orentme, 

( A Fellow almoft damn'din a faire Wite) 

That neuer {eta Squadron in the Field, 

Nor the denihon of a Battajle knowes 

More thei a Spiaſter, Vnleſſe the Bookiſh Theoricke : 

\W herem the Tongued Conluls can propole 

As Maſterly as he. Meerepratle (without praQtiſe) 

[s all bis Souldierſhip. Bur hel, Sir) had tiveleRtionz 

And 1( of whom his cies had leene the proofe 

At Rhodes, at Ciprus,and on others grounds 

Chriften'd,and Heathen)muſt be be-leed,and calm'd 

By Debitor,and Creditor. This Counter-calter, 

He (in good time) muſt his Lieutenant be, 

Far ( ble(e the marke) his Mooreſhips Auntient. 
Rod. By heaven, lracher would haue bin his hangman, 
Lago. \Vhy,there's no remedie, 

'T:s rhe curſie of Sernice; 

Preferment 29c: by Leiter,and affeNion, 

And not »y old gradation,,where each ſecond 

wood Heire roth'ficft, Nov Sir, be iudge your ſelfe, 

Wherber lin any init terme am Aﬀan'd , 

Tolove the Moore? 

Road. 1 would not follow him chen, 

[7 9. OSircontent you, 

l follow him,to ſerue my turne ypon him, 

\We cannot all be Maſters,ner all Maſters 


_ — 


eAclus Primus. + Scaena Prima, 
Enter Redyrigo,and Lago, | Cannox be truely follow'd, You ſhall marke 
Many a Qutious and knee-crooking knauc; 
Roderite, That (Goting on his owne ovlequious bondage) 
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Weares out his time,much like his Maſt ers * fle, 
For naught but Prouender, & whe he's o1d Caſheer'd, 
Whip me ſuch honeſt kn»ues, Others there are 
Whortrym'd in Formes,and viſages of Dutie, 
Keepe yet their hearts artenGi”g on themſclues, 
And throwing but ſhowes ct Seruice ou their Lords 
Doe weil thtive by them, 
And when they haue lin'd their Coates 
Doe themſciucs Homage. 
Thele Fellowes have {ome ſoule, 
Andiucha one do I proteſſe my lelfe, For (Sir) 
[tis as fure as you are Rodorrge, 
Were 1 the Moore, | would not be /ago : 
In following him, 1 follow but my leite, 
Heaven 15 my IudgSnot I for love and dutic, 
Burt ſeeming ſo, for my peculiar end : 
For when my outward Aion doth demonſtrate 
The native aR, and figure of my hearr 
In Complement exterve, 'tis nor long after 
Burt | will Weare my beart ypon my | 
Fo: Dywes topeckeat; I amnot what | am. 
Red. What a fall Fortuge do's the Thicks-lips owe 
If he can carry't thus? 
[:50, Call vp her Father : 
Rowichim,make after him,poyſon kis delight, 
Proclzime him inthe Screets. lacenſe ber kinſmen, 
And tnoup!: he in afertile Clymwate dwell, 
Pizgue him with Flies: though that his Ioy be Toy, 
Yet throw luch chances uf vexation on'r; 
As it may! vie (ome colour. 
Rodo. Heere is her Fathers houſe, tle call aloud, 
[4;0, Dory with like timerournccent,and dire yell, 
As when (by Night and Negligence) thc Fire» 
Is ſpied in populus Cities. 
Kodo. \\ hat hoa : Prabantie,Sigiuor Erabantio,hoa, 
lago, Awake:what hoa, Brabantio:Theeues, Theeues, 
Looke togour houſe,your daughter,and your Bags, | 
Theeues, Theeues, | 
Bra. Abone, What is the reaſon of this terrible 
Summons? What is che matter there ? 
Reds. Signior is all your Familie wighin ? 
[ago. Are your Doores lock'd ? 
Bra. Why? Wherefore usk you this ? 
lags. Sir, y'are cob'd,for ſhame pur on your Gowne, 
Your | 
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Your heart is burft, you haue loſt halfe your ſoule 
Euen now,now, very now,an old blacke Ram 
Is cupping your white Ewe. Ariſe, ariſe, 
Awake the ſnorting Cittizens with the Bell, 
Or elle the deuill will make a Grand-(ire of you. 
Ariſe I (ay, 
Fra. What,hane youloſt your wits ? 
Red, Moſt reuerend Sigmior,do you know my yoice? 
Bra, Notl: what are you? 
Rod. My name is Rods; ifo, 
Bra. The worfler welcome : 
I have charg'd thee not to haunt about my doores: 
In hone! plainenefle thou hafi heard me 1ay, 
My Daughter isnot for thee, And now in madneſſe 
(Being full of Sypper,and diſtempring draughnres) 
Vpon maliticus knaverie, Col thou come 
To ſtart my quiet. 
Rod. S1ir,Sir, Sir, 
Bra. But thou mult needs be ſure, 
My ſpirits 8nd my place have in their power 
To make this bitter to thee, 
Rods, Patience good Sir, 
Bra, Whattel''{t thou me of Robbing ? 
This is Venice; my houſe is not a Grange. 
Rodo. Moft graue Brabantio, 
In imple and pure ſoule, | come to you. 
la. Sir :you are one of thoſe that will not ſerue God, 
if the deuill bid you, Becauſe we come todo you leruice, 
and you thinke we are Ruft:ans, you'le have your Daugh- 
ter cover'd with a Barbary horle, you'le have your Ne- 
phewes neigh to you, you'le haue Courlers for Cozens : 
and Genners for Germaines, 
Bra What prophane wretch art thou? 
[a. I am one Sir,that comes to tell you, your Daugh- 
ter and the Moore,are making the Beaſt with two backs, 
Bra. Thou art a Villaine, 
[ago. You are a Senator, 
Bra. This thou ſhalt anſwere. I know thee Rodrigo. 
Rod, Sir, | will anſwere any thing. But I befecch you 
If c be your plealure, and moſt wiſe conſent, 
(Asparcly | find it is ) that your faire Daughter, 
At this odde Even and dull watch o'ch'night 
Tranſported with no worle nor better guard, 
Bur with a knave of common hire,a Guadelier, 
To the grofle cla{pes of a Laſciuious Moore : 
If this be knowne co you,and your Allowance, 
We then have done you bold,and ſaucie wrongs. 
But if you know not this,my Manners tell me, | 
We haue your wrong rebuke, Do not belecue 
That from the ſence of all Ciuilitie, 
I thus would play and trifle with your Reverence, 
Your Daughter (if you have not giuen ker leaue) 
I ſay againe,hath made a grofle revolt, 
Tying her Dutie, Beautice, Wir,and Fortunes 
In an excrauagant,and wheeling Stranger, 
Of here, and cuery where: ſtraight ſat-$fie your ſelfe., 
Ifſhe be in her Chamber,or your houle, 
Let looſe on me the luſtice of the State 
For thus deludiog you. 
Bra. Strike on the Tinder,hoa: 
Giue me a Taper : call vp all my people, 
This Accident is not valike my dreame, 
Beleete of it oppreſics me alreadie, 
Light, I fay,lgkt, 
[ag. Farewell: fot I myſtleaue you. 
It ſcemes not meete,nor wholeſome to my place 


Exit, 
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To beprodudted, (as if I tay, I ſhall.) 

Aguatt che Moore, For 1 do know the State, 

(How euer this may gall him with ſome check:) 
Cannot with ſafetie caſt.-him. For he's embark'd 

With ſuch loud reaſon to the Cyprus Warres, 

(Which even now ſtands in Act)that for their ſoules 
Another oi his Fadome, they have none, 

Toleadtheir Buſneſſe.” In which regard, 

Though | do hate him as 1 do hel! apines, 

Yet,for neceflitie of preſent life, | 

] muſt ſhow out a Flag,and hgne of Loue, 

(Wihnch is indeed but Ggne)that you ſhal ſurely find him 
Lead co the Sagicary the raiſed Search: 
And there will | be with him. So farewell, Exit, 
Enter Brabaptio with Sernants and Torebes. 


Bra. It is coo tive an ewll, Gone ſhe is, 
And whar's to come of wy defpiled time, 
|s naughc but bitternefſe. Now Rodorige, 
Where didſt thou ſee her ? (Oh vuhappie Girle) 
With the Moore faift thou? (Who would be a Father ?) 
How d:dft thou know *twas ſhe? (Oh: ſhe deceaues te 
Paſt chought:) what ſaid ſhe tro you? Gee moe Tapers: 
Raiſe all my Kindred, Are they marcied thinke you? 
Rode. ard - woo arc. 
bra. Oh Hemi&: how got ſhe out ? 
Oh treaſon of the blood, 
Fathers,from hence truſt not your Davghters minds 
By what you ſee them a&, Is therenot Charmwes, 
By which the propertie of Youth, and Maichood 
May be abus'd ? Haue you not read Rodorigo, 
Ot ſome ſuch thing ? 
Red. Yes Sir: I have indeed, 5 C 
Bra, Cail vp my Brother ; oh would you had had her, 
Sorne one way,fome 2nother. Doe you know 
Where we may apprehend her,2nd the Moore ? 
Rod. ]thinke I can diſcover l»m,if you pleaſe 
To get good Guard,and go along with me, 
Bra. Pray you lead on. At every houſe Ile call, 
(I may command at moRtYget Weapons (hoa) 
And raiſe ſome ſpeciall Officers of might z 
On good Redorige, I will deferue your paines. Zxennt+ 


I 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello, Iago, Attendants, with Torches. 


[a, Though in the trade of Warre I haue ſlaine men, 
Yet do I hold it very ſtuffe o'th'conſcience 


' Todono contria'd Murder : 1 lacke lniquitie 


S ometimme to do me ſeruice. Nine,or ten times 
| had thought r'haue yerk'd him here vader the Ribbes, 
Othe!lo. 'Tis better 3s it 13, | 
[ago, Nay but heprated, 
And ipoke ſuch ſcuruy, and prouoking termes 
Ag2inſt your Honor, that with the little godliveſle I have 
I did fuli h-rd forbeare him. Bur 1 pray you $17, 
Are you faſt married ? Be zffur'd of this, 
That the Magnifico is much belou'd, 
And hath in his efte& a yoice potential | 
As double as the Dukes : He will divorce you, 
Or put vpon you, what reſtraint or greeuance, 
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The Law (with all his might,to enforceit on) 
\Will give him Cable. 
Othel. Let him do his ſpight; 
My Seruices, winch | haue done the Signorie 
| Shall out- tongue his Complaints, 'Tis yer co know, 
Which when | know, that boaſting is an Honour, 
I ſhall promulgate. I ferch my life and being, 
From Men oft Royall Serge, And my demerites 
May ({peake (vabonnetted to as proud a Fortune 
As this that I hauereach'd, For know ago, 
But tha? 1 loue the gentle Deſdemona, 
} would cot my vahouſed free condition 
Pat 1nco Circumſcription, and Confine, 
For the Seas worth. But Jooke, what Lights come yond? 


Enter Caſſio, with Torches. 
Iago. Thoſe are the raiſed Father, and his Friends : 
You werebeſt goin. 
Othe!, Not | : I muſt be found. 
My Parts, my Title,and my perte&t Soule 
Shall manifeſt me rightly. Is it they ? 
lago. By lanws,) thinke no. 
Othel. The Seruants of the Dukes? 
And my. Lieutenant ? 


I The goodnefſe of the Night ypon you (Friends) 


| What is the Newes ? | 
Caſſia. The Dake do's greet you (Generall) 
| And he requires your haſte,Poſt.halte appearance, 
Enen on the inftant, _. 
Othello. What is the matter,thinke you ? 
Caſſio. Something from Cyprus,as I may divine x 
Tt is 2 buſineſſe of ſome heate. The Gallies 
Hayuc ſent a dozen ſequent Meſſengers 
This very night,at one anothers heeles ; 
And many ot the Conſuls,rais'd and met, 
Are at the Dukes already. You haue bin hotly call'd for, 
When being not at your Lodging to be found, 
The Senace hath ſent about three icucrall Queſts, 
bo {earch you out, 
Othel. 'Tis well I om found by you : 
I will but ſpend a word here in the houſe, 
| And goe with you, | 
Cafſio. Avnciant, what makes he heere? | 
Lago. Faith,he tonight hath boarded a Land Carrat 
Ifit proue lawfull prize,he* made for euer. 
Caſſio, 1 do not vnderſtand, 
lago, He's married, 
Caſſio, To who? 
Iago. Marry to Come Captaine, will you go? 
Othel.” Have with you. | 
Caſſio. Here come $another Troope to ſeeke for you, 


& 


Enter Brabantio, Rodorige,with Officers ,and Torches, 


[ago, Iris Brabantio:Generall be aduis'd, 
He comes to bad intent, 

Othello, Holla, ſtand cheze, 

Rods: Signior,t is the Moore. 

Bra. Downe with him, Theefe, 

T1g0. You, Rodorigoct .Cme Sir,l am for you. 

Othe, Keept vp your bright Swords, for the:dew will 
ruſt them. Good Signior, you ſhallmore command with 
yeares, then with your Weapons. 

'3ra. Oh thou foule Theefe, 

Wherehaft -_ ftow'd my Daughter ? 
Damn'd as chou art,thou haſt enchaunted her 


| 


T he T ragedre of Othello 


For llereferre me to all things of ſenſe, 
(If ſhe m Chaines of Magick were not bound ) 
Whether a Maid, fo tender, Faire,and Happie, 
So oppolite to Marriage,thai ſhe ſhun'd P | 
The wealthy curled Deareling of our Nation, | 
Would ever baue (tencurre a generall mocke) 

Run trom her Guardageto the lootie boſome, 

Of ſuch a thing as thou: to feare,nor to delight ? 
Judge me the world, if 't:s not grofle in ſenſe, 

That thou haſt pra&tis'd on her with foule Charmes, 
Abus'd ber delicate Youth, with Drugs or Minerals, 
That weakens Motion, 1le haue't diſputed on, 

'Tis probable, and palpableto thinking; 

I therefore apprehend and do attachthee, 

For an abuſer of the World, a praQtiſer 

Of Arts inhibited, and our of warrant; | 
Lay hold ypon him, if he dorefiſt | 
Subdue him,at his perill, | | 

Othe. Hold your hands 
Both you of my inclining,and the reft, 

Were it my Cue to fight, l ſhould have knowne it 
\Without a Prompter. Whether will you that I goe 
To anſwere this your charge ? 

Bra, To Prifon,till fir time 
Of La w,and courſe of cireR Seſſion 
Call thee toanſwer, 

Othe, What if do obey? | 
How may the Duke be therewith ſatish'd, 
Whoſe Meſſengers are heere about my fide, 

Vpon ſome pretent buſinefle of the State, 
Tobring me to him. bl 

Officer. 'Tis erue moſt worthy Signior, 
The Dukes in Coun{ell,2nd your Noblefclfe, 
I am ture is (ent for. | 

Bra. How? The Duke in Counſell? 
In this time of thenight e Bring him away; . 
Mine's not ar idle Cauſe, The Duke biaifelfe, 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, 
Cannot but tecle this wrong, as 'twere their owne: 
For if ſuch AQions may haue paſſage free, 
Bond-ſlaues,aod Pagans ſhall our Statelmen be, Exewnr 
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Scena T ertia, 
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Enter Duke Senators,and Officers. 


D wke. There's no compoſition in this Newes, 
That giues them Credite, 
1. Sex, Indeed,they re R—_—_—_— 
My Letters ſay,a Hundred and ſeven Gallies, 
Dwxk:. And mine a Hundred fortie. 
2. Sera, And mine two Hundred ; 
But though they iumpe not on 3 juſt accompr, 
(As in thele Caſes where the ayme reports, 
'Tis oft with difference)yer do they all confirme 
A Turkiſh Fleece,and bearing vp to Cyprus, 
Duke. Nay,it is poſſible enough to judgement : 
I do not ſo ſecure nic in the Error, 
But the maine Article I do approue 
In fearefull ſenſe. 
Sajlor with. What hoz,what hoa, what hos. 


Emer Saylor. 
Offcer. A] 
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Ry tia _ 
Officer. A Meſſenger fromthe Gallies, 
Duke. Now ? What's the buſineſle ? 


SOwyas [ bid report iere to the State, 


Sailor, The Turkiſh Preparation makes for Rhodes, 
y Oe 


B nior Ange/o, 
Date. How lay you by this change? 
T. Sen, This cannot be 
By no allay of rea(on, *Tis a Pageant 
To krepe v3in tale gaze, when we conſider 
Th':mportancie of Cyprus tothe Turke; 
And let our ſelues againe bit vaderſtand, 
Thar as it more concernes the Turke then Rhodes, 
So may he.with more facile queltion beare ir, 
For that it Randsnot in ſuch-Warrelike brace, 
Burt aicogether lackeslVabilities 
That Rhodes is drels din, It we make thought of this, 
We muſt not thinke the Tutke is ſo vnskilitull, 
To leave that late, which concernes him firſt, 
NegleCting an attempt of cale,and gaine 
To wake,and wage a danger profitle(le. 
Duke, Nay,in all confidence he's por for Rhodes, 
Officer. Here is more Newes, 


Enter a Meſſenger, 

Meſſen , The Ottamues Reveren'),and Gracious, 
Steering with due courſe roward the Ile of Rhodes, 
Haue there inioynted them with an after Fleere, 

1. Sen, 1,ſo 1 thought : how many,as you gueſſe? 

Ae. Of rhirtie Sale ; and now they do re-ftem 
Their backwerd courſe, vearing with frank appearance 
Their purpoſes roward Cyprus. S1gnior Montrafto, 
Your cruſtie and moſt Valiant Seruitour, 

With his free dutie, recommends you thus, 
And prayes you to belceue him. 
Dake. 'T15 certaine then for Cyprus ; 


| Marcus Leccicos 18 not he in Towne ? 


1. Sen, He's now in Florence. 
Dake. Write from vs, 
To him,Poſt,Poſt-haſte,diſpatch, 
1. Sen. Here comes Zrabantio,and the Valiant Moore, 


Enter Brabantio, Othello,Caſſio, Iago, Rodorigo, 
and Officers, 


Duke, Valiant Othello,we muft firaight employ you, 
Againſt the generall Fnemy Ottoman. 
I did not ſee you : welcome gentle Signior, 
Welack't your Counſaile,and your belpe to night. 
Bra. So did yours ; Good your Grace pardon me. 
Neither my place, hor ought 1 heard of buſinefſe 
Hath rais'd me from my bed ; nos doth the generall care 
Take hold on me. For my perticular griefe 
Is of ſo lood-gate,andorc-bearing Nature, 
That it englucs,snd (wallowes other lorrowes, 
And itis till ic ſelfe, 
Duke. Why? What's the matter ? 
Era. My Davughte:: oh my Daughter ! 
Sen, Dead? 
Era. 1, to me. 
She is abus'd,ſtolne from me,and corrupted 
By Spels,and Medicines,bought of Mountcbanks; 
For Nar'ne, fo prepoſtrouſly ro erre, 
(Being aot deficienc,bliad,or lame of ſenſe,) 
Sans witch-craft could not. 
Dwuks, Whoere he be,chat in this foule proceeding 
Hath thus beguil'd your Daughter of her ſelte, 
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And you of yer; the bloodie Booke of Law, 
You ſhall your lelte read,intheburcer letter, 
After your owne ſenſe : yea,though our proper Son 
Stood in your Action. 
Bra, Humbly I thanke your Grace, 
Here is the ran; this Moore, whom now it ſeemes 
Your {pecial! Mandate,for the State affaites 
Hath hither brought. 
All, Weare vericlorry tor'c. 
Dake, Whar in yonr owne part, cangyou ſay to this? 
Bra, Nothing, but this is ſo. 
Othe. Mott Potent,Graue, and Reveren'd Signiors, 
My very Noble, and approu'd good Maſters; 
That I have rane away this old mans Daughter, 
ir 1s mot crue : crue I have married her; 
The veric head, and front of my offending, 
Hath this extent; nomore, Rude am I,in my [peecch, 
And !:tcle bleſs'd with the {oft phraſe of Peace; 
For lince tacte Armes of minegþad feuen yeares pith, 
Till now,fome nine Moones waſted,they haue ys'd 
Their deereſt a&ion,in the Temted Field ; 
And little of this great world can I ſpeake, 
More then pertaines to Feats of Broil&,and Battaile, 
And therctorc little ſhall I grace my cauſe, 
In {peaking tor my ſelfe. Yet, (by your gratious patience) 
1 will around vneyarniſh'd v1 alc Celiver, 
Ot tiny whole courſe of Loue.' 
What Drugges,what Charmes, 
What Conwration,and what mighty Magicke, 
(For ſuch proceeding lam chaig'd wuhall) 
I won his Daughter, 
Fra A Maiden,neuer bold: 
Of Spirir ſo fill, and quier,that her Motion 
Bluth'd at her felfe,and ſhe,in ſpight of Nature, 
Of Yeares,of Country, Credite,cuery thing 
To fall in Loue, with what ſhe fear'd ro looke on; 
Itis aiudgement main'd,and moſt imperſeR, 
That will confefſe Perfettion ſo could erre 
Againſt all rules of Nature,and muft b: driven 
o find out praiſes of cunning hell 
Vhy this ſhould be. I therefore youch againe, 
That with ſome Mixtures, powrefull o're the blood, 
Or with ſome Dramy(coniur'd to this effect) 
He wtought vp on her, 
To vouch this,isno proofe, 
Without more wider,and more over Teſt 
Then theſe thin habics,and poore likely-hoods 
Of moderne ſeeming, do prefer againſt him, 
Sen, But Othello, ſpeake, 
Did you, by indire&,and forced courſes 
Subdue,and poyſon this yong Maides affeCtions? 
Or came it by requeſt,and ſuch faire queſtion 
As loule,to / tern affordeth ? 
Othel, 1 do beleech you, 
Send for the Lady to the Sagitary, 
And let her ſpeake of me before her Father; 
If you do finde me foule,in herreport, 
The Truft,the Office, 1 do hold of you, 
Not onely take away, butlet your Sentence 
Even fall vpon wy life, 
Dake. Ferch Deſdemona hither, 
Othe. Aunciant,conduct them : 
You beſt know the place. | 
And tell ſhe come, as truely as to heauen, 
1 do confeſſe the vices of my blood, 


Soiuſtly to your Grave eares, Le preſent | ied 
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_ TheTragedie of Othello 


[ow I did thre in this faire Ladies loue, 
And ſh: in mine, 

Dake, Say it Othello. 

Othe, Her Father lou'd me,otcinutes me: 
Stll queſtion' me rhe Seorie of my lite, , 
From yeare to yeare: tht Battaile,Sieges, Fortune, 
That I haue paſt, 

[ ran ic through, even from my boy ith Cates, 

Toth'very moment that he bad merel! ir, 

Wherein 1 ſpoke of molt ditaitrous chances ; 

Of mouing Acciuvents by Flood ard Field, 

Of haire-breadth tcapes i'th\1mminenc deadly breach; 

Of being taken by the Infolenr Foe, 

And ſold to fhuery. Ot my redemption thence, 

And portance in my I rauellours hifiore, 

Wherein of Antars valt,and Delarts idle, 

Rough Quarries, Rocks, Hills, whote head rouch heauen, 

Ic was my hint to ſpeake, Such was my Proceſle, 

And of the Canibals that each others cate, 

The Antropophagne and men wholc heads 

Grew beneath rneir ſhoulders. Theſe things to heare, 

} Would Deſdemona (criouſly incline : 

| Bur (till che houſe Aﬀaires would draw her hence : 
Which cuer as ſhe could with halte diſpatch, 

She'l'd come againe, and with a greetie care 

Deuoure vp my diſcourſe. Which | obſeruing, 

Tooke once a pliant houre,and found good meanes 

Todraw from her a prayer of carneſt heait, 

That 1 would all my Pilgrimage dilate, 

 Whereof by parcels ſhe had ſomething heard, 

But not inftiaRtiuely : 1 did conſent, 

And often did beguilc her of her teares, 

WhenlI did fpeake of ſome diſtreſlefull ſtroke 

That my youth ſuffer'd : My Storie being done, 

She gaue me for my paines a world of kiſſes: 

She {wore in faith 'twas ſtrange : 'twas paſiing ſtrange, 

"Twas pittitull: 'rewas wondrous pirtifull, 

She wiſh'd ſhe had not heard it, yet ſhe wiſh'd 

That Heauen had made her {uch a man. She chank'd me, 

And bad ine,it I had a Friend that lou'd her, 

I{hould but teach him how to tell my Story, 

And that would wooe her. Vpon this hint I ſpake, 

She lou'd me for the dangers I had pal, 

| And 1lou'd hergthat ſhe did pitty them. 

{ This onely is the witch-cratt I haue vs'd, 

Here comes the Ladic : Let her witneſle it. 


Enter Deſdemona,lago, Attendants. 


Dwke. 1 thinke this tale would win my Daughter too, 
Good Brabantiogtake vp this mangled matter at the beſt: 
Men do their broken Weapons rather vie, 
Then their bare hands. 
Fra. 1 pray you heare ker ſpeake? 
!t ſhe contclle that ſhe was halfethe wooer, 
| Peftruction on my h:ad,it my bad blame 
| Light on the man. Come hither gentle Miſtris, 
Do you perceive in all this Noble Companie, 
\Where moſt you owe obedience? 
Def. My Noble Father, 
{ | do perceive licere a divided dutie, 
Toyon [am bound tor life,and education: 
My lite and education both dolearne me, 
[iow tore{p:Rt you, You erethe Lord of duty, 
L am hitherto your Daughter, Bur heere's my Husband; 
[ And ſo much dutic,as iy Mother ſhew'd 


To you,preferring you before her Father : 
| Sormuch I challenge, that Imay profeſſe 
Due to the Moore my Lord. 
Bra. God be with you : I have done. 
Pleale it your Grace,on to the State Aﬀairesz 
| had rather to adopt a Child, then ger it. 
Come hither Moore; 
[ here do giue thee that with all my heart, 
Which but thou haft already, with all my heart 
I would keepe from thee. For your ſake (lewell) 
I am glad at foule,l haue no other Chil 
For thy elcape would teach me Tirranie 
To hang clogges on them, IT haue done my Lord, 
Duze, Let me ipeake like your ſelfe : 
And lay aSentence, 
Which as a griſe,or ſtep may helpe theſe Lovers, 
When remedies are paſt, the griefes are ended 
By ſeeing the worſt, which late on hopes depended, 
To mourne a Miſcheetethat is paſt and gon, 
Is the next way to draw new wilchiete on. 
What cannot be preſern'd, when Fortune takes : 
Parience her Iniury a mock'ry makes. 
T he rob'd that {miles,ſtcales fomething from the Thiefe, 
te cobs !:imſclfe,thar fpends a bootelefle griefe. 
Bra. Solet the Turke of Cyprus vs beguile, 
We looſe it not {o long as we can ſmile : 
He beares the Sentence well,that nothing beares, 
But the free comfort which from thence he heares, 
| _ he beares both the Sentence, and the ſorrow, 
hat to pay griefe, mult of poore Patience borrow, 
Theſe Sentences,to Supar,or to Gall, | 
Bcing ſtrong on both f1des, are Equiuocall, 
But words are words, I neuer yet dfd heare :\ 
That the bruized heart was pierc'd through the eares, 
i h umbly beſcech you proceed to th' Aﬀeaires of Scate, 
| Dxkg. The Turke with a moſt mighty Preparation 
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makes for Cyprus: Othello, the Fortitude of the place is 
beft knowne to you, And though we have there a Subfli. 
| ture of moſt allowed {efficiencie; yet opinion, a more 
ſaueraigne Miltris of Eftets, throwes a more ſafer 
yoice on you : you muſt therefore be content to {lubber 
the gloſſe of your new Fortunes, with this more ſub. 
borne, and boyſtrous expedition. | 
Othe, The Tiraat Cultome,moſt Grave Senators, 
H2th madeche flinty and Steele Coach of Warre 
My thrice-driuen bed of Downe, I do agnize 
A Naturall aad prompt Alacartie, 
| finde in haidneſſe; and do yndertake 
This preſent Warres againſt the Ortamites, 
M oft humbly therefore bending to your State, 
I crave fit diſpolition for my Wife, 
Due reference of Place,and Exhibition, 
With ſech Accomodation and beſorc 
As leuels wich her breeding, 
Dnke. Why at her Fathers? 
Bra. 1 will not have it ſo, 
Othe. NorT. 
Deſ. Nor would T thererecide, - | 
To put my Father in impatient thoughts 
By being in his eye. Moft Greaious Duke, 
To my vnfolding, lend your proſperous care, 
And let me finde a Charter in your voice 
T'afſiſt my (impleneſle. 
Duke. What would you Deſdemona? 
Deſ. That I loue the Moore,co live with him, 
My dowae-right violence,and torme of Fortunes, 5 
Iv 
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May crumpet to the world, My hear t's ſubdu'd 
Even to the very quality of my Lord; 

| faw Orhells's viiage in his umnd, 

And to his Honours and his yaliant parts, 

Did! my foule avd Fortunes conflecrate. 

So that (deere ord+)it 1 be lett behind 

A Moth of Pexce,andhego tothe Warre, 

The Rires tor why | loue him,are bereft me; 
And I a heauie interias hall luppore 
By his deere abſence, Let me go with lim. 

Othe. Let her haue your voice. 

Vouch with me Hcauen, I therefore beg it not 

To pleate the paltate of my Appetite: 

Nor to comply with heatthe yong affe&s 

[n my detunct,and proper tatisfaction, 

But to be tree, and bounteous to hor minde : 

And Heauen detend your good {ou!es,that you thinke 
[ will your ferious and great bulinefſe ſcant 

When the is with me. No,whenlight wing'd Toyes 
Of teacher'd Crpid,lcele with wanton dulactle 

My {peculaune,and « fac'd Lattroment : 

| hat wy Ditports corrupt,and taint wy buſineſſe : 

Let Houle-wiucy make a Sk:ller of my Helme, 

And all m419ne,and bale 2aducrhities 

b 

Make head againſt my Eftimation, 

Duke. Be ic as you (hall privately determine, 
Either for ber flay, 01 going : thiAﬀaire cries haſt: 
And tpeed muſt anſwer it, 

Sen, You mutt away tonight, 

Otrhe. Wich all my heart, 

Puke. At mne th'morning, here wee'l meete againe, 
Othello,lezue lome Officer behind 

And he inajl ous Commiſhon bring to you; 
And luchthings elie of qualitie ani] reſpect 
As doth import you, 
O:ve, So plerie your Grace,my Ancieat, 
A man he 1s of honeſty and truſt ; 
To his conueyance | 2ſ1gne my wife, 
Witch whot elle necetull, your goc dGrace ſhall think 
To be lent after mie, 

Duke. Letic be'o: 

Good night toeucry one. And Noble Signior, 
If Vertue no delighted Beaune lacke, 
Your Son-in-law 3s farre more Faire then Blacke. 

Sen, Adieu brauc Moore,vie Deſdemona well. 

Fra. Looketo her( Moore) if thou haſt cies co ſee: 
She ha's deceiu'd her Father, and may thee, E xit. 

Orhe. My lite vpon her faith, Honeſt /apo, 

My De/demona mult | leaueto thee : 
I prythee let thy wife attend on her, 
And bring them after inthe beſt aduantage. 
v 
Come Deſdemona,l have but 2n houre 
Ot Loue, of wordly matter, and direCtion 
Toſpend with thee, We muſt obey the thetime, Ext, 

Fod. Iago. 

[ago. What faift chou Noble heart? 

Rod. \Vhat will 1 do,think'@ thou ? 

[ago, Why goto bed and (leepe, 

Rea, | will incontinently drowne my (elſe, 

lago. It thou do'ft, I ſhall acues love thee after, Why 
thou hilly Gentleman 2 

, 

Rod. itis filiyoefle to live, when to livers terment: 
and chen have we preſcription to dye, when death is 
our Pbyfition, | 

{ago. Oh villanous : T haue look'd vp$nthe world 


——— 
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for foure times lgyen yeares,and hace | could Giftingvith | 


berwixt a Benefit, and an Iniuric :] never found man that | 
knew how ta loue himlſc!ltc. Ere I would lay, 1 word | 
drowne wy lelte forthe loue of a Gynney ten, 1 would | 
change my Humanity with a Baboone. | 
Rod, What ſhould { do? | conteſle it is my ſhame 
to be ſo fond, bur it is not in my vertue to amend it, 
[ago. Vertne? A figge, *tis in our felzes that we are 
thu-,or thus, Our Bodies are our Gardens, to the whic i), 


our Wills are Gaardiners, So that it -we will piant Net- 
tels, or !towe Lectice : Set Hiſope, and weede vp Time? 
Supplic it with one gender of Hear bes,or vittract it w ith 
mary : eicher to haue it Recri!} win idlenefle, or many- 
ed with Ioduſtry, why the powergand Corrigeable als 
thoritie of this lies in our Wills, It che braine of our liues 
had not one Scale of Rezfon, ro po1ze another ot Seniu= 
alitie, the blood, and bateneſie of ovr Natures would 
conduct vs to moſt prepoſtrons C mclutions, Burt we 
have Realonto coole our raging Motions, our carnall 
Stings,or vobitred Lutts : whereot | rake this, that you 
cal] Loue,to be a Sect,or Seyen. 

Rod. I: cannot be. 

{ago. Its meerly a Luft of the blood, anda permiſiion 
of the will. Come, be a man : drowne thy lelte? Drown 
Cars,and blind Puppies, ) have profelt me thy Fried, 
and | contefle me knit to thy delerumg, with Cables ot 
perdurable toughneſle, 1 could never berter fteed rhee 
then now. Pur Morey in thy purle : tollow thou the 


W arres,defeate thy tauovr, with an viurp'd Beard. 1 lay 
puc Money 11 thy purſe.Ic cannotbe long that Deſuenmns 
ſhould continue ber love to the Moore. Pur: Yroney in 
thy purſe: nor he his to her, It wasa violent Commence- 
ment in her, and theu ſhalt ſee an anfwerable Seque— 
(tration, pat but Money in thy purfe, Theſe Moores 
ace changeabie in their wils : fill thy purſe with Money. 
The Food that to him now is as luſhious as Locifts, 
ſhalbe to him ſhortly, 2s bitter as Colequintida. She 
muſt change for youth : when the is fated with his body 
ſhe will kn the ercors of her choice, Theretore,put M9- 
ney in thy purſe. If thou wile needs damne thy telte, do 
it a more celicate way then drowning. Make all the Mo+ 
ney thou canft :1f Senarmonie, and a fraile vow, be- 
twixt an exring Barbarian, and ſuper-ſubtle Venetian be 
not too hard for my wits,and all the Tribeot hell, thou 
ſhalt emoy her : therefore make Money : a pox of drow- 
ning thy lel/e,it 1s cleane our of the way. Seckethou ra- 
ther to be hang'd in Compaſſing thy ioy, then ro be 
drown'd,and go without her, 

Rodo. Wilt thou be ft ro my hopes, if I depend on 
the fue? | 

ago. Thou art ſure of me: Go make Money : Thave 
col thee often, and | re-tell thee againe, and againe, I 
hate ihe Moore, My cau\e is hearted; thine hath no lefſe 
reaſon. Let vs be comundive 10 our revenge, again? 
him. 1fchou cant Cuckold him, thou doft thy felfe a 
pleaſvre, me a ſport. There are many Events in the 
Worbe of Time, which wilbe deliuered. Traverte, go, 
provide thy Money. We will hate more of this to mor- 
row. Adieu, 

Red. Where (hall we meete i'th*morning ? 

Tago, Artiny Lodging. 

Rod, Tc be with thee betimes, 

laps, Grotoo,tirewel. Do you heare Rodorigo? 

Red, Ile ſellall my LINd. 

lago TM us Fo 1 ever make my Foole,my purſe ; 
For 1 mint owne gain'd knowledge ſhould prophane 
j t] would time expend with tuch Snpe, 
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The Tragedie of Othello 


| Dufor wy Sport,and Profit : I hate the Moore, 

| And it 1s thought abroad, that 'twixt my ſheets 

| She ha's done wy Office. I know not if « be crue, 
| Bit [, for meere fuſpition in that Kinde, 

Walt do, as if for Satety, He holds me well, 

The better (hall my purpole worke on him : 
Caſſis's a proper man: Let me {ce now, 

T o ger his Place, and to plume vp my will 

In double Knauery, How? How? Let's (ce. 

After ſom* time, to abule Othe!lo's eares, 

That he 1s roo familiar with his wiſe : 

] He hath a perſon, an! a \mooth ailpoſe 

T > be ſuſpeRed : fram'd ro make women falſe. 
The Moore is ota tree,and open Nature, 

That thinkes men honeft, that but ſeeme to be {o, 
And will as tenderly be lcad by th Note 

As Aﬀes are : 

I hauve't ; it 1s engendred : Hell, and Night, 

Maſt bting this monſtrous Birth, tothe wor!ds light. 


n 


i -Attus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


pe II — —— — —— 
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Emer Montane and two Gentlemen, 


Aon, What from the Cape, can you diſcerne at Sea? 
1.Gent, Nothing at all, itis a high wrought Flood: 
I cannot'twixt the Heauen, and the Maine, 
Deſcry a Saile, 
Mon. Me thinks,the wind hath ſpoke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaſt ne're ſhooke our Battlements : 
| If it hath rvfhand fo vpon the Sea, 
What ribbes of Oake, when Mountaines melt on them, 
Can hold the Morties. What ſhall we heare of chis? 
2 A Segregation of the Turkiſh Fleet ; 
For do but Rtand ypon the Foaming Shore, _ 
The chidden Billow ſeemes ro pelt the Clowds, 
The winde-ſhak'd-Surge, with high & monſtrous Maine 
Seemes to caft water on the burning Beare, 
And quench the Guards of th'euer-fixed Pols; 
Ineuer did like molle{tation view 
| On the enchafed Flood, 
Men, ifthat the Turkiſh Fleete 
Be not eaſhelter'd, and embay'd, they are drown'd, 
It is impoſſible to beare it out. 


Entey a Gentleman. 
$ Newes Laddes: our warres ate done : 
The deſperate Tempeſt hath ſo bang'd the Turkes, 


Hath ſeene a greeuous wracke and ſufterance 
On molt part of their Fleet, 
Mon. How? Is this true 2 
3 The Ship is heerg put in: A Veremeſſa, Michael Caſſio 
Licutenanc to the warlike Moore, Othells, 
[s come on Shore . the Moof@himſclte at Sea, 
Aud is in full Comrfiſion heere for Cyprus. 
ſou, I am glad ont : 
'Tis a worthy Gouernour. &- 
2 Bur this lame Caſſio, thoygh he ſpeake of comfort, 
Touching the Turkiſh loſle, 1, 
With fowle and violent Tempeſt. 
Mon, Pray Heauens he be: 


” 
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That their deſignement halts. A Noble ſhip of Venice, | 


elookes fa 
Andpraye the Moore be ſafe; for the ed 


| 


| 
| 


| 
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For I have feru'd him, and the man commands 
Like a full Soldier, Ler'sto the Sea-fide (hoa) 
As well to ſee the Veſſel! chat's come in, 
As tothrow-out our eyes for braue Othelle, 
Euen till we make the Maine, and th'Eriall blew, 
An indiftinct regard. 

Gent, Come, let's do ſo; 
For euery Minute 15 expeCtancie 
Ot caore Arrivancie. 


Enter Caſſio. 

Caſſi. Thankes you, the valiant of the warlike Iſle, 
That 10 approoue the Moore: Oh let the Heauens 
Giuc him defence againſt the Elements, 

For I have loſt him on a dangerous Sea. . 

Mon, Is he well ſhip'd? 

Caſio. His Barke is ftourly Timber'd,and his Pylor 
Of verie expert, and approu'd Allowance; 

Therefore my hope's (not ſurferred to death) 
Stand in bold Cure, 

Within, A Saile, a Saile, a Saile, 

Caſſio. What noile? 

Gent, The Towne is ermpty ; on the brow o'th'Sea 
Stand rankes of People and they cry,a Saile, 

Caſſio, My hopes do ſhape him for the Governor, 

Gent, They do diſcharge their Shot of Courtefie, 
Our Friends, atleaſt. 

( aſſo. 1 pray you Sir, go forth, 

And gwe vs truth who 'tis that is arriu'd. 

Gent, Iſhall, Exit. 

Mon, But good Lieutenant, is your Generall wiu'd? 

C-ſſio. Mott fortunately : he hath atchieu'd a Maid 
That paragons deſcription, and wilde Fame : 

One that excels the quirkes of Blazoring pens, 
And inth'effentiall Veſture of Creation, 
Do's tyre che Ingeniver, 
Evter Gentleman, 
How now? Who ha's pur 1n? 

Gene. 'Tis one Jago, Avncient to the Generall. 

Caſſio. Ha's had moſt favourable, and happie ſpeed : 
Tempeſts them(elues, high Seas, and howling windes, 
The gutter'd-Rockes,anJ Congregated Sands, 
Traitors enſteep'd, ro enclogge the guiltleſſe Keele, 
As hauing ſence of Beautie, do omicr 
Their mortall Natures letting go ſafely by 
The Diuine Deſdemona, 

ſon, What is ſhe ? 

Caſſw. She that I ſpake of: 

Our great Caprains Captaine, 

Left in the conduRt of the bold ago, 

Whole footing neere anticipates our thoughts, 

A Senights ſpeed, Great Joue, Othello guard, 

And fwell his Saile with thine owne powrefull breath, 
That he may bleſle this Bay with his call Ship, 

Make loues quicke pants in Deſdemwonaes Armes, 

Giue renew'd fire to ourextinCted Spirits, 


Enter Deſdemona, Iago, Rodorigo,and Emilia. 
Oh behold, / 
The Riches of the Ship is come on ſhore : 
You men of Cyprus, le: her haue your knees, 
Haile to thee Ladie : and the grace of Heauen, 
Before, behinde thee, and oneuery hand 
Enwheele thee round. 

Deſ.” Trth@ke you, Valiant Caſo, 
What tydings can you tell of my Lord? 


Caſſo. 
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Caf. Heis not-yet arriv'd,nor know I ought 
But that he's well, and will be ſhortly heere, 

Def, Oh, but I feare : 

How loſt you company ? 

Caſſio. The great Contention of Se2, and Skies 
Parted our fellowſhip. But hearke,a Saile. 

Within, A Saile,a Saile. ®. 

Gent, They gine this greeting to the Cittadell - 
This likewiſe 1s a Friend. 

Caſſio. See forthe Newes : 

Good Ancient,you are welcome, 'Welcome Miſtris : 
Let ic not gaule your patience (good [ago ) 

That I extend my Manners. 'Tis my breeding, 

That giues me this bold ſhew of Cureehie. 

Iago, Sir, would ſhe giue you ſ5much of her lippes, 
As of her tongue ſhe oit beſtowes on me, 
You would hauc enough. 

Def. Alas : ſhe ha's no ſpeech, 

Tags, Infaith too much : 

I fiade it ill, when Þ haue leave to ſleepe. 
Marry before your Ladyſhip,l grant, 

She purs het tongue alitcle in her heart, 
And chides with thinking, 

e/£mil, You have little cauſe ro fay ſo. 

lago. Come on, ' come on: you are Pifures out of 
doore: Bells in your Parlours : Wilde-Cars in your Kit- 
chens : Saintsin your Tniuries : Diuels being offended : 
Players in your Hulwifetic, and Huſwiues in your 
Beds, 

Def. Oh,fie ypon thee, Slanderer. 

lago. Nay,itistruc :orelſeT am a Turke, 

You riſeto play,and go to bed to worke./ 

e/Emil. You ſhall not write my praiſe. 

lage, No,let me nor. | 

Deſde, What would ft write of me,if thou ſhould'ft 
praiſe me? 

[ago. Oh,gentle Lady,do not put me too,r, 
For 1 am nothing, if not Critical, 

Deſ. Come on, aſſay. 

There's one gone to the Har bout? 

lags. I Madam, 

Deſ. lam not merry : but I dobeguile 
The thing I am, by ſeeming ocherwile, "'P 
Come,how would'ſt thou praiſe me ? 

Lago, I am about ir,but indeed my invention comes 
from my pate, as Birdlyme do's from Preeze,it pluckesy 
out Braines and a!l, But my Muſe labours, ard thus ſhe 
| is deliver'd, | 
If ſhe be faire, and wiſe:faireneſſe and wit, 

The ones for vſe, the other vſeth tt. 
Deſ. Well praivs'd: 
How if ſhe be Blacke and Wicty ? 

lago, If ſhe be blacke and thereto hae 4 wit, 
She'le find a white that ſhall her blackneſſe fit, 

Deſ. Worle,and worle, 

Emil, HowifFaire,and Fooliſh 2 

lago.. She nexer yet was fooliſh :hat was faire, 

For enen her folly beipt her to an heire, 

Deſde. Theſe are old fond Paradoxes, to make Fooles 
laugh ith'Alehouſe, What miſerable praiſe haſt thou 
for hec that's Foule,and Fooliſh. 

age. There « none (> fone and fooliſh thereunto, 

Bat do's fonle pranks whith faire, and wiſe-ones ds, 

Deſde. Oh heauy ignorance: thou praileſt the worſt 
beſt. But what praiſe could'ft thou befRiow on a deſer- 
uing woman indeed ? Qne, chat in the authoruby of ber 


| 
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ff 
_ did tuſtly put on the vouch of yery malice '* 
leife. 


Lago. She that was euer faire and nener proud, 


| Haa T ongue at will, and yet was nexer lond : 


Nemer lacks Gold,and yet went newer £4), 
Fled from her wiſh and yet ſaid now 1 may. 
She that beng angred her renenge being nic, 
Zad ber wrong [tay and her diſplenſure flic : 
She that im wiſedome newer was ſo fraile, 
To change the Cods.head for the Salmons taile : 
She that could thinke,a«d neu'r diſcloſe ber mind, 
See Smitor: following and not looke b:hmad: 
She was a wight (if ever ſuch wighter were) 
Def. To do what ? 
Tags, Toſuckle Fooles and chronicle ſmall Beere, 


Deſde, Oh moſt lame and impotent concluſion, Do 
not learne of him eEmillia, though he bethy husband, 
How ſay you (Caſſis) is he not a moſt prophane,and li- 
berall Counſailor ? 

Caſſia. He ſpeakes home ( Madam) you may telliſh 
him more in the Souldier,then in the Scholler, 

Lago. He takes her by the palme : 1, well ſaid, whiſ- 
per. With as little a web as this, will 1 enfnare as great 
aFly as Caſſio, I ſmile vpon her, do: 1 will give thee 
in thine owne Courtſhip. You fay rrue, 'tis foindeed, 
If ſuch cricks as thele Ririp you our of your Lieutenan- 
trie, it had beene berter you had not kiſs'd your three fine 
gers fo oft, which now againe you are moſt apt to play 
the Sir,in, Very good : well kifs'd, and excellent Curt. 
fie : *tis ſo indeed, Yer againe, your fingers to your 
lippes 2? Would they were Cluſter-pipes for your 
ſake. 

The Moore I know his Trumpet. 

Caſſ, "Tis truely fo, 

Deſ. Let's meete him, and recieuc him. 

Caſio. Loc,where he comes. 


Enter Othelo,and Attendants. 


Oth O,my faire Warriour, 
Def. My deere Othello, 
Othe, It giues me wonder great,as my content 
To ſee you heere before me, 
Oh my Soules Toy : 
If after every Tempeſt,come ſuch Calmes, 
May the windes blow, ill they have waken'd death : 
And let the labouring Barke climbe hills of Seas 
Olympu high : and duck againe as loyy, 
As hell's from Heauen. If ut were now to dye, 
'T were riow to be moſt happy. For l feare, 
My Soule hath her content ſo abſoluce, 
That not another comforrt like to this, 
Succeedes in ynknowne Fate. 
Deſ, The Heauens forbid 
But tha: our Loues 
And Comforts ſhould encreaſe 
Even as our dayes do grow, 
Othe. Amen to rhat ( {weet Powers) 
I cannot ſpeake enough of this content, 
ft Roppes me heere : it is too much of joy, 
And this,and this the greateſt diſcords be 
That ere our hearts ſhall make. 
lago, Oh youare well tun'dnow : Bur lle ſer downe 
the peggs that makethis Muficke,as boneſt as I _— 
rt Ihe. 
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Newes (Friends) our W aries are done : 
The I ukes are drown'd, 
How do's my ol4 Acquaintance of this Iſle ? 
(Hony )you ſhall be well gehr'd 1n Cyprus, 
1 hauc 10und great loue among it them, On my Sweet) 
I prattie ouc of faſhion, and | doate 
In miac 6wne comforts, I prythee,good /ags, 
Go tothe Bay ,and difiabarke my Coffers: 
Bring thou che Mzfler tothe Citadell, 
He1s a g00d one,and his worthyneſle 
Do's chal:eage much relpeft, Come Deſdemona, 
O.ce more well met at Cyprus, 
: Extt Othello and Deſdemona. 

Lago. Do thou meer 'me preſently at the Harbour, 
Com: thither, if thou be*ſt Valiant,(as they ſzy baſe men 
being in Love, have then a Nobilitie in their Natures, 
more then 15 natiue to them) lit-me;z the Lieutenant co 
night watches on the Court of Guard. Firſt, l mutt tell 
thee this : Deſdemons,s direRiy in loue with him, 

Rod. With him ? Why, 'tis notpoſſible, 

Jags, Lay why finger thus: end let thy ſoule be in- 
fructed, Maike me with what violence ſhe hiſt lou'd 
the Mooce, but for bragging, and telling het fancaſticall 
lies. To loue him) ſill tor prating, let not thy diſcreet 
hearc thinke it, Her ey: muſt be fed. And what delight 
(hall ſhe hwne co looke on the divell? When the Blood 
is made dull with the A of Sport, there ſhould be a 
game to efl1me it,and to give Saticty a freſh apperite. 
Louchnefle in fanour, (t:npathy in yeares, Manners, 
and Beauties : all which che Moore is defeCtiue in. Now 
| for want of theſe requir'd Conueniences, her delicate 
renderaefſe wil finde it (:1fe abus'd, begin ro heaue the, 
gorge, diſcelliſh and abhorre the Moore, yery Nature wil 
inſtcuR hec in it,and compell her to ſome ſecond choice. 
Now Sir, this granted (as itis a moſt pregoant and vn- 
forc'd polition) who Rands ſo eminent 1n the degree of 
this Forune, as Caſſi» do's : a knaue very voluble : no 
further conſcionable,then in putting on the meere torme 
of Ciuill,and Humaine ſzeming, for the better compaſſe 


why none : A ſlipper, and ſubtle knaue, x finder of occa- 
fion : that he's an eye can ſtampe, and counterfeit Ade 
uantzges, though true Advantage never preſent ir [elfe, 
A diueliſh knaue:befides,the koaue 1s handſome, young : 
and hath all choſe requifites in him, that folly and greene 
mindes looke ater, A peſtilent compleat knauc,and the 


Rods, 1 cannot belecue chat in her, ſhe's full of moſi 
bleþ*d condition. | | 

ago. Bleſs'd figges-end , The Wine ſhe drinkes is 
made of gfapes. Ifiſhce had beene bleſy'd, ſhee would 
neuer have loud the Moore:Bleſs'd pudding, Didft thou 
nat ſec her padyle with the palme of his hand ? Didſt not 
make that? | 

Red. Yes.that 1 d:d : bur that was but curtehie. 

[ago, Leachetic by this hand: an index, and obſcure 
prologue tothe Hiftory of Luſt and toule Thovghts. 
' They met {oncere with their lippes, that their breathes 
| embrac'4 together, Villanous thoughts Redersge, when 
thele mutab.liries ſo marthall che way, hard at hand 
comes the Maſter, and maine exercile, th'incorporate 


Othe, Comes: letvs to the Caftle, | 


_ TheTragedie of Othello a3 


' Till l am eeucn'd with him, wife, for wift. 


| of bis ſalt,and moſt hidden looſe AﬀeCtion? Why ce 


— - 


concluſion : P:ſh. Bur Sir, be you ruP'd by me. I have 
brought you from Venice. Watch you to night : for | 
the Command, Ile lay't vpon you. Cafſio knowes you 


not; Ile not be farre fromyou, Do you ktinde ſome oc 


caſion io arger Coſſio, either by ſpeaking too loud, or 
tainting bi3 CilGpine, or from what other courſe 
you picale, which the time ſhall more fouorably mi- 
niſter, 

Red. Well, 
" Jage. Sir,he'sr:ſh, and very ſodaine in Choller: and 
i firike at you, provoke him that he my : for 
even ot of tht will I c:uic theie cf Cyprus ro Mutiny. 

V, hole qualificstion 2.1 corre into no true tafle 8. 
gaine, butby the <t»ian og of Caſo, So ſhall you 
laue a ſher.cr journey to your defſucs, by the meanes I 
ſhall then: haue to preferie then, And the impediment 
moki profusbly «icmoves, wihout the which there were 
no expectation of 0117 proſperitie. 

Reas, I will Co this,1t you can bring it to any oppor. | 
tunity. 

lago. I warrant thee, Meere me by and by at the 
Citradell, 1 nwit fetch his Neceſſaries a Shore, Farc- 
well, 

Rods, Adieu. 

[ago. That Cafſio loues her,] do well beleev't : 
That ſhe loves him, 'cis apt,and of great Credite, | 
The Moore (how heit that | endure him not) 
Is of a conftant, louing Noble Nature, 

AndI darethinke,belc prove to Deſdemwend 

A moſt deere husbangd. Now I do louc her too, 
Not out of abſolute Luſi, (though peraduenture 
I ſtand accomptant for as great ain) 

But parrely led to dyetmy Reuenge, 

For that ! do {ufpeRt the lultie Moore ' 
Harh leap'd ito my Seate, The thought whereof, 
Doth (Ke a poyſonous Minerall)gozw my [nwaxdes 
And nothing can,or ſhall content my Soule 


Exit, 


Oc fayling fo, yer that I put the Mooxe, 

Arlealt into alelouzie fo (trong . 

That 1udgement caunot cure, Which thing todo, 
If this poore Traſh of Venice, whom 1 trace 

For his quicke huating,ftand the putting on, 

Ile haue our Afichael { 2{ſiv on the hip, 

Abuſe himto the Moore, inthe right garbe 

(For I feare Caſio with my Night-Cape too) 
_— Moore thanke me,louve me,and reward me, | 
fFFmnaking him egregiouſly an Aﬀle, | 


And praQtifing vpon his peace,and quiet, 
Even co madnefle. 'T:s heere : but yer confus'd, 
Knaueries plaiae face,is never ſeene;till vs'd, Exis, 
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Enter Othells s, Herald with a Proclamation. 


Herald. Itis Oth-lls'r pleaſure, our Noble and Vali- 
ant Generall, That vpon certaine tydings now arriu'd, 
importing che mecre perdition of che Turkiſh Fleere : 
euery man put himſelfe into Triumph. Some to daunce, 
ſome to make Bonfires, each man, ro what Sport and 
Revels his addition leads him. For belides theſe bene. 
ficiall Newes,it is the Celebration of his Nuptiall. $5 
much was bis pleaſure ſhould be proclaimed. All offi. 
ces are open,& there is full libertie of Feafting fromrhis 
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preſenc houre of fiue, till the Bell haue told eleven. 
Bleſle the 1fle of Cyprus,and our Noble Generall Othe!- 
lo. Exu, 


Entey Othello, Deſdemena Caſſio and Attendants, 

Othe, Good Michael, looke youro the guard to night, 
Let's teach our ſelues thac Honourable Rop, '* 
Not to oqt-{port diſcretion. 

Caf. Ixgo,hath direRion what to do. 
But notwithſtanding with my perſonall eye 
Will Hooke to'r, 

Othe. Tago,ismoſthoneſt : 

CMicbael, goodnight. To morrow with your earlieſt, 
Let me have ſpeech with you. Come wy deere Love, 
The purghsſe made, the fruites are to eniuc, 
Thar profic's yer to come 'tweene me,and you, 
Goodnight, 4 
Enter Iago. 
Caſ. Welcome ago: we muſttothe Watch, 


Tago, Not this boure Lieutenant : "tis not yet ten. 


oth'clocke, Our Generall caft ys: thus earcly tor the 
love of his Deſdemona : \V ho,tet ys not therefore blame; 
hehath not yer made wanton the night with her ; and 
ſhe is ſport for [oxe. 
Caſ. She's a moſt exquiſite Lady, 
Tags. And Ile warrant her, full of Gare, : 
Caſ. Indeed ſhes 2 n ci freſh anddelicate creature, 
lago, What an eye ſhe ha's? 


{ Mechiokes it ſounds a parley to prouocation, 


Caf. An inviting eye : 


And yet me thinkes right modeſt, 


Tago. And when ſhe ſpeakes, 
[sitnotan Alarum to Love? 

Caſ. She is indeed pertection, 

lago. Well : happineſle to their Sheetes, Come Licu- 
renant,l haue a ſtope oft Wine, and neere without are a 
brace of Cyprus Gallants, that would taine haue a mea- 
ſure to the health of blacke Othello, 

Caſ., Not to night, good ago, I have very poore, 
and yohappie Braines for drinking, I could well wiſh 
CurteGe would inucnt ſome other Cultome of enter- 
tainment, 

Tage. Oh, they are our Friends: but one Cup, Ile 
diioke for you. 

Caſſie. 1 haue drunke but one Cup to night,and that 
was craftily qualified roo : and behold what inouation 
it makes heere, 1 am infortunare in the inficmity, and 
dare not taske my weakenefſe with any more. 

Iago. What man ? 'Tis a night of Reuels, the Gal- 
lants defire it. 

{ af. Where are they? 

Jage. Heere,at the doore : I pray you call chem in, 

Caſ. He do'r,bur it diſlikes me, Exit. 

[ago. If I can faſten but one Cup vpon him 
With that which he hach &runke ro night alceadie, 

He'l be asfull of Quarrell,and offence 

As my yong Miſtris dogge, 

Now wy licke Foole Rodorigo, 

Whom Loue hath curn'd almoſt the wrong fide out, 
To Deſdemona hath to night Carrows'd, 
Potations,pottle-deepe; and he's ro watch, 

Three elſe of Cyprus, Noble ſwelling Spirites, 
(That hold their Honours in « wary diſtance, 

The yery'Flements of this Warrelike 1fle) 

Haue Ito night luſter 'd with flowing Cups, 

And they Watch too. | ; 


Exit, 


the eIMonre of Venice. 
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| dead dranke, He ſweates nor to overthrow your Al. 


- finnes: Gentlemen let's looke to our bufineſle. Do not 


Now 'mongſt this Flocke of drunkards = 
Am T put to our Coſſio in ſome Action 
Thar may offend the ile. Bur here they come. 


Enter Caſſio, Montano,and Gentlemen, 

If Conſequence do but approue my dreame, 

My Boate failes freely,both with winde and Streame. 
Caſ.”Fore heauen,they haue given me arowle already, 
Mon, Good-taith a litle one : not paſt a pint,as lam a 

Souldier. 

Iago. Some Wine hoa, 

And let me the Cannakin clinke clmke : 

And let methe Cannakmclinke, 

A Souldiers a man: Ch mans life's but a ſpan, 

Why then let a Souldier drinke, 

Soine Wine Boyes, | 

Caſ. 'Fore Heauen; an excellent Song, 

[ago. ilearn'dit in England ; where indeedrthey are 
moſt potent in Potting, Yous Dane, your Germaine, 
and your {wag-belly'd Hollander, ( drioke hoa ) 2re 
nothing to your Engliſh, 

Caſſia, Is your Englhiſzmen ſo exquiſite it his drin-- 
king ? 

lago. Why, he drinkes you with facillitie, yovr Dane 


maine, He gives your Hollander a yomir, ere the pext 
Portle can be h1l'd, 

Caf. Tothe healch of our Generall. 

Afar. 1 am for it Licargnant ; and lle do you Iuſtice, 

[:g20. Oh tweet England. 

King Stephen was and-a wot thy Pere, 

Hes Breeches coſt him but a Crowne, 

He held them Six pence all ts deere, 

With that he cal 'd the Tailor Lowne ; 

He was a wight of bigh Renowne, 

ed thoy art but of low degree : 

'Tis Pride that pals the Country downe, 

Ard take thy awl'd Cloake about t bee, 

Some Wine hoa, 

Caſſio, Why this is a more exquiſite Song then the 0+ 
cher, 

[ago, Will you heare'c againe ? 

Caſ. No: for | hold himto be vaworthy of his Place, 
that do's thole things, Well : heau'ns aboue all : and 
there be ſoules muſt be ſaued, and there be foules muſt 
not be ſaued, 

lego. It's true, good Lieutenant. 

Caſ. For nine owne part, no offence to the Generall, 
nor any man of quaiitie : | hope to be ſaued, 

Iago. And io dolT too Lieutenant. 

Caſſiv. 1: (but by your leaue )not before me. The 
[ i:utenant is to be ſaued before the Ancient, Let's haue 
no more of this: let's ro our Afaires, Forgiue vs our 


thinke Gentlemen, ] am drunke: this is my Ancient,this 
1s my right hand, and this is my left. I am not drunke 
now : I can ſtand well enough,and Iſpeake well enough, 
Gent, Excellent well. 
Caſ. Why very well then : you muſt not thinke then, 
that] am drunke. 


Watch, 0 

lago, You ſee this Fellow,that is gone before, 
He *s a Souldier, fir ro ſtand by Ceſar, 
And giue direftion, And do bur lee his vice, 


I 


Exim. }; 
Moxta. Toth Plaiforme (Maſtcrs)come, let's ſer the | 
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The one as long 2s th'other, Tis pittie af him : 

E feare the truſt Orhello puts him in, , 
On ſome odde time of his ipfirmitie 

W1ll ſhake this Iſland. - 

Aort. Bat 1s he often thus ? 

lago, 'Tis cuermore his prologue to his ſleepe, 
He'le watch the Horologe a double Ser, 

If Drinke rocke not his Cradle. 
Aon, Ir were well 
The Generall were put in mind of it : 
Perhaps he lees it not,or his good nature 
Prizes the vertue that appeares 1n Caſſts, 
And lookes not on his eviils : 15 nor this true 2 
Enter Rodorsgo. 
Iago. How now Rodovino ? 
[ pray you after the Lieutenant, go. 

Aon, And*cis great pitty,that the Noble Moore 
Should hazard ſuch a Place,os his owne Second 
Wirh one of an 1ngratt Infirmitic, 

It were an honeſt ACtion,to (ay {0 
To the Moore. 

Lago. Not {,for this faire Iſland, 
I do loue Caſſio well : and would do much 
To cure him of this evill, Bur hearke, what noiſe ? 

Enter C aſſio prerſmeng Rodorige, 
Caſ, You Rogue: you Raſcall. 
_ What's the matter Licutenant ? 
af. A Knaue reach me my dutie? le beate the 

Knave intoa Twiggen-Boctle. 

Rod. Beate me ? 

Caſ. Doſt thou prate, Rogue? 

Mon. Nay,yood Lieutenanc ? 
I pray vou Sir, hold your hand, 

Caſſir .Ler me go(Sir) 

Orc [le knocke you o're the Mazard. 

Mm. Come,come : you're drunke, 

Caſſio. Drunke? 

Iago, Away | ſay : go out and cry a Mutinie. 
Nay good Lieutenant, Alas Gentlemen: 
Helpehoa. Lievrenant, Sir Montano : 

Helpe Maſters. Heere's a goodly Watch indeed, 
Who's that which rings the Bell: Diablo, hoa : 
The Towne will riſe, Fie,fe Lieutenant, 

Youle be aſham'd fer cuer. 


— 


Enter Othello,and Attendants. 
Othe, What 1s the matter heere? 
Aon. 1 bleed till, I am hurt to th'death. He dics, 
Orhe, Hold tor your liues, 
lag. Hold hoa : Lieutenant, Sir Hontano,Gentlemen: 
Haue you forgot all place of ſenſe and dutie? 
Hold, The Generall ſpeaks to you : hold for ſhame, 
Oth. Why how now hoa? From whence ariſeth this? 
Are we turn'd Turkes ? and to our ſelues do that 
Which Heauen hath forbid the Ottemnrtes. | 
For Chriſtian ſhame, put by this barbarous Brawle: 
He that irs next,tocaruc for his owne rage, 
Holds his ſeule lighe - He dies ypon his Motion. 
Silence that dreadfull Bell,ir frights the Iſle, 
From her propriety. What 1s the matter, Maſters? 
Honeſt /a70 that lookes dead with greeuing, 
*peake: who began this ? Orfthy loue I charge thee? 
[:go, 1 do not know : Friends all, but now,evten now- | 
[n Quarter,and in termes like Bride, and Groome 
Deaciting them for Bed : 8nd then, but now : 
(As it {ome Planer had vnwitted men) 


Fu 
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Swords out,and cilting one at others breaſtes, 
In oppoſition bloody. I cannot ſpeake 
Any begining to this peeviſh oddes, 
And would,in Action glorious,I had loſt 
Thoſe legges, that brought me to a part of it, | 
Othe, How comes it( Michaell)you are thus forgot ? 
oF pray you pardon me,I cannot ſpeake. 
the: Worthy Montans,you were wontto be ciuil] : | 
The gravitie,and fiillnefſe of your youth 
The world hath noted. And your name is great 
In mouthes of wiſeſt Cenſure, What's the matter - 
Thar you ynlace your reputation thus, 
And ſpend your rich opinion,for the name 
Of a nightt-brawler ? Giue me anſwer toit, * 
Men. Worthy Othello,] am hurt to danger, 
Your Officer /ago,can informe you, 
While I ſpare ſpeech which ſomething now offends 
Of all that Ido know,nor know I ought 
By me,that's ſaid, or done amiſle this night, 
Voleſle felte-charitie be ſometimes a vice, 
And to defend our ſelves, it be a finne 
When violence affailes vs. 
Othe, Now by Heaven, 
My blood begins my ſafer Guides torule, 
And paſhon(hauing my beft iudgement collied) 
Adaies to leade the way. IfI once fiir, 
Or do but lift this Arme, the beft of you 
Shall finke in my revuke. Giue me to know 
How this foule Rout began: Who ſet it on, 
And he that is approu'd in this offence, 
Though he had twinn'd with me, both ata birth, 
Shall looſe me. What ina Towne of warre, 
Yer wilde,the peoples hearts brim-full of feare, 
To Manage private,and domeſticke Quarrell? 
In night, amd on theCourt and Guard of lafetie? 
'Tis monſtrous : [ago,who beg an'r ? 
Mon, If partially Aﬀin'd,or league in office, 
Thou doſt deliuer more, or lefſe then Truth, 
Thou art no Souldier, 4 
{ago. Touch me not ſo neere, 
I had rather have this rongue cut frommy mouth, 
Then it ſhould do offence to Michael Caſſis. 
Yer I perſwade my ſelfe,to ſpezkethertruch 
Shall nothing wrong him, This it is Generall; 
Montano and my lelte being in ſpeech, 
There cames a Fellow. crying out for helpe, 
And Caſſis tollowing him with derermin'd Sword 
To execute ypon him. Sir,this Gentleman, 
Steppes into Caſſo,and entreats his pauſe; 
My ſelfe,the crying Fellow did purſue, 
Leaſt by hisclamour (as it ſo fell out) 
The Towne might fall in fright. He,({wift of foote) 
Out-ran my purpoſe : and I return'd then rather 
For that I heard the clinke, and tall of Swords, 
And Caſſis high in oath : Which till ro night 
I nere might ſay before, When 1 came backe 
(For this was briefe)! found them choſe together | 
At blow,and thruſt, even as againe they were 
When you your lelfe didpart ther, 
More of this matter cannot I report, 
But Men are Men : The beſt ſometimes forger, 
Though Caſſio didi ome little wrong to him, 
As men-in rage ſtrike thoſe that wiſh chew beſt, 
Yet ſurely Coſſio.] beleeve receiu'd 
From him that fled, ome Grange Incignitie, 
Which patience could nor paſle, 
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| Othe. Iknow Tago 
Thy honeſtie, and loue'doth mince this matter, 


Making it light to Caſſio : Caſſiv,] loue thee, 
Bur neuet more be Officer ot mine. 


Enter Deſdemona attended. 


Lookeifmy gentle Loue benotrais'd vp: @*V 
lle make thee an examdle. A 
Def. What is the matte (Deere? ) 
Othe, All's well,S weeting : 
Come away to bed. Sir for your hurts, 
My lelfe will be your Surgeon, Lead himoft: 
{ago,logke with care about the Towne, 
And filence thoſe whom this vil'd brawle diſtraQed. 
Co me Deſdemona, tis the Soldiers life, 
Tojhanethcir Balmy lumbers wak'd with firife. Exit, 

Tago. What are you hurt Licurenanc? 

Caf. I,paſt all Surgery. — 

[ago, Marry Heauen forbid. 

Caſ. Reputation, Reputation, Reputatien: Oh 1 haue 
loſt my Reputation. 1 have loſt the immoriall part of 
myſelfe, and what remains is beſtiall, My Repuration, 
lago,my Reputation. 

Iago, As | ama an honeſt man ] had thought you had 
receiued ſome bodily wound; there is more ſencein that 
then in Reputation. Reputation is an id1e,and mott falle 
impofition;oft got without merit, aud loſt without de- 
ſeruing. You haue loſt no Repuration at all,voleſſe you 
repute your ſelfe ſuch a looſer. What man,there are 
more wayes to recouer the Generall againe, You are 
but now caſt in his moode,(a puniſhment more in poli- 
cie,thenin malice )euen ſoas one would beate his of- 
fenceleſſe dogge,ro affright an Imperious Lyon. Sue co 
him againe,and he's yours, 

Caſ. 1 will rather ſue to be deſpis'd, then to deceiue 
ſo good a Commander, with ſo ſlight,ſo drranken,and fo 
indiſcreet an Officer, Drunke ? And ſpeake Parrat ? And 
ſquabble ? Swagger ? Sweare ? And diſcourſe Fuſtian 
with ones owne ſhadow ? Oh thou inviſi ble ſpirit of 


thee Diuell, 

Iago, What was he that you follow'd with your 
Sword ? What had he done to you? 

Caſ. Iknow not, 

/ Tago, Is'rpoſlible ? 

Caſ” I remember amaſle of things, but nothing di. 
ſin&ly : a Quarrell, but nothing wheretore, Oh,that 
men ſhould putan Enemie in their mouthes,to lteale 2- 
way their Braines ? thac we ſhould! with ioy, pleaſance, 
reuell and applauſe, transforme our ſelues into Beafts. 

Iago, Why? But you arenow well enough : how 
came you thus recouered? * 

Caf. It hath pleas'd the divell cIrunkennefle, to giue 
place ts the d1uell wrath, one vnpe :feftneſſe, ſhewes me 
another to make me frankly deſpiſe my lelfe, 

Iago. Come, you are too ſeuere:a Moraller. As the 
Time,the Place,& the Condition of this Country ſtands 
I could hartily wiſh this had not bef;alne :bur lince it is,as 
it is, mend ir Gr your owne good, 

Caf. 1 will azke bim for my P1-4cc againe,he ſhall tell 
me, I amadrunkard : had I as m any wouthes as Hjara, 
ſuch an anſwer would ſtop ther | all, To benow alen- 


Gble man, by and by a Foole,an preſently a Beaſt, Oh 


ſtrange! Euery inordinate cup is y Ableſs'd,and the Iogre- 
dient i» a diucll, | 


Mn" 


Wine,if thou haftno name to be knowne by, let vs call 


| 


| like s Hound that huats, but one thar filles yp the 
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lags. Come, come: good wine, is 2 good famiilar 
Creature, if it be well vs'd :exclaimeno more againkt it. 
And good Lieutenant, I thinke, you thinke 1 loue 
you, 

Caſko. Thaue well approued it, Sir. I drunke ? 

[ago. You, or avy man huing, way be drunke at a 
time man. | tell you whar you ſhall do : Our General's 
Wite,is now the Generall. I may ſay ſo, in this reſpect, 
for that he hath deuoted, and oiven vp inm{elte to the 
Contemplation, marke :and devotement of) her parts 
and Graces. Conteſſe your lelte freely to her : Impor- 
tune her helpe to put you in your place againe, She is 
of lo free, to kinde, ſo apt, fo bleſſed a diſpohtion, 
the holds it a vice in her goodneſle, not to do more 
then ſhe is requeſted, This broken ioynt berweene 
you, and her husband, entrear her to ſplinter. And my 
Fortunes again any lay worth naming, this cracke of 
your Loue, ſhall grow ftonger, then it was betore. 

( oſſio. You aduiſe me well, 

ago. | proteft 1ache fnceritie of Loue, and honeft 
kindnefſe, 

Cafſio, I thinke it freely : and berimes in the mor- 
ningyl will beſeech the vertuous Deſdemona to vadertake 
for me : I amdeſperare of my Fortunes if they check me. 

ago, You areinthe right: good night Lieutenant] 
muft rothe Watch, 

Caſſio, Good night,honeſt /ago, 

Exit Caſſio. 

Tags, And what's he then, 

Thar taies I play the Villaine? 

When this adviſe is. free 1 give, and honeſt, 

Proball to thiaking, and 1ndeed the courie 

To winthe Moore agaiue, 

For tis moſt eake 

Th'inclyning Deſdemona to lubdue 

[n any honeſt Suite, She's fran''d 35 fruitefpll 

A.s the free Elements, And then for her 

To win the Moore, were to renownce his Baptiſme, 
All Seales,and Simbols of redeemed fin: 

[is Soule is fo enfecter'd ro her Loue, | . 
That ſhe may make,vamake,do what the lift, | 
Euen as her Appetite ſhall play the God, 

With his whe, © Funion, How am I then a Villaine, 
To Counſel! Caſio to this paralel] courle, | 
Dire&tly ro his good? Divinitic of hell, | 
When diuels will the blackeſt finnes pur on, 

They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heauenly ſhewes, 

As 1 donow. For whiles this honeft Foole 

Plies Deſdemona, to repaire his Fortune, 

And ſhe for him,pleades ſtrongly to the Moore, 

[le powre this peftilence into his care : 

Thar ſhe repeales him, for her bodies Luſt* 

And by how much ſhe ftriues todo him good, 

She ſhall vndo her Credite with the Moore. 

So will I turne her yerrue into pitch, 

And out of her owne goodnefle make the Net, 

That ſhall en-maſh them all. 

How now Rogorigo ? 


Enter Reder ige, 


Rodorige. 1 do follow heere in the Chace, not 


Crie, My Money is almoſt ſpent; I have bin to night 
exccedingly well Cudgell'd: And I thinke the iſſue 


THI will | 
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will bee, I ſhall haue ſo much experience for my paines; Procure me {ome acceſle, 


[20 322  TheTragedieof Othello | 


And fo, with no money at all, and alittle more Wit, re- | Lago, le fend her to youpreſently: 
turne apaine to Venice. ; And lle deviſe a meane to draw the Moore 
Iago. How poore are they that have not Patience? Our of the way, that your conuezſe and buſineſſe 
| What wound d19 ever neale bur by degrees? | May be more tree. Exit 
Thou know'lt we worke by Wit, and not by Witchcraft | © Caſio. Ihumbly thanke you for't, I neuer knew 
And Wirdepends on Gilatory time : | | A Florgntine more kinde,and honeſt. , 
Dos'c not gÞ well > Caſio hath beaten thee, # 4 Enter eAmilia. 
And thou by that {na.l hurt hath caſheer'd Caſſio: e/Emil, Googmorrow(good Lieutenant) I am forrie 
Though other things grow fare againit the Sun, For your diſpleaſure : bur all will ſure be well, 
Yet Fruites that biotiome firſt, will firſt be ripe : The Generall and his wife are talking of it, 
Content thy ſelfe, a-while. Introth tis Morning ; And ſhe ſpeakes for you ſtoutly. The Moore replies, 
Pleaſure, and Action, wake the houres ſeeme ſhort, Thathe you hurt is of great Fame in Cyprus, 
Retire thee, go where thou are Billtec : And great Afﬀfinitie : and that in wholſome Wiſedome 
Away, I fay, thou ſhalt know more heereafrer : He might not but refuſe you.But he protefts he loues you 
Nay get thee gone. Exit Rodorigo, | And needs no other Suitor, bur his likings | 
Two things are to be done : To bring you in againe, 
My Wife muſt moue for Caſſioto her Miſtris: Cafſio. Yer | beſeech you, 
[le ſet lier on my ſelfe, a while, to draw the Moor apart, | If youthink* fir, or that jt may be done, 
And bring him 1umpe, wheo he'may Caſſio finde Giue me aditantage ot ſome breefe Diſcourſe 
Soliciting his wife : [,thac's the way : With Deſdemon alone. 
' Dull not Device, by coldneſſe,and delzy, Exit, e/Emil, Pray youcome in: 
I will beſtow you where you ſhall have time, 
<6 £ To ſpeake your boſome freely. 
e/ctus T ertius. Scena Prima. #2 for Ea wen RInE 3, 
Scena Secunda. 
Enter Caſio, Muſutians,and Clown, —-_ w—_ | =_ 


Caſſio. Maſters, play heere,l wil content your painer, Enter Othello, Tags and Gentlemen, 
, P y » y P , h | » 
Something that's briete: and bid, goodmotrow Generz.|. Othe, Theſe Lerters giue ( /ags) to the Pytor, 
Clo. Why Maſters,have your Joſtrumears bin in Na- And by him do my duries to the Senate : 
ples, that they ſpeake i'ch'Noſe thus ? ma i will be walking on the Workes, 
AMnſ. How Sir? how ? epaire there to mee. , 
wn 6 theſe I pray you, winde Inſtruments? lago. Well,my good Lord, Ile doo'r. 
Muſ. 1 marry ate they ir. * + Oth. This Forcification (Gentlemen)ſhall we ſee*? 
Clo. Oh,thereby hangs a ale. Gent, Well waite vpon your Lordſhip. Exeunt 
| Auſ. Whereby hangs a tale, (ir? . 
- Clow. Marry fir, by many a winde Inſtrument that] | TO J's pgce 
| know. But Maſters,heere's money tor you : and the Ge- | Scena Tertia. 


nerall ſo likes your Muſick, that he dcfires you for loues 
ſake to make no more no1ſe with it, 
Muſ. Well Sir, we will net, Enter Deſdemona Caſſio.and Emilia. 
Clo, If you have any Mulicke that may not be heard, Def. Be thou aflur'd (good Caſſio) L will do 
to0't againe, But (as they fay)ro heare Muſicke,the Ge- | All my abilities in thy behalfe. 


nerall do's not greatly care. e/£mil. Good Madam do : > 
Muſ. We hanc noge (ach, fir. I warrant it greeues my Husband, + 
Clow, Then put vp your Pipes in your bagge, forlle | As ifthe cauſe were his, 
away. Go,vaniſh into ayre,away. Exit Min, Deſ. Oh that's an honeſt Fellow,Do not doubt Caſſi 
C/ſi» Dolt thou, heare me, mine honeſt-Friend? But I will have my Lord, and you againe 
C/o. No, | keare nor your honeſt Friend ; } As friead!y as you were, 
heare you, Caſſie. Bounteous Madam, 


( «/ji». Prythee keepe vpthy Quillets, ther's a poore | Whar ever ſhall become of Michael Caſio, 
peece of Gold torthce: if the Gentiewoman that attends | He's neuer any thing bur your true Seruant. 
tie Genera!l be tirring, tel! her, there's one Caſſio en- Def. 1 know't : I thanke you: you do loue my Lord: 
treats her a [ittie tauour of Speech, Wilt thou do this? | You haue knowne him long ,and be you well aſſur'd 
{ C0, Sheis fhirring fir: if ſhe will flirre hither, 1 ſhall | Heſhallin ſtrangendTe ſtand no farther off, 


ſecme 10 notihe vnto her. Exit Clo, | Then in apolitique! iſtance, 
Caſſio. I, but Lacy, 
| Enter Iago. Thar policie may cid, laſt ſo long, 
In happy time, /aco. | Or feede vpon ſuchnice and watetiſh diet, 


[avo You haue not bin a-bed then? Or breede it ſclfe ſo wr of Circumſtances, 

Ca//i1. Why no : the day had broke before we parted, | Thar I being abſent, 1d my place ſupply'd, 

| haue made bold { [ago) ro ſendinto your wife : | MyGenerall will forg *x my Loue,and Service, 
My ſue to her is, that (he will to versuoue Deſdemona | Def. Do not doubt hat ; before Emilia here, 
& wand nw 1 
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I giuethce warrant of thy place. Aſſure thee, 
If 1 do vow atriendſhip, lle performe ir 
Tothe laſt Article, My Lord thall never reſt, 
Ile watch him tame, and talke him out of patience ; 
His Bed (hall ſeeme a Schoole, his Boord aShrift, 
Ile intermingle every thing he do's 

Wirth Caſſ's ſunte : Thereiore be merry Caſſis, 

For thy Solicitor ſhall rather dye, | 

Then give thy cauſe away, 


Enter Othello and [ago, 
Emil. Madam, heere comes my Lord. 
Caſo, Madam,lle take my leaue. 
Deſ. Why ftay,and heare me ſpeake, 
Cajſio. Madam,not now: 1 am very ill at eaſe, 
Vohc tor mine owne purpoſes. 
Def. Well, do your d;ſcretion. 
[ago. Hah? i like not that, 
Othel, Whar doſt thou lay? 
lago, Nothing my Lord; or if—T know not what, 
Othel, Was not chat Caſſio parted from my wife ? 
ago, Caſſiomy Lora? No ture, I cannot thinke it 
That he would fteale away lo guilty-like, 
Seeing your comming, 
Oth, I do belecue "was he. 
Deſ. How now my Lord ? 
I haue bin calking with a Svitor heere, 
A man that languiſhes in your diſpleaſure, 


Exiat C aſſio, 


{4 Oth, Whois't you meane? 


Deſ. Why your Lieutenant (aſſio : Good-my Lord, 


| If I have any grace,or power to moue you, 


His precent reconciliation take, 
For if he be not one, that truly loues'you, 
That erres in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, 
I haue no iudgement in an honeſt face. 
I prythee call him backe. 
Oth, Went he hence now ? 
Deſ. 1 ſooth ; ſo humbled, 
That he hath left part of his greefe with mee 
To ſuffer with him, Good Loue, call him backe. 
Othel. Not now (ſweet Deſdewon) ſome ocher time, 
Deſ. Buc ſhall'c be ſhortly ? 
Oth, The ſooner (Sweet) for you, 
Def. $hall't be to night,at Supper ? 
Oth, No,not tonight. 
Def, To morrow Dinoer then ? 
Oth. 1 ſhall nor dine at home: 


| Imectethe Capraines at the Cirtadell. 


.Deſ. Why then to morrow night,on Tueſday morne, 
On Tueſday noone, or night ; on Wenſday Morne, 
I prythee name the time, but ler it not 
Exceed three dayes, Infaith hee'spenitent : 

And yet his Treſpaſſe, in our common reaſon 

(Saue that they ſay the warres muſt make example) 
Out of her beſt, is not almoſt a fault 

Tencurre a priuate checke. When ſhall he come ? 
Tell me Othells. 1 wonder in my Soule 

What you would aske me, that I ſhovld deny, 

Or ſtand ſo mani'ring on? What? Michael Caſſio, 
That came a woing wirh you? and io many a tune 


|] (When Ihave ſpoke of you diſpraifingly) 


Hath tane your part, to haue ſomuch ro do 

To bring him in? Truſt me, I could do much. 

Oth. Prythee no more : Let him come when he will : 
I will deny thee nothing, 

Def. Why, this isnota Boone : 


| 
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| When Caſcio left my wife, What didd'ſtnot like ? 
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'Tis as I ſhould entreate you weare your Gloues, | 4 


Or teede onnouriſhing diſhes, or keepe you warme, 
Or ſue to you, todo a peculiar profit 
To your owne perſon. Nay, when [ have a ſuite 
Wherein I meane to touch your Louc indeed; 
1t ſhall be full of poize, and difficul: waight, 
And teaieiull robe granted, | 
Oth, 1 will deny theenothing, 
V\\ herevn, I do beleech thee, grant me this, 
Toleaue me bur little to my lelfe, | 
Def. Shall I deny you? No: farewell my Lord, | 
Oth. Farewell my Deſdemona, Ile come to thee frat, | 
Deſ. e/Emilia come; be as your Fancies teach you : 
VWhar ere you be, Iam obedient, Exit. 
Oth, Excellent wretch : Perdition catch my Soule 
But I do loue thee : and whea 1 loue theenot, 
Chaos 1s come againe, 
lago, My Noble Lord, 
Oth, What doſt thou ſay, ago? 
[ago. Did Michael Coſſio © 
VWhen he woo'd my Lady, know of your loue ? 
Oth, He did, from firit to laſt : 
Why doſt thou aske? 
[ago, Bur for a fatisfation of my Theught, 
No further harme, | 
Oth. Why of thy thought, [azo ? | 
[a7o. 1did notthinke he had ban acquainted with hir. 
O16, Oyes,and went berweene vs very oft, 
lags. Indeed? 
Oth, Indeed? I indeed. Diſcern'li thou ought inthat? | 
Is he not honeſt ? | 
lago, Honeſt, my Lord? | 
0:19, Honeft? I, Honeſt, | 
lago, My Lord, for ought I know. 
Oth. What do'ſt thou thinke ? 
lago, Thinke, my Lord? 
Cth. Thinke, my Lord? Alas, thou ecchos't me ; 
Asit there were ſoine Monſter in thy thought 
Too hideous to be ſhewne, Thou doſt mean ſomthing : 
I heard thee ſay cucn now, thou lik'ſt not that, | 


And when [ told thee, he was of my Counſatile, 
Of my whole courſe of wooing ; thou cried'(t, Indeede ? 
And didd't centract, and purle thy brow together, 
As if chou then badd'ft ſhur vp in thy Braine | 
Some horrible Conceite, If thou do'ft loue me, 
Shew me thy thought, 
Iago, My Lord,you know Þ| loue you. 
Orn, I thinke thou doſſt : 
Andfor I know thou'rt full of Loue, znd Honeſlie, 
An4 weigh'ſt thy words before thou giu'ft them breath, * 
Therefore theſc ftops of thine, frighz me the more: 
For ſuch things in a falſe diſloyall Koaue 
Aretrickes of Cuſtome: bur.in a man that's iu(}, 
They're cloſe dilations, working fromthe heart, 
That Paſſion cannot rule, 
lago. 'For Michael Caſio, 
I dare be ſworne, I thinke that he is honeſt, 
Oth. I thinke io'too. | 
lago. Men ſhould be what they ſeeme, | 
Or thoſe that be not, would they might ſeeme none, | 
Oth. Certaine, men ſhould be what they ſeerne. | 


lags. Why then I thinke Caſs10'7 an honeſt man. 
Oth. Nay,yet there's more inthis? 
1 prythee ſpeake to me, as tothy — | 
Aa; thou doſt ruminate,and giue thy worſt of thou g's 
: e 
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The Tragedie of Othello 
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ears CO a yy 


The worſt of words. 

lags. Good my Lord pardon me, 
Though | am bound to every Acte of anrie, 
| I am not bound co that ; All Siaues are free: 


As where's that Palace, whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not? Who he's thar breatt lo pure, 
Wherein encleanly Apprehenfions 

Keepe Lecres, and Law-dayes, and in Sefions hit 
Witch meditations lawfull ? 

Oth. Thou do'!t'conſpire againft thy Friend (ago) 
Ifchou but think (t him wrong'd, and mak'(t his care 
A ſtranger to thy Thoughts. 

[azo. I do beicech you, 

Though I perchance am vicious in my gueſſe 

(As | confeſſe it is my Natures plague 

| To ſpy into Abuſes, and of my 1caloulie 

Shapes faults that are not) that your wiſedome 
From one, that ſo impettely conceits, 

| Would take nonotice, nor build your ſelfe a trouble 
| Our of his ſcattering, and vnſure ob{eruance : 

It were not for your quiet ,nor your good, 

| Nor for my Manhood, Honeſty, and Wiledome, 
Tolet you know my thoughts, 

Oth, \\ hart doſt thou meane ? 

lago, Good name in Man, & woman(decre my Lord) 
Is the immediate lewel!l ot their Soules ; 

Who ſcales my purle, ſteales craſh : 

'Tis iomeching, noching 3 

'Twas mine, 'cis his, and has bin ſlaue to thouſands * 
| But he tha filches from me my good Name, 

| Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 

And makes me poore indeed, 

Oth. Ile know thy Thoughts. 

lapo. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Nor tha!l not, whil't tis in my cuftiodie, 

Oth, Ha? - 

Iago, Oh, beware my Lord, of icalouſie, 

It is the greene-ey'd Monſter, which doth mocke 
The meatc it feeds on, That Cuckold lives in bliſle, 
Who certaine of his Fate, loucs not his wronger ; 

Bur oh, what damned minutes 1els he ore, 

Who dotes, yet doubts : SulpeCts,yer ſoundly loues ? 

Oth, O mileric, 

Lago. Poore, and Content, is rich, and rich enough, 
But Riches fineleſle, is as poore as Winter, 
To him that euer feares he ſhall be poore - 
Good Heauen, the Soules of all my Tribe Qetend 
From lealouſie, | 
Oth. Why? why is this? 
Think'tt thov, 1'14 make a Life of Tealouhe ; 
To follow (till the changes of the Moone 
With freſh ſuſpitions ? No ; to be once in doubr, 
[4 ro be relulu'd ; Exchange re for a Goat, 
| W nen | ſhall rurne the butinefle of my Soule 
To ſuch exufflicate, and blow'd Surmiſes, 


Matching thy inference, Tis not to make me Tealious, 


To ſay my wife is faire, feeds well, Jones company, 
ls free of Speech, Sings, Playes, and Dances: 

"\\ here Vertue is, theſe are more vertuous. 

Nor from mine owne weake merites, will I draw 
The ſmalleſt feare, or doubt of her reuolt, 

For ſhe had eyes, and choſe me. No Japo, 

Tle ſee betore I doubr ; when I doube, proue ; 

And on the proofe, there 15 no more bur this, 

| Away at once with Loue,or lcalouſic, 


\ 
| 
| Vcter my Thoughts? Why ſay, they are vild,and falce? \ 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


la. lam glad of this: For now ] ſhall have resſon 
To ſhew the Love and Duty that I beare you 
With fraoker tpirit, Therefore(as ] am buund) 
Receivet frem me. 1 ſpeake not yet of proofe : 
Looke to your wife, obſerue her well with Caſio, 
Weare your eyes, thus : not Tealious, nor Secure : 
I would not haue your free, and Noble Nature, 
Our of {elfe-Bounty, be abuy'd : Looke too ; 
-1 know our Country diſpoſition well : 
In Venice, they do let Heauen ſee the prankes 
They dare not ſhew their Husbands, 
Their beft Conſcience, 
Is not to leaue't yndone, but kept ynknowne, 
Oth, Doit rhou ſay ſo ? 
lago, She did deceiue her Father, marrying you, 
And when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake,and feare your lookes, 
She lou'd them moſt, 
Oth. And ſo ſhe did, 
Tago. Why go too then: 
Shee that ſo young could giue out ſucha Seeming 
To ſcele her Fathers eyes 'vp, cloſe as Oake, 
He thought 'twas Witchcraft, 
But I ar much too blame: 
1 humbly do beſeech you of your pardon 
For too much louing you, . 
Oth. Tam bound to thee forener. 
[ago. 1eethis hath a little daſh'd your Spirirs ; 
Oth, Not ajot, not ajot., 
Tago, Truſt rae, 1 feare it has : 
I hope you will confider whatis ſpoke 
Comes from your Loue, 
But I do ſee y'are moou'd : 
I am to pray you,not to ſtraine my ſpeech 
To grofſer iflues , nor to larger reach, 
Then to Sulpition, 
Oth, 1 willnor, 
Iago, Should you do ſo (my Lord) 
My tpeech ſhould tll into ſuch vilde ſucceſſe, 
Which my Thoughts aym'd not, 
Cafſio's my worthy Friend: 
My Lord. 1tece y'are mou'd, 
Oth, No,not inuch mou'd : 
I do not «hinke but Deſdemena's honeſt. 
[ago. Long l:ve ſhe fo; 
And long live you to thinke ſo, 
Oth, And yet bow Natureerrivg from it ſelfe, 
lags. |, there's the point ; 
As (co be bold with you) 
Not to afte& many propoſed Matches 
Of her owne Clime, Complexion, and Degree, 
Whereto we lee in all things,Nature tends ; 
Foh, one may (mel in fuch,a will moſt ranke, 
Foule diſproportions, Thoughts vnnaturall, 
But (pardon me) I do not in poſition 
Diftintly ſpeak e of her,though 1 may feare 
Her will, recoyling to her betrer judgement, 
May tal to match you with her Country formes, 
And happily repent, 
Oth, Farewell, farewell : | 
If more thou doſt perceiue, let me know more: 
Ser on thy wife to obſerue, 
Leaue me /ago. 
Tags, My Lord,I take wy leave. 
Othel. Why didI marry? 
This boneſt Creature (doubcleſle) 
Sces,and knowes more, much more then he vnfolds. 
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'That Chamberers haue : Orc for 1 am declin'd 


| Letit alone: Come, lle goin with you. Exit, 


_—— — — — 


lago. My Lord, I would 1 might intreat your Honor 
To ican this thing no farther : Leave it ro time, 
Although 'tis fit that Coſſio haue his Place ; | 
For ſure hefilles it vp with great Ability ; 
Yer if you pleaſe, to him off a-while : 
You ſhall by that perceive him,and bismeanes : 
Note it your Lady (traine his Entertainment 
With any ſtrong, or vehement importunitie, 
Much will be ſcene in that ; Jn the meane time, 
Let me be thought too buſie in my feares, 
(As worthy caule I haue to feare 1 am ) 
And hold her free, I do beſeech your Honor, 

Oth, Feare not my gouernment. 

{ago. 1 once more take wy leave, | 

Oth. .This Fellow's of excceding honeſty, 
And knowes all Q uantities with 3 learn'd Spirit 
Ot humane dealings. If 1 do prouec her Haggard, 
Though that her Jefles were my deere heart-(trings, 
1'1d whiſtle lier off, and let her downe the winde 
To prey at Fortune. Haply, for 1 am blacke, 
And have not thole {oft parts of Conterſation 


$4 


Exit. 


Into the vale of yeares (yer that's not much) 
Shee's gone. Lam abus'd, and my releete 
Muſt be to loath her. Oh Curſe of Marriage | 
That we can call theſe delicate Creatures ours, | 
And not their Appetires? | had rather be a Toad, 
Andhue ypon the vapour of a Dungzon, 

Then keepe a corner in the thing Iloue | 
Forothers vices, Yer'tis the.plague to Great-ones, 
Prerogatiu'd ate they lefle then the Baſe, 

'Tis deſtiny vnthunnable, like death : 

Euen then, this forked plague is Fated to vs, 

When we do quicken. Looke where ſhe comes : 


Enter Deſdemona and Emilia, 


— 


If ſhe be falſe, Heauen mock'd it ſelfe : 
[le nor belecue'c. 

Deſ. How now, my deere Othello? | 
Your dinner, and the generous I{landers 
By you invited, do attend your prelence. 

Oth. lam too blame. 

Deſ. Why do you ſpcake ſo faintly ? 
Arc you not well? 

Oth, 1 haue a paine vpon my Forehead, heere. 

Deſ. Why that's with watching, *twill away againe. 
Ler me but binde ic bard, within this houre 
It will be well. 

Oih, Your Napkin is too little: 


Deſ. 1 am very ſorry that you are not well. 

Emil. Tam glad I haue found this Napkin : 
This was her firſt remembrance fromthe Moore, 
My wayward Husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd meto fteale it. But ſhe fo loves the Token, 
(For he coniur'd her,ſhe ſhould ever keepeit) 
That ſhe reſcerues it enermore about her, 
To kiſſe,and calke too, lic haue the worke tane our, 
And giu't [ago - what he will do with it 
Heaven knowes, not I: | 
I nothing, bucto pleaſe his Fantafie. | | 


Enter apo. 
[oago, How now? What Go you heere alone ? 
eAmil. Donotyou chide : I have a thing for you, | 
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| And to th'aduantage, I being heere, took't vp ; 


| 1 will in Coſſos Lodging loole this Napkin, 


| Burne like the Mines of Sulphure, I did fay fo. 


| Pride, Pompe,and Circumſtance of glorious Warre:; 


Iago. You haue athing for me? 
C13 2 COMMON thing o— 

e/Emil, Hah? . 

lago. To have a fooliſh wife. 

Emil, Oh, is that all? What will yau giue menow 
For that ſame Handkerchiefe, 

lago, What Handkerchicſe? 

e/Emil. What Handkerchiefe? 
Why that the Moore firft gaue to Deſdemons, 
That which ſo often you did bid me (teale. 

lags, Halt flolnet from her ? 

e/£mil, No; but ſhelet it Crop by negligence, 


Looke, heere 'cis, 

[ago. A good wench, giue it me. 

Emil, What will you do with't, that you baue bene 
ſo earneſt ro have me filch it? 

Iago. Why,what is that to you? | 

e/Emil. It it be not tor ſome purpoſe of import, 
Giu't me againe. Poore Lady,ſhee'| rvamad ; 
W hen (he (hall lacke it, : 

lago. Be not acknowne on't : | i #1 
] baue vſe forit. Goyleaue me. Exit Emil. 
And let him finde it. Trifles light as ayre, 
Are tothe jcalious, confirmations ſtrong, 
As provfes of holy Writ, This nay ds ſameching. 
The Moore already changes with my poyſon : 
Dangerous conceites, arc 1n their Natures poyſons, 
Which at the firkt are {carle tound to diſtaſte: 
Burt with a litcle acte ypon the blood, 


Enter Othello. 

Looke where he comes : Not Poppy,nor Mandragora, 
Nor all the drowſie Syrrups of the world - 
Shall ever medicine theeto that ſweerte ſlcepe 
Which thou owd | yeſterday, | 

Oth, Ha, ha, falle to mee? 

lago. Why how now Genera]l? No more of thar.. 

Oth. Auant,be gone: Thou haſt ſer me on the Racke: 
I ſweare tis better to be much abus'd, 
Then but ro know't alittle, 

lxgo. How now,my Lord? 

Orh. What ſenſe had I,in ber ftolne houreg of Luſt? 
I ſaw't not, thought it not :it harm'd not me : 
l ſlept the next night well, fed well, was free, and merrie, 
I found not Caſſis's kiſſes on her Lippes : 
He that 15 robb'd,not wanting what is tolne, 
Let him not know'c,and he's notrobb'd at all, 

[ago. Tam (orry to heare this? 

Oth. lhad beene happy, if the generall Campe, ? 
Pyoners and all, had taſted her ſweet Body, 
Sol bad nothing knowne. Oh now, for ever . 
Farewell the Tranquill minde ; farewell Content ; 
Farewell the plumed Troopes, and the bigge Warres, 
Thabmakes Ambition, Vertue ! Oh farewel}, 
Farewell the neighing Seed, and the ſhrill Trumpe, 
The Spirie-ftirring Drum, th'Eare-piercing Fite, 
The Royall Banner, and all Quahitie, 


And O you mortall Engines, whole rudethroates 
Th'immortall Ioues dread Clamours, counterfer, 
Farewel| : Othells's Occupation's gone, 

age. Is't poſhble my Lord? 

Oth. Villaine, be ſure thou proue my Love a Whore; 
Be ſure of ic: Giue me the Occular proote, 
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Or by the worth ot mine eternall Soule, 
Thou had'ft bin beate: haue bin borne a Dog 
Then anſwer my wak'd wrath, 

[ago. 1i'ccometo this ? 

Oth, Make me to fee't; or (at theleaſt) ſoproue it, 
That the probation beare no Hindge, nor Loope, 
To hang a doubt on : Or woe vponthy life. 

laga, My Noble Lord, | 

Oth, If thou doſt (1inder her, and torture me, 
N-uer pray more : Abandon all remorſe 
On Horrors head, Horrors accumulate: 
Do deeds to make Heauen weepe, all Earth amaz'd; 
For nothing can{t thou to damnation adde, 
Greater then thar, | | 

Iago. O Grace! O Heaven forgive me! 
Are vou a Man? Haue you a Sovle? or Senſe? 
{ God buy you : rake mine Office, Oh wretched Foole, 
That lou' ro make thine Honeſty ,a Vice! 
Oh monſtrous world ! Take note, rakenote (O World) 
To be direc and honeſt, isnot ſafe, 
I thanke you for this profic, and from hence 
! Jle loue no Friend, {1th Love breeds ſuch offence. 

Oth. Nay ſtay : thou ſhould't be honeſt, 

Lago. 1 ſhould be wiſe; for Honeftie's a Foole, 
And looſes that it workes for, 

Oth. Bythe World, _ 
I thinke my Wife be honeſt, and thinke ſhe is not : 
Ithinke that thou art 11ſt, and thinke thou artnot: , 
Ile haue ſome proofe, My name that wzs as freſh 
As Dians Viſage, is now begrim'd and blacke 
As mine owne face. Ifthere be Cords,or Kniues, 
Poylon,or Fire, or ſuffocating ſtreames, 
Ile not indure it. Would I were fatis fied, 

Tag». I ſee you are caten vp with Paſſion : 
I do repent me, that I put it to you, 
| You would be ſatisfied? 
Oth, Would? Nay, andI will. 


Would you he ſuper-vifiongrofſely gape on? 
Behold her rop'd ? 
Oth. Death,and damnation. Oh! 
lags. It were a tedious d:fheulty,I thinke, 
To bring them to that Proſpe&t : Damne them they, 
If cucr mortall eyes do lee them boulſter * 
More then their owne. V hat then? How then ? 
| What ſhall I ſay? Where's SatisfaCtion? 
It is impoſſible you ſhould ſce this, 
Were they as prime as Goares, as hot as Monkeyes, 
As ſalt as Wolues in pride, and Fooles as grofle 
As Ignorance, made drunke. Burt yet ,I ſay, 
[{ imputarion, and trong circumſtances, 
Which leade direRly to the doore of Truth, 
Will give you ſatisfaQtion, you might have'r. 
Oth, Giue me 2 living reaſon ſhe's diſloyall, 
1499. 1 donor likethe Ofhce. 
Bir: fith I amentred in this cauſe ſo farre 
(Prick'd roo'c by fool:ſh Honeſty, and Loue) 
[ wil! goon, I lay with Caſſolately, 
And being troubled with a 1aging tooth, 
I could not fleepe, There are a kinde of men, 
So looſe of Soulegthar in their fleepes will mucter 
Their Afﬀayres: one of this kinde is Caſſto : 
In flcep* 1 heard him ſay, ſweet Deſdemona, 
Let vs be wary, ler vs hide our Loues, 
Andthen(Sir)would he gripe, and wring my hand : 
Cry, oh ſweet Creature: then kifle me hard, 


[ago. And may : but how? How ſatisfied, my Lord? | 
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As it he pluckt vp kifſes by the roores, 
That grew ypon ray lippes, laid his Leg oremy Thigh, 
And 6gh,and kiffe, and then cry curſed Fate, 
That gaue theeto the Moore. 
Oth. O monſtrous | monſtrous! 
Tago. Nay, this was but his Dreame. 
Oth, But this denoted a fore-gone concluſion, 
Tis a ſhrew'd doubt, though it be but a Dreame, 
[ago, And this may helpe to thicken other proofes, 
Thar do demonfirate thinly. 
Oth, Ileteare her all to peeces, 
lago, Nay yet be wiſe; yet we ſee nothing done, 
She may be honeſt yer : Tell me but this, | 
Haue you not ſometimes ſcene a Handkerchiefe 
Spotted with Strawberries, in your wwes hand? 
Oth, I gaue her ſuch a one: 'twas my firſt gift. 
Iago. 1 knownot that : but ſuch a Handkerchiefe 
(I am ſure it was your wiues) did | to day 
Sce Caſſio wipe his Beard with, 
Oth. If itbethar, 
Tags. Itit be that, or any, it was hers, 
It ſpeakes againſt her with the other proofes. 
Othel. O that the Slave had forty thouſand lives : 
One is too poore, too weake for my revenge, 
Now do TI ſee tis true, Looke heere lago, 
All my fond loue thus do 1 blow to Heaven, 'Tis gone, 
Ariſe blacke vengeance, from the hollow hell, 
Yecld vp (O Love) thy Crowne, and hearted Throne 
Tetyrannous Hate. Swell boſome with thy fraught, 
For 'tis of Aſpickes tongues, 
lags, Yerbe content. 
Och, Oh blood, blocd, blood, 
lago, Patience {ay : your minde may change, 
Oth, Neuer [ago. Like to the Ponticke Sea, 
Whoſe Icie Current, and compulſive courſe, 
Neu'r keepes retyring ebbe, but keepes duc on 
To the Proponticke, and the Helleſpone ; 
Euen ſo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace 
Shall neu'r looke backe, neu'r ebbe to huauble Loue, 
Till that a capeable, and wide Reuenge 
Swaliow them vp. Now by yond Marble Heauen, 
Ir; the due reverence of a Sacred vow, ' 
Il heereengage my words, 
lago. Donat riſe yer : 
Witnefle you ever-burning Lights aboue, 
You Elements, that clip vs round about, 
Witneſlſe that heere /ago doth give vp 
The execution of lis wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Othello's Service, Let him command, 
And to obcy ſhall be in me remorſe, 
W hat bloody bulineſle ever. 
Oth, I greet thy loue, 
Not with vaine thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will ypon the inſtane put thee too't, 
Within theſe three dayes let me heate thee ſay, 
That Czſſio's not alive. 
lago, My Friend is dead : 
"Tis done at your Requeſt. 
Butlet ber live; 
Oth. Damne herlewde Mins ; 
O damne her, damne her. 
Come go with me a-part, I will withdraw 
To furniſh me with ſome ſwift meancs of death 
For the faire Diuell. 
Now art thou my Lieutenant. 
lage. 1am your owne for euer. 
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Enter Deſdemona, /Emilia,and Clown, 
Def. Do you know Sirrah, where Licutcnanc C aſſio 
yes? ; 

Clow. I dare not ſay he lies any where. 

Deſ. Why man? 

Clo. He's a Soldier, and forme to ſay a Souldier lyes, 
tis fabbing. 

Deſ. Gotoo: where lodges he? 

f Clo. Totell you where he lodges, is to tel you where 
ye. 

Deſi Can any thing be made of this 2 

Clos. I know not where he lodges, and for mee to de- 
uiſc a lodging, and ſay he lies heere, or be lies there, were 
to lye in mine owne throat. 

Def. Can you enquire him out ? and be edified by re- 
port ? | 
Clo, 1 will Catechize the world for him, that is,make 
| Queſtions,and by them anſwer, 

Def. Secke him, bidde him come hither ; tell him, 1 
| haue moou'd my Lord on his behalfe, and hope all will 
be well. 

Clo, To do this,is within the compaſſe of mans Wir, 
and therefore ] will attempt the doing it, Exit ( lo, 
Def. Where ſhould I looſe the Handkerchiefe, v£+- 
milia ? 

e/Emil, 1 know not Madam. 

Def. Beleeue me, 1 had rather have loſt my purſe 
Full of Cruzadoes, And but my Noble Moore 
Is true of minde, and made of no ſuch baſenefle, 

As icalious Creatures are, it were enough 
To pur him to ill-thinking, 

eE mil. Is he not icalious? 

Deſ. Whoghe? I thinkethe Sun where he was borne, 
Drew all ſuch hucaors from hins, 

e/Emil, Looke where he comes. 

Enter Othello. 

Def. 1 will not leaue him now, till Caſſio be 
Call'd ro him. How is't with you, my Lord? 

Oth, Well my good Lady.Oh hardnesco diſſemblel 
How do you, Deſdemona ? 

Deſ. Well,my good Lord, 

Oth, Giue me your hand. 

This hand is moiſt my Lady. 

Def. Tt hath felt no age, nor knowne no ſorrow, 

Oth. This argues fruxtfulneſſe, and iberall heart : 
Hor, hot,and moyſt, This hand of yours requires 
Aſequetter from Liberty ; Faſting, and Prayer, 

Much Caſtigation, Exerciſe deuour, 

For heere's a yong, and ſweating Diuell heere 
That commonly rebels: 'Tis a good hand, 

A franke one, 

| Def. You may (indeed) ſay ſor 

For 'twas that hand that gaue away my heart, 

Oth: A liberall hand. The hearts of old, gaue hands : 
Bur our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts, 

Def. I cannot ſpeake of this : 

Come, now your promiſe. 

Oth, What promiſe, Chucke ? 

Def. 1 have foe to bid Caſio come ſpeake with you, 

Oth, I have a ſalt and ſorry Rhewme offends me: 
Lend me thy Handkerchiefe. 


Y 
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| Andloe the happinefſe: go,and impartune her, 


Deſ. H*ere my Lord, 

O:h That which | gaue you. 

Def. Thaue it not about me, 

Oth. Nut? 

Deſ. No indeed, my Lord. 

Oth, That's a fault : That Handkerch'cfe # 
Did an A 2yprian tomy Mother Limes; 
She was a Charmer, 2nd could almoſt read 


The thoughts of people. She rod her, while ſhe kept ir, 


'T would make her Amiable, and ſubduc my Father 
Incirely to her loue : But if ſhe loſt ir, 
Or made a Guitt of it, my Fathers eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits ſhould hunt 
After new Fancies. She dying, gave it me, 
And bid me (when my Fate would have me W:u'd) 
Togiue ir her, 1didio; andtake heede on't, 
Make it a Darling, like your precious eye : 
Tolooſe't, or giue't away, were ſuch perdition, 
As nothing elſe could match. 
Def, 1s't poſſible ? 
Oth. *T1s true : There's Magicke in the web of it: 
A Sybillthat had numbred in the world 
The Sun to courſe, two hundred compaſſes, 
In her Prophetticke furie ſow'd the Worke : 
The W ormes were hallowed, that did breede the Silke, 
Ard ic was dyde in Mummey, which the $k:lfull 
Conſeru'd of Maidens hearts. 
Def. Indeed? ly'c true? 
Cth, Moſt veritable, theiefore looke too't well, 
Def. Then would to Heauen, that ] bad never ſeene'(? 
Oh. Ha? wherefore ? 
Deſ: Why do you ſpeake ſo Aartingly and raſh ? 
Cth, 1s't loft? ]s'r gon? Speak, iv t out o'th'way? 
Def. Blefle vs. 
Oth. Sayyou? 
Def. Itis not loſt: but what and if it were ? 
O:h, How? 
Def. I ſay it is not loft, 
Oth, Ferchr, let me fee'r, 
Deſ. Why ſo can : but I will nat now : 
This is a trick2 ro pur me from my ſuite, 
Pray youlec Caſſio be receiu'd againe, 
O:h. Fetch me the Handkerchiefe, 
y minde mſſ-giues, ; 
Deſ. Come, come: you'l never meere a more ſuffici- 
ent man, 
Oth. The Handkerchiefe, 
D-ſ. A man that all his crime 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on your loue z 
Siar'd dangers with you, 
Oth. The Hundkerchiefe. 
Deſ, Inſooth, you are too blame, 
Oth, Away. 
e/Emil. 1s not this'man icalious ? 
Def. Ineu'r ſaw this before. 
Sure, there's ſome wonder in this Handkerchikfe, 


Exit Othello. 


| I am molt vab»ppy inthe loſſe of it, 


Emil. Tis not a yeare or twoſhewes vsemany 
They are 211 but Stomackes, and we all but Food, 
They eate vs hunger!y, and when they are full 


They belch vs. 
Enta / age, and Caſſie, 


Looke you, Caſſoans my Husband, 
T1go. There is vo other way : 'ris ſhe muſt doo't: | 
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[If my oftence, be of ſuch morta!l kinde, 


— 


| 


| 


| 


| Begot vponit lelfe, borne on it ſelſe, 


[| 22.8 


So helpe me every {pi 


For my free ſpeech. You muſt awhile be patient: 


ON. How now (good Caſio) what's the newes with | 
you 

Caſio. Madam, my former ſuite, I do beſcech you, 
That by your vertuous meanes, ] may againe 
Exiſt,and be a member ot his louc, 
Whom 1, with all the Ofhtce of my heart 
Incirely honour, | would not be delayed. 


—— — ————_— 
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That nor my Service pat, nor preſent Sorrowes, 
Nor purpos'd merit in futurity, 
Can rantome me into his loue againe, 
Bur to know {o, mufl be my benefit : 
So ſhall I cloath me in a forc'd content, 
And thurt my ſelfe vp in ſome other coutle 
To Fortunes Almes. 

Deſ. Alas (thrice-gentle Caſſis ) 
My Aduocation is not now in Tune ; 
My Lord, is not my Lord ;nor ſhould | know him, 
Were he in Favour, 25 in Humour alter'd, 

it ſanRified, 

As 1 have ſpoken for » 1 all my beſt, 
And tood within the blanke of his diſpleaſure 


——_ — 


What 1 can do, I will ; and more I will 
Then for my ſelte, I dare. Let that {i fiice you. 

Irge, 15 my Lord angry? 

e/Emil. 2 went hence but now : | 
And certainly in ſtrange vaquierneſle, 

lago. Can he beangry? I have ſeenc the Cannot 
When it hath blowne his Rankes into the Ayie, 
And like the Duel! from his very Arme 
Puff't his owne Brother : And 1s he angry? 
Something of moment then: I will go meet him, 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. 

Def. Iprythee do ſo, Something lure of State, 
Either from Venice, or ſome vnlatch'd praQtiſe 
Made demonſtrable heere in Cyprus, to him, 

Hath pudled his cleare Spirit: and in fuch cales, 
Mens Natures wrangle with inferiour things, 
Though great onesare their obicCt, "Tis cucn {o, 


E xit 
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For let our finger ake, and it endues 
Our other healthfull members,cuen to a ſenſe | 
Of paine. Nay,we mult thinke men are nor Gods, 
Nor of them looke for ſuch obſeruancie 
As fits the Bridail. Beſhrew me much, Emilia, 
I was (vnhandſome Warrior, asI am) 
Acraigning his vakindneſſe with my ſoule ; 
But now I finde, 1 had ſuborn'd the Witneſle, 
And he's Indited falſely, 
e/Emil, Pray heaucn it bee 

State matters, as you thinke, and no Conception, 
Nor no lealious Toy, concerning you, 

Def. Alas the day, I never gaue him cauſe. 

«A mil. But Iealious ſoules will not be anſwer'd ſo 
They are not ever icalious for the cauſe, 
Burt icalions, for they're icalious. Itis a Monſter 


Def. Heauteh keepe the Monſter from Othello's mind. 

ef mil, Lady, Amen, 

Deſ. 1 will go ſeeke him. Caſio, walke heere about : 
If I doe fine him fit, He move your ſuite, 
And ſecke to eff:& ntto my vitermoſt, 


Ca/. I humbly chanke your Ladyſhip, 


Exit 


Enter Branca. 


Bran, 'Sauc you (Friend (afſio.) 


Caſſio. What make you from home? Shs 2 
How 1s't with you, my moſt faite Bianca ? | 
Indeed ({weet Love) I was comming to your houſe, 

Bian, And 1 was going to your Lodging, Caſio. 

VV hat? keepe a weeke away? Seuen dayes,ond Nights ? 
Eight ſcore eight houres ? And Louers abſent howres 
More tedious then the Diall, eight ſcore times ? 

Oh weary reck'ning. 

Caſſio. Pardon me, Bianca: 
I haue this while with leaden thoughts beene preſt, 
Bur | ſhall io a more contiouate time 
Strike off this ſcore of abſence, Sweet Biancs 
Take me this worke our. 

Bianca, Oh Caſſio,whence came this ? 
This is ſorne Token from a newer Friend, 
To the felt- Abſence : now I feele a Cauſe: 


1s't come to this ? Well, well. 


Caſſie. Go too, woman : 
Throw your vilde gefles in the Diuels teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jcalious now, 
That this is from ſome Miltris, ſome remembrance ; 
No,in good troth Zianca. 
Bian, Why,who's is it? 
Caſſie. I know not neither : 
I found it in my Chamber, / 
Tike the worke well ; Ere it be demanded 
(As like encugh it will I would haue it coppied i 
Take it, and doo'r,and leaue me for thistime. 
Bian. Leave you? Wherefore? 
Caſſiv. 1do attend heere on theGenerall, 
And thinke it no addition northy wiſh 
To have him ſee me woman'd. 
Fian. Why,] pray you? 
Caſſio. Nor chat I Joue you not. 
Brian. But that you do not loue me, 
I pray you bring me on the way a lictle,' 
And ſay, if [ſha!l ſee you ſwone atnight? 
Caſſie. *T1s but a little way that I can bring you, 
ForlI attend hcere : Bur lle ſee you ſoone. 
Lian, 'Tis very good: I muſt be cireumſtanc'd, 
Exeant owner, 


— 


Prima. 


Aus. Ouartus. Scena 
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Enter Othello, and [ago. 
Tag». Will you thinke ſo? 
Oth, Thinke ſo, lags? 
lago, What,to kiſle in private ? 
Oth. An vnauthoriz'd kiſſe? 
{ago, Orto benaked with her Friendin bed, 
An houre, or more, not meaning any harme 2 
Oth. Naked in bed (ago) and not meane harme? 
It is hypocriſe againſt the Diuell : 
They that meane vertuouſly,and yet do ſo, 
The Divell their vertue cempts, and they tempt Heauen, 
Lago. It they donothing,'tis a Veniall ſlip : 
Bur it [ give my wife a Handkerchiefe. 
Oth, What then? 
lago. Why then tis hers (my Lord)and being hers, 
She may (1 thioke) bcRow't on any man, 
Oth. She is ProteQtreſſe of her honor too : 
May (he give that? 
Lags, 
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Lago. Her honor is an Eflence that's not ſeene, 
They haueir very ofc,that haue ir not. 
Bur tor the Handkerchiefe. 

Otbe, By heauen,l would moſt gladly hane torgot it: 
Thau faidit (oh,it comes ore my memorie, 

As Joth the Raven o're the infetious houſe ; 
Boading to all ) he had my Handkerchiefe, 

[ago, |: what of that ? 

Ot he. That's not{o good now. 

Lag.Whart if 1 had ſaid, had ſeene him do you wrong? 
Or heard him ſay(as Knaues be ſuch abroad, 

Who hauing by their owne importunate ſuir, 
Or voluntary dotage of fome Miftris, 
Conuinced or ſupply'd them, cannot chuſe 
But chey muſt bleb,) 

Oth, Hath he (21d any thing ? 

ago, He bath (my Lord)but be you well sfur'd, 
No more then he'le vn..(weare, 

Oth, What hath he ſaid? 

Jago, Why that he did : 1 know not what he did, 

Orhe, What ? What? 

Haro, Lye. 

Oth. With her? 

Iago. With her ?On her : what you will, 

Othe, I ye with her ? ” on her ? We ſay lye on her, 
when they be-lye-her. Lye with her : that's tullſome : 
Handkerchiefe : Confeſſions : Hmdkerchiefe, To con- 
teſſe, and be hang'd for his labour, Firſt, ro behang'd, 
and then to confeſſe ; I tremble ar it. Nature would not 
inveſt her ſelfe in ſuch ſhadowing paſſion, without ſome 
Iuftruction. Ir is not words thar ſhakes me thus, (piſh) 
Noſes,Eares,and Lippes : fs't pothble, Confeſſe? Hand- 
kerchiete? O diue!]. Falls in a Trawnce. 

Iago, Worke on, 

My Medicine workes. Thus credulous Fooles are caught, 
And many worthy ,and chaſt Dames even thus, 
(All guiltleſſe)meete reproach ; what hoa ? My Lord? 


My Lord, I fay : Othello. 
Enter Caſſis. 
How now Cvſſis ? 


Caſ. What's the matter? 
lago, My Lord is falneinto an Fpilepſie, 
This 15 his ſecond Fit; be ha4 one yeſterday, 
Caſ. Rub him about the Temples. 
[xzo, The Lethargic muſt have his quyet courſe: 


4 1f not, he foames at mouth : and by and by 


Breakes out to ſanage madneſſe, Looke, he ſtirres : 
Do you withdraw your felfe a little while, 
He will recouer freight : when he is gone, 
{ would on great occaſion, iperke with you. 
How is it Generall ? Haue you not hurt your hrag? 
Othe. Doſt chou mocke me ? 
Iago, 1 mocke you not, by Hexnen: _ 
Would you would beare your Fortune like a Man. 
Othe, A Horred man's a Monfter,and a Bealt. 
Lxro. Ther's many a Beaſt then in a populous Cirty, 
And many a ciuill Monſter, 
Othe, Did he confeſle it? 
lago. Good Sir, bea man : 
Thinke cuety bearded fellow that's but yoak'd 
May draw with you. There's Millions now aliue, 
That nightly lye in thoſe vnproper beds, 
Which they dare {weare peculiar, Your caſe is better . 
Oh, *cis che ſpight of hell,the Fiends Arch-mock, 


Tolip a wanton if a ſecure Cowch; 


——————_—_—_—_—_ 
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{ And to ſuppole her chaſt, Noglet me know, 

| And knowing what I am, I know what ſhe (halle. 
| Oth, Oh, thou art wiſe : *tis certaine, , 
| Mage. Stand youa while apart, 

' Contine your ſelte bur in a patient Lill, 


\Whil't you were heere, o're-whelmed with your gricle 


(A paſſhon moſt reſuiting ſuch aman) 
Caſſi2 came hither. 1 ſhifted him away, 
And layd good icuſes ypon your Extafie, 
B16 him anon returne: and heere ipeake with me, 
The which he promis'd. Do bur encaue your (clie, 
And markethe Fleeres, the Gybes, andnotable Scornes 
That dwell in euery Region ot his face, 
For I will make him cell the Tale anew; 
Where,how,how oft,how long ago, and when 
He hath,and 1s againe tocope your wite., 
| fay,bur marke his gefture: marry Patience, 
Or | ſhall ſay y'are all in all in Splcene, 
And nothing of 2 man, 

Othe, Do't thou heare, Jags, 
I will be found moſt cunning in my Patience: 
Bur(do'(t thoa heare)moſt bloody. 

[ago, That's not amiſle, 
But yer keepe time in all : will you withdraw ? 
Now will | queſtion Caſſio of Bianca, 
A Huſwite that by feiling ber defires 
Buyes her ſelfe Bread,and Cloath. It is a Creature 
That dotes on Caſſio, (as *tis the Strumpers plague 
To be-guile many, and be be-guil'd by one) 
He, when he heares of her,cannort reftraine 
From the exceſle of Laughter. Heere he comes. 


Enter C aſſo, 


As he ſhall ſmile,Othells ſhall go mad ; 
And his vabookiſh leloufie muſt conlerue 
| Peore Caſſio's (miles, geſtures, an4 light behaviours 
Quite in the wrong . How do you Lieutenant ? 
Caſ. The worſer,that you giue me the addition, 
Vhole wanteuen killes me. 
Tago, Ply Deſdemona well,and you are ſureon't; 
ow,if this Suit lay in Zianca's dowre, 
ow quickely ſhould you ſpeed? 
Ca/. Alas poore Caitiffe, 
Oth, Looke how he laughes already, 
Tags. T never knew woman loue man fo. 
( af. Alas poore Rogue, l thinke indeed ſhe loues me. 
O:th. Now he denies it faintly : and laughes it out, 
Jago. Do you heare Caſio? 
Oth, Now he importunes him 
Tortellit o're: go too, well ſaid,well (aid. 
lago, She giues it out,thatyou ſhall marry her. 
Do you intend it ? 
Caf, Ha,bagha. 
Oth. Doye triumph, Romaine? do you triumph? 
Caf. 1 marry, What ? A cuſtomer zprythee beare 
Some Charitie ro my wir,do not thinke ic 
' So ynwholeſome. Ha,ha,ha, 
| Oth. $o,fo,ſo,ſo : they laugh,that winnes, 
| Jago. Why thecry goes, that you marry her, 
} Caf. Prythee (ay true. 
| Jago, lama very Villaine elſe. 
| Oth. Haue youſcoar d me? Well. 
Caf. This is the Monkeys owne giuing out : 
Sheis perſwaded I] will marry her 
| Our of her owne loue & flactery,not ont of my prom!” 
| vv or 
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Oth. /ag» becomes me : now he begins the ſtory, 

Caſſio, yne was heere cuen now : ſhe haunts me 1N E+ 
uery place, ] was the ether day talking on the Sea- 
banke with cerraine Venetians, and thittier comes the 
Bauble,and talls me thus about my neck, 

Oth. Crying oh deeie Caſſto,as it were: his eſture im- 
ports it, 

Caſſio. So hangs,and lv!ls,and weepes vpon me: 

So ſhakes, and pulls me . Hazha,ba. 

Orth, Nowhetells how (he pluckt him tomy Cham» 
ber : oh, 1 lee that noſe ot yours, but not that dogge, 1 
(hall throw it to, 

Caſſia. Well,I muſt leave her companie, 

ago. Before me ; looke wheic (hz: comes, 


Enter Bianca, 

Caſ 'Tis ſuch another iitchew: marry a perfum'd cne? 
Whac do you m#ane by this hauating of me? 

Bir, Lecthe duuell, and his dam haunt you : what 
did you meane by that ſam* Hangkerciiete, you gave 
me cuen now? 1 was a fine Foole totake it; 1 mult rake 
ourthe worke? A |;kely piece of worke,thar you thouid 
hode it in your Chamber,and know not who lett it there, 
This 15 forme Mixes token, & | muit rake out the works? 
Thece,giue it your Hobbey-torie, wherelocucr you had 
it,'letake out ho worke ont, 

Caſſin. How now,my lweete Bianca? 

How now? How now ? 

Othe, By Heauen, that ſhould. be my Handkerchicfe. 

Bian; It you'le come to ſupper to might you may, if 
you will nor,come when you are next prepar'd for, Exit 

lag». After her : after her, 

Caf. I mutt, hee'l rayle in the ſtreets elle. 

TJago, Will you lup-there ? | 
© Caſſie. Yes, I intend lo. 

Jago, Well, I may chance to ſee you; for I would ve- 
ry faine ſpeake with you. | 

Caſ Prythee come: will you ? 

[ago, Go too : ſay no more, 

os. How ſhall I murther him, Jags. 

lags, Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his vice? 

Oth, On,lago. ' 

Iago. And did you ſee the HandKerchiete? 

Oth. Was that mine? 

ago. Yours by this hand : androſee how he prizes 
the fooliſh woman your wife : ſhe gaue ir himJand he 
hath giu'nit his whore. 

Oth, 1 would have him nine yeeres a killing : 

A flaze woman, a faire womanga {weete woman ? 

[aos. Nay,you mult torget that; 

Orhells. \.let her rot and periſh, and be damn'd to 
nicht, fo: ſhe ſhallnor live, No, my heart is turn'd to 
one ; 1 Brike 4r,ond it burts my hand. Oh, the world 
hath not a ſweeter Creature : ſhe might lye by an Em- 
perours Rde,and command him Taskes. 

[-55, Nay,that's not your Way. 

Othe. Harg hor, I Co but ſay what ſhe is: ſo delicate 
with Le: Necdle : an admirable Muſician, Oh ſhe will 
ſing the Sauapencle ont of a Beare : of fo high and plen- 
tcous Wit, and mucntion ? 

[ago. She's the worle for all this. 

Othe., OhF,a thouſand, a thouſand times : 

And thei flo tentle a condition ? 

ligo, Itoo gentle, 

O:he, Nay that's certaine : 

But yet the pitty ot it, Jego: oh Jago, the pitty of it 
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Iago, If you are io fond over her iniquitie : giue her 
patrent to offend, for if it rouch not you, it comes neere 
no body. 

Oth, I will chop her into Meſſes : Cuckold me ? 

Tago. Oh,'tis foule in her, 

Oth. With mine Officer ? 

lago. That's fouler. 

Othe. Get me ſome poyſon, Jags, this night. Ne nor 
expoſtulate with her : leatt her body and beautie vnpro- 
uide ny mind againe :this night Jags, 

lago, Do ir not with poylon, ſtrangle her in her bed, 
Even the bed ſhe hath contanunated. 

Oth, Good,pood : 

The Juſtice of it pleaſes : very good, 

lags. And for Caſſo,ler me be his yndertaker ; 

You thall heare more by midvight., 


Enter Lodowico, Deſdemona,and Attendants. 


O:he, Excellent good ; What Trumpet is that ſame)? 
[a7o, 1 warrant ſomething from Venice, 
"Tis Lodomico this, coryes from the Duke, 
Sce,your wife's with him, 
Lsdo . Save you worthy Generall, 
Othe, With all my beart Sir. 
Lod,The Duke,and the Senators of Venice greet you, 


Othe, 1 kiſſe the Inftrument of their pleaſures, 
Def. And what's the newes, good cozen Lodowice? 
lago, lam very glad to ſee you Signior- 
Welcome to Cyprus, 
Led. | thanke you: how do's Lieutenant Caſio? 
Iago. L:ues Sir, 
Def. Coren,there's falne betweene him,& my Lord, 
An v:kind breach: but you ſhall make all well, 
O'he. Are you lure of that ? 
Deſ. My Lord? | 
O'he, This faile you not to do,as you Will —— 
Lod, He did not call: he's bufic in the paper, 
Is there deuifion 'twixt my Lord, and Caſſio ? 
Def. A moſt ynhappy one : | would do much 
T attone}:hem for the louc I beareto Caſſco. 


{ © Oth, Fire, and brimeſtene. 


Def. My Lord, 
Oth. Are you wiſe? 
Deſ. What is he angrie ? 
Lod. May bethLetter mou'd bim, 
For as Ichinke,they do command him home, 
Deputing Caſe in his Gouernment, 
Deſ. Truſt me, 1 am glad on'r, 
Orhe, Indeed? . 
Deſ. My Lord? 
Othe. T am glad to ſee you mad. 
Deſ. Why,ſweere Othello? 
Oche, Diuell, | 
Def. I have not deſeru'd this, 
Lod, My Lord, this would not be beleevu'd in Venice, 
Though I ſhould ſweare 1 ſaw't, 'Tis very much, 
Make her amends : ſhe weepes. 
Othe, Oh divell,diue!l : 
If that the Earth could teeme with womans teares, 
Each drop ſhe falls, would proue a Crocodile : 
> Out of my ſight, | 
Deſ. I will: not ſtay to offend you. 
Lod. Truely obedient Lady : 
I do beſeech your Lordſhip call ber backe. 
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Othe, Miſtris, 
Def. My Lord. 
.Othe, What would you with her, Sir ? 
Lod, Who 1],my Lord? 
Othe. 1,you did wiſh,that T won11d make her turne: 
Sir,ſhe can curne,and turne : and yet go on 
And turne againe, And ſhe can y7eepe, Sir, weepe. 
And ſhe's obedient : as youſay obedient. 
Very obedient : proceed you in your teares. 
Conceroing this Sir,(oh well-painted paffion) 
[ am commanded home : get you away : 
He ſend for you anon. Sir Iobey the Maneate, 
And will returne to Venice. Hence, auaunt : 
Caſſis ſhall have my Place, And Sir,ronight 
I do entreat,that we may ſup togerher, * 
You are welcome Sir ro Cyprus, 
Goates,and Monkeys, Exit. 
Led. Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senace 
Call all in all ſufficient ? Is this the Nature 
Whom Paſſion could not ſhake ? Whole ſoiid vertue 
The ſhot of Accident,nor dart of Chance 
Could neither graze,nor pierce? 
Iago. He is much chang'd. 
Led. Are his wits ſafe? 1s he nor light of Braine ? 
Tago. He's that he is : I may not breath my cenſure. 
Whac he might be:if what he mighr, he is nor, 
I would co heaven he were, 
Lod, What? Strike his wife? 
lago.,”Faith that was not fo well: yet would I knew 
That firoke would proue the work, 
Lod, Is it his vie? 
Or did the Letters, worke vpon his blood, 
And new create his fault ? 
Tago, Alas,alas : 
It is not honeftie in me to ſpeake 
What I haue ſeene, and knowne. You ſhall obſerue him, 
And his owne courſes will deonte him lo, 
ThatI may ſave my ſpeech : do but go after 
And imarke how he continues, 


Lod, I am ſorry that I am deceiu'd in him. Exeunt, 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othells and «Amilia, 


Othe. You have ſcene nothing then ? 
e/Emil, Nor ever heard : nor euer did ſuſpeR. 
Othe, Yes;you haue ſeene Caſſio,and ſhe together, 
e/£mi. But then I ſawno harme : and then [ heard, 
Each ſyllable that breath made vp berweene them, 
Othe. What ? Did they never whiſper ? 
e£mid. Never my Lord, 
Othe, Nor ſend you out o'th'way ? 
e/E£mil. Neuer, 
Othe, To fetch h:r Fan, her Gloues,her Mask,norno- 
e£mil. Neuer my Lord, (thing ? 
Othe, That's firange, 
e/£mil. I durft(my Lord)ro wager,ſhe is honeſt: 
Lay downe my Soule at take : If you thioke other, 
Remoue your thought. It doth abuſe your boſome: 
If any wretch have pur this in your head , 
Let Heauen requit it with the Serpents curſe, 
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For it ſhe be not honeſt, chaſte, and true, 
There's no man happy, The pureſt of their Wiues 
Is foule as Slander, 

Othe. Bid her come hither : go, 
She ſaies enough : yer ſhe's a ſimple Baud 
Thu cannot ſay as much. This is a fubtile Whote : 
A Clofler Lockeand Key of Villanous Secrets, 
And yet ſhe le kneele,and pray : 1 haue ſeene her do'r. 


Exit 6A 11 {1.1 


Enter Deſdemona and «A milia, | 


Def. My Lord,what is your will ? 

Othe, Pray you Chucke come hither, 

Def. What 1s your pleaſure ? | 

Oth. Let me ice your eyes : looke inmy face, 

Deſ. What horrible Fancie's thi s ? | 

Othe. Some of your Function Miftris: 
i 
| 


| 


Leave Procreants alone,and (hu t the doore: 
Cough,or cry hen; if any bod ycome : | 
Your Myftery,your Myſtery: May diſpatch. E xit £54. | 
Def. Vpon my knee,what doth your ſpeech import? | 
| vnderftand a Fury in your words, 
Othe. Why ? Whar art thou ? | 
| Def. Your wifemy Lord: your true and loyall wife. 
Othells, Come (weare it : damne thy telte, lea(t' 
being hike one of Heaven, the divells themſelues ould! 
feare to ceaze thee. Theretore be double damn'd: ſwear | 
thou art honeſt, eH | 
Def. Heauen doth truely know it. | | 
Othe,Heaucn truely knowes, that thou art falſe 25bc!), | 
Def. To whom my Lord ? | 
With whom? How am | falſe? 
Othe, Ah Deſdemon,away,away,away, | 
Def. Alas the heavy day : why do you weepe? | 
Am | the motiue of theſe reares my Lord? i 
If happely you my Father do ſuſpe&, 
An luttrument of this your calling backe, | 
Lay not your blame on me: if you have loft him, | 
| naue loſt him too, 
Othe, Had tpleas'd Heauen, | 
To try me with Aﬀiction, bad they rain'd 
All kind of Sores,ard Shames on my bare-head: 
Steep'd mein pouertieto the very lippes, 
Giuz2n to Captiuitie, me,and my vtwoſt hopes, | 
I ſhould have found in ſome place of my Suule 
A drop of patience, Bur alas,to make me 
The fixed Figure for the rime of Scorne, 
To point his low, and mouing finger at. , 
Yet could I beare that roo, well, very well : 
But there where | have garnerd vp my heart, 


WW here either I muſt live, or bearE ro life, 
The Fountaine from the which my currant runtics, | 
Or elſe dries vp : to be difcarded thence, | | 


Or keepe it as a Cefterne,for foule Toades 
To knot and gender in, Turne thy complexian there ; 
Patience,thou young and Rolſe-lip'd Cherubin, 
I heere looke grim as hell, 
Def, l hope my Noble Locd eſteemes me honeſt, 
O:48 Oh 1,25 SommerFlyes are in the Shambles, 
That quicken euen with blowing, Oh thou weed ; 
Who art ſo lonely faire,and ſmell (o ſweete, | 
That the Senlie akes at thee, | | 
Would thowhad'tt neuer bin borne. 
Deſ. Alas, what ignorantfin haue I commirte« ? 
Othe.,WAas this faire Paper ? This moſt goodly Boo! © 
Made to wrice Whore vpon? What commned, 
V Y 2 


TS i omen BH . 


Con 
#4 7 S 


—c 


— 


et et —— 


j 


—_ — 


” 
335 
| Committed ? Oh,thou publicke Commoner, 
| 1 ſhould make very Forges ot iny cheekes, 
That would to Cyaders burne vp Modeſtie, 
Did ] but ſpeake thy deedes. What commited ? 
Heayen ftoppes the Noſe at 1t,and the Mogne winks : 
The baudy wiace that kiſſes all it meeres, 
Is huſh'd within the hollow Myne of Earth 
And will not hear't. What comnnted z 
Def. By Teaucn you come wrong, 
Othe. Art not youa Struimpet ? 
Deſ. No, as lama Tiriſtian, 
[ftopreſeruc this veſſell for my Lord, 
rom any other foule valawfull couch 
Be not to be a Strumper,] aim none, 
' Othe, What,nor a \WVhore ? 
Deſ. No,as I ſhall be {au'd, 
| Othe. Iscpoſlible ? 
| Deſ. Oh Heauen forgiue vs. 
Orhe, | cry you metcy then . 
I rooke you for that canning Whore of Venice, 
{ That married with Othello, You Miſtris, 
Enter eAmilia. 
That haue the office oppolite to Saint Peter, 
And keepes the gate of hell. You,you :1 you, 
' We haue done our courle:there's money tor your paines: 
I pray you rurne the key,and keepe our counlaile, Exe, 
eE mil. Alas, what do' this Geatleman conceiue ? 
How do you Madam ? how do you my goodLady? 
| Def. Faith, halfe aſlecpe. 
e/£mi, Good Madam, | 
What's the matter with my Lord? 
Deſ. With who ? | | 
e/Emil, Why,with my Lord,Madam 
Def. Who is thy Lord? 
e/Emil. He that is yours, ſweet Lady. 
Def. | haue none : donottalke to mc.e Emilie, 
I cannot weepe :nor an{weres haue I none, 
Bnt what ſhould go by water. Prythee to night, 
Lay on my bedmy wedding ſheetes,remember, 
And call thy husband hither. 
eAEmil, Heere's a change indeed, Exit. 
Def. *Tis meete-l ſhould be ys'd fo : very meete. 
How haue I bin behau'd,that he might (kicke 
The {mall'ft opinion on my leaſt milyle? 


Emer ligo,and ef milia. 
Tago, What is your pleature Madam ? 
How 1s't witg you ? 


Def. 1 cahnor tell : choſe that do teach yong Babes 
Do it with gentle mcanes,and eafie tas} es. 
He might haue chid mf ſo: forin good faich 
| I «m a Child to chiding, 
| Iago. What 1s the matter Lady ? 

e/Ewil. Alas(1a70) my Lord hath ſo bewhor'd her, 

Throwne ſuch diſpight,and heauy rermes vpon ber 
| That true hearts cannot beare it, 
| Deſ. Am that name, /ego? 
| 


lan. Whatname (fare Lady?) 

Def. Such as the ſaid my Lord did ſay I was/ 

«A mil, He call'd her whore ;aBegger in his drinke; 
Could not haue laid ſuch termes ypon his Caller, 

Taro. Why did he lo? 

Def. I do not know : 1 am fure I amnone ſuck 

/a75, Do not weepe,do not weepe : alzs the day. 

Emil, Hath ſhe forſooke ſo many Noble Matches? 
Her Father? And her Country ? And her Friends? 
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| Some baſe notorious 


| And made youto ſuipect me with the Moore, 
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Def. Iris my wretched Fortune, 


| To becall'd Whore ? Would itnot make one weepe? 
lags, Beſhiew him tor't : 


| How comes this Tricke vpon him? 
Def. Nay, Heauen doth know. 
Emi. I will be bang'd,if ſome eternall Villaine, 
| Some bulie and infinuating Rogue, 
| Some cogging,cozening Slaue,to get ſome Office, 
| Hauenor deuis'd this Slander : 1 will be hang'delle. 
| lage. Fie,thereis no ſuch man : it is jmpofſible, 
Def. Ifany ſuch there be, Heauey pardon him, 
 eAmsl. Ahalterpardon lym: 
A nd hell gnaw his bones. 
\Why ſhould he call her Whore ? 
Who keepes her companie ? 
What Place? What Time? ; 
What Forme?What liklyhood ? 
The Moore's abus'd by ſome moſt villanous Knaue, 
Conde fore {curuy Fellow. 
Oh Heauens, that ſuch companions thou'd'ſt ynfold, 
Andput in every honeſt hand a whip | 
Tolaſh the Raſcalls naked threugh the world, 
Even from the Eaſt to th'Weſt, 
Tago, Sperke within doore. 
e/Emil. Oh fie vypon them: ſome ſuch Squire he was 
That turn'd your wit,the ſeamy-fide without, 


lago, YouareaFoole: gotco, 
Def. Alas Tpo, 
What (hall Ido ro win my Lord againe? 
Good Friend,goto him ; ſor by this light of Heaven, 
I know not how 1loſt him, Heere 1 kneele: 
[t ere my will did treſpaſſe 'gainſt his Loue, 
Exher in diſcourſe of thought, or aRuall deed, 


| 
| Hearke howtheſe Inſtruments ſummon to ſupper ; 


| How now Roderigo? 
| Red, ] donot finde 
| That thou dealt juſtly with me. 


| Goin,and weepe not: all things ſhall be well, 


| 


Or that mine Eyes,mine Eares,or any Sence 
| Delighted them; or any other Farme, 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did,' 
Andeuer will,( though he do ſhake meoff 
To beggerly diuorcement) Loue him deerely, 
Comfort forſweare me, Vokindneſſe may do much, 
And his vnkindneſſe may defeat my life, 
Buc never taynt my Loue.. I cannot fay Whore, 
It do's abhorre me now 1 ſpeakethe word, 
Todo the Act,that might the addition carne, 
[| Not the worlds Maſle of vanitie could make me, 
{ Tags, Ipray you be content : 'tis but his humour: 
The bulipeſſe of the State do's him offence, 
Def. If *ewere no other. 
Lage. It is but fo, warrant, 


The Meſſengers of Venice ſtaics the meate, 
Exeunt Deſdemona and Emilia, 
Enter Rodorige. 


Tago. What in the contrarie ? | : 

Rodori, Every day thou dafts me with ſome deuiſe 
Lage, and rather, as itſeemes to me now, keep'ſt from 
me all conueniencie, then ſopplicſt me with the leaſt ad-, 
| uantage of hope : | will indeed no longer endure it, Nor | 
| amT yet perſwaded to put yp in peace, what alrcady I 
have fooliſhly ſuffred, 

Jago, Will you heare me Redorige? 


| 


Rodorz. \ I | 


_—_— 
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| Performanc es are no kin together, 


; 


| 


| 


1 Thou haſt taken againſt me a moſt iuſt except- 
{ on: bur yer Iproteſt I have dealt moſt direMtly in thy 


, 
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Rodori. 1 haue heard too much : and your words and | 


Iago, You charge me moſt vniuſtly. | 
Rode, With naught bur ttuth ; 1 have waſted my 
ſelte our of my meanes, The lewels you have had from 


| me to deliuer Deſdemona, would halte hate corrupted a 


Vorariſt, You haue rold me ſhe hath receiu'd ther, | 
and return d me expeAarions and comforts of ſodaine | 
reſpeR,and acquaintance,bur I inde none, 

lago, Well,go too: very well. 

Kod. Very well go roo: I cannot go too, (man) nor | 
tis not very well, Nay I thiak itis ſcuruy : and begin'to 
ftinde my lelte topr in it, | 

[ago. Very vill. 9 

Redor, 1 tell you, 'tis not very well : [ will make my 
lelte knowne to Deſaemorna, If ſhe will returne me my 
lewels,I will give over my Suit, and repent my rnlaw- 
full ſolicitation. It nor, afſure: your ſcite, 1 will tceke 
ſatisfaction of you, 

Lago. You hane ſaid now, 

Redo. 1 : 204 fa'd nothing but what Throteſt intend- 
ment of doing, 

Iago. Why, now I lee there's mettle in thee: and 
eucn trom this inſtant do build on thee a better 0+ 
pinion then cuer before : give me thyggand Kodorigo. 


Afaire, 
Red. It hathnot appeer'd, 
lago, I grant indeed 'it hath not appeer'd : and 
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your ſuſpition is not without wit and judgement, | 


But Rodorigo, if thou haft that in thee indeed, which | 
| haue greater reaſon' tos beleeve now then ever ( I 
4 
meane purpoſe, Courage, and Valour ) this night 
ſhew it, It thou rhe next night following enioy not 
Deſdemona, take me from this world with Treache- 

ric, and deuiſe Engines for my life. 

Kod, Well: what is it? Is 1c within, reaſon and com- 
paſſe ? 

lago, Sir, there is eſpeciall Commiſion come {rom 
Venice to depute Caſio in Othelto's place. 

Rod, Is that true ? Why then Othells and Deſiemona 
returne; againeto Venice. 

{a50. Oh no the goes into Maurirania and taketh 
away with him the faire Deſaemona, vnieſſe his a- 
bode be lingred heere by ſome accident. Where- 
in none can be fo determinate, as the remouing of 
Caſſio. 

Rod, How do you meane remouing him ? 

[ago, Why, by making him vncapable of Othells's 
place : knocking out his braines. 

Red. And that you would hane me to do, 

ago. 1: if you dare do your ſelfe a profit, and a 
right. He ſups to night with a Harlotry : and thither 
willI goto him. He knowes not yetof his Honourable 
Fortune, if you will watch his going thence ( which 
{ will faſhion-to fall our betweene twelve and one) 
you may take him at your pleaſure, I will be neere 
to ſecond your Attempt, and he ſhall fall berweene 
vs. Come, ſtand nor aniaz'd at it, but go along with 
me: 1 will ſhewyou ſucha receſſitic in his death, that 
you ſhall thinke your ſelfe bound to pur it on him. lr 
1s now high {upper tyne; and the night growes to wolt; 
Abour it, 

Red, I will heare further reaſon for this, | | 

lago. And you ſhalbe farisfi'd, Exeunt. \ 


CC 
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Scena T ertia. 


Enter Othello, Lodomico, De ſdemona eEmil:is, | 
and eAtendants, | 


. 


Lod.1 do beſeech you Sir,trouble your felfe no further.) 
Oth, Oh pardon me: 'ewill dome good to walke, | 
Lodowi, Madam, gooenight : | humbl#thanke your ; 

Ladyinip. 

Def. Your Honour is moſt welcome. 

Oth. Will you walke Sir ? Oh De/demona, 

Def. My Lord. 

Othelio, Get youro bed on th'inſtanr, Þ will be re. | 
turn'd forth with : diſmiſſe your AttenGant there t: look': 
be done. Exit. 

Def. 1 will my Lord, 

em Flow goes it now? He lookes gentler then he did. 

Def. He faies he will retorne incontinent, 
And hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bid tneto diſmiſſe you, 

e/Emi. Dilmifle me ? 

Def. It was his bidding : therefore good eAmiliay 
Giue me my nightly wearing. and adien, | 
We muſt not now diſpleate him. 

Emil. 1, would you had never feene him, 

Def. $5 would not ] : my ioue doth fo approve him, | 
That even his lubbornetle,his checks His trownes, 
(Prythee vn-pin me)have grace and tavour, | 

Emi. haueilaid thoſe Sheetes you bad we on the bed. , 
Deſ.A\l's one:good Father, how toohth are our mines? | 


{ If I do die before, pryrhee ſhrow d me 


ln one of theſe [ame Sheetes, 
eA mil. Come,come : you talke, 
D:ſ. My Mother had a Maid call'd Barbarse, JJ 
She was in love : and he ſhe lou'd prov'd mad, 
And did forſake her, She hada Song of Willough, 
An old thing 'twas : but jtexprets'd her Fortune, 
And ſhe dy'd fingivg it, Thar Song tonight, 
Will nor go from my mind : I have mucho do, 
But to go hang my head all at one (19e 
And fing it like poore Brabarie: prythee diſpatch, 
e/£mi. ShallT go fe:ch your Night-gowne ? 
Def. No.y1-pin me here, 
This Lodoxico is a proper man. 
e/Am'l. Avery handſome wan. 
Def. He ({peakes well. 
«Emil, I know a Lady in Venicewovuld have walk'd 
baretoor to Paleſtine for a-touch of bis: nether hp. 
Def. The pore Soule ſat ſinging by a Stcamour tree, 
Sing a! agreewe Willough : 
Her hand on her boſome ber brad on her knee, 
Smg Willough,Willough #tllowgh, 
The freſh Streames ran by her and mwrmur'4 her moanes 
Sing ullowgh, CFC. 
Her ſait teares fell from her ,and ſofined the ſtones, 
Sing Willongh,5c. (Lay by thele) 
IWillough Willowgh. (Prythee high thee : he'le come anon, 
Sing all a greene Willough muſt be my © ariand, 
Let no body blame him,his ſcorne I approne. 
(Nay that's not next, Harke,who 1s't that knocks ? 
e Emil. It's the wind. 
Def. I call d my Lowe falſe Lone : but what ſaid be then ? 
Smg Wilough,o5c. 
If 1 comrt mo women,yow'le couch with nao men. 
vv 3 
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50 getthee gone, good night : mine eyes doitch: 
Doth that boade weeping ? 


Deſ. I hauc heard it ſaid ſo, O theſe Men,theſe men! 
Do tt thou in conſcience thinke(tell me e/£-nilia) 
| That there be women do abule their husbands 
In iuch grofſe kinde e 

e/Emil. Therc be ſome luch, no queſtion. 
| Deſ. Would'tthou do ſuch a deed for allthe world? 

«/£mil, Why,would not you ? 
| Def. No,by this Heavenly hight, 

Emil, Nor | nexther, by this Heauenly light: 
I might doo't as well 1'th'darke. 

Deſ. Would'ft thou do ſuch a deed for al the world ? 

Emil. The world's a huge thing : 
Tt js a great price, for a {mall vice. 

Def. lntroth, 1 thinke thou would'ſt not. 

e/Emtl. Introth I thinke 1 ſhould, and vndoo't when 
I had done, Marry, I would not doe ſuch a thing for a 
ioynt Ring, nor for meaſures of Lawne,nor for Gownes, 
Petricoats, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition, Bur tor 
all the whole world: why, who would not make her hus- 
banda Cuckold, to make him a Monarch?I ſheuld ven- 
ture Purgatoty tor'r, } | 

Deſ. Beſhrew me, if [ would do ſuch a wreng 
For the whole world, | 

e/Emnnl. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i'th'world; | 
and having the world for your labour, 'ts a wrong 1n 
your owne world, and you might quickly makeit right, 

Def. 1 do not thinke there is afy ſuch woman. 

e/Emil, Yes,a dozen: and as many to'ch'yantage, as 
would (tore the wor!d they plaid for. 
Burt I dothioke it 18 their Husbands faults 
If Wives do fall ; (Say, that they (lacke their duties, 
And powreour Treaſures into forraigne laps; 


| 
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| Rod, Benecre at band, I may miſcarry in't,; 


Red. 1 have no great deuction to the deed, 
And yet he bath giuen me latisfy1ng Realons : 
'Tis but a man gone. Forth my Sword ; he dies. 

[ago] hauc rub'd this yong 
| And he growes angry, Now, whether he kill Caſio, 
| Oc Caſſ:o him, or each do k:llthe other, 

; Euery way makes my gaive. Liue Rodorigo, 

| He calles meto a reftitucion large 

| Of Gold ,and lewels, that j bob'd from him, 

As Guifts to Deſdemona. 

[t muſt not be: If Coſſio do remaine, 

He hath a dayly beauty in his life, 

That makes mt vgly : and beſides, the Moore 

May vatold me co him : there ſtand lin much perill ; 

No, hemuft dye, Bur ſo,l heard him comming, 
Enter Caſſio. 

Red. I know his gate, tis he ; Villaine thou dyeſt, 

Caſ. That thruſt had beene mine enemy indeed, 
Bur that my Coate is better then thou know'Rt ; 

I will make pioofe of thine. 

Rod, Oh, 1 am ſlaine. 

Caſſio. I am ciym'd for ever ; 
Helpe hoa: Myrther, murther, 

. Enter Othells. 

Oth, The voyce of Caſſio, Iago keepes his word. 

Rod. O Villaine that 1 am. 

Oth, It is cuen fo. 

Caſ. Oh helpe hoa : Light, a Surgeon, 

Oth. 'Tis he: O braue /ago, honeſt,and iu}, 

That haſt ſuch Noble ſenſe of thy Friends wrong, 
Thou teacheſt me. Minion, your deere lyes dead, 
And your vnbleſt Fate highs : Strumper I come : 

For of my hearc, thoſe Charmes thine Eyes, are blotted . 


Or elſe breake out in peeuilh lealouhes, 

Throwing reſtraint ypon vs: Or fay they ſtrike vs, 

Or ſcant our former having in deſpight) | 
Why we haue galles: and though we haue ſome Grace, 
Yet haue we ſome Revenge, Let Husbands know, 


And haue their Palats both for ſweet, and ſowre, 
As Husbands have, What is it that they do, 
W hen they change vs for others ? Is it Sport? 

I thinke it 15 : and doth Aﬀection breed it ? 

I thinke it doth, Is't Frailty that thus erres ? 
It is ſotoo. And haue not we AﬀeRtions? 
Deſires for Sport? and Frailty,as men have? 
Then let them vſe vs well: elſe letthem know, 
The illes we do, their illes inſtruct vs ſo, 

Deſ. Good night, goadnight: 

Heaucn me ſuch vies fend, | 


Not to picke bad, from bad z hut by bad,mend. Exennrt. 


—— - — __— ——— _——O—— — —_ ————_— 


Aus Quintus. 


————_— 


Scena Prima. 


- 


_— _ | 
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Enter [ago and Rodorigo, 
Lago. Hrere,(tand behinde this Barke, 
Straight will he come : 
Veare thy good Rapier bare, andput it home : 
Quicke,quicke, teare nothing; Ile be at thy Elbow, 
It makes vs, or it marres vs, thinke on that, 
And hxe motthrme thy Reſolution, | 


——_—__ ts, 


( Thele may be counter 
| To come into the cry, without more helpe. 


Thy Bed luft-ſtain'd, ſhall with Lufts blood bee ſported. 
Ex Othello. 
Enter Lodowico and Gratians, 

Caf. What hoa? no Watch? No paſſage ? 
Murther, Murther, 

Gra. "Tis ſome miſchance,the yoyceis yery direfull, 

Caf. Oh helpe. 

Lodo. Hearke. 

Rad, Ol; wretched Villaine, 

Lod, Two or three ſy Tis heauy night; 

eits: Let's think'r vaſafe 


Rod, Nobody come : then ſhall 1 bleed to death, 
| Enter lago, 

Led. Hearke. 

Gra, Here's one comes in his ſhirt, with Light, and 
Weapons. 

lago, Who's there? 
Who's noyſe is this that cries on nuuther ? 

Lodo. We do not know. 

Tage, Donor you heare a ery? 

_Caſ Heere,heere ; for heaucn ſake belpe me. 

lago. What's the marter ? 

Gra. This is Ochelle's Ancient,as I take it; 

Ledo. The ſame indeede, a very valiant Fellow, 

lags, What are you heere, that cry ſo greeuouſly? 

Caſ. Iago? Oh I am ſpoyl'd, vndone by Villaines: 
Giue me ſome helpe, 

lago. O mee, Lieutenant! 
Whar V.Ilaines have done this? 

Caf, Ithinke that owe of themis heereabour, mY 

n 


— 


; | Jags. Heere,at thy hand: Be bold, & take thy ſtand, 
Emil, 'Tis neyther here, nor there? | 
| 
| 
| 


Jat almoſt to the ſenſe, 


' 


| 
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| Kng cannot make away, 
Tagoe, Oh treacherous Villaines : 
What are you there? Come in, and giue ſome helpe, 
Red, O helpe me there, 
Caſſio. That's one of then, 
lago, Oh murd'rousSlaue! O Villaine! * 
Rod, O damn'd Iago! O inhumane Dogge ! 
Tago. Kill men i'th'darke? - 
Where be theſe bloody Theeuzs ? 
How hilent is this Towne ? Hoa, murther,murther, 
What may you be? Are you of good,or cuill ? 
Led. As you ſhall prove vs,praiſc ys. 
[age. Signior Lodexico? ; 
Loa. He Sir, 
Lago. I cry you mercy : here's Caſſio hurt by Villaines, 
Gra. Caſſi? 
[ago. How is't Brother? 
Caf. My Legge is cutin two, 
1ago. Matry beaven forbid : 
Light Gentlermen, Ile binde it with my ſhirt, 
Enter Bianca, 
Fian. Whats the matter hoa? Who is't that cry'd? 
, Jago. Whois'tthat cry'd? 
Biax, Oh my deere Caſſio, 
My ſweet Caſſio: Oh Caſſio,Caſſio,C aſſio, 
lags. O notable Scrumpet. Caſſio, may you ſuſpeRt 
Who they ſhould be, that hTue thus mangled.you ? 
Caf. No. 
Gra. I am ſorry to finde you thus; 
I have beene to (ecke you, 
lago, Lend me a Garter. $0: >——Oh for a Chaire 
To beare him eafily hence, 
Bian, Alas he faints. Oh Caſſio,Cafſio,Caſſio.! 
Iago. Gentlemen all, I do ſuipe ibis Traſh 
To be a party in this Iniurie, 
Patience awhile, gooa Caſſio, Come,come ; - 
Lend me a Light ; know wprbis face, or no? 
Alas my Friend, and my deere Countryman 
Redorige? No : Yes ſure: Yes, 'tis Rodorigo, 
Gra. What, of Venice? 
lage. Even he Sir: Did you know him? 
Gra. Know him? I, 
Lage. Signior Gratiano? I cry your gentle pardon : 
Theſe bleody accidenis muſt excuſe my Manners, 
That {on:gleted you. 
Gra. l amgladco ſee you, | 
Iago, How do you Caſſie? Oh,a Chaire,a Chaire. 
Ora. Rodovigo? 
[ago. He, he, tis he: 
Oh that's well 1aid, the Chaire. 
Some good man beare him carefully from hence, 
He fetch the Generall's Surgeon. For you M:ftris, 
Saue you your labour, He e'1at hes ſlaine heere (Cafſis) 
Was iny deere friend, What malice was between you ? 
Caſ. None inthe world : nor do I know the man ? 
Tago, What? looke you pale? Oh beare him o'th'Ayre, 
Stay you good Gentlemen. Looke you pale, Miſiris? 
Do you perceiue the gaſinefle of her eye ? 
Nay,if you ſtare, we ſhall heare more anon, 
Behold her well : I pray you looke vpongher : 
Do you ſee Gentlemen ? IN will ſpeake 
Though tongues were out of vſe. 
e/Emil, Alas, what is the matter ? 
W hart is the matter, Husband ? 
Jags. Caſſio hath heere bin ſex on inthe darke 
By Kodorige, and Fellowes that ate (cap'd: 


| 


—_— 
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H-'> a'mot {laine, and Redorege quite dead, 
e/£ mil Alas good Gentleman : alas good { ſis. 
lago. Thisis the fruits of whoring. Piythe Emilia, 

G9 know of Caſſis where he ſvpt to night, 

What, do you ſhake at that 7? 

Bran, He lup;at my houſe, but I therefore ſhake not, 
[agrs Odidhe fo? I charge you go with ine, 

e/Emil. Qh he vpon thee Situmper. 

b1an, Iam no Strumper, but of life as honeſt, 

As youthac thus abuſe me. 
e/Eonl. As 1? Fie vpon thee. 
1192. Kinde Gentlemen : 

Let's go ſee pooie Caſſiodreſt, 

Come M:ftris, you rautt tel's another Tale. 

e/Emilia, run you to the Cittadell, 

And tell my Lord and Lady, what hath happ'd : 

Will you go on afore ? This 15 the night 


That either makes ine, or foredoes me quight, Exexnt 


—_ — _— - —_—___ 


Sena Secunda. 
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Enter Othello, aud Deſdemona in ber bed, 


Oth, Tis the Cauſe, it ts the Caule (my $evle) 
Let menor name it to you, you chaſte Starres, 
It13the Cauſe, Yer le not (hed her blood, 

Nor ſcarre that whicer skin of hers, then Snow, 
And ſmooth as Monumental} AJlablafter ; + 

Yet ſhe muſt dye, elſe ſhee'l betray more men? 

Put out the Light, and then pur our the Lighs : 

If I quenchthee, thou flaming Minifter, 

I can againe thy former light reſtore, 

Should I repent me. But &nce pur ow: thy Light, 
Thou cunning'ft Patterne of excelling Nature, 

I know not where is that Promethe.nieate 

| That can thy Light re-Lume, 

When I have pluck'd thy Roſe, 

[ cannot giue it vicall growth againe, 

It needs muſt wither. Ile ſmell thee on the Tree. 
Oh Balmy breath, that doſt almoi} perſwade 

Tuſtice to breake ber Sword, One more, ore mote? 
Be thus when thou art dead, and ] will kill thee, 
And love thee after. One more, and that's the laſt, 
So (weet, was ne're (o fatal), I muſt weepe, 

Bur they are crue!] Teares : T his ſorrow's heauenly, 


Def. Who's there ? Othella? 
Othel, 1 Deſdemona, 
Deſ. Will you come to bed, my Lord? 
Oth, Haue you pray'd to night, Deſdemen? 
Deſ. 1 my Lord, 
Oth, It you berhinke your ſelfe of any Crime 
Vareconcil'd as yer to Heauen,znd Grace, 
Solicite for it ſtraight, 
Deſ. Alacke, my Lord, 
What may you meane by that ? 
Oth. Well, doir,and be breefe, I will walke by ; 
I would not kill thy vnprepared Spirit, 
No, Heavens fore-fend ) I would not kill thy Soule, 
Def. Talke you of killing ? 
Oth, 1,I do. 


| It Ririkes, where it doth loue, She wakes, 


| Def. Then Heaurn have mercy on mee, 


Oth- 
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Oth. Amen, with all my heart, 
Def. It you lay, I hope you will not kill me. 
Oth, Humb. 

Deſ. And yet feare you : for you're fatall then 
When your eyes rowle {o. 


Why | ſhould feare, | know not, 


{ Since guiltineſſe | know not : But yet I feele I feare. 


Oth, T hinke on thy tinnes, S 

Deſ. They are Loues | beareto you. 

Oth, I,and for that chou dy'Rt, 

Deſ. That death's ynnaturall, that kits for louing. 
Alas,why gnaw you ſo yournether-lip? 
Some bloody paſſion ſhakes your very Frame: 
Thelc are portents: but yet I hope, 1] hope, 
They do not point on me, 

Oth. Peace,and be (ll, 

Def. 1 will ſo : What's the matter ? 

Oth. That Handkerchicte 


| Which Ifo lou'd,and gaue thee, thou gau'ſt to Caſio, 


Def. No by my Life, and Soule : {end for the wan, 
And aske him. 

Oth, Sweet Soule, take heed, take heed of Periury, 
Thon art on thy death-bed, 

Deſ, 1, but not yet to dye, | 

Oth. Prelently. 
Therefore confefſe thee freely of thy finne : 


| Forto deny each Article with Oath, 


Cannot remoue,nor choake the/ftrong Conception 


| That Ido grone withall, Thou art to dye, 


Deſ. O Heauen have mercy on me. 
Oth, Tay, Amen, | 
Deſ. And haue you merey too. I never did 

Offend you in my life : never lou'd Caſio, 

But with ſuch generall warrantie of Heauen, 

As I might loue. 1 never gaue him Token, 
Oth, By Heauen ] ſaw my Handkerchiefe in's hand, 

O periur'd woman, thou do'ſt ſtone wy hearr, 

And makes me call, what I intend to do, 

A Murthergwhich I thought a Sacrifice. 


1 ſaw th: Handkerchiefe, 


Deſ. He found it then : 
I never gane it him: Send, for him hither: 
Let him confeſle a truth. 
O:ch, He hath contcft. 
' Def, What,my Locd? 
Orh. That he hath vs'd thee, 
Def, How? vnlawfully? 
Oth., I- 
Def. He will not (ay ſo, 
Orh. No : his mouth is Ropp'd : 
HoneR Lxgo hath 'tane order for't. : 
Def. Oh,my feare interprets, What is he dead ? 
0th. Had all his haires bin lives,my great Revenge 
Had omacke for them all. ; 
Def. Alas, he is betray'd, and I vndone. 
Oth.Out Strumpet : weep'lt thou for him to my face? 
Del, O baniſh me, my Lord, bur kill me not, 
0:5. Downe Strumpet. 7 
De/. Kill me to morrow, let me live tonight, 
0th, Nay,it you ttrive, 
he. But halte an honre, 
Oth. Being done, there is no pawſe. 
'F's/. Bur while I fay one prayer. 
O:h. Iris too late, 
| . «A wilia at the doore. 
e A mil, My Lord, my Lord? What hoa ?; 


Smothers ber, 
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My Lord, my Lord. 
Oth .W hat noiſe is this? Not dead?not yer quite dead J 
| that am cruell, am yet mercifull, 
I would net kauec thee linger in thy paine? 
So,lo. | 
eEmil.within. Wikdthoa? my Lord,my Lord? 
Oth, Who's there? | 
Emil. Oh good my Lord, I would ſpeake iz word 
with you, | 
Oth, Yes: Tis e/Emilia : by and by. Shee's dead, 
Tis like ſhe comes to {peake of {aſio's death : 
The noiſe was bigh. Hah, no more moouing ? 
Stiil as the Griue, Shall the come in? Wer't good ? 
| thinke ſhe ſtirres againe, No,whar's beſt to do? 
If ihe comein, ſhee'l ſure ſpeake to my wife: 
My wife, my wife : what wife ? I haue no wife. 
Oh intupportable ! Oh heavy houre! 
Me thinkes, it ſhould be now a huge Eclipſe' 
Of Sunne, and Moone ; and that th'affrighted Globe 
Did yawne at Alteration. | 
e/£mil, | do beſeech you 
That I may ſpeake with you, Oh good my Lord, 
Oth, 1 had forgot thee : oh come in CAfmilia. 
Soft, by and by, let me the Curtaines draw. 
Where art thou? What's the matter with thee now ? 
Enter eAmilia. 
F e/Emil., Oh my good Lofd, yonders foule Murthers 
one, 
Oth. What? now? 
Emil, Butnow, my Lord, 
Oth, It1s the very error of the Moone, 
She comes more necrer Earth then ſhe was wont, 
And makes men mad. 
e/Emil, ( aſſio, my Lord, hath kill'd 
A young Venetian, call'd Redorigo, 
Oth. Rodorige kill'd? and Caſſiokill'd? 
e/Emil No. Cafſ;o isnot kill'd, 
Oh, Not Caſio kill'd? Then Murther's out of tune, 
And iweet Revenge growes harſh. 
Def. Otallcly, falſely murder d. 
e/Emil, Alas! what cry is that ? 
Oth, That? Whar ? 
e/Emil. Oar,and alas, that was my Ladies voice, 
Helpe,helpe hoa, he!pe, Oh Ladie ſpeake againe, 
Sweet Deſarmona, oh {weet Miſtris, peake, 
Deſ. A gwiltleſſe death, I dye. 
e£mil. Oh who hath Cone this.deed ? 
D:ſ. No body : I my felfe, farewell: 
Commend me to my kinde Lord: oh farewell. 
Oth, Why,how ſhould ſhe be murdred ? 
e/£mil. Als : who knowes ? 
Oth, You heare her ſay her ſelfe, it was not I, 
e/Emil. She (aid ſo: I mutt needs report the truth, 
Oth, She's like a Liar gone to burning hell, * 
'T was I that ki1]'d her, 
. emi. Ohthe more Angell (be, and you the black- 
er Duvell. | 
Orb, She turn'd to folly : and ſhe was a whore, 
e/£mil. Thou do'ft bely her,and thou art a Giuell, 
Oth. She wag falſe as water. 
Emil, Thou as raſh as fire, to ſay 
That ſhe was falſe. Oh ſhe was heauenly true, 
Oth, Caſſie did rop her: Ask thy husband elſe. 
O, I were darnn'd beneath all depth in hell: 
But that i did proceed vpon iuft grounds 
To this extremity, Thy Husband knew it all, 
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eAmil. My Husband? 
| Oth. Thy Husband, 
«Emil, That ſhe was falſe ro Wedlocke ? 
Oth. I, wit Caſſio : had ſhe bin ecue, 
If Heaten would make me ſuch another world, 
Of one entyre and perfe& Chryſolite, 
14d not have {old her tor it. 
e/Emi/. My Husband? 
Oth, I, 'twas he that rold meon her firſt, 
An honeſt o1an he 1s, and hates the (lime 
That ftickes on hilthy deeds, 
e/Emil. My Husband? 
Oth. What needs this itterance, Woman? 
{ ſay, thy Husband. 
eAmil. Oh Miſtris, 
Villany hath made mockes with lous: 
My Husband ſay ſhe was falſe? 
Oth. He, Woman; 
| I fay thy Eusband : Do't vnderſtandthe word ? 
My Friend, thy Husband ; honeſt, honeſt Jago, 
emi. It he ſay fo, may his pernicious Soule 
Rot halfe a graine a day : helyes to'th'hearr, 
She was too fond of her moſt filthy Bargaine. 
- Oth. Hah? 
e/£wil. Do thy worſt: 
This deede of thine is no more worthy Heauen, 
Then thou was't worthy her, 
Oth, Peace, you were beſt, 
e/E£mi.Thou haſt not halfe that powre to do me harm, 
As 1 haue to be hurt, Oh Gull, ob dolt, 
As ignorant as durt: thou haſt done a deed 
(I care not for thy Sword) Ile make thee known, 
Though I loſt twenty lives. Helpe,helpe,hoa, helpe : 
The Moore hath kill'd my Miſtris. Murther,murther, 


| | Enter Montano,Gratiano, and lago. 


Aon. What is the matter? How now Generall? 
e/Emil, Oh,aic you come, [ago : you have done well, 
That men muſt lay their Murthers on your necke. 
Gra. Whatis the matter? 
e/Emil, Diſproue this Villaine,if thou bee'ſt a man : 
He ſayes,thou told'R him that his wife was falfe: 
I know thou did ft not : thou'rt not ſuch a Villain. 
Speake, for my heart is full, 
Lago. I rtold him what I thought, 
And told no more 
Then what he found himſelfe was apt,and true, 
e/Emil, But did you cuer tell him, 
She was falſe? 
Tago. I did. 
e/Emil, Younold a Lye an odious damned Lye: 
Vpon my Soule, s Lye; a wicked Lye. 
Shee falſe with Caſſis ? 
Did you ſay with Caſſto? 
lago. Wirth Caſſio, Miſtris? 
Go too, charme your tongue, 
| Emil. ] willnot charme my Tongue; 
I am bound toſpeake, 
| My Miftris heere lyes murthered in herbed, 
All. Oh Heavens, foretend. 
Emil. And your reports haue (et the Murder on. 
Othello, Nay ſtare not Maſters, 
It is true indeede. 
Gra. 'Tisaftrange Truth, 
ont, O monſtrous Ate, 


I thinke ypon't, I thinke : 1 (mel t : O Villany : | 


[zgo. What, ate you nad ? 
I charge you get you home, 

Emi. Good Gentlemen, let me haue leaue to ſpeake: 
'Tis proper I obey him ; but not now : 

Perchance ago, I will ne're go home. 

O:h Oh,oh,oh, | 

Emil, Nay, lay thee downe,and roare : 
For thou haſt kill'd the {weereft innocent, 
Thar ere did lift vp eye. 

Oth, Oh ſhe was fowle ! 

I i carſe did know you Vnkle, there lies your Neece, 
\V boſe breath (indeed) theſe hands have newly ftopp'd : 
| know this acte ſhewes horrible and grim. 
Gra. Poore Deſdemon : s 
I am glad thy Father's dead, 
Thy Match was mortall to him : and pure greete 
Shore his old thred in twaine. Did he live now, 
[ his (ight would make him do a deſperate turne : 
Yea, curſe his better Angell from his fide, 
And fall ro Reprobance, 

Oth. 'Tis pirtifull : but yer [ago knowes 

| That ſhe with Cafſio, hath the Act of ſhame 

A thouſand times committed. Cſſio confeſt it, 
| And ſhe did gratifie his amoraus workes 
Wich that Recognizance and pledge of Loue 
Which Ifirft gave her : I ſaw it in his hand : 
It was a Handkerchiefe,an Antique Token 
My Father gaue my Mother. 

Emil, Oh Heaven ! oh heauenly Powres ! 

lago. Come, hold your peace. 

Emil, *'T will out, 'twill out, I peace ? 

No,1[ will ſpeake as liberall as the Northz _ 
Let Heauen,and Men,and Diuels, let them all, 
All,all,crie ſhame againſt me, yer lle ipeake, 

[ago. Be wiſc,and get you home, 

Emnl, 1 will nor, 

Gra. Fye, your Sword vpon a Woman. 

Emil. Oh thou dull Moore; 

That Handkerchiefe thou ſpeak'ſt of 

I found by Fortune, and did giue my RHusband : 
For often, with a ſolemne earnefineſle, 

(More then indeed belong'd to ſuch a Trifle) 
He begg'd ofme, to ſteale't, | 

ago, Villanous Whore, 

- Emil, She give it Caſio? No, alas I found it, 
And I did giu't my Husband, 

lags, Filth, thou lyeft, 

Emil. By Heauen I do net, I donot Gentlemen : 
Oh murd'rous Coxcombe, what ſhould ſuctia Foole 
Do with ſo good a wife? 
| Oth, Are there no ftones in Heauen, 
| But whar ſerues for the Thunder ? 
| Precious Villaine. 

Gra. The woman falles: 
| Sure he hath kill'd his Wife, 
| Emil. 1,1: ohlay me by my Miſtris fide, 
| Gra, Hee's gone, but his wite's kill'd, 

Mon. 'Tis a notorious Villain: cake you this weapon 
Which I hauerecoeuer'd from the Moore: 

Come guard the doore without, let himnor paſſe, | 


For 'tis a damned Slaue, Exu [ 


| 

| 

| 

| But kill him cather, Lie afcer that ſame vyillaine, 
| 
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Oth, Tamnot valiant neither ; 
But every Punic whipiter gets my Sword, 
hut why ſhould Honor out-liue Honeſty ? 
Ler it 90 all. 

e/Emil, What did thy Song boad Lady 7 
Heatke,canſt thou heare me ? 1 will play the Swan, 
And dye im Mulicke : Willough, Willough, Willough, 
Moore, ſhe was chaſte : She lou'd thee,cruell Moore, 
50 come iny Soille to bliſle,as 1 ſpeake true : 
So (peaking as I rhinke, alas,I dye. 

Oth. 1 have another weapon in this Chamber, 
It was a Sword of Spaine, the Ice brookes temper : 
Oh heere it 1s: Vokle I muſt come forth. 

Gra, It thou attempe it, it will colt thee deere; 
Thou hait no weapon, and perforce muſt lufter. 

Oth. Looke in ypon me then, and ſpeake with me, 
Ornaked as | amv 1 will aſſault thee. 

Gra. What 1s the matter? 

Othel. Bchold,l have a weapon : 
A better neuer did it (elfe ſuſtaine 
Vpon a Soldiers Thigh, I have ſeene the day, 
That with this little Arme, and th:s good Sword, 
{ 1 haue made my way through more 1mpediments 
Then twenty times your Rop. But (oh vaine boaſt) 
Who can controll his Fate ? Tis pot fo now. 
Be not affcaid, though you do ſee me weapon'd:: 
Heere is my journies end, heereis my butt 
And verie S$ea-marke of my vtmoſt Saile, 
Do you go backe diſmaid? *T15 a loſt feare: 
Man bur a Ruſh againſt Othello's breſt, 
And he retires. Where ſhould Othello go ? 
Now : how doſt thou looke now? Oh 1ll-Starr'd wench, 
Pale as thy Smocke : when we ſhall meete at comp, 
This looke of thine will hurle my Soule from Heauen, 
And Fiends will ſnarch at it. Colid,cold,my Girle? 
Euen like thy Chaſtity. O curted, cucicd Slave ! 
Whip me ye Diels, 
From the poſlcfſion of this Heavenly fight : 
Blow me about in windes, roaſt me in Sulphure, 
Waſh mein ſtcepe-downe gulfes of Liquid fire. 

Oh Deſdemon' dead Deſdemon : dead, Oh,oh ! 


Enter Lodoico, Caſſio, Montano, and Iago, 
with Officers. 
Lod, Whereis this raſh,snd moſt vnfortunate man? 
Oth, That's he that was Orhelb : heere I am, 
Lod. Where isthat Viper? 
Bring the Villaine forth. 
Oth.llook down towards his feet ; but that's a Fable, 
If that thou bee*ſt a Diucll, I cannot kill thee, 
Loud, Wrench his Sword from him. 
L190, Ibleed Sir.but nor kill'd. 
Othel, I amnor ſorry neither, I'd have thee live ; 
For in my ſenſe, 'tis happineſlero die. 
L:1, Oh thou Othello, that was once ſo good, 
Falncjnthe pract;fe of a curſed Slave, 
\W har ſh:Il be ſaide to thee, 
Oth, Why any thing : 
An honourable Murderer,if you will : 
For nought I did in hate, but all in Honour, 
Led. This wretch hath part conteſt his Villapy ; 
Did you and he conſent in Caſſo's death, 
Oth. I. 
Caſ. Deere Generall,? never gave you caule- 
| 0th. 1do beleeue it, and I aske your pardon : 
Will you,] pray, demand that demy-Diuvell, 
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Why he hath thus enſnar'd my Soule and Body, I 
lag.Demand me nething: what you know,you know: 
From this time forth, I never will {peake wora, 

Lod. What? not to pray? 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips, 

Oth, Well, thou doſt beſt. 

Lod. Sir, 

You ſhall vnderſtand what hath befalne, 

( Which,as I thinke, you know not) heere is a Letter 
Found in the pocket of the {laine Rodorigo, 

And heere another, the one of them imports 

The death of Cafſi, to be yndertooke 

By Rodorigo. 

Oth. O Villaine! 

Caſſio. Moſt Heatheniſh,and moſt grofſe, 

Lod. Now,heere's another diſcontented paper 
Found in his pocket too : and this it ſeemes 
Redorigo meant t'haue ſent this damned yillaine: 

Bur that (belike)/ago in the interic 
Came in, and ſatis ti'd him. 

Oth, Oh thou pernitious Cairiffe ; 

How came you (Caſio) by that Handketchiefe 
That was my wiues ? 

Caſſio. 1 found it in my Chamber : 

And he himſelfe confeſt it but euen now, 
That there he dropt it for a ſpeciall purpoſe, 
Which wrought to his deſire. 

Othel. O Foole, foole,foole ! 

Caſſio. There is behdes, in Rodorigs's Letrer, 
How he vpbraides /ago, that he mace him 
Braue me vpon the Watch : whereon it came 
That] was caft : and euen but now he ſpake 
(After long ſeeming dead) [ago hurt bimy, 

Jags ſet him oa, 

Lol. You muſt forſake this roome,and go with ys : 
Your Power,and your Command is taken off, | 
And Caſſio rules in Cyprus. For this Slaue, 

If chere be any cunning Craeltie, 

That can torment him much,and hold him long, 
It ſhall be his. You ſhall cloſe Priſoner reſt, 
Til that the Nature of your fault be knowne 
Tothe Venetian State. Come, bring away. 

Oth, Soft you ; a word or two before you goe : 

I haue done the State ſome ſervice, and they know't: 
No more of that. ] pray you in your Letters, 

When you ſhall theſe vnluckie deeds relate, 

Speake of me,as I am. Nothing extenuate, 

Nor ſer downe ovght in malice, 

Then mult you ſpeake, 

Of one that lou'd not wiſely, but too well: 

Of ove, not eaſily lealious, but being wrought, 
Perplexed inthe extreame : Of one, whoſe hand 
(Like the baſe Iudean) threw a Pearle awa 

Richer then all his Tribe: Of one, whoſe ſubdu'd Eyes, 
Albeir yn-vſed to the melting moode, 

Drops teares as faft as the Arabian Trees 

Their Medicinable gumme, Set you downe this : 
And ſay behides, that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant, and a Turbond-Turke 

Beate a Venetian, and traduc'd the State, 

| rooke by th'chroat the circumciſed Dogge, 

And {moace him, thus, 

Lod, Oh bloody period, 

Gra. All that is fpoke,is marr'd. 

Oth, I kiſt thee, ere I kill'd chee; No way but this, 


| Killing my ſelfe, ro dye ypon a kiſle, Dyer 
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For he was great of heart, And ſeize vpon the Forcunes of the Moore, | 
lod. Oh Sparton Dogge: | For they ſucceede on you, To you, Lord Governer, | 
More fell then Aoguiſh, Huoger, or the Sea ; Remaines th eCenſure of this helliſh villaine : | 
Looke on the Tragicke Loading of this bed : The Time, the Place,the Torture,ob inforceit : | 
This is thy worke : My felfe will firaight aboord, and to the State, | | | 
The Obie poylons Sight, | Thisheauie AQ, with heautc heart relate, E vert, ih 
I : 
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The Names of the Actors. Senators, 
(:*,*:) Montano, Goaernour of Cyprus. 
b-2 6-2 Gentlemen «f Cyprus. 
Lodouico and Gratian '0b! 
; "ERR Thello, 65 Didads' cr moo ratiano, mo Noble Venetians 
1 Brabantio, Father to Deſdemona, pr A . 
 Calho, 4 Honourable Lieutenant. 

lago, 4 /illaine, Deſdemona, wife to Orhells, 

Rodorigo, «gall d Gentleman, | Amilia, #ife r9 Jago, 

Duke of Venice. Bianca, a Curtezan. 
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Enter Demetrins and Philo, 


Phils. 
| Ay, bur ibis dotage of ovr Generals 
Ore-flowes the mealure : thole his goodly eycs 
That 9'ce the Files and Muſters of the Warrc, 
Haue glow'd like plated Mars : | 

Mow bend, now turne 
| The Office and Deuotion of their view 

Vpon a Tawny Front, His Captaines heart, 

W hich in the ſcutfles of great Fights hach but! 

The Buckles on his breſt, reneages »ll temper, 
| And 1s become the Bellowes and the Fan 


To coole a Gyphes Luft. 


I 


Flonriſh. Enter Azuthony,Clropatra ber Laaus, the 
Traize,with Eunuchs fannmg her. 
Looke where they come : 
Take but good note, and you ſhall ſee in him 
| (The triple Pultar of the world) transform'd 
Into a Strumpets Foole, Behold and lee, 

' Clee. It it be Loue indeed, tell me how much, 
Ant,There's beggery in the loue that can be reckon'd 
Cleo, Ne fet a bourne how farre to be belou'd, 
Aut. Thea inuft thou needes finde ouc new Heaver, 

new Earth, 
Enter a Meſſenger, 
Meſ. Newes(my good Lord)from Rome. 
' Ant, Grates me,the ſumme, 
Cleo, Nay heare chem Anthony. | 
Fulia perchance isangry: Or who knowes, 
If the icarſe-bearded Ceſar have not ſent 
His powrefull Mandate to you. Do this,or this; 
Take in that Kingdowme,and Infranchife that : 
Pertorm't, or cle we datnne thee. 
An, Bow,my Love? 
' Cles, Perchance? Nay,and moſt like : 
You mult not ſtay heere longer, your diſmiffion 
Is come from Cz{ar, therefore heare 1t Arthor 
Where's Fu/n;as Procefle? (Cars I would ay) both ? 
Call inthe Meflengers : As I am Egyprts Queene, 
Tov blutbeſt Anthony, and that blood of thine 
!s { «ſ«r5 homager : elle ſo thy checke payes thame, 
When thrill-rongu'd Falu/aſcolds, The Meſſengers, 
Ant, Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 
Of the raing'd Empite tail : Heere 1s my ſpace, 
IKingdomes are clay ; Our dungie earth alike 


l, 


| One paine ofp 
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Enter Enobarbus, L1mprins, a Sruthſayer, Ranning, Lucilli- 


Feeds Beaſt as Man ; the Nobleneſle of life 
Isto do thus: when tuch a mautuall paire, 
And ſuch a ms can doo'y, in w hich 1 binde 
unNhment,the world ro weete 
Wee ftand vp Peereleſle. 
Cleo, Excellent falſhood : 
Why did he marry Fulw1a, and not loue her? | 
lle !eeme the Foole | am not. - Amihovy will be himſelfe. 
Ant Burfturd by (lopatra, 
Now forthe loue of Loue,and her ſoft houres, | | 
Let's not confound the time with Conference harſh; 
There's not a minute of our lives ſhould Bretch 
Wirhour ſome pleaſure now. What ſport to night? 
Cleo. Heare the Ambaſſadors. 
Am. Fye wrangling Queene : 
Whom every thing becomes, to chide,to laugh, 
To weepe: whoeuery paſſion fully flciues 
To make it f{elfe (in Thee)faire,and 2dmir'd. 
No Meſſenger bur thine, and all alone, tonight 
Wee'l wander through che ſtreets, and note 
The qualities of people. Come my Queecne, 
Laſt might you did defire it, Speake not to vs. 
E xennt with the Traime, 
Dem. Is Ceſar with Anthonine priz'd fo ſlight ? 
Philo, Sir tornetimes when he is not Anthony, 
He comes too ſhort of that great Property 
Which til ſhould go w'th Anthony, 
Dem. | am full ſorry, that hee approues the common 
Lyer.who thus ſpeakes oi b:m at Rome z but 3 will hope 
of better deeds ro morrow. Reit you happy. Exexnt | 


s, Charman, Iras, Mardian the Eunnch, 
and Alexas, 


Chay. L. Alex, (weet Alexas,moſt any thing Alexas, 
almoſt moſt abſolute Alexas, where's the Soothlayer 
that you prais'd ſo ro'th*Queene ? Oh that I knewe this 
Husband, which you fay, muft change his Hornes with 
Garlands. 

Alex, Soothſayer. 
S-oth, Your will? 
Char, 1s this the Man? Is't you fir that know things ? 
Sooth. In Natures infinite booke of SecreciE, a little I | 
can read, 
Alex. Shew him your hand, 
Enob, Bring in the Banker quickly : Wine enough, 
Cleopa 
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eAnthony and ( leopatra. 


Cleopatra's health ro drinke., 

Char, Good fir,giue me good Fortune, 

Sooth. IT make nor, but foreſee, 

Char. Pray then, foreſee me one. 

Sooth, You ſhall be yer farre fairer then you are. 

Char, He meanres in fleſh, 

Iras, No,you ſhall paint when you are old. 

Char, Wrinkles forbid. 

eAex, Vex not his preicience, be attentiue, 

Char. Huſh. 

S»9th. You ſhall be more belouing,then beloued. 

Char. I had rather heate my Liuer with drinking. 

Alex. Nay,heare him, 

Char. Good now ſome excellent Fortune : Let mee 
be married to three Kings in a forenoone, and Widdow 
them all : Let me have a Childe at fifty, ro whom Herode 
of Iewry may do Homage. Finde me to morrieme wich 
Ottanins { eſar, and companion me with my Miſtris, 

S#oth, Y ou ſhall our-lige the Lady whom you ſerue. 

Char. Oh excellent, Iloue lang life better then Figs, 

Sooth. You have ſecne and proved a fairer former for. 
rune, then that which is to approach, 

Char. Then belike my Children ſh:1! have no names: 
Prythee how many Boyes and Wenches mult 1 have, 

Sooth, Ifeuery of your wiſhes had a wombe, & fore- 
cell every wiſh, a Million, 

Char. Out Foole, I forgiue thee for a Witch. 

Alex, Y ou thinke none but your ſheets areprivie to 
your wiſhes, 

Char. Nay come,tell Iras hers. 

Alex. Wee'l kno all our Fortunes. 

Enob. Mine,and moſt of our Fortunes tonight, ſhall 
be drunke to bed. 

Ira. There's a Palme preſages Chaſtity, if nothing els, 

Char, E'ne as the o're-flowing Nylus preſageth Fa- 
wine, 

Ir4. Go you wilde Bedfellow,you cannot Soothlay. 

Char. Nay, if an oyly Palme bee nor a fruitfull Prog 
noſtication, I cannot ſcratch mine care. Prythee tel her 
but a worky day Fortune, 

Seath, Your Fortunes are alike, 

Ira. But how, but how, give me particulars, 

Seoth, I haue ſaid. 

Ir a3. Am I not an inch of Fortune better then ſhe? 

Char, Well, if you were but an inch of fortune becer 
then I : where would you chooſe ir, 

Iras. Not in my Husbands noſe. 

Char. Our worſer thoughts Heauens mend. 

Alexas, Come, his Fortune, his Fortune. Oh let him 
mary a woman that cannot go,ſweet fs, I beſeech thee, 
andlet her dye too,'and giue him a worſe,and let worle 
| follow worſe, till the work of all follow him laughing to 
his grauc, fifry-fold a Cuckold. Good [ſr heare me this 


| Prayer, though thou denie me a matter of more waight : 


good }/; I beleech thee. 


people, 
| man looſe- Wiu'd, ſo it is 
foule Knaue vncuckolde 
conum,and Fortune him ac 
Char. Amen. 


eadly ſorrow, to 
Therefore deere {ſir kehp de- 
rdingly, 


Cuckold, they would make themſclues Whores, b 
they 1d doo't, 

Enter Cleogatre. 
Enob, Huſh, heere comes Anthony. 


| 


Char. Not he,the Queene. 
Cleo. Saue you, my Lord, 
Enob. No Lady. 
Cleo. Was he not heere? 
Char. No Madarmm. 
Cleo, He was diſpos'd ro mirrh, bur on the ſodaine 
A Romanc thought hath Ntxooke him. 
Enobarbuu ? 
Enob. Madam, 


Cles.Seeke him,and bring him hicher: wher's Alexias? | 


Alex. Heere at your teruice, 


My Lord approaches, 


Fnter Anthony, with a Meſſenger. 

Cleo. Wewill not looke vypon him: 

Go with vs. 

Meſſen. Fulmiarthy Wile, 
Firſt came into the Field. 

Ant, Againft my Brother Lucia? 

Meſſen. I : but toone that Warre hadend, 
And the times tate 
Made friends of them, ioynting their force 'vainſt Ceſar, 
Whoſe berter iſſue in the warre frem Jialy, 

Vpon the firſt encounter draue them. 

Ant. Well, what worſt. , 

Meſſ. The Nature of bad newes infeQts the Teller, 

Ant. When it concernes the Foole 01 Coward: On. 


Exennt. 


q 


| Things that are pafl,are Gone. with me, 'Tis thus, 


Who tels me true, though in his Talc lye death, 
I heare him as he flatter'd, 

Meſ. Labienus (this is fiiffe-newes) 
Hath with his Patthian Force 


| 


Extended Afia : from Euphrates his conquering 


Banner ſhooke, from Syria to Lydia, | 
And to [onia,whil't ——— 
Art, Anthony thou would'ft ſay, 
Meſ. Oh my Lord. 
Ant, Speake to me home, 
Mince not the generall tongue, name 
Cleopatra as ſhe is call'd in Rome ; 
Raile thou in Falxia's phraſe,and taunt my faulrs 
With ſuch foll Licenſe, 2s both Truth and Malice 
Have power to viter. Oh then we bring torch weeds, 
When our quicke windes lyc (till, and our illes told vs 
Is as our earing : fare thee well awhlle, 
Meſ. At your Noble pleaſure, 


Exit Meſſenger. 
Emer anather Meſſenger, 


Ant. From Scicion how the newes ? Speake there, 
rt-Meſ, The man from Scicion, : 
Is there ſuch an one? 
2. Meſy, He ftayes vpon yaur will, 
Ant, Let him appeare: 
Theſe ftrong Egyptian Fetters I muſt breake, 
Or looſe my ſ(elfein dorage, 


Enter another Meſſenger with a Letter. 
What are you? 

3. Meſ. Fulnia thy wife is dead, 

Ant. Where dyed ſhe. 


Meſ. In Scicion,her length of ficknefle, 
With what elſe more ſerious, 
Importeth thee to kaow, chis beares, 
Antho, Forbeare me 


There's « great Spirit gone, thus did [ defire it : | 


W hat our contempts doth often hurle from vs, 
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We with jt ours 2gaine, The preſent pleaſure, 
By regulution lowing, does become 
The oppoſite of it ſelfe : ſhe's good being gon, 
The hand could plucke her backe,that ſhou'd her on. 
I muit from this enchanting Queene breake off, 
Ten thouſand harmes, more then the illes I know 
My idlcnefſe doth hatch. | 
Enter Enobarbus. 
How now Enobarbus. 
| Eno, What's your pleaſure, Sir ? 
Anh. ] mutt with haſte from hence. 


rwortall an vakinanefle 15 to them, ifthey ſufter our de- 
parrure d-ath's rhe word, | 
Ant, | malt be gone. 
| &no, V»dera compiling an occaſton,;ct women die, 
| Ir wer pitty to caſt them 2way for nothing, though be- 
| twer.:s nem 3nd a great cauſe, they ſhould be eltcemed 
nothing, Cle-paira catching bur the lealt noyle of this, 
inftantiy : 1 have teene her dye twenty times vppon 
ta 07*r moment : Ido think there 1s mertle in death, 
| whic | +2118 forme loving ae vpon her, the hath tuch 
a cele; ity 1 Gy ig, 

Ant. She 1s cunning paſt mans thought, 

Eno. Alacke Sirno, tier paſſions are made of nothing 
bur the fineſt part of pure Loue. We cannot cal her winds 
and waters, fighes andreares : They are greater (tormes 
and Tempetts :hen Almanackes can report. This cannot 
be cunning in boy ; if it be, ſhe makes a (howre of Raine 
28 w*ll as [oue, 

Ant. Would I had neuer ſeene her, 

En9, Oh fir, you had then left vnſeene a wonderfull 
peece of worke, which not to haue beene bleſt withall, 
would haue diſcrediced your Trauaile, 

Ant. Fuluta 1s dead. 
| #00, Sir, 

Ant, Fuluia is dead. 
Eno, Fulwa t 


Ant. Dead. 


when it pleaſeth their Deities to take the wite of a man 
from him,int ſhewes to man the Tailorsof the carth:com- 
forting therein, thac when olde Robes are tworne our, 
thereare members to make new, M thers were no more 
Women but F*{u74, then had you indeede a cut. and the 
caſe to be lamented: This greete is crown'd with Conſu- 
lation, your old Smocke brings foorth a new Perticoate, 
aud indecd the teares liue in an Onion, that ſhould water 
Wis forrow. 
Ant. The bufneſle ſhe hath broached inthe State, 
Cannot endure my 2blence, | 
Eno. And the bulinefle you have broach'd heere can» 
not be without you, efpectally that of Clroparre's, which 
wholly cepents on your 2bode, 
Ant, No wore light Anſweres : 
| Ler our Ofhcers 
Haue notice what we purpoſe. T ſhall breake 
| The caule of our Expedience to the Queene, 
An get her loue to part, For nor alone 
The death cf Fa/u:a, with more vrgent touches 
Do ſtrongly ipeake to vs : bur the Letters too 
Of mary our contriving Friends in Rome, 
Petition vs at home, Sextmns 7omperte 
Have giuen the dare to Ceſar, and commands 
The Empire of the Sea, Our {lippery people, 
Whoſe Loue is never link'd to the deſeruer, 


 TheTrapedie of 


Eno, Why then we kill all our Women, Weſee how | 


Eno. Why (ir, giue the Gods a thankefull Sacrifice : | 


— — 


| Till his deſerts are paſt, begin to throw 
| Pompey the great, and all his Dignities 
Vpon his Sonne, who highin Name and Power, 
Higher then both in Blood and Life,Rtands yp 
| For the maine Souldier. Whoſe quality going on, 
| The lides oth world may danger. Much is breeding, 
| Which l:ke the Courlers heire, hath yer bur life, 
| Andnot a Serpents poyſon, Say our pleaſure, 
| To ſuch whole places vader ys,require 
/ Our quicke remoue from hence, 


| Enmob, I ſhalldoo't. 
Enter Cl:opatra,Charmian, Alexas,and Iras, 


Cleo, Where is he? 
Char. 1 did net {ee him fince, 
(Teo. See where he 1s, 
Whoſe with him, what he does ; 
| did not ſend you. If you tinde him ſad, 
Say Iam dauncing: if in Myrth, report 
ThacI am (odaine ficke, Quicke,and returne, 
| (har. Madam,methinkes if you d:d loue him deerly, 
| You donot hold the method, to enforce 
The hike from him. | 
Cleo. What ſhould I do, Ido not ? | 
Ch,ln each thing giue him way,croflc him in nothing, 
| Cleo, Thou teachelt like a foole:the way to lole him» 
Char. Tempt himnot fo too farre, I wiſh ferbeare, | 
In time we hate that which we often feare, 
Enter Anthony, 
| But heere comes Anthony. 
Cleo, Tam hcke,and fullen, 
An. I am ſorry to giue breathing to my purpoſe, 
Cleo. Helpe me away deere Charmias,] (hall fall, 
| It cannot be chus long, the fides of Nature 
| Will not fuſtaine it, - 
An. Now my deereſt Queene, 
Cleo, Pray you Rand farther fi om mee. 
Ant. What's the matter ? 
| (leo. know by that ſawe eye ther's ſome good news, 
| Whar ſayes the married woman you may goe ? 
| Would ſhe had neuer giuen you leave to come, 
| Lec her not lay 'tis I that keepe you heere, 
| Ihaveno power vpon you: Hers you are. 
Ant. The Gods beſt know. 4 
\ Cho, Ohneuer was there Queene 
[ So mightily betrayed ; yer ac the firſt 
| I ſaw the Trealonsplanted. 
Ant. Cleopatra, 
| Cleo, Why ſhould I thinke you can be mine, 8& erue, 
| (Though you in ſwearing ſhake the Throaned Gods) 
; Who haue beene falſe ro Fulmia? 
| Riotous madrneſle, 
To be entangled with thoſe mouth-made yowes, 
| Which breake themſelues in ſweating, 
Ant, Mott ſweet Queene, 
Cleo, Nay pray you1ceke no colour for your gAng, 
But bid farewell, and goe ; 
WW hen you ſued ſtaying, 
Then was the time for words : No going then, 
Erernity was in our Lippes, and Eyes, 
Blifſe in our browes bent : none our parts ſo poote, 
| But was a race of Heauen, They are lo fill, 
Or thou the greateft Soulaier of the world, 
| Art turn'd the greateſt Lyar. 


Ant, How now Lady? 
| Clean, 
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Cleo. I would Thad thy inches, thou ſhould'i know 
There were a heart in Egypt. 

Ant. Heare me Queene : 
The firoug necefſity of T ime, commands 
Our Seruicles a-while : but my full hearr 
Remaines in vſe wittr you; Our Iealy, 
Shines o'ce with civill Swords ;Sextw Pompeins 
Makes his approathes tothe Port of Rome, 
Equality of two Domeſticke powers, 
Breed ſctopulous faRtion : The bated growne to trength 
Are newly growne to Love ; The condemn'd Pompey, 
Rich in his Fathers Honor,creepes apace 
Into rhe hearts of ſuch,as haue yor thrived 
Vpon the preſent ſtate, whoſe Numbers threaten, 
And quietneſſe growne ficke of reſt, would purge 
By any deſperate change : My more particular, 
And rhat which moſt with you ſhould ſafe my going, 
Is Fulwias Qenb, 

Clto,Though age from folly could nor give me freedom 

It does from childiſhnefſe. C3n Fulnia dye? 

Ant, She's dead my Q1-ene, 
Looke heere, and at thy Soveraigne leyſure read 
The Garboyles ſhe awakd : at the laſtybeſt, 
See when,and where ſhee died. 

Cleo. O moſt falie Lou! 
Where be the Sacred Violles thou ſhould'ſ fill 


{ With ſorrowfull water ?Now I fee, I ſee, 


In Fuls;as death, how mine receiu'd ſhall be. 

Ant. Quartell no more, bur bee prepar'd tro know 
The purpoſes | beare : which are,or ceaſe, 
As you ſhall giue th'advice, By the fire 
That quickens Nylus {lime, Ipgo from hence 
Thy Souldier, Servant, making Peace or Warre, 
As thou affeQts. 

Clee, Cut my Lace, Charmian come, 
Bur ler it be, I am quickly ill, and well, 
So Anthony loucs, 

Ant. My precious Queene forbeare, 
And giuetrue evidence to his Loue, which lands 
An honourable Triall. 

{ lee. So Fuluia reld me, 
I pryrhee turne afide,and weepe for her, 
Then þid adiew to me, and fay the teares 
Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one Scene 
Of excelient i Nembliog,and let it looke 
Like perte&t Honor, 

Ant. You'l heat my blood no more? 

Cles. You can do berter yer : but this is meetly, 

Ant. Now by Sword. 

Cle. And Target, Still he mends, 
But this is not thebeft. Lookeprythee Charmian, 
How this Herculean Roman do's become 
The carriage of his chafe, 

Ant, le leaue you Lady, 

Cleo, Courtcous Lord, one,word : 
Sir, you and I muſt part, butthat'snor it : 
Sir, you and I haue lou'd, but there's not jt: 
That you know well, ſomething it is I would : 
Oh, my Obliuion is a very Anthony, 
And I am all forgatten, 

Ant. But that your Royalty 
Holds Idleneſſe your ſubicR, 1 ſhould take you 
For Idlenefſe it lelfe. 

Cleo. 'Tis (weating Labour, 
To beare ſuch Idlenefſe ſo neere the heart 
As Cleopatra this, Burt Sir, forgue we, 


| 


Since my becommings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you. Your Honor calles you hence, 
Therefore be deafe tomy yopitried Folly, 
And all the Gods go with you, Vpon yout Sword 
Sit Lawrell vitory, and ſmooth ſuccefſe 
Be ſtrew'd before your fecte.. 

Ant. Let vs go. 
Come : Our ſeparation ſo abides and flies, 
| Thatthou reciding heere, goes yet with mee; 
And 1 hence fleeting, heereremaine with thee. 
Away, Exeunt. 


Enter Oft avina reading a Letter, Lepidmu 
and thewr Traine, ; 


Ceſ. You may ſee Lepidxs,and henceforth know, 
Itis not Ceſars Naturall vice, to hate 
One great Competitor, From Alexandria 
This is the newes : He fiſhes, drinkes, and waſtes 
The Lampes ofnight inreuell: 1s not more manlike 
Then Cleopatra : nor the Queene of Proloniy 
More Womanly then be. Hardly gaue audience 
Or vouchſafeto thinke he had Partners, You 
Shall inde there a man, who is th'abfirats of all faults, 
Thar all men follow, 

Lep, I muſt ner thinke 
There are, euils enow to darken all his goodnefſe; 
His faulcs in him, ſeemie as the Spots of Heauen, 
More fierie by nights Blackneſle ; Hereditarie, 


_ CT 


| Rather then purchaſte ; what he cannot change, 


Then what he chooſes, 

Ceſ. Yoharetoo indulgent. Let's graunt it is not 
Amiſle to tumble on the bel of Prolomy, 
To give « Kingdome for a Mirth, to fir 
And keepe the turne of Tipling with a Slave, 
To reele the ftreers at noone, aad Rand the Buffer 
With knaues that ſmels of ſweate : Say this becoms him 
( As his compoſure mult be rare indeed, 
Whom theſe things cannot blemiſh) yet muſt «Lsthony 
No way excuſe his foyles, when we do beare 


His vacancie with his Voluptuouſneſſe, 
Full ſurfers, and the drineſle of his bones, 
Call on him for't. Burt co confound ſuch time, 
That drummes him trom his ſport, and ſpeakes 23 lowd 
As his owne State, and ours, 'tis to be chid : 
As we rate Boyes, who being mature in knowledge, 
Pawne their experience to their preſent pleaſure, 
And ſo rebell ro judgement. 
Enter a Meſſenger, 

Lep. Heere's more newes. 

Mef. Thy _ haue beene done, & eucrie houre 
Moſt Noble Ceſar, ſhalt thou haue reporr 
How *tis abroad. Pompey is ſtrong at Sea, 
And ic appeares,he is belou'd of thoſe 
That ovly haue feard Ceſar : tothe Ports | 
The diſconteats repaire, and mens reports 
Giue him much wrong'd, 


Ceſc I ſhould have knowne no leſle, 


It hath bin taugh vs from the primall tate 

That he which :s was wiſht, yacill he were 

And the ebb'd man, 

Ne're lou'd, till ne're worth love, 

Comes ferr'd, by being lack'd. This common bodie, 
Liketo a Vagabond Flagge vpen the Str: ame, | 


So great waight in his lighineſſe. Ihe fill'd 


Goes roo,and backe, lacking the yarrying tyde 
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, 
| | To rot it ſelfe with motion, | Or does he walke? Oc 15 he on his Horſe? | 
FP! Meſ. CeſF I bring thee word, ' Oh happy horſe to beare the weight of Anthony ! 
Menacrates and Menas famous Pyrates | Do bravely Horſe, for wor't thou whom thou meou'ft, 
Makes the Sea ſerue them, which they care and wound | The demy Arlas of this Earth, the Arme 
| With Kkeeles of euery kinde, Many hot inrodes And Burganet of men, Hee's ſpeaking now, 
| TThey make in lraly, the Borders Maritime | Or murmuring, where's my Serpent of old Nyle, 
| 1 Lackez blood to thinke on't, and fluſh youth revolt, | (Forſo he calsme:) Now 1 feede my ſelfe j 
(00 No Veſlell can peepe forth : bur 'cis 3s ſoone | With moſt delicious poyſon. Thinke on me | 
| Taken as ſcene : for Pompeyes name (trikes more Thar am with Phor>us amorous pinches blacke, 
1 Then could his Warre refiſted, And wrinkled deepe in time. Broad-fronted Cafar, 
| Ceſar. Anthony, When thou was't heere aboue the ground, I was 
ws Leaue thy laſciuious Vaſſailes, When thou once | A morfell for a Monarke : and great Pompey * 
| Was beaten from CHedena, where thouflew'lt | Wouldſtand and make his eyes grow in my brow, 
| Hifi, and Paxſa Conſuls, at thy beele | There would he anchor his AſpeQ,and dye / | 
Did Famine follow, whom thou fought'tt againſt, Wuh looking on his life. | 
(Though dainily brought vp) with patience more | | 
Then Savages could ſuffer. Thou did'ſt drinke ' Enter Alexa ſrom Ceſar. 
| The ſtale of Horſes, and the gilded Puddle Alex. Soueraigne of Egypt, haile. 
| Which Beafts would cough at. Thy paliatthe did daine Clio, How much vnlike art thou Marke Anthony? 
: The rougheſt Berry, on the rudeſt Hedge, Yer comming from him, that great Med'cine hath 
+4 Yea, like the Stagge,when Snow the Paſture ſheers, With his Tin& gilded thee, | 
*1'Y | The barkes of Trees thou brows'd, On the Alpes, How goes it with my braue Marks Anthonie ? 
4380+ \ It is reported thou did'ſt eate ſtrange fleſh, Alex. Laſt thing he did (deere Qu ene) 
108 Which ſome did dye tolooke on : And all this He kiſt the laſt of many doubled kifles 
| (It wounds thine Honor that I ſpeake it now) x This Orient Pcarle. His ſpeech ſickes in my heart, 
Was borne fo like a Soldiour,that thy cheeke ({-o. Mine care muit plucke it thence, 
| So much as lank'd not. Alex. Good Friend, quoth he : 
| Lep, Tis pitty of him, Say the firme Roman to great Egypr ſends 
| Ceſf. Lethis ſhames quickely This trealure of an Oyfter ; at whole foote 
Drive him to Rome, 'tis time we twaine To mend the pecty preſent, I will peece 


Her opulent Throne, with Kingdomes. Allthe Eaſt, |} 


Did (hew our {clues i'th'Ficld, and to that ends 
\ ay thou) thall callher Miftris. So be nodded, 


| Aﬀemblec me immediate counſell, Pompey © 


Thriues in our Idleneſle. nd ſoberly did mount an Arme-gaunt Steede, | 

. Tomorrow C/ar, Who neigh'd ſo hye, that what I would haue ſpoke, 
I ſhall be furniſht to informe you rightly Vas beatily dumbe by him, | 
Both whart by Sea and Land I can be able Cleo, What was he fad,oor merry ? 


Alex, Like to the time o'th'yeare, between {F extremes 
Of hot and co!d, he was nor ſad.nor merrie. 
Cleo. Oh well divided diſpohition: Nore him, 
Note him good Charmran,'tis the man ; but note him, 


To front this preſent time, 
Ceſ.Til which encounter,it is my bufines too. Farwe!l]. 
Lep.Farwell my Lord,what you ſhal know mean time 


| Of ftirres abroad, I ſhall beſcech you Sir 


— — — _____z —— — 


{ To ler me be partaker. He was not fad, for he would ſhine on thoſe 
Ceſar. Doubt not fir, 1 knew it for my Bond, Exrwne | That make their lookes by his, He was not merrie, 
Enter (leopatra, Charmian,lrai, Mor dran. Which ſeem'dto tell thetn, his remembrance lay 
Cleo, Charmian, In Egypt with his ioy, but berweene both, 
| Char, Madam. Oh heauenly mingle ! Bee'ſt thou ſad,or merrig, 
Cleo, Hayha,gine me to drinke Ifandragors. The violence of either thee becomes, 
Char, Why Madam ? So do's it no mans ele, Mer'ſt thou my Poſts ? 
Clee, Thar I might {leepe our this great gap of time : Alex. 1 Madam, twcoty ſeuerAll Meſſengers. 
| My Anthony is away, Why do you ſend fo thicke? | 
Char. You thinke of him too much. ; Cleo, Who's borne that day, whenl forget to ſend 
{eo O'tis Treaſon, to Anthonie, (hall dye a Begger. Ipke and paper Char- 
Char. Madam, I truſt not ſo, mian. Welcome my good Alexas, Did 1 Charmian, e- 
Cleo, Thoy, Eunuch CMardian? wer loue ( «ſar lo? | 
Afar. What's your Highneſle pleaſure ? Char, Oh that braue Ceſar ! 
Cleo, Not now to heare thee ſing, I takeno pleaſure Cleo. Be choak'd with ſuch anotber Empbaſis, 
| : In ovght an Eunuch ha's ; Tis well for thee, Say the braue Anthony, 
ar That bcing voſeminar'd, thy treer thoughts Char. The valiant Ceſar, 
| May not flye forth of Egypt. Haſt thou AﬀeRions ? Cleo. By If, 1 will giue thee bloody teeth, 

; Mar, Yes gracious Madam. If thou with Ceſar Parago nagaine : | 
| Cleo. Indeed ? My man of men. | 
'\'F Afar, Notin deed Madam, for I can do nothing Char, By your moſt gracious pardon, - 

Je. But what in deede is honeſt to be done : I ling but after you. 

Yer have l fierce AﬀeCtions, and thinke Cleo, My Sallad dayes, 

| : , 

VV hat Venus did wich Mars. W hen I was greene in judgement, cold in blood, 1 

b 4M (Cleo. Oh Charmer : : To fay, as I ſaide then, Bur come,away, C 

bY | Where think'tt chou he is now? Stands he, or fits ke? | Get me inke and Paper, ; H 8 
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he ſhall haue every day a ſeveral! greeting, or Ile vnpeo- 
ple Egypt. Exeunt 
| Enter Pompey, Menccrates, and Mens, in 
| warlike manner, 

Pom, If the great Gods be iuft;they ſhall aſſift 
The deeds of iuſteſt men. 

Afexe, Know worthy Pompey, that what they do de» 
lay,they not deny, 

Pom. Whiles we are ſutorsto their Throne, decayes 
the thing we (ue for. 

Mene, We ignorant of our (clues, 
Begge often our owne harmes, which the wiſe Powres 
Deny vs for our good : ſo finde we protir 
By looſing of our Prayers: 

Pom. | (hall Co well : 
The people loue me, 2nd the Sea is mine ; 
My powers are Creflent, and my Auguring hope 
Sayes it will come to'th'full. Afarke Anthony 
In Egypt hits at dinner, and will make 
No warres without doores. Ceſiir gets money where 
He looſes hearts : Lepidas Aatrers both, 
Of both is flarter'd :but he neither loues, 
Nor cither cares for him, 

Mene, Ceſar and Lepidns are 11 the field, 
A mighty ſtrength they carry. 

Pew. Where haue you this? Tis falfe, 

Mene, From Suins, Sir. 

Pom He dreames : ] know they are in Rome together 
Looking for Anthony : bur ll the charmes of Love, 
Salt Cleopatra ſoften thy wand lip, 
Let Witchcraft ioyoe with Beauty, Luſt with both, 
Tye vp the Libertive in a field of Feaſts, 
Keepe his Braine fuming. Epicurean Cookes, 
Sharpen with cloyleſſe ſawce his Appetite, 
That ſleepe and feeding may prorogue his Honour, 
Eucn till a Lethied dulneſſe —— 

Enter V arrias. 

How now Yarritu ? 

Var. This is moſt certaine, that I ſhall deliner : 
CMarke Anthony is every houre in Rome 
Expected, Since he went from Egypt, 'tis 
A ſpace for farther Trauaile. 

Pom, I could haue giuen lefſe matter 
A better care, Menas, 1 did nor thinke 
This amorous Surfetter would have donn'd his Helme 
For ſuch a petty Warre : His Souldierſhip 
Is ewice the other twaine : But let vs reare 
The higher our Opinion, that our ſtirrin 
Can from the lap of Egypts Widdow, plucke 
The neere Luſt-wezried Anthony. 

Aene. I cannothope, 
Ceſar and Anthony ſhall well = together; 
His Wife that's dead, did treſpaſſes to Caeſar, 
His Brother wan'd ypen him,although I chinke 
Not mou'd by Authony. 

Pom, I know not /Menas, 
How leſſer Enmities may giue way to greater, 
Werc't not that we ſtand vp againſt them all : | 
'T wet pregnant they ſhould ſquare berween therh(elves, 
For they haue entertained cauſe _ 
To draw their ſwords : but how the feare of ys 
May Ciment their diuihons, and binde vp 
The petty difference, we yet not know : 
Bee'r as our Gods will haue't ; it onely ſtands 
Our lives ypon,to vic our ſtrongeſt hands 
Ly Anas, ' Exemnnt. 


| 


Enter Enobarbus and Lepidas. 


Lep. Good Enobarbus, 'tis a worthy d 


ced, 


And ſhall become you well,to intreat your Captaine 


To fott and gentle ſpeech, 
Enob. I ſhall intreac him 
To anſwer like himſelfe : if Ceſar moue h 
Let Anthony looke ouer Caſars head, 
Were | the wearer of Anthonro's Beard, 
I would not ſhaue't to day. 
borne in't, 
Eno, Not if the fmall come fiſt, 
Enter Anthony and Vextidings, 
Eno, And yonder Caſt. 
Hearke Yemrdires. 
Lep. Noble Friends ; 
AleaneraQtionrend ys. What's amiſle, 


May it be gently heard, When we deba 


The rather for I earneſtly beſeech, 


[ 


| Nor curſtoe grow to'th'marcer, 


eAnt, "Tis ſpoken well : 


Lep. But ſmall to greater matters muſt 


im, 


And ipeake as lowd as Mars. By lupiter, 


Lep. #Ti5nor atime for priuate Romacking, 
Eno, Eucty time (erues for the matter that is then 


Enter Ceſar, Mecenas, and Agrippa. 
Ant, 1t we compole well heere, to Sarthia : 


C/ar. I do not know Aecenas, aske Arripps. 


re 


Our triuiall difference loud, we do commir 
Murther in healing wounds, Then Noble Partners, 


Were we before our ArmieY!Mlgo fight, 


I ſhould do thus, 
Ceſ- WelcometoRoine, 
Ant, Thanke you, 
Ceſ. Sit, 
Ant, Sit fr, 
Cef. Nay then. 


Azxt. llearne, you take thinzs ill, which are nor ſo; 


Or being, concerne you nor. 
It not concern'd me, 


Might be my queſtion, 
eAvt. How intend you, praftis'd? 


Did vrge mein his Act: I did inquire it, 
Diſcredit my authotity with yours, 


Before did fatisfie you, If you" _ a 
As matter whole you haue to make it wi 


—— 


3 


Flonriſh. 


And have my Learning from ſome true reports 
That drew their ſwords with you, did he not rather 


And makethe warres alike againſt my ftemacke, 
Having alike your cauſe. Of this, my Letrers 


_m_ 
» 


giue way. 


Lep. Your ſpeechis paſſion : but pray you ſtirre 
No Embers vp. Heere comes the Noble Anthoxy, 


That which combin'd vs was moſt great,and let not 


Touch you the ſowreſt points with ſweeteſt tearmes, 


Ceſ. 1 muſt be taught at, if or for nothing, or a litele, I 
Should ſay my ſelfe offended, and with you | 
Chiefely i'th'world, More laught at,that 1 ſhould 
Once name you derogately : when to ſound your name | 


An, My being in Egypt Caſar,what was'tto you? 
Cxſ. No more then my reciding heere at Rome 
Might be to you in Egypt : yet if youthere 
Did praQiſe on my State, your being in Egypt 


Ceſ. You may bepleas'dro catch at mine intent, 
By what did heere befall me. Your Wife and Brother 
Made warres ypon me, and their conteſtation 
Was Theame for you, you were the word of watre. 

An1.Y ou do miſtake your bufines, my Brother never 


| 
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11.:1{tnotbewich this, 


— _— Ee ett 


ment to me: 04; you patcht vp your exculcs, 

Anth, Notionotlo: 

I know you could notlacke,T am certaine ont, 
Very neceihiiy of this toug ht,that | 

Your Partner in the caule 'parnft which he tought, 
Conld not with gracetull eyes attend thoſe Warres 
WW hich fronted ininc owne peace. As for my wite, 
| I would you had her {pirit,n ſuch another, 

The thir | o:h'\werld 1s yours .which with a Snaffle, 
You may pace ealie,burno!t ſucha wife. 

Enobar. Viould we had ail luch wives, that the men 
might goto Warres with the women, 

Anth. So much vncurbable,her Garboiles (Ceſar) 
Made out of her impatience : whichnot wanted 
Shrodenecſle of policte to : I greeving grant, 

Did you roo much diſquiet,tor that youm uft, 
Bur ſay | could not helpe it? | 
Ceſar. 1 wrote to you, when rioting in Alexandria you 
Did pocket vp my Letters : and with taunts 
Did gibe my Miſt1e our of audience. 
Ant. Sir,he fel! vpon meerc admitted,then : 
Three Kings | had newly feaited,and d1d want 
Of wha: 1 was 1'th'morning-but next day 
I rold him of my felfe, which was as much 
As to haue askt him pardon, Lec this Fellow 
Benothing of our (trife : if we contend 
Our of our queſtion wipe him. 

Ceſar, You have broken the Article of your oath, 
which you ſhall neuer haue congue to charge me with, 

Lep. Soft Ceſar. 

Ant. No Lepidra ,\er him ſpeake, 

The Honour is Sacred which he talks on now, 
Suppohng that I Iickt i: ; bur on Ceſar, 
The Articte of my oth, 


| 

' 

' 
EC 
# 
| 

| 2 
| 


Ceſar. To lend me A:m*s, and aide when Irequit'd | | 
D:came of impediment :let mc have thy hand 


them, the which you both denicd, 

Anh, NegleRed rather: 

And then when poyſoned hovres had bound me vp 
From wine owne knowledge,as neerel j a5 | may, 
lle play the penitent to you, But mine honey, 
Shall!nor make pooce my greatneſſe,nor my power 
Worke without ic, Truth 1s,that Falna, 

To have me out of Egypr,made Warres beere, 

For which my ſelte,the 1gnorant motiue,do 

So farre a:ke pardon, a5 b efirs mine Honour 

To {toope1n ſuch a caſe. 

Lep. *Tis Noble ſpoken. 

AMece. If it might pleaſe you, to enforce no further 
The griefes betwcene ye: to forget them quite, 

Were ro remember : that the preſent necde, 
Speakesto a:tone you. 

Lep. Worthily ſpoken Mecenas. 

Enobar. Or it you borrow one anothers Love for the 
inſtanr, you may when you heare no more words of 
Pompey xerurne it againe : you ſhall have time co wrangle 
in, when you have nothing elſe to do. 

Arth, Thou art a Souldier,onely ſpeake no more, 

Enob, That trueth ſhould be filent, 1 had almoſt for- 
got. - 

Anih, You wrong this preſence, therefore ipeake no 
more. 

Fob, Gotoo then : your Conſiderate tone, 

Car. I donot much diſlike the marter,but 
The manner ot his ſpeech ; for't cannot be, 


Ce. Youpraile your ſelfe, by laying defeCts of iudge- 


—_— Es 
— — —R— 
— 
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| We ſhall remaine 1n triencſhip, our conditions 


| 
| 
| 
' 
| 
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Sodiffring intheir ats, Yet if I knew, 
What Hoope ſhould hold vs Rtaunch from edge to edpe 
Arh'world : I would perſue it. 

Apri. Crue me leaue Ceſar, 

Ceſar. Speake Aprmpa. 

Agri. Thou haſt a Sitter by the Mothers fide,admitr'd 
Oitamat Great (Mark Anthony is now a widdower. 

Cejar.Say not,lay Agrippa;if Cleopater heard you, your 
proote were well deſerued of raſhneſſe, 

Anth, Tam not marryed Ceſar : letme heere Agripps 
further ſpcake. 

Agri. To hold you in perpetuall amitie, 


\ To make you Brothers, and to knic your hearts 


With an yn-ſlipping knot,take Anthony, 
O'tamato his wite : whoſe beauty claimes 
No worſe a husband then the beſt of men : whoſe 
Vertue ,and whc le generall graces, ſpeake 
That which none elle can viter,, By this marriage, 
All little Teloufies which now ſeeme great, 
And all great feares, which now import their dangers, 
Wouid then be nothing, Truth's would be tales, 
Where now halfe tales be truth's : her loue to both, 
Would each to other,and all loues to both 
Draw after her. Pardon what I haue ſpoke, 
For '*tis a Rudied not a preſent thought, 
By duty ruminated, 

Anth, Will Ceſar ſpeake ? 

Ceſar. Not ul he heares how Anthony is toucht, 
With what is ſpoke already, | 

Anth. What power is in Agripp, 
If | would ſay Agrippa,beir ſo, 
To make this good? 

{ «ar, The power of Ceſar, 
An inzpower,vnto Oftawa, 

Arth, May I ncuer 
(To this good purpole,that ſo fairely ſhewes) 


Fy ther this act of Grace: and from this houre, 
i be heart of Brothers gouerne in our Loucs, 
And ſway our great Defignes, 
Ceſar, There's my hand; 
Avilter I bequeath you, whom no Brother 
Did cuerloue lo deerely. Let herliue 
Toioyne our kingdames,and our hearts, and neuet 
tlie c four Loues againe, 

Lep:. Happily, Amen, 

Ant. did not think to draw my Sword 'gainft Pompey, 
For he hath laid trange courtefies,and great 
Oflare ypon 1c, { muſt thanke him onely, 

Leatt my remembrance, ſuffer illreport ; 
At hzele of that, defie him. 

\Lepri. Time cals ypon's, 
Of vs mult Pompey preſently be ſought, 
Orelſc he ſeckes out vs, 

Anth, Where lies he? 

Ceſar. About the Mount-Meſena. 

Anth. What is hjs irength by land ? 

Ceſar, Great,andencrealing ; 

But by Sea he is 8n abſolute Maſter, 
Anth. $9» is the Fame, 
We uld we had ipoke rogether, Haſt we for it, 
Y -t ere we put our ſelves in Armergdiſpaich we 
The buſineſſe we bavealke of, I 

Ceſr. Wuh moſt gladneſle, 4 

And do invite youto my Siſters yiew, 


—__— ——— 


— 


—_—— 


Whether firaight le lead you. 

Anth, Let vs Lepidua not lacke your companie. 

Lep., Noble Aathoxy, not (ickenefſe ſhould detaine 
me, 

Flouriſh. Exit omnes. 
Manet Enobarbus , Agrippa, Mecexaa, 

HMec, Welcome from Argypt Sir. 

Eno, Halfe the heart of Ceſar, worthy Meceneas, My 
honourable Friend 4 lon 

eAgri. Good Enobarbus. 

Mece, We bave cauſe robe glad,that matters are ſo 
well diſgeſted : you ſaid will by*t in Egypt. 

Enov, I Sir, we did fl:epe day our ot countenaunce : 
and made the night light with drinking. 

Mee. Eight Wilde-Boares rofted whole at a break- 
faſt : and but twelve perſons there. Is this true ? 

Ero.This was but as a Flye by an Eagle:we had much 
wore monſtrous matter of Feaſt, which worthily deſer- 
ued noting. 

Mecen as. She's 2 moſt triurmphant Lady, if report be 
({quare to her, 


vp his heart ypon the River of Sidnis, 
Agri. Th-re ſhe appear'd indeed : or my reporter de- 

uvis*'d well for her. 

Eno, I will tell you, 
The Barge ſheſat iv, like 2 burniſhr Throne 
Burn: on the water : the Poope was beaten Gold, 
Purple the Sailes :and lo pertumed that 
The Windes were Louec-licke, 
With them the Owers were Siluer, 
Which to the tune of Flutes kept ftroke,and made 
The water which they beate,to follow fafler; 
As amorous efthcir firokes, For her owne perſon, 
It beggerd a'l diſcription,ſhe didlye 
In her Pauill1on,c!oth of Gald, of Tiſſue, 
O're.pituring that Venns Mhere we ce 
The fancie out-worke Nature. On each fide her, 
Stood pretty Dimplec Boyes, like ſmiling Cupids, 
With divers coulour'd Fa nnes whoſe winde <&1d teeme, 
To gloue the delicate cheekes which they did coole, 
And what they vndid did. 

Agrip* Oh rote for Anthony, 

Eno, Her Gemilewoiman,like the Nereides, 
So many Mer-maides tended her i*th'eyes, 
And made their bends adornings. At the Helme. 
A ſeeming Mer-maide fteeres : The Silken Tackle, 
Swell with the touches of thoſe Flower-{ott hands, 
That yarely frame the office. From the Barge 
A ſtrange inuifible perfume hirs the ſenſe 
Of the adiacent Wharfes. The Citty caſt 
Her people out vpor; her : and Anthony 
Enthron'd ith Marketplace, did fit alone, 
Whiſling to'tayre : which bur for vacancie, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopater roo, 
And made a gap in Nature. 

Agri. Rare Egiptian, 

Eno, Vpon her hnding, Anthony ſentto her, 
Invited her ro Supper : ſhe replytd, 
It ſhould be better,he becamither gueſt: 
Which ſhe entreated, our Courteous Anthony, 
Whom nerethe word of no woman hard ſffake, 


| Being barber'dten times o'reggoesto the Feaſt ; 


And tor his ordinary, paies his heart, 
For what his eyes eate onely. 


Agri. Royall Wench: 


Enob, When ſhe firſt met MMarke Anthony, ſhe purſt 


eAnthony and ( lerpatra, T wy | 


— 


en tu 


| 


Beate mine(1n hoop: ) at o&d's, 1 will to Egypte: 


— -— — 
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She made great Ceſar lay his Sword to bed, 
He ploughed her, and ſhe croprt. 
Eno. | \aw her once 
Hop forty Paces through the publicke frecte, 
And hauing loft her b. eath,ſhe ſpoke,and panied, 
Thar ſhe did make detect, perteRion, 
And breathleſſe powre breath forth, 
AMece, Now Amtbony,mullt leauc her veterly, 
Eno, Neuer he will not : 
Age cannot wither her, nor cuſtome (tals 
Hc<c infinite variety : other women cloy 
The appernites they teede,bur ſhe makes hungry, 
VW here moſt ſhe {arisfies, For vildeft things . 
Become themſelues in her,thac the holy Pricts 
Bleſſe her,when ſhe is Riggith. 
Mece It Beaury, Wiledome,Modeſly,can ſet le 
The heart of Anthony :Oltawis is 
A bleſſed Lottery to him. 
Agrip. Let vs go. Good Inebarbus, make your ſelfe 
my gueſt, whilſt you abide heere, 
Eno, Humbly Sir | thanke you, 


, 
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Exeunt 
Enter Anthony, Ceſar, Olaaia betw cene them. 


Anh. The world,and wy great office, will | 
Sometimes dcuide ine from your boſome, 
Otte, All which time, before the Gods my knee ſhall 
bowe my prayers to them for you, 
Anth, Goodnight Sir. My Otfauia 
Read not my blemiſhes inthe worlds report : 
I have not kept my ſquare ,but that to ceme 
Shall all he done byth'Rule : good night deere Lady; 
Good night Sir, 
Ceſzr. Goodnight, 
Emer Soothſaier. | 
Anth, Now ſurzh: you do wiſhyour ſelfe in Egypt ?/ 
Sooth, WouldT had never come tromrhence,nor you 
thither. 
Ant. If you can, your reaſon? 
Sooth ] lee it in my motion :hauc itnort in my tongue, 
Bur yer\hie you to Egypt againe. 
Autho Say to me, whole Fortunes ſhall riſe higher 
Ceſars or mine ? 
Soet ,Ceſars,Therefare(oh Arthany)ſtay not by his fide 
Thy Dzmon that thy ſpirit which keepes theegis 
Noble, Couragious, high vumatchable, 
Where Cefars is not, But neere bim,'hy Angell 
Becomes a feare ; as being o're-powr'd, therefore 
Make ſpace enough berweene you, 
Anth. Speake this no more. 
Sooth. To none bur thee no more but: when to thee, 
If thou doſt play with him at any game, 
Thou art ſure to looſe : And of thar N-turall lucke, 
He bears thee 'gainſt the oddes. Thy Lufter thickens, 
When he ſhines by : I ay againe,thy ſpiric 
[5 all affraid to governe thee neece him: 
Bur he alway 'tis Noble. 
Anth, Get thee gone: 
Say to Ventigins 1 would ſpeake with him, 
He ſhallto Parthia,be it Art or hap, 
He hath ſpokentrue. The very Dice obey him, | 
Andin our {ports my better cunning faints, 
Vnder his chance, it we draw lots he (peeds, 
His Cocks do winne the Buttaile, ſtill of mine, 
When it is all to naught : and his Quailes ever 


Exit, 
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Exit, i 
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| And though I make this marriage for wy peace, 

I'th'Eaſt my pleaſure lies. Oh come Ventsgine, 
Enter Ventig1ns 

You muſt to Pacthia, your Commiffions ready : 

Focow mec,and reciue't, 


6d 


Exeunt 


E mer Lepidus, Afecenas and Agrippa, 


Lepidrs, Trouble your ſelnres no further : pray you 
[hafter. your Gener als atrer. 

Agr. Sir. M nke Anthosy, will e'nc but kiſfe Oltaxia, 
and weele follow, 

Lypr. Till I ſhall fee you ia your Sou'diers drefle, 
Which will become you both ; Farewell. 

Cece. We ſhall: asT concciuc the journey, beat 
Mount before you Lepidas 

Lepi. Your way 1s fhorter,my purpoſes do draw me 
much about,youle win twodaycs ypon me, 
. Both, Sir good lucceſſe. 

Lepi, Farewell. 


E xeunt . 


Enter Cleopater, Charmian Trac and Alexas. 
Cleo. Give me {ome Muficke: Muficke moody foode 
of ys that trade in Love, 
Omnes, The Mulicke, hoa. 
Enter Mardian the © unuch. 
Cleo, Letiralone,let's to Billards : come Charmian. 
. Char, My arme is ſore, beſt play with Mardrav, 
| Clopa, As well 3 woman with an Eunuch plaide, as 
with a woman, Come you'le play with me Sir ? 
HMardi, As well as I can Madam, 
Cleo. And when good will is ſhewed, 
Though't come to ſhort 
The Actor may pleade pardon, Ile none now, 
Giue me mine Angle, weele to'th River there 


My Mulicke playing farre off, 1 will betray 


| Tawny fine fiſhes, my bended hooke ſhall pierce 


Their ſhmy jawes : and as I draw them vp, 
Ile thinke them euery one an Anthony, 
And fay,ah he;y*aze caught. 

Cher. 'T was merry when you wager 'd on your Ang- 
ling,when your diuer did hang a alt fiſh on bis hooke 
which he with feruencie drew vp. 

Cleo, That time? Oh times : 

[laught him out of patience: and that night 


ITlaught him into patience,and next morne, 
Ere theninth houre,I drunke him to his bed : 
Then put my Tires and Mantles on him,whilſt 
L wore his Sword Phillippan. Oh from Italic, 
Enter a Meſſerger, 

Ramme thou thy fruitefull ridings in mine eares, 
Thar long time haue bin barren, 

CHMeſ. Madam, Madan, 

Cleo, Anthonye's dead, 
It chou ſay ſo Villaine, thou kil'ſt thy Miſtris : 
Buc well and free,if thou ſoyeild kim. 
There is Gold, and hcere 
My bleweRt vaines to kifſe': a hand that Kings 
Haue !ipr,and trembled kiſſing. 

AMeſ. Flt Madam, he is well. 

Cl:o. Why there's moreGolg. 
Rurt {irrah marke,we vie 
To fay,'he dead are well: bring it to that, 
The Gold] give thee, will I melt ard powr 
Downe thy il] vttering throate, 

Meſ. Good Madam heare me. 


The T ragedie of 


| But there's no goodnefſe in thy face if Anthony 


_— — 
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Cleo, Well,go tool will: 


Be (ree and healthfull;ſo tart a fauour | 
To trumpet (ſuch good tidings, Ifnot well, 

Thou ibould(t come like aFurie crown'd with Snakes, 
Not like a formall man, 

Meſ. Wilt pleaſe you heare me? 

Cleo. 1 have amindro ftrike thee ere thou ſpeak'ſt; | 
Yet if thou fay Anthony lives, 'tis well, 

Or friends with Ceſar,or not Captive to him, 
Ile ſet thee in a ſhower of Gold,and haile 
Rich Pearles ypon thee, 

Meſ. Madam,he's well, 

Cleo, Well (aid, 

AMeſ. And Friends with Ceſar. 

Cleo, Thrart an honeſt man, 

HMeſ. Ceſar,and he,are greater Friends then cuer, | 

Cleo. Make thee a Forrune from me. 

Meſ. But yer Madam. | 

Cleo. I donotlike bur yet,it does alay 
The good precedence, fie vpon bur yer, 

Bur yer is as a Jaylor to bring foorth | 
Some monſtrous MalefaQor. Prythee Friend, 
Powre out th;e packe of matter romine care, 
The good and bad together : he's friends with Ceſar, 
In (tate of heal th thou ſaiſt,and thov ſaiſt, free, 
Aeſ. Free Madam,no : I made no ſuch report, 
He's bound ynto Oltania. 

Cleo, For what good turne ? 

Mefſ. For the beſt turne i'th'bed, 

Cleo. T am pale Charmian, 

Meſ. Madaw,he's married to Oftavis. 

Cleo, The molt infeious Peftilence vpon thee, 

Strikes hams downe. 

CMeſ. Good Matar patience, 

Cleo. What fay you ? Strikes bim, 
Hence horrible Villaine,oKle ſpurne thine eyes 
Like balls before me : le vnhaire thy head, 

She hales him vp and downe, 

Thou ſhalt be whipt with Wyer,and ttew'd in brine, 
Smarting in lingring pickle. 

Meſ. Gratious Madam, | 
I that do bring the newes, made not the match. 

Cleo. Say 'tis not ſo,a Province I will giue thee, | 
And make thy Fortunes proud: the blow thou had'ſt 
Shall make thy peace,for moving me to rage, 

AndI will boot thee with what guift beftide 
Thy modeſtic can begge. 
CMeſ. He's married Madam. 
Cleo. Rogue,thou haſt liu'd too long. Drav 4 knife, | 
Mefſ. Nay then lle runne; 
What meane you Madam,1 haue made no fault, Exit. 
Char, Good Madam keepe your ſelfe within your (elfe, | 
The man is innocent, 
Cleo. Some Innocents ſcape not the thunderbolt : 
Melt Egypt into Nyle ; and kindly creatures 
Turne all ro Serpents. Call the ſlaue againe, 
Though I am mad,1 will notbyte him :C all? 
(ar. He is afeard rocome, 
Cleo. I will not hurt him, 
Theſe hands do-lacke Nobility,that they ſtrike 
A meaner then my ſelfe : fince I my ſelfe 
Hae giuen my ſelfe the cauſe. Come hither Sit, | 
Emter the Meſſenger againe. 
Though ir be honeſt,it is never good 
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I cannot hate thee worſer then ] do, 


eA nthony yand (leopatra. 


549 


—_—_—_—_— 


An hoſt ofrongues, bur let ill rydings tell 
Themſelues,when they be fel. 

Aeſ. I have done my duty. 

Cleo. Is he married? 


If thou againeſay yes. 
EMeſ. He's married Madam. 
Cleo, The Gods confound thee, 
Doſt thou hold there fill? 
Meſ, Should HyeMadame? 
Cleo. Oh, 1 would thou did: a | 
So halfe my Egypt were ſubmerg'd and made | 
A Cefterne for feal'd Snakes. Go get thee hence, 
Had'ſt thou Nerciſas in thy face to me, 
Thou would'ft appeere moſt vgly:He is married? | 
Meſ. 1 crane your Highneſle pitdon. 
Cleo, He is married? LIES 
Meſ. Take no offence, that I would not offend yoo, 
Te punniſh me for what y ou make mie do 
Seemes much vnequall,he's married to Oftania. | 
Cleo, Oh that his fault ſhould make a knaue of thee, |, 
That art not what th'art ſure of. Get thee hence, 
The Marchandize which thou haft brought from Rome 
Are all too deere for me: 
Lye they vpon thy hand and be rndone by em. 
Char, Good your ey patience. 


(co. In prayfing Antheny,I haue difprais'd Ceſar, 
Char, Many times Madam. 
Cleo, I am paid for't now:lead me from hence, 
I faint,oh [ras,Charmias : "tis no matter, | 
Go to the Fellow, good Alexas bid him 
Report the featore of Oftawia: her yeares, 
Her inclination,let himnot leave out 
The colour of her haire, Bring me word quickly, 
Let him for euer go,ler himnot 14, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
The other wayes a Mars. Bid you Alexas 
Bring me word, howtall ſheis : pitty me Charmian, 
But do nor ſpeake to me. Lead metro my Chamber. 


Flouriſh, Enter Pompey at one doore with Drum and Trum- 
pet:at another Ceſar, Lepidus, Anthony, Enobarbus, Mie 
cenas, Aprippa, Mewas with Souldiers Marching. 

Poem. Y our Hoſtages I haue, fo haue you imine ; 

And we ſhall talke before we fight. | 
Ceſar, Moſt meete that firſt we come to words, 

And therefore haue we 

Our written purpoſes before vs ſent, 

Which if thou haft conſidered let vs know, 

If*ewill eye vp thy diſcontented Sword, 

And carry backets Cicelie much tall youth, 

Thar elſe muft periſh heere. 

Pom. Toyou all three, 

The Senators alone of this great world, 

Chiefe FaRtors for the Gods, I donor know, 

Wherefore my Father ſhould renengers want, 

Having a Sonne and Friends,fnce uline Ceſar, 


a 


Exennt, | 


| Remaincein't as thou maiſt. 


—— _—_—_—_———— 


' Which I do owe you, 


Who art Phillippi the good Brut ghoſted, 

There ſaw you labouring for bim, What wav 

That mou'd pale Ceſſixs to conſpire? And what 

Made all-honor'd, honeſt, Romaine Zratas, 

Wirh the arm'd reſt, Courtiers of beautious freedome, 
To drench the Capitoll,bur that they would 

Haue one man but 2 man,and that his ir 

Hath made me rigge my Nauie. At whoſe burthen, 


The anger'd Ocean fomes, with which I meanc 


— 


— 


[ 
To ſcourge th'ingratitude , that deſpightfull Rome 
Caft on my Noble Father, | 
Ceſar. Take your time, | 
Ant. Thou can'ſt nor feare vs Pompey with thy (ailcs. | 


| Weele {peake with thee at Sea, Atland thou know'(t 1 


How much we do o're-.count thee. | 

Pem. Art Land indeed | 
Thou doſt orecount me of my Fatherrs honle : | 
But fince the Cuckoo buildes not for himlelte, 


Lepi. Bepleas'd totell vs, 
(For this is from the preſent ifow you take) 
The offers we have ſent you, 

Ceſar, There's the point, 

Ant. Which do not beentreated too, 
But waigh what it is worth imbrac'd 

Ceſar. And what may tollow to try a larger Fortune, 

Pom. Youhaue made me offer 
Of Cicelie,Sardinia: and I mu 
Rid all the Sea of Pirats, Then,ro ſend h 
Meaſures of Wheate to Rome : this greed vpon, 
To part with vnhackt edges, and beare backe 
Our Targes vndinted. 

Ommes. That's our offer. 

Pom. Know then I came before you heere, 
A manprepar'd 
Totake this offer. But Aarke Anthony, 
Put me to ſome impatience: though looſe 
Thepraiſe of it by celling. You muſt knaw 
When Ceſar and your Brother were at blowes, 
Your Mother came to Cicelie,and did finde 
Her welcome Friendly. 

Ant. Ihave heard it Pompey, 
And am well ſtudied for a libecall chanks, 


— 
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Pom. Let mehaue your hand: 

I didnot thinke Sir,to have met you heere, 

Ant. The beds i'th'Eaſt are foft,and thanks royou, 

Thar caP'd me timelier then my purpoſe hither ; 

For I have gamed by', | 
Ceſar. Since I ſaw you laſt, ther's a change vpon you. 
Pom, Well,] know not, 

W hat counts harſh Forune caſt's ypon my face, 

Bur in my boſome ſhall ſhe never come, | 

To make my heart her vaſlaile. | 
Lep. Well met heere. 

Pom. 1 hope ſo Lepidus,thus we are agreed z 

I craue our compolion may be written 

And ſeal'd betweene vs, 

Ceſar. That's the next to do. | 
Poem. Weele feaſt each other,cre we part,and lett's | 
Draw lors who ſhall begin, 
Ant, That will 1 Pompey. | 
Pompey. No Amtbony take the lot : but firſt or l4':, 
fine Egyptizn cookerie ſhall have the fame, | hou: ; 
heard that [alu Ceſar, grew fat with feafting there, 
Anth, You haue heard much, 
Pom. } have fairemeaning Sir, 
Ant. And faire words tothem, 
Pom, Then ſo much have 1 heard, 
And1 have heard Appolodoris Cartiedemo—— 
Exe. Nomorethat ;hedid fo, 
Pom, Whar I pray you? 
Exo. A ceftaine Queene to Ceſar in a Matris. 
Pom, 1 know thee now,how far'ſt thou Souldier? 
Eno, Well,and well am like to do,for I perceive 
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| Foure Fealts are toward. 
| Powe. Lerme ſhake thy hand, 
I never hard thee : 1 have ſeencrthee hight, 
W hea | hauc enuied thy behaviour. 
| Enob, Sir,| never lou'd you much,but I ha'prais'd ye, 
When you haue well deſcru'd ten times as much, 
As ! have ſaid you did. 
Pom, loioy thy plainneſle, 
Tr nothing 1Il becomes thee : 
 Aboordmy Gally, I inuite you all. 
Will you leade Lords ? 
All. Shew's the way,fir. 
Pow, Come. Exewnt, Aanet Enob cy Mena 
Men, Thy Father Pompey would ne're have madeiins 
Treaty. You,and have kaowne (ir. 
Enob. Art Sea, I thinke, 
Men. We haue Sir. 
Enob. You hauc done well by water, 
Men. And you by Land. 
Enob. 1 will praiſe any man that will praiſe me,thogh 
it cannot be denied what 1 have done by Land, 
Men, Nor what] haue done by water. 
Enob. Yes ſome-thing you can deny for your ewne 
ſafety : you haue bin a great Theefe by Sea, 
Mes. And you by Land. 
Eneb. There] deny my Land ſervice : but give mee 
your hand Afena, if our eyes had authority, hecre they 
might take two Theeves kifhng, 
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are. cine 
Eneb. But there is never a fayre Woman, ha'sa true 
Face. 
Men. No ſlander, they fteale hearts. 

Enob, We came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part, ] am lorry it js tuin'd to a Drivk- 
ing. Pompey dot!: this day laugh away his Fortune. | 

Enob, If he do, ſure he cannot weep't backe againe, 

Men. Y'haue {aid Sir, we look'd not for Marks Av. 
thony heere, pray you, is he married to Cleopatra? 
| Enob, C aſars Sifter is call'd Octave. 
| ev. True Sir, the was the wife of Canw Afarceling, 
Enob, But ſhe is now che wife of Maron Anthoning. 

Men. Pray 'ye hr, 
Enob, *'T;s rue, 

Men. Then is Ceſar and he, for ever knit together, 

Emob, 1t 1 were bound to Divine of this ynity, I wold 
not Prophehe ſo. 

Men, | thioke the policy of that purpoſe, made more 
She Marriage, then the love of the parties. 

Enob, Ithinke fo too. But you Fat finde the' band 
that ſeemes to rye their friendſhip rogether, will bee: the 
very (irangler of their Amity : Oftawais of a holy, cold, 
and (till conuerfation, 

Men. Who would not haue his wife ſo? 


Anthony : he will to his Egyprian diſh againe : then ſhall 
the :ghes of Otanra blow thefire vp in Ceſ@r, and (as I 
ſaid before) that whichis the ſtrength of their Amity, 
Nall proucthe immediate Author of their variance. An- 
choany will vie his affeftion where it is, Hee married but 
his eccahon heere, 

len. And thus it may be, Come Sir,will you abeord? 
I have a health for you, 

Enob. I ſhall take it fir : we haue vs'deur Throars in 
Fey pr. 


Aen, Come,let's away. Exenet, 


Eno. Not he that himſelfe 1s not (o : which is Aſarke 


Men, All mens faces are true, whatſomere theis hands 


" TheTragedie of = MW 


— _ — 
- 


Maſicke playes, 
Enter two or three Seruants with a Banker, 


1 Heerethey'l be man: ſome o'th'their Plants arc ilt 
rooted already, the leaſt winde i'th'world wil blow thery 
downe. 

2 Lepidwa is high Conlord. 

1 They have made him drinke Almes drinke, 

2 Asthey pinch one another by the diſpoſition, hee 
cr!es Out,no more; reconciles thera to his entreatic, and 
himſelte ro'ch*drinke. 

+ Bur it raiſes the greatet warre betweene him & his 
diſcretion, 

2 Why this it is to haue aname in great wens Fel- 
lowſhip: 1 had as live have a Reede that will doeme vo 
leruice, as a Partizan I could not heaue. 

1 Tobecall'd inoa huge Sphere,and not to be ſeene 
to moue in't,are the holes where eyes ſhould bee, which 
pittifully diſaſter the cheekes, 


A Sennet ſounded, 
Enter Cafar, Amhony, Pompey, Lepidus, Agrippa,Mecenas, 
Enobarbus, Menes with ther Captaines. 


Ant, Thus do they Sir : they take the flow o'ch'Nyle 
By cerraine ſcales i'th'Pyramid : they know 
By'th'height, the lowneſſe,or the meane : If dearth 
Or Foizon follow, The higher Nilusſwels, 

The more it promiſes cas it cbbes,the Seedſman 
Vpon the ſlime and Ooze ſcatters his graioe, 
And ſhortly comes to Harveſt. 

Lep. Y'haue ſtrange Serpents there ? 

Anth, 1 Lepidms. _ 

Lep.Your Serpent of Egypt, is bred now of your mud 
by the operation of your Sun :{0.33 your Crocodile, 

Ant, They are ſo. 

Pow. Sic,and ſome Wine: A health to Lepidws, 

Lep. Iamnortſo well as I ſhould be; 

Burt Jlene're out, 

Enob, Not till you have ſlept: Ifeace me you't beein 
till then, | 

Lep. Nay certainly, I haue heard the Prolomies Pyra- 
miſs are very goodly things : without contradiftion 1 
have heard that, 

Aenas, Pompey,a word, 

Pomp. Say in mine care, what 1s't. 

Men, Forlake thy ſeate I do beſeech thee Captaine, 
And heare me ſpcake a word. 

Pom, Forbeare metill anon. 
This Wine for Lepidis, 

Lep. Whar manner o'thing is your Crocodile? 

Ant. It is ſhap'd fir like it lelfe, and it is as broad as it 
hath bredth ; It 18 iuſt ſo high as it is, and mooues with ic 
owne organs, It lives by that which novuritherh it, and 
the Elements once out of it, it Tranſmigrates. 

Lep. What colour is it of? 

Ant, Ofit owne colour too, 

Lep* 'Tiza firarge Serpent, 

Am. 'Tis ſo, andtherteares of it are wet. 

Ceſ. Will this deſcription ſatisfie him? 

Ant, With the Health that Pompey giues him, elle he 
ia very Epicure, | 
Pomp. Go hang fir, hang : tell me ofthat ? Away: 

Do as I bid you, Where's this Cup 1 call'd for? 

Men, It for the ſake of Merit thou wilt heare m , 
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Riſe from thy ftoole. 
Pom. | thinke th'art mad : the matter ? 


elſe to lay ? Be iolly Lords, 
Auth, Theſe Quicke-fands Lepraus, 
Keepe off,them for you finke. 
Men, Wilt thou be Lord of all the world ? 
Pom, Whar ſai(t thou? : | 
Men, Wii thou be Lord of the whole world ? 
Thar's twice. 
Pow. How ihould that be 2 
CMen. But entercaine it, and though thouthinke me 
poore, I am the man will give thee aliahe world, 
Pom. Halt thoag drunke well. 
Men. No Pompey, 1 have kept me fromthe cup, 
Thou art if thou 42r'tt be ,che earchly Toue ; 
Whart ere the Ocean pales,or skic inclippes, 
Is thine,it thou wylt ha't. 
Pem. Shew mE which way? | 
Men. Theſe three World-ſharers,theſe Comperitors 
Are in thy veſiell, Let me cut the Cable, 
And when we are pur off, fall co their throates : 
All there is thine. 
Poem, Ah,this thou ſhon!dſt have done, 
And not haue ſpoke on't, In me'tis villanie, 
In thee,'t had bin good ſeruice : thou muſt know, 
"Tis not my profit that does lead mine Honour : 
Mine Honour it,Repent thatere thy congue, 
Hath ſo betraide thine ate. Being done ynknowne, 
I ſhould have found it afterwards well done, 
But muſt condemne jt now : deſiſt, and drinke» 
Men, For this, [le nener follow 
Thy paul'd Fortunes more, | 
Who ſeekes and will not take, when once 'tis offer'd, 
Shall never fine it more, 
Pom, This health to Lepidas. 
Ant. Beare him aſhore, 
Ie pledge it for him Pompey. 
Eno. tieere's to thee Menar, 
AMev, Enobarbus, welcome. 
Pom. Fill till che cup be hid, 
Enos. There's a ſtrong Fellow Aenas, 
Men, Why? 
Ens, Abeares the third part of the world man : ſeeft 
nor ? 
Men. The third part, then heis drunk : would it were 
all, that it might go on wheeles, 
Eno, Drinke thou: encreaſe the Reeles, 
AMen Come, 
Pom, This is not yet an Alexandrian Feaſt, 
Ant. It ripen's rowards it : ficikethe Veſlells hea, 
Heere's to CaſaF. | 
C2ſar. 1 could well forbear't, it's monſtrous labour 
when I waſh my braine,and it grow fouler. 
Amt, Bea Child o'th'time, 
Ceſar. Poſſeſieir, Tle make anſwer : bur Thad rather 
faſt from all,foure dayes,then drinke fo much in one. 
Enob. Ha my brave Emperour. ſhall we daunce now 
the Egyptian Backenals,and celebrate our drinke ? 
Pom. Let's ha't good Souldier. 
Aint. Come, let's all rake hands, 
Till that the conquering Wine hath teep't our ſenſe, 
in ſoft and delicate Leche, 
Eno, All take ha nds: 
Make battery to our eares with the lond Muſicke, 


—— 


CAlen, I nauc cuer held my cap off to thy Fortunes, \ As his ſtrong ſides can yolly. 
Pom. Thou haſt feru'd me with much faith : what's 
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The while, lle place you, then the Boy ſhall ſing, 7 
The holding every man ſhall beate as loud, 


Juſicke Playes. Enobarbiu places them hand in hand, | 
The Song. 
Come thou Monarch of the Vine, 
Plumpie Bacchus, with pirbe eyne : 
In thy Fattes owr Car:s be drown'd, 
With thy Grapes our haires be Crown'd, 
Cup v5 till the wor {4 goround , 
Cup vs till ihe world £0 round, 


Ceſar. What would you morc? 
Pompey goodnight, Good Brother 
Let me requeſt you of our grauer buſineſſe 
Frownes at this leuitie, Gentle Lords let's part, 


You lee we haue burnt our cheekes. Strong Enobarbe | 


Is weaker then the Wine,and mine owne congue 
Spleer's what it ſpeakes: the wilde diſguiſe bach almoft 
Anticke vs all. Whacneeds more words? goadaight. 
Good Anthony your hand, | 
Pom, |le try you on the ſhore, 
Anth, And ſhall Sir,giues your hand. 
Pom. Oh Anthoxy,you haue my Father houſe, 
But what,we are Friends? . 
Come downe into the Boate. 
Eno, Take heed you fall not Menas: He not on ſhose, 
No to my Cabin : theſe Drummes, 
Theſe Trumpets, Flutes : what 
Le: Neptune heare, we bid aloud facewell 
To theſe great kellowes.Sound and be nang'd, found our. 
Sound a Flour iſh. with Drummes, 
Fnor, Hoo faies a there's my Cap. 
Men, Hoa,Noble Captaine,come, E xewnt. 
Enter Ventiding as it were in triumph the dead body of Paco- 
rus borne before him. 
Ven, Now darting Parchya art thou firoke,and now 
Pleas'd Fortune does of Marcxs Craſſus death 
Make me revenger. Beare che Kings Sonnes body, 
Before our Army ,thy Pacorus Orades, 
Paies this for Marc Cral/ns, 
Romaine. Noble Vemuidins, 
Whil'ſt yer with Parthian blood thy Sword is warme, 
The Fugitive Parthyans follow. Spurre through Media, 
Meſapotamia,and the ſhelters, wherher 
The routed flie. So thy grand Capraine Anthouy 
Shall ſer thee on tritmphanc Chariots, and 
Pur Garlands on thy head, 
Ven. Oh Sills Sillizes, 
I have doneenough, Alower place note well 
May make too great an at, Forlearne this Silljus, 
Berierto leaue yndone, then by our Geed 
Acquire too high a Fame, when him we ſerues away, 
Ceſar and «Anthovy have cuer wenne | 
More in their efficer,then perſon. Sofſine 
One of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant, 
For quicke accumulation of renowne, 
Which he atchiu'd by *ch*minure,loft his fauour, 
Who does i th*Warres more then his Capraine can, 
Becomes his Captaines Captaine : andA mbition 
(The Souldiers vertue)rather makes choiſe of loſle 
Then gaine, which darkens him. 
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I could do more to do Anmtbenixes good, 


Burt 'twould offend him, And in has offence, | 
Should! 
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[5 hould my performance periſh, | 


The Traged'« of. 


| 
Rom. Thou haſt YVentrdeaes that, withovr the which a | 


| Souldier and his Sword graunts ſcarce diſtinftion : thou | 


wilt write to Anthony. . 
Ven . Ile humbly Ggnifie whar in his name, 
That magical! word of Warre we have effected, 
How with his Banners,and his well paid ranks, 
The nerc-yet beaten Horſe of Parthia, 
We haue 1aded out o*'ch Field, 
Rom, Where 1s he now ? 
| Yen Hepurpoſeth to Arhens, whither vrith what hat 
The waight we mult conuay with s,will permit: | 
We ſhall appeare before him, On there, paſſe along, 
E xeunt , 
Enter Agrimpa at one doore, Enobarbua at another, 
Agri. Whatare the Brethers parted ? 
Eno. They haue difpatcht with Pompey he is gone, 
The other three are Sealing, Off ania weepes 
To part from Rome: Ceſar is ſad, and Leprane 
Since Powpey's fealt , as enas faies,is troubled 
With the Greene-Sickneſle. 
Agri. 'Tis a Noble Lepidus, 
Eno. Avery fine one: oh, how he loues Caſar. 
Agri. Nay but how dcerely he adores Dark Anthory. 
Eno. Ceſar ? why he's the Tupiter of men, 
Ant, What's Anthony,che God of lupiter ? 
Eno, Spake you of Ceſar ? How,the non-pareill ? 
Agri. Oh Antbony,oh thou Arabian Bird: 
{ Eno. Would you praiſe Ceſar,ſay Ceſarigo no further, 
Agr.lndeed he plied chem both with excellent praiſes. 
Eno. But he loues Ceſar beſt, yer be loues Anthony : 
Hoo,Hearts, Tongues, Figure, 
Scribes, Bards, Poets,cannot 
Thinke ſpeake, caſt, write,(ing number : hoo, 
His loue to Anthony. Bur as for Ceſar, 
Kneele downe, kneele downe,and wonder, 
Agri. Both heloues, N 
Eno, They are his Shards,and he their Beetſe,ſo; 
This 15 to horſe : Adicu, Noble Agripe. 
| Agri. Good Fortune worthy Souldier,and farewell, 


Enter Ceſar, Anthony, Lepidus and Oll ania, 
Antho.. No turther Sir. | 
| Ceſar. You take from me a great part of my ſelfe- 
Vſe-me well in'c, Siſter,proue ſuch a wife 
As my thoughts make thee,and as my fartheft Band 
Shal! paſſe onthy approofe : moſt Noble Anthony, 
Let not the peece of Vertue which is ſer 
me ys,2s the Cyment of our loue 
keepe it builded,be the Ramme to batter 
The Fortreſſe of it: for better might > 
Haue lou'd without this meane,if onboth parts 
This be not cheriſhr, 
Am. Make me not offended,in your diſtruſt, 
Ceſar. 1haue ſaid./ 
Ant, You ſhall not finde, 
Though you be therein curious, the left cauſe 
For what you ſeeme to feare,ſo the Gods keepe you, 
And make the hearts of Romaines ſeruc your ends : 
We will heere part. 
Ce/ar, Farewell my deereſt Siſter,Fare thee well, 
The Elements be kind to theezand make 
Thy ſpirits all of comfort : fare thee well. 
Otta. My Noble Brother, 
Anth, The Aprill's in her eyes, itis Loves ſpring, 
And theſe the ſhowers to bring it on : be cheerfull. 


—_— — 


[ 


| 


Oit- «e well 19 my Husbands houſe : and — 
C'2 16 Uilania *f | : 
C ++ VOU jt; YOUT Care, 
: gue willnot obey her heart,nor can 
H-1 ne her OURUue, 
T tie SW4 owne teather 


That [' aci4 + vpn the Swell at the full of Tide: 
And ncuthe way 1inclines, 
Eno, Wil. Ceſar weepe? 
Agr. tie ba's a cloud in's face, 
Eno. He were the wotle for that were he a Horſe,ſo is 
he being a.nan. 
Agri. Why Emobarbua : 
When Anthony tound Julins Ceſar dead, 


| He cried almoſt to roaring; And he wept, 


_——____—_— 
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When at Phillippi he found Zrat»s ſlaine. 
Eno. That yearindeed, he was trobled with a rheume, 
Wrat willingly he did confound, be wail'd, 
Beleeu't till 1 weepe too. 
Ceſar, No ſweet Oit aria, 
You ſhall heare from me till : the time ſhall nor 
Out-go my thinking on you. 
8sAnt, Come Sir,come, 
Ile wraftle with youin wy firength of love, 
Looke heere I haue you,thus I let you go, 
And giue you tothe Gods. 
Ceſar. Adieu,be happy- 
Lep. Ler all the number ofthe Starres giue light 
To thy faire way, | 
Ceſar, Farewell,farewell, Kiſſes Olt ania, 
Ant. Farewell, Trumpets ſound. Exewnt. 


Enter Cleopatra,Charmian,lras,aud Alexas. 


— =” 


(eo. Where is the Fellow ? 


Alex, Halte afcard to come, 
Cleo, Gotoo,go too : Come hither Sir. 
Enter the Meſſenger 4s before, 

Alex, Good Maickiic: Herod of Iury dare notlooke 

vypon y«u,but when you are well plea»'ds 

Cleo, That Hereds head, Ile haue : but how? When 

eAnthony is gone,through whom 1 might commaund it; 
Come thou neere, 

Meſ. Moſt gratious Maieftie. 

{leo. Did'ſt thou behold Oftansia ? 

AMefſ. 1] dread Queene. 
= Where Yu | 
Meſ. Madam in Rome, Ilooks her inthe face : and 
Cleo. Is ſhe astall as me ? 

AMeſ. She is not Madam. 

Cleo. Didſt heare her ſpeake? - 

Is he ſhrill congu'd or low? 

Meſ. Madam,1 heard her ſpeake,ſhe is low voic'd.' 
Cleo, That's not ſo good ; he cannot like her long. 
Char, Likehec ? Ob 16s :*ris impoſſible. 

Clee.1 thinke ſo Charmian: dull of tongue, & dwarfiſh 

What Maieftic is in her gate,remember 
[ferethou look'ſt on Maichie. OR EUIGRT , 

Heſ.She creepes: her motion, & her ſtation are as one. 
She ſhewes a body,rather then alife, | 
A Statue, then a Breather, 

Cleo. Is this certaine ? 
Aleſ. Orl have no obſeruance, 

Cha. Three in Egypt cannot make better note. 


| Cleo, He's very knowing, I do perceiu't, 
There's nothing in her yet. 


ſaw her led betweene her Brother, and CMarks Amtbony. | 
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| where 1 will write;all rnay be well enou 
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The Fellow ha's good judgement. 
Cher, Excclieat. 
Cleo. Gueſle ar her yeares, I prythee, 

AMcſſ. Macam, ſhe was a widdow. 

Cleo, Willow ? Charmian,hearke. 

Mef. And I do thinke ſhe's thirtic, 

C/e. Beai'(trhou her face in mind? is't long-or round? 

M:]. Round, even to favltineſſe. 

Cleo For the molt part too, they are fooliſh that are 
ſo. Her haire what colour ? 

Mc]. Browne Madam: and her torchead 
As low as ſhe would wiſh ic, 

Cleo. There's Gold for rnee, 

Thou muſt not take my former ſharpeneſle ill, 

I will employ thee backe againe ; 1 finde thee 

Moſt fic for bufineſfe. Go,make thee ready, 

Our Letters are prepar'd, 

Char, A proper man, 

Cleo, Indeed heis fo; I repent me much 
Thar fo I harried hira. Why ame think's by him, 
This Creature's no ſuch thing, 

Char. Nothing Madam, 

Cleo, The wan bath ſeene ſome Maiefty, and ſhould 
know. 

Char. Hath he ſcene Maictie 7 /ſ; elſe detend ; and 
ſerving you ſolong. 

( leaps. I have one thing more to aske him yet good 

Charmian : but "ts fo macter,thou ſhalt bring him ro me 

oHh, 


D 
Excunt, 


(har. 1 warrant you Madam, 
Emer Anthony and Olt avia, 

Ant. Nay nay Oltauia,not onely that, 
That were excu{ablie,that and thouſands more 
Of ſemblable :mpor:,but he hath wag'd | 
New Watres 'gainit _ Made his will, and read it, 
To publicke care, ſpoke {cantly of me, 
When perforce he could nor 
Bur pay me tearmes of Honour : cold and fickly 
He vented then moſt narrow meaſu: e;l ntm?, 
When the beſt hinc was given him : he not look't, 
Oc did it from his reerh. 

Ottaui. Oh wy gocd Lord, » 
Belecue not all,oc fyon mult belecue, 
Stomacke not all, A more vnhappie Lady, 
If this deuthon chance, ne're Good betweene 
Praying for both parts ; 
The good Gods wil mock» me preſently, 
When ! ſhall pray:Oh bleſſe my [ord and Husband, 
Vndo that prayer, by crying out as !oud, 
Oh blefſe my Brother. Husband winne, winne Brother, 
Prayes, and diftroyes the prayer,no midway 
'Twixt theſe extreames at all, 

Ant, Gentle Oftawia, 
Let your beſt loue draw to that point which ſeeks 
Beſt ro preſerve it :if I looſe mine Honour, 
I looſe iny ſelfe: better ] were net yours 
Then your fo branchleſſe. Bur as you requeſted, 
Your ſelfe ſhall go berween's, the merne time Lady, 
Ile raiſe the preparation of a Warre 
Shall ſtaine your Brother,ma!.c your ſooneſt haſt, 
So your deſires are yours, 

Ot, Thanks to my Lord, 
The loue of power make me moſt weake,mo?t weake, 
You reconciler: Warres 'twixt you twaine wo |{d be, 
As if the world ſhould cleaue,and that flaine men 
Should foader vp the Rift, 


| 


oA "thony a nd (opatrs. : 
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' Jn Alexandria : heere's rhe manner of'r : 
' I'th' Markert-place on a Tribunall filuer'd, 


| 


Amh, When it appeeres to you where this begins, 
Turne your diſpleaſure that way,for our faults 
Can neuer be ſo equall,that your love | 
Can equally moue with them, Provide yougeing, | 
Choole your owne companygand command what ct 
Your heart he's mind too. Exemn, | 
Evxter Enobarbuas and Eres, 
Eno. How now Friend Eros? | 
Eros, Ther's ſtrange Newes come Sir. [ 
Fro. What man ? 
Ero, Ceſar & Lepidus have made warres ypon Pompey, 
Eno, This 1s old what is the fucceſſe ? | 
Eros, Ceſar having made vſe of him in the warres 
'gainft Popey: preſ-ntly deated him rivality, would not 
let him partake in the glory ofthe a&tion, and not reſting 
here, accules him of Letters he had formerly wrote to 
Pompey. Vpon his owne appeale ſeizes him, ſo the poore 
third 15 vp,till death enlarge hisConfine. | 
Eno, Then would thou hadſt a paire of chapsno more, 
2nd throw betweeae them all the food thou haſt, they'le' 
grince the other, Where's Anthony? | 
Eros. He's walking in the garden thus,and fpurnes 
The ruſh that lies before him. Cries Foole Lepidins, 
And threats the throate of that his Officer, 
That murdred Pompey. 
Eno. Our great Naviesrig'd, | 
Eros. YorIta'y and Ciſar,more Domitins , 
My Lord dctues you preſently : my Newes 
I might have told heareaftrer. 
Eno.” Twi'lbe nwwght, buc let it be:bring me co Mnthorg, 
Eros. Come Sir E xewns. 
Enter Atrippa, Mecerias and Caſar. 
Ceſ. Contemning Reme he ha's done all chis, & more 


—— —— wow a 


Cleopatra and himſclfe in Chaires of Gold | 
Wecre publikely enthron'd : at the feer. far | 
C :{ario» whom they call my Fathers Sonne, 
Aad all ;be volawtull ifſue, that their Luſt, 
Since then hath made berweene them, Vnto her, 
He gave the (tabliſhmenr of Egypt,made her 
Of lo «er Syr ia, Cyprus, Lydia, abſolute Queene, 
Arece, This in the publike eye ? 
Ceſar. Vth'common ſhew place,where they exerciſe, 
His Sonnes hither proclaimed the King of Kings, 
Great Media,Parthia, and Armenia 
He gane to Alrxauder. To Proborny he affign'd, 
Syr1a, Silicia,and Phoeneria : ſhe 
[n tWabiliments of the Goddeſle /fis 
That day appeer'd,and oft before gaue audience, 
As *tizreported (a, 
AMece, Let Rome be thus inform'd. | 
Azri. Who queazie with his inſolence already, 
Will cheir good thoughts call from him, 
Celar. The people knowes it, | 
And have now receiu'd his accuſations. 
Atri. Who does he accuſe ? 
Caſar. Ceſar,and that having in Cicilie 
Sextus Pompeu ſpoil'd, we had not rated him | 
His part o'th'Iſle, Then does he fay,helent me * 
Some ſhipping voreſtor'd. Laſtly, he frets 
That Lepidus of the Triumpherate, ſhould be depos'd, 
And being that, we detaine all his Revenue, 
Agri, Sir,chis ſhould be anſwer'd, | 
(ſar. 'Tis done already,and the Meſſenger gone: 
1 haue told bim Lepidas was growne too cruell, 
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| "bat he his high Authority abus'd, 
' And did delſerue his change : for what I baue conquer'd, 
Si grant him part ; but chen in his Armenia, 
| And other ot his congq icr d Kingdoms, | demand the like 
AMec, Heel nener yeeld to that, 
Ceſ. Nor muſt not then be yeelded to in this, 
Inter (1 1Witwilh hr Trame. 
O'ta, Haile Ceſar, and my L, haile molt deere { «far. 
Ceſar. Thar cucr I ſhould call thee Calt-away. 
Octa. You hane not call'd tc {o,nor have you cauſe, 
Ceſ. W ny have you trol vpon vs thus?you Come uot 
Like Czſars Siſter, ihe wiic ot Aniheny 
Should have an Army tor 2u Viher, and 
The neighes of I Lor(: ta rl ofher ?pproach, 
Loagere ſhe did appeare, The trees by thivay 
; Should have borne men, and expectation fainted, 


—— 
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Longing ior what it had not, Tay, the Oult 

Should hauc aſcended rothe Route of Heaucn, 

Ra 15d by yeur populous Tioopes: Bur you 8re COMe 
A Market-maid io Rome, and naue prevented 

The oftentation of cur loue ; which let vaſhewne, 

[; ofcen leſt yolou'd ; weſhould baue mer you 

By Sex,and Land, ſupplying cuery Stage 

W 1th an argmented g-eeting, 

Oltz; Good my Lord, 
| To coms this was | not conſtrain'd, but did it 
' On my free-will, My Loid Clarke Autheny, 
| Hearing that you prepar d for Warre, acquainted 
| My grecued eare withall ; whereon | begg'd 

His pardon for retrmne, 

Ceſ. Which ſoone he granted, 
| Being an abſtract 'rweene bis Luſt, and him. 

Otta, Do not lay fogmy Lord, 

Cf. I rave eyes vporthim, 

An his afzires come to me on the wind: wher is he now? 

Oltzr My Lordgin Acocns. 

Ceſer, No wy wolt wronged Siſter, Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him ts her, He hath giuco bis Empire 
Vptoa Whore, wi1o now are ieuying 
The Kings e'th'cartiior Warre, He bath aſſembled, 
Bochus the King of Lyoia, Archilaus 
Ot Cappaducia, {il 4delphos ting 


: Papolagonia: the Tlyacian King Arullas, 


King zach of Arzbia, King of Pant, 

Herod of Iewry, \tnhridates king 

Ot Comagear, Polemen and Amit as, 

The Kings of Mede,and Licoania, 

WW 1th a more target Litt of Sceprers. 
Ocla. Ayewe molt wyetthed, 

That hate my be paried berwiss two Friends, 

[hat does affi:ot coach ether. (breaking forth 

Cl. Welcom lither : your Lggters did with-holde our 

[11] we percews voth bow you were wrong led, 

Aud we in neo gent danger; cheere your heart, 

{Be you not trowied with the time, which drives 

'C) rc V OH! COntent, ti CiC long neceſhies, 

| Bur ler decerm in dt! 1nos ts deftime 

Hoi! vobcwaryl's tg Way. Welceme to Rome, 

Not! INC IIOTE Jeercto we; You are abus'd 

Beyond the warke of thought : and the high Gocs 

To do you aft a makcs lus Miniſters 

Ofvs, and thotethacloue you. Beſt of comfort, 

And ever welcom to vs, Agri. Welcome Lady, 
CMec.. \\ ciconte Ucere Madam, | 

Fach heart 104 ome cocs loue and pitty you, 

Onely th'adultcrous As:/c;y, molt large 


The T ragedie of | 
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In his abhominations, turnes you eff, : 
And giues his potent Regiment to a Trull 
That noyles it againſt ys, x | 

Otta, Is i: to fir? | 

Ce/, Moſt certaine: Siſter welcome: pray you | 
B:cuer knowneto patience. My deer't Silter, Exernt \ 

Enter Cleopatra,and Enobarbm. 

Cleo. I will be euen with thee,doub: it nor, | 

Eno, But why, why,why ? 

Cleo, Thou haſt fore{poke my being in thele warres, 
And fay'(t it it not fir. 

Eno. Well: js it,is it. 

Cleo. It nor, denounc'd againſt vs, why ſhould nor 
we be thereinperſon, 

Eneb, Well,1 could reply ; if wee ſhould ſerue with 
Horle and Mares together, the Horſe were meetly lot ; 
the Mares would beare a Soldiour and his Horſe. 

Cleo, What is't you lay ? 

Enob, Your preſence needs muſt puzle Anthony, 
Take trom lis heart, take from his Braine, from's tune, | 
What ſhould not then be ſpar'd, He is already | 
Traduc'd for Levity, and 'tis ſaid in Rome, 
That Photinua an Eunuch,and your Maides 
Mannage this warte, | 

Cleo, Sinke Rome, and their roaugues rot 
That ſpeake againſt vs. A Charge we bearci'ch'Warre, 
And az the preiident of my Kingdome will 
Appeare there fora man. Speake not againſt ir, 

I will not ay behinde, 

ih Fnter Anthony and Camids. 

Eno. Nay ihauedone, here comes the Emperor, * 

Ant, Is itnot ftrange Camiding, 

That from Tarteatum, and Branduftum, X 
He could io quickly cutthe lonian Sea, 
Ang rake io Troine, Youhaue heard on't (Sweet?) 

Cleo, Celerny is never more admir'd, 

Then by the negligent. | 

Ant, A good rebuke, 

W hich might have well becom'd thebeft of men 
Tocaunt at flackneſſe. Camidins, wee 
Will tight with him by Sea. 

Cleo, By Sea,what gile? 

Cam, Why will my Lord, doſo? 

Ant, Forthat he dares vs too't, | 

Enob, So hath my Lord, dar'd him to fingle fight, 

Cam, I, and co wage this Battell at Pharſalia, 


\\ hich ſerue nor for his vantage, he thakes off, 
And fo (ſhould you, 

Enob. Your Shippes are n-t well mana'd, 
Your Mac.iners are Militers, Reapers,people 
Ingroft by (wif Imprefſe, In Caeſars Fleece, 

Are thoſe ,that often haue *g2inft Pompey tought, 
Their ſhippes are yare, yours he2uy : no diſgrace 
Shall fall you for refuhng him ar Sea, 

Being prepardfor Land, 

Ant, By Sea, by Sea, 

Eno, Moſt worthy Sir, you thercig throw away 
The abſolute Soldierſhip you baue by Lard, 
DiſtraR your Armie, which doth mott eonliſt 
Of Warre-markt-footmen, leauc vocxecured 
Your owne-renowned knowledge, quite forgoe 
The way which promiſes aſſurance, and, | 
Giue vp your ſelte mecrly to chance and bazatd, 

From firme Securitie, ye 

Ant, Ile fight at Sea, 
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Cleo, I haue (ixty Sailes, Ceſar none berter. 

Ant, Our ouer-plus of ſhipping will we burne, 
And with the reft full mann'd, from th'head of Action 
Beate th'approaching Ceſer, Bur if we faile, 

We then can doo't at Land, Enter a Meſſenger. 
Thy Buſineſle ? 

Meſ. The Newes is true, wy Lord, he is deſcried, 
Ceſar ha's taken Toryne, 

Ant, Can he be there in perſon? 'Tis impoſlible 
Strange, that his power ſhoula be. Camden, 
Our nineteene Legions thou ſholt hold by Land, 
And our ewelye chouſrnd Horte, Wee'l to our Ship, 


Away my Thet:s. 


Enter a So{diour, 
How now worthy Sovidier? 

Soul, Ob Noble Emperor. do not fighyby Sea, 
Truſt not to rotten plankes : Do you miſdoubr 
This Sword, and thele my Wounds ; letth'Egyprians 
And the Phcenicians go aducking : wee 
Haue vs'd to conquer ttanding on the earth, 

And fighting foot to foot. | 

Ant, Well, well, away. exit Anrt,Cleo, Frob. 

Sonl. By Herenles I thinkeT ami'thyright, 

Cam. Souldier thou art: but his whole action growes 
Not in the power on't : ſo our Leaders leade, 

And we are Womens men. 

Soul. You keepe by Land the Legions and the Horſe 
whole, do you not ? 

Uen, Marcus Ott anizne, Marers Infliig, 
Publicol1, and Celis, are for Sea : | 
But we keepe whole by Land. This ſpeede of { eſars 
Carries beyond belcete, 

Sonl, While he was yet in Rome, 

His power went out 11 fuch diſtractions, 
As begwilde all Spies. 

Cam, Who's his Lieutenant, heare you? 

Soul, They fay,one Towrws, 

(am. Well, know the man, 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſ. The Emperor cals Camidins. 

Cam, With Newes the times wit 3 Labour, 
Andthrowes forth cach minute, ſome, 


Emer Ceſar with bis Army, marching. 


Ceſ. Towrmw? 

Tow. My Lord. 

Cef. Strike not by Land, 
Keepe whole, prouoke not Batraile 
Till we haue done at Sea, Do nor exceede 
The Preſcript of this Scroule : Qur forcune lyes 
Vpon this 1umpe. 

Enter Anthony and Enobarbus. 

Ant. Set we our Squadrons on yond fide oth Hill, 
In eye of Ceſar: bartaile, from which place 
We may the number of the Ships behold, 
And ſoproceed accordingly. 


ext. 


Camidins CMarcheth with bu Land Army one way oner the 
ſtage, and T owrus the Liemtenant of C eſa the other way : 
After therr going m, ts heard the noiſe of a Sea fight. 
larum. Enter Knobarbus and Scars . 


Eno.Naught,naught,al naught, I can behold ao longer: 
Thantoniad, the Egyptian Admirall, 
With all their ſixty flye, and turne the Rudder : 


exit, 
| My very lnires do mutiny : for the white 
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{ My Trea{ure's in the Harbour, Take ic : Oh, 
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. And fiakes moſt lamentably, Had our Generall 


' To runne,and ſhew their ſhoulders. Friends be gone, [| 


| For feare, and doting. Friends be gone, you ſhall 


ee ye t9 0 ne ao 


To ſce't, mineeyes are blaſted, 
Enter Scarr us. | 

Scear.,Gods,i8 Goddeſſes,ail the whol (ynod of them ! | 

Eno. Whar's thy paſhon, | 

Scar, The greater Cantle of the wor!d,is loſt 
With very ignorance, we haue kift away 
Kingdomes,and Prouinces. 

Eno. How appeares the Fight ? 

Sear, On our hde, like the Token'd Peflilence, 
Where death is ture, Yon ribaudced Nagee of Eoypt, 
(Whom Leproke o're-take) rth'rnidt o'rh'fight, 
When vaniage hike 2 payre of T winnes appear d 
Both as the tame, orc rather ours the elder ; 

(The Breeze vpon her) like a Cow in lane, 
Hoifts Sailes,and flyes. 

Exo. That beheld: * 

Mine eyes «1d ficken at the hy ht, and could nor. 
Indure a further view, 

Scar. She once being loofr, 
The Noble ruine of her Magicke, A»chouy, 
Claps on his Sea-wing, and (like a doting Mallard) 
Leauiog the Fight in heiglch,fliyes after her : 
| never {aw an Action of (meh ſhame ; 
Experience, Man-hood, Honor, ne're before," 
Did violate fo it ſelfe, 

Enob. Alacke, 2lacke, 

Frter Camidence, 
Cam. Our Fortune on the Sez 1s out of breath, 


Bin what he knew him{clte, it had gone well ; 
Oh his ha's given example for our flight, 
Moft groflely by his owne. 

Enob, 1,ace you thereabouts ? Why then guodnight 
indeede. 

Cam, Towarc. Peloponnefus are they fled. 

Scar, 'Trseatie toor, 
And there | will attend what furth-or comes, 

Camid, To Ceſar will | render 
My Legions and my Hole, (1xe Kings alrcadie 
Shew me the way ot yeelding, 

Eno. lie yet follow 
The wounded chance of Auhony, though my reaſon 
Sis 1nthe winde againtt me, 

Enter A nthony with Attendants. 

Ant. Hoarke the Land b:ds me tread no more ypon't, 
Itisaſham'd to beare me. Friends,come hither, 
I am {o lated in the world, that I 
Haue loft my way for ever, I have 3 ſhippe, 
Laden with Gold, takerhar, divideit :flye, 
And make your peace With Ceſar, 

Omnes, Fly? Not wee. | 

Ant. I hane led my ſelfe,and haue inftruted cowards 


| hane ry ſelfe refolu'd vpen a courſe, 
Which bas no neede of you. Be gone, | 


] follow'd that | bluſh to looke vpon, 
Reproue the browne for raſhneſle, and they them | 


Hauc Letters from me to {ome Friends, that will 
Sweepe your way foryou. Pray you looke nor (ad, 
Nor make replyes of loathacſſe, take the hinc 
Which my d1ſpaire proclaimes. Let them be lefr 
Which leanes it ſelfe, ro the Sea-l1de ſtraight way; 

[ will poſſefſe you of that ſhip and Trealure. 
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Leave me, I pray a little : pray you now, 
Nay doo : for indecile I have loſt command, 
Thecetore I pray you, lie ſee you by and by. Sits downe 
Enter ( leopatra led by Charmian aud Eros. 

Eros, Nay gentle Madam, to him,comtort him. 

Ira. Do molt decre Queene. 

Char, Dg, why, what clſe? 

Cleo, Let me lit downe ; Oh Inns, 

- Ant, No,nono,no,no. 

Eros. See you heeregSir { 

Ant, Oh he,hie,hic, 

Char, Madam. 

Iras. Madam, 0" good Emprelle. 

Eros. Sir,hr. 

Ant, Yes my Lord,yes; he at Philippi kepr 
His ſword e'ne like a dancer, while | firooke 
The leane 2nd wrinkled Cafſizs, and*twas 1 
That the mad Brutus ended : he alone 
Dealt on Licutenantry, and no practiſe had 
In the braue ſquares of Warre: yet now : no matter. 

{ leo. Ah Rand by, 

Eros. The Queene wy Lord, the Queene. 

Iras.\ Goto nm, Madam, fpeake to him, 

Hee's vnqualited with very ſhame, 

Cleo, Well then, tuttaine me : Oh. 

Eros, Moſt Noble Sir ariſe, the Queene approaches, 
Her head's declin'd, and death will ccale her, but 
Your comfo:t makes the reicue, 

Avt. I haue offended Repucation, 
A moſt vnnoble ſweruing. 

Eros. Sir, the Queene. 

eAnt, Oh whether haſt thou lead me Egypt, ſce 
How I conuey my ſhame, out of thine eyes, 

By looking backe what I hauc let behinde 
Stroy'd in diſhonor. 

Cles. Oh my Lord, my Lord. 

Forgiue my fearfull ſayles, I li:tle thought 
You would hauc followed, 

Ant. Egypt, thou knew'ſt too well, 

My heart was to thy Rudder tyed by'th'firings, 
And thou ſhould'lt Rowe me after, Oremy ipirir 
The full ſyupremacie thou knew'ſt, and that 

Thy becke, might trom che bidding of the Gods 
Command mee. 

Cleo. Oh my pardon, 

eAnt. Now | mult 
To the young man ſend humble Treaties, dodge 
And palter inthe ſhifts of lownes, who 
With halfe the bulke o'th'world plaid as I plea&'d, 
Making,and marring Fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my Conqueror, and that 
My Sword, made weake by my attcftion,would 
Obev it 01 all cauſe. 

Cleo, Pardon,pardon., 

Ant Fall not a teare 1 ſay, one of them rates 
All chat is wonne and loft ; Giue me a kitle, 

Euen.ti is repayes me, 

We ſent our Scheolemaſter, is a come backe ? 

Loue | am tull of Lead : lome Wine 

Within there, and our Viands ; Fortune knowes, 
Weſcorne her moſt, when moſt ſhe offers blowes, Exeunt 


Enter Ceſar, Agrippa,and Dollabello,with others. 


Caf. Let him appeare that's come from Anthony, 
Know you him, 
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Dolla. Ceſar, tis his Schoolemaſier, 
An argument that heis plucke , when hither 
He lends ſo poore a Pinnion ofhis Wing, 
Which had ſuperfluous Kings for Meſſengers, 

Not many Moones gone by, 
Enter Ambaſſador from Anthony, 

Caſar. Approach,and ſpeake. | 

Amb. Such as ] am, I come from Anthony : 
] was of late as petty to his ends, 

As is the Morn.-dew on the Mertleleafe 
To his grand Sea, | 

Ceſe. Bee't {o,declare thine office, 

Amb. Lord of his Fortunes he ſalutes thee, and | 
Requires toliuein Egypt, which not granted 
He Leflons his Requeſts, and to thee ſues 
Tolet him breath betweene the Heauens and Earth 
A private man in Athers : this for him, 

Next, C/copatra does confeſſe thy Greatneſſe, 
Submirs her ro thy might, and of thee craues 
The Circle of the Pto/omies for her heyres, 
Now hazarded to thy Grace. 

Ceſ. For Anthony, 
I haue no eares to his requeſt. The Queene, 
Of Audience, nor Deſire ſhall faile, ſo thee 
From Epypt drive her all-diſgraced Friend, 
Or take his life there. This if ſhee performe, 
She ſhall not ſue vnheard. Soto them both. 

Amb. Forwne purſue thee. 

{e. Bring him through the Bands : 

To:ry thy Eloquence, now "js time, diſpatch, 

From Anthony winne Cleopatra, promiſe 

And in our Name, what ſhe requires, adde more 
From thine invention, ofters, Women are not 

In their beſt Fortunes (lrong ; but want will periure 
The ne'retouch'd Veſtall, Try thy cunning Thidias,) 
Make thine owne Edict for thy paines, which we 
Will anſwer as a Law, 

Thid, Ceſar, ] go. 

Ceſar, Oblerue how Anthony becomes his flaw, 
And what thou chink'ſt his very action ſpeakes | 
In every power thar mooues, 

Thid. Ceſar,1 (hall.  exennt, 

Enter Cleopatra Exobarbus,Charmian, Iras. 

Cleo, What ſhall we do, Enobarbus ? 

Eno, Thinke, and dye, 

Cleo. Is Anthony,or we in fault for this? 

Eno. Anthony or ely, that would make bis will 
Lord of his Rea!on. What thoughyou fled, | 
From that grem tace of Warre, whole {euerall ranges 
Frighted cach other ? Why ſhould he follow ? 
The itch of his Aﬀection ould not then | 
Haue nickt his Capcain-ſhip, ar ſuch a point, 
When halfe to halfe the world oppos'd, he being 
The meered queſtion? 'T was a ſhame no lefſe 
Then was his lofle, to courſe your flyiag Flagges, 
And leave his Nayy gazing. 

Cleo, Prythee peace, 

Enter the Ambaſſador with Anthony. 

Am. 1s that his anſwer? Amb, 1 my Lord, 

Ant. The Qurene ſhall thea haue courtehie, 
So ſhe will yeeld vs vp. 

Am. He layes (0. | 

Antho, Let her know't, To the Boy Ceſar ſend this | 
grizled head, and he mill fill chy wiſhes to the brimae, 
W uh Principalities, 

Cleo, That head my Lord? 
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Ant, Tohimagaine, tell him he weares the Roſe 
Ot youth vpon him: from which, the world ſhould note 
Something particular : His Coine, Ships, Legions, 
May be a Cowards, whoſe Miniftcrs would preuaile 
Vader the ſervice of a Childe,as foone 
As 'h'Command of Ceſrr. I darc him therefore 
Tolay his gay Compariſons a-parr, 

And an{wer me declin'd, Sword ag5in{t Sword, 
Our ſelucs alone : Ie write it : Follow me. 

Eno. Yes like enough : bye battcl's Ceſar will 
Voſtate his happineſſe, 20d be Stag'd ro'thThew 
Againſt a Sworder, Þ tee mens Iudgements are 
A parcell of their Fortunes, and thiags outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them 
To ſuffer all alike, that he thonld dreame, 
Kaowing all mcaluresgehe tull Ceſar wil 
Aniwer his emptineſſe ; Ceſar choy hall fubdu'ce 
His iudgement too. 

Enter a Sernant, 

Ser, A Meſſenger from Ce'or, 

Cleo, What no more Ceremony ? See my Women 
Again the blowae Rote may they ſtop their noſe, 
That kneel'd vnto the Buds. Admit him fir, 

Fno. Mine honefty,and TT, beginne to ſquare, 
The Loyalty well held to Fooles, does make 
Our Faith meere tolly : yer he that can endure 
To follew with Altegeance a falne Lord, 

Does conquer him that did his Maſter conquer, 
And earnes aplace i'th'Story, 
Enter Thidis, 

Cleo. Cefars will, 

Thid, Heare it apart. 

Cleo, None but Friends : ſay boldly. 

Thid, Sohaply ore they Friends to Anthony, 

Exvob. He needs 25 many (Sir) as Ceſar ha's, 

Or needs not vs. If Ceſar pleaſe,our Maſter 

Will leape to be his Friend : For vs yoy know, 

Whole he is, we are, and that 1s Ceſar, 
Thid.So.”Thus then thou moRt renown'd, Ce/'r intrea's, 

Not to confider in what cafe thou fhand'ft 

Further then hc is Ceſar. 

Cleo, Goon, right Royal. 

Thid, He knowes that you embrace not Anthony 
As you did loue, but 25 you feared him, | 

Clo. Oh, 

Th:d. The ſcarre's vpon your Honor, therefore he 

Does pitty, as conſtrained blemiſhes, 
Nor as deſerued, 

Cleo, He is a God, 

And knowes what is moſt right. Mine Honour 
Was not yeelded, bur conquer*d meerely, 

Eno, Tobe ſure of thar, I will aske Anthory. ? 
Sir, Gr, thou art ſoleakie 
That we muſt leavie thee tothy finking, for 
Thy deereſt quir thee. Exit Eaob, , 

T hid. Shall I ſay to C2, 

Whar you require of him : for he partly begges 

To be delic'd to give, It much would pleaie him, 

That of his Fortunes yov ſhould make a lafte 

To leane vpon, Burt it would ware his {pints 
Toheare from me you had left Azrheny, | 
And put your ſeife vnder his ſhrowd, the yniuerſal Land- 

Cles. What's your name? 

Thid, My name is Thidias, 

Cleo, Moſt kinde Meſſenger, 
Say to great Ceſar this in diſpatarion, 


» 


_—— 


OG —L —_— ————————  — 


(lord. | 
| 


I kife his conqu'ring hand : Tell him, ! am prompr 
To lay my Crowne at's feete, and there to kneele, 
Tell him, from his all-obeying breath), I heara 
The doome of Egypt. 

Thid. "Tis your Nobleft courſe : 
Wiſedome and Fortune cembarting together, 
If that the former dare bur what it can, 

No chance may ſhake it, Giue me gracetolay 
My dutic oo your hand. 

Cleo. Your Ceſars Father oft, 

(When ke hath mus'd of taking kingdomes in) 
beſtow'd his lips on that vrworthy place, 

As itram'd kifles, 
Enter Anthony and Enobarbus, 

An, Favours? By Jouve chat thunders, What art thou 

Thia, One that but performes (Fellow? 

The bidding of the fulleft man, and worthieft 

To haue command < bey'd. 

Eno You will be whipt. 

Aut, Approch there : ah you Kite, Now Gods & diuels 
Aw hority meits from me of late, When TI cried hoa, 
Like Bayes vnro a wulle, Kings would ſtart forth, 
And cry, your will, Have yon no cares ? 

L am Anthony yet, Take hence this lack, and whip him, 

Fnter a Sernent. 

Eno, Tis better playing with a Lions whelpe, 
Then with an old one dying. 

Ant, Moone ani Starres, 

Whip him : wer'c twenty of the greateſt Tributaries 
That do acknowledge Ceſar, ſhould I finde them 
So ſfawcy with the hand of ſhe heere, what's her name 
Since ſhe was C/zopatra? Whip him Fellowes, ” 

Tiil like a Boy you fee him crindge his face, 

And whine aloud tor mercy. Take him hence, 

Thid, Marke Antbony. 

Ant. Tupge nim away : being whipe 
Bring him againe, the Iacke of Cefars (hall 
Beare vs an arrant to h:m, Exeunt with Thidins., 
Y ou were halte blatted ere I knew you : Ha? 

Haue I my pillow lett vapreſt in Rome, 

Forborne the getting of a lawfull Race, 

And by a Tem of women, to be abuy'd 

By one that lookes on Feeders? 

Cleo. Good my Lord, 

Ant.Y ou haue beene a boggeler ever, 

Bur when we in our vicioufneſle grow hard 
( Oh miſery or'r) the wiſe Gods [eele-our eyes 
In our owne filth, Crop our cleare iudgements, wake vs 
Adore our errors, laugh at's while we ftrur 

To our contuſion. 

Cleo, Oir,is't come to this? 

Ant, 1found you as a Morſell, cold ypon 
Dead Cefars Trencher : Nay,you were a Fragment 
Of Gneius Pompeyes, befides what hotter houres 
Vnregiſtred in vulgar Fame, you have 
Luxuiouf]ly pickt our, For 1 am lure, 

Thoug': you can guefſe what Temperance ould be, 
You know not what it Is, 

Cleo, Wherefore is this? 

Ant, To let a Fellow that will take rewards, 

And {ay,God quit you; be familiar with 
My play-fellow, your hand; this Kingly Seale, 
Andpi:ghter of high hearts. Othat 1 were 
Vpon the hill ot Baſan to our-roare 
The horned Heord, for I have ſavage cauſe, 

And to proclaime it ciuilly, were like 
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For being yare about him. Is he whipt ? 
Enter a Seruan with Thidsas. 
Ser, Soundly,my Lord. 
Ant Cried he? and begy'd a Pardon ? 
Ser. i4c 41d aske fauour, 
Ant, 1t that thy Father live, let him repent 
Thou was't nut made his daughter,and be thou ſorrie 
To follow C2far in bis Triumph, fince 
ſhou haft bia whipt, For following him, henceforth 
| The whit hand of a Lady Feauer thee, 
Shake thou to looke on't, Gert thee backe to Ceſar, 
Tell him thy entercainment : luoke thou ſay 
He makes me anory witihim, For he ſecmes 
Proud and diſdainfull, harping on what I am, 
Not what he knew I was, He makes me angry, 
And at this time molt eaſe 't15 todoo't : 
When my good Starres, that were my former guides 
Have empry left their Ocbes, and thor their Fires 
[Into thiAbiſme of hell. It he miſhike, 
My (peech, and what is done, tell him he has 
Hharchus, my entranched Bondman, whom 
| He may at plepſure whip, or hang, or torture, 
| As he ſhall like ro quit me, Vrge it thou : 
Hence with tliy ſtripes, be gone, 
Cleo. Hauc you done yet ? 
Ant. Alacke our Terrene Moene is now Ecliplt, 
And it portends alone the fall of Anthony, 
Cleo, 1 miſt tay ns time? 
Ant, To flatter Ceſar, would you mingle cycs 
With one that tyes his points, 
Cl:s, Not know me yet ? 
Ant, Coid-hearted toward me ? 
Cleo, Ah (Deere) if I be (o, 
From my cold hearr let Heauen ingender baile, 
And poyſon it 1n the ſour:e,and the fired ſtone 
Drop in my necke :as it determines (0 
Diffolue my life, the next Ciarian ionle, * 
Till by degrees the memory of my wombe, 
Together with my brane Egyptians all, 
By the diſcandering of this pelleted ſtorme, 
Lye graueleſle, till che Flics and Gnats of Nyle 
Have buried them for prey, 
Ant, 1 am ſatisfied; 
Ceſar (ers downe in Alexandria,where 
I will oppoſe his Fate. Our force by Land, 
Hath Nobly held, our ſeyer'd Nauie too 
Have knit againe, and Fleete, threatning moſt Sea-like. 
Where haft thou bin my heart ? Doſt thou heare Lady ? 
N from the Field | ſhall returne once more 
To kiſſe theſe Lips, I will appeare in Blood, 
I,and my Sword, will carne our Chronicle, 
_—_— m'tyer, 
Cleo. That's my braue Lord, 
Ant. ] will be trebble- finewed, hearted, breath''d, 
And tight maliciovly : for when mine houres 
\Were nice and Jacky, men did ranſome liues 
Ot me for icfts : But now, Ile ſet myreeth, 
And tend to darkenefle all that Rop me. Come, 
Let's have one otter gawdy night : Call to me 
All my {ad Capraines, fill our Bowles once more : 
Lei's mocke che midnight Bell, 
Cleo. Icismy Birth-day, 
I had thought thaue held ir poore. But tince my Lord 
Is As:thony againe,l will be Cleopatra, 
Ant, We willyctdo well, 
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Clee, Call all his Noble Captaines to my Lord, | 
Ant, Doo, wee'l ſpeake tothem, 


The Wane peepe through their ſcarres, 
Come on (my Queene) 
There's ſap in't yet, The next time I do fight 
Ile make death loue me: for | will contend 
Even with his peftilent Syr e. Exennt, 
Eno, Now hee'l out-(tare the Lightning, to be furious 
Is to be frighted out of feare, and inthat moode 
The Doue will pecke the Eftridge ; and I ſee ftill 
A diminution in our Capraines braine, 
Reftores his heart; when valour praycs in reaſon, 
|; cares the Sword it fights with: ] williccke 
Some way to leauc him, Exennt, 
Enter Caſar, Agrippa, & Mecenai with bis Army, 
C eſar reading a Letter, 


Ce/. He calles me Boy, and chides as be had power 
To beate me out of Egypt, My Meſſenger 
He bath whipe with Rods,Gares meto perſonal Combat. 
Ceſar to Anthony : let the old R:ſhan know, 
| haue many other wayes to dyc : meane time j 
Laugh at his Challenge. 
Mece, Ceſar muſt thinke, 
\W hen one lo great begins torage,hee's hunted 
Euen to falling, Giue him no breath, but now 
Make boote of his diſtra&tion ; Neuer anger 
Made good guard tor it,ſelfe. 
({ e/. Let our beſt heads know, 
That to morrow, the laft of many Battailes 
We meane to fight, Wirhin our Files there are, 
Ot thoſe that (eru'd Afarke Anthony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done, 
And Fea(t the Army, we haue ſtore ro doo't, 
And they hauc earn'd the waſte, Poore Anthoyy, Exennt 


Enter Anthony, C leopatra, Enobarbua, Charmian, 
Iras, Alexas wnh others, 


Ant. He will not fight withme ,Domitian? 

Enc. No? 

Ant, Why ſhould he not? 

Eno He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune, 

He is twenty men to one, | 
Ant, To morrow Soldier, 

By Sea and Land lle fight : or I will line, | 

Or bathe my dying Honor in che blood 

Shall make it live againe. Woo' thou fight well. 
Ens. Ile ſirike, and cry, Take all. 

Ant. Well ſaid, come'on : | 

Cal! torth my Houſhold Seruants,lers to night 

Enter 3 or 4 Serwitors, 

Be bounreous at our Meale. Giue me thy hand, 

Thou haft bin rightly honeft, {o haſt thou, 

Thou,and thog,and thou : you haue ſcru'd me well, 

And Kings have beene your fellowes, | 
Cleo. What meanes this ? | 
Ene.”Tis one of thoſe odde tricks which ſorow ſhoots | 

Out of the minde, 

Ant, And thou art honeſt too : 
I wiſh I could be made {o many men, 


An Amheny : that | might do you ſervice, 
So good as you baue done, 
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Omnes. The Gods forbid, | Let's ſee how it will giue off, OY 
Ant, Well, my good Fellowes, wait on metonight: | Omnes. Coment: 'Tis ſtrange, Excunt. 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of me; 
As when mine Empire was your Fellow too, Enter Anthony and Cleopatra,with others. 
And ſuffer'd my command, 
Clo, What aves he meane? Ant, Eros, mine Armour Eros, 
Eno, Tomake his Followers weepe, | Cleo, Sleepealittle, 
Ant, Tend me tonight; Ant. Nowy Chucke. Fros,come mine Armor Eros, 
May be,it is the pe:iod of your daty, Enter Erns, 
Haply you ſhall nor fee me more, or if, Come good Fellow,pur thine [ron on, | 
A mangled ſhadow, Perchance to morrow, . It Fortune be not ours to day, it 15 
You'l ſerue another Matter, 1llooke on you, Becaule we braue her, Come. 
As one that takes his leaue. Mine honett Friends, Cleo. Nay, Ile helpe too, Anthony, 
I rurne you not away, bur like a Maſter Whar's this tor? Ahlet be, 1:t be, thou art | 
Marr'ed to your goud ſervice, flay till death : The Armourer of my heart: Falſe, falſe ; This, this, | | 
Tend me to night ewo houres, I askeno more, Sooth-law Ile helpe:; Thus un mutt bee, £2 
And the Gods yeeld you for't, Ant. Well, well, we ſhall thrive now, 
Eno. What meane you (Sir) Secl{ thou my good Fellow. Goyput on thy defences, 
To give them this di{comtor: ? [,ooke they weepe, Fros, Briefcly Sir, 
And I av Aﬀe, am Onyon-ey d; for ſhame, | Cleo. Isnor this buckled well 7 
Transforme vs not to women, | Fine. Rarely.rarely: 
Ant, Hoho,ho: | He chat vobuckle: this, till we do pleaſe 
Now the Witch take me,if { meant it thus. | Todaft for our Repoſe, ſhall heare a ſtorme, 
Grace grow where thoſe drops fall (my hearty Friends) | Thou fumblelt Eros, and my Queenes a Squire 
You take mc in too dolorous a ſenſe, | More tight at this, then thou : Diſpatch, O Loue, 
For | ſpake to you for your comfort, did defire you | That thou couldft fee wy Werres to day and knew'ft 
To burne this night with Torches : Know (my hearts) | The Royall Occupation, thou ſhould'tt lee 
I hope well of to morrow, and will leade you, ' A Workeman in't, 
Where rather Ile expe vicorious lite, Enter an Armed Soldier, 
Then death, and Honor. Let's to Supper, come, Gond morrow to thee, welcome, 
And drowne confideration. Exennt. | Thoulook'ſt like bim that knowes a warlike Charge : 


ſo bulinefſe that we loue, we riſe betirne, 


Enter a Company of Soldionrs. And go too't with delight. 

: Soul. Athouſand Sir,carly though't be, haue en their 
1,Sol. Brother, goodnight : to morrow is the day, Riuercd trim, and at the Port expect you, Showe. 
2.Sol. Ir wil! determine one way : Fare you well, Trumpets Flounſh, 

Heard you of nothing ſtrange about the ſtreets, Enter Captaines, and Souldiers, 
1 Nothing : what newes ? Alex. The Morne is faire : Good morrow Generall. 
2 Belike*t1s but a Rumour, good night to you. { All. Good morrowGenerall, 
1 Well ir, good night, Ant, "Tis well blowne Lads. , 
T hey meete other Soldiers. | This Morning, like the ſpirit of a yourh | 
1 2 Sovldiers, have carefull Wacch. That mcanes to be of note, begins berimes, 
I And you : Goodnight, goodnight. S$o,{o : Come giue me thar, this way, well-ſed, 
They place themſclaes in enery corner of the Stage. | Face thee well Dame, what ere becomes of me, 
"2 Heerewe: and if to morrow This is a Soldiers kifle ; rebukeable, 
Our Navie thrive, 1 haue an abſolute hope And worthy ſhamefull checke it weze, to ſtand 
Our Landmen will ſtand vp. On more Mechanicke Complement, !le leaue thee, 
1 Tisa brauc Army,and full of parpoſe. Now like a man.of Steele, you that will fight, 
Muſicke of the Hoboyes 13 vnder the Stage, | Follow me cloſe, Ile bring youtoo't; Adieu, Exeunt. 
2 Peace, what noiſc ? Char. Pleaſe you retyre to your Chamber? 
1 1 if liſt, Cleo. Lead me ; 
2 Hearke. He goes forth gallantly: That he and Ceſar might 
1 Muſicke i'th'Ayre, Determine this great Warre in ſingle fight ; 
[1-3 Vnder the earth, | ThenAntbony; but now, Well on, Excunt 
4 Ir fignes well, do's itnot ? 
2 No, Trumpet: ſound, Enter Anthony aud Eres, | 
1 Peacel ſay: What ſhould chis meane ? 
2 'Tis the God Hercs/es, whom £uthoxy loned, Eros. The Gods make this a happy day to Anthony. 
Now leaues him. Art. Would chou,& thole thy tcars had once preuaild 
1 Walke,let's fee if other Watchmen To make me tight at Land, 
Do heate what we do ? Eros. Had''ſt thou done ſo, 
2 How now Maiſters ? Speak together, | The Kings chat haue reuolted, and the Soldier 
Omnes. How now? how now* do you heare this? That has this morning left thee, would baue Riill 
1 1, is't not ſtrange? Followed thy heeles. 
3 Do you heare Maſters ? Do you heare ? Ant, Whoſe gone this morning ? | 
, 1 Followthenoyleſo farre as we haue quarter, | Eros, Who? one cuer neere thee, call for Enobarbus, 
| Hee 
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He ſhall not heare thee, or from Ceſars Campe, 
Say I am none of thine, 
Ant. Whart laye(t thon? 
Sold. Sirhe1s with Ceſar. 
Eros. Sir his Cheſts and Treaſure he has not with him. 
Ant: Is he gone ? 
Sol. Moſt certaine, 


F 


4 Apt. Go &ro:;, ſend his Treaſure after,do it, | 
Dera no jot I charge thee ; write tp hum, 
(1 will ſubſcribe) gracle adicu's,and greetings ; | 
Say, that | with he never inde more caule 


To change a Mafter. Oh my ENoryunes have 


| 
Corrupted honeſt men. Diſpatch E nobarbas, Exit | 
Flowriſh, Enter Aprippa, ( «ſar,with Enobarbus, 


: avid [Dollabella. 


Cef, Go forth Agrippa, and begin the hight: 
Our will is Anthony oe tooke aliuc : 
Make it fo knowne, 
Agr ip. Ceſar, (hall, 
} Ceſar. The time ot vniuerſall peace is neere-: 
\ Prove rhis a profſp'ro95 Gay, the three nook'd work! 
| hall bcare the Ol: ve treely, 
Enter a Meſſerger, 
( Mef. eAnthovy is come into the Field. 
Ceſ. Gocharge Armrippa, 
Planttnoſe that have reuolted inthe Vant, 
That A»:hony may [ceme to ſpend his Fury 
Vpon himſclte, Exeant. 
Enob. Alexar did revolt,and went to /:zwry on 
Aﬀaires of Anthony, there did difſwade 
Great Herod to incline himlelfe ro Ceſar, 
And icaue his Maſter Aythonvy, For this paines, 
Ceſar hath hang'd him : Camindire and the reft 
That fell away, baue entertainment, but 
No honourable truſt; ] haue done 11], | 
Of which I do accuie my {cle to forcly, 
That 1 willioy nomore, | 
Enter a Soldier of Ceſars. | 
| Sol. Enobarhas, Anthony 


Hath afcet thee fenr ali cby Treaſure, with 
His Bounty ouer-plus, The Meflenger 
Caine on my guard, ard at thy Tent 1s now 
; Valoading ot his Muies, 
. Eno, | g1uc it VOU, , 
Sol. Mocke nut Emecbarbus, 
T tci] you crue 2: Belk 700 (al 't che bringer 
| Out of the h+ aft, I wult atrend wine Office, 
Yr would \auc dune toy felife, Your Emperor 
Cont in! ; f1:1] a lous. ; ; Exit | 
Eneb, { am alonethe Villaine of the earth, 
And iccle T am ſo moſt,. Oh Antheny, 
Thou Mine of Bounty, how would'tt thou haue payed 
My beiter {eruice, when ev turpitude 
hoy doft ſo Crowne with Gold. This blowes my hart, | 
| If (witt thoveltbreakeitnot: afwitter meane | 
Shall our.frjke thought, but thought will doo, ]I fcele | 
] fight ag,a-wll choc: Nol willgo lecke 
Some Ditch, wherein to dye : the foul'lt beſt firs 
My latte part of lite, E xit. 
eA art Drummes and Trumpets. 
Enter Agrippa. ; 
Aerep Retire, we have engag'd ourfelues too farre: | 
C eſar him{elte ha's worke, and our oppreſſion | 


Excceds what weexpcctce. Exit, | 
« | 
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T, he Trapedie of : wh wer 


| For dcoughty handed are you, and 


.The Honour'd-gaſhes whole, 


| To this great Fajery, Ile commend thy atts, 
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 Alarums, 
Enter Amtbony and Scarru wounded. | 


Scar. O my brave Emperor, this is fought indeed, 
Had we done ſo at firſt, we had drouen them home 
With clow tsabout their heads, Far off, 

Ant, Thou bleed'ſt apace, 

Scar.” I had a wound heere that was likea T, 

But now "tis made an H, ' 
eAm. They do retyre, 
Scar, Wee'l beat 'em into Benck-holes, I hauc yet 

Roome lor hx ſcotches more. 

Enter Eros, 

Eros, They are beaten Sir, and our advantage ſerues 
For a faire victory, 

Scar, Let ys ſcore their backes, | 
And ſnatch 'em vp, as we take Hares behinde, | 
Tis ſport to maul a Runner, 

Ant, | willreward thee 
Once tor thy ſprightly comfort,and ten-fold 
For thy good valour, Come thee on. , 

Scar, Il: halt after, Excunt 


Alarum. Enter Anthony againe in a eAMarch. 


Scarrmn, with others. \ 


Ant. We haue beate him to his Campe : Runneone 
Before,& let the Queen know of our gueſts; to morrow 
Betore the Sun ſhall tee's, wee'l ſpill the blood 
ſhat hs's to day eſcap'd, I thanke you all, 

<9 fought 
Not as you {ern d the Cauſe, bur as't had beene 
Each mans l;ke mine : you haue ſhewne all Heftors, 
Enter the Citty, clip your Wines, your Friends, 
Tell chem your tears, whil'ft they with joyfull teares { 
Wah the congealement from your vw.ounds,and kilſe 


Emer Cleopatra. 
Giue methy hand, 


Make her thankes bleſſe thee. Oh thou day o'th'world, 
Chaine mine arm'd necke, leape thou, Artyre and all 
Through proofe of Harnefſero my heart, and there 
Ride on the pants triumphing., 

Cleo. Loid of Lords, 
Oh infinite Vertue, comm'ſt thou ſiniling from 2 
The worlds great ſnare vncaught, 

Ant, Mine Nightingale, 
We haue beate them to their Beds, 
What Gyrle, though gray 
Do ſomthing mingle with our yonger brown, yet ha we 
A Braine that nouriſhes our Nerues,and can 
Ger gole for gole of youth. Behold this man, 
Commend vnto his Lippes thy ſavouring hand, 
Kiſſe it my Warriour : He hath fought ro day, 
As ifa God in hace of Mankinde, had 
Deſt:oyed in ſuch a ſhape. 

Cles, Ile give thee Friend 
An Armour all of Gold : it was a Kings. 

Ant, He has deferu'd jt,were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phorbus Carre, Give me thy hand, | 
Through Alexandria make a jelly March, | 
Beare our backt Targets, ke the menthat owethem, | 
Had our great Pallace the capacity 
To Campe this hoa(t, we all would ſup together, 
And drinke Carowſes to the next dayes Fate 
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| NE  TET a nas | 7F* Ya RS beſt aduanrage. (Ay wah, | 
Which promiſes Royall perill, Frumperters And hold our be _ _—_ > PISPESS = | 
With brazen dinne blaſt you the Citties eaie, | Bater Anthony qand Scarray, _ | 
Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, hp | Av, Yer diy ceantiont$1 | 
That heauen Pop 24 Gd a EE Where yon'd Pine does (tang, I (hall diſcoucr all, | 
A pplauding our approach, Ile bring thee word ſtraight, how *cis like to go, exu | 
7 " Scar. Swallowes haue builrt | 
Emxter a Centerie,aud his Company , Enolarbuz followes In Cleopatra's Sailes their neſts, The Auguries | | 
RE ha Say,they know nor, they cannot tell, looke grimly, | 
Cent, If we be Ce none pr yy And dare not ſpeake their knowledge. Antbony , | 
We muſt rerurne to'ch * n a ; 1 " I; valiant, anddeieted, and by ſtarts 
Ts ſhiny, ene they ay, AD Td Oe H1s frerted Fortunes giue him hope and feare 
By'th ſecondhoure i'th'Moroe. ' Of what he has, and has not, | 
1 Watch, This latt day was a ſhrew d one to0's, , tw aki 0 
Enob., Oh beate me witneſle nigh. a. A | '* 
«dhe # , | | 
2 What man 18 9 hi {| This fowle Foyptian hath betrayed me: 
x Stand cloſe,an * gp hon bleſſed Moone) My Fleece hath ycelded rothe Foe, and yonder . 
Enob, Be wigneſſe to me {C - yes , cd Moone They cal thes Cops vp, add Crone copether » 
When men reuolted ſhall vpon +": Re: Like Friends long loft. Trple-curn'd Whore, *+is thou 
Beare hatefull memory : poore Enobarbus dic Haſt ſold me t8this Nouice, and my hearc 
Before thy face 3/0 Makes onely Warres onthee. Bid them all flye : 
—_ vgnterd "RE Fi For when I am reueng d vpon my Charme, 
2 Face: riearke Ip 11. Bid them all flye, be gone, 
Enob. Oh Soueraigne Miftris wa pr IE = mg mo Gall Fs. 4h JET 
The poyſonous av 46" night — vpon me, | Feedine, dM act heere, even heme. * 
That Life, a very Rebe wig At wy hear Do we (ſhake hands? All come tothis? The hearts 
May hang no longer on 5g _ Goole That pannelled me at heeles, ro hm I 24ve 
Againſt che flint and hard ne ts ne 4 nt 22 4 Their wiſhes, dodiſ-Candie, welt thei: (weets 
Which bein dried Wen goers, £ h 4 "1 on vloſloming Ceſar : And his Pine 1s barks, 
And finiſh all toule —_— That ouer-top'd them all, Betray'd I am. 
Nobler then wy revolt is In __ Oh this falſe Soule of Egypr!this grave Charwe, 
Forgiue me in thine ke "y {94 4 \W hoſe eye beck's forth wy W:r+,& cal'd them home ; 
But let the world ran _ eg Whoſe Boſome was wy Crownet,my chiefeend, 
| A Maſter leauer, _ _—__ : | Like a right Gypfic, hath ar faft ard looſe 
Oh Anthony : Oh "—_—_ , Begunl'd me, to the very hcart of lofle, | 
| 1 Let's ſpeake CON Lines heſocak W hat Eros,Eros? X 
Cent, Ler's heare him, for the things he ſpeakes , Enter Cleopatra, 
May concerne Ceſ«r. | Ah, thou Spell! Auaunt. 
2 Let's do ſo, but he ſleepes. hos | Clee. Why is my Lord enrag d againft his Loue ? 
cg Swoonds rather, for io bad a Pray . he. Vaniſh, or [ ſhall giue thee thy deſerwng, | 
W as heuer yet for ſleepe. And blemith Caſars Triumph, Let him take thee, 
1 Gowetohim, ke, ſpeake to vs | | And hoiſt thee vp tothe ſhoutng Plebeiar'y, 
: __ wy eds , Follow his Charior, like the greateſt tpot 
de robe erties \e hi Of all thy Sex, Moſt Monſter-like be (hewne 
(ent. The hand of death yy te off For nerf Diminitives, for Dolts, andletr 
j | wn «( 
. ent Olawnia, plough thy vitage v 
Heorke the Drummes demurely wake the ſleepers : Wich her ds ing exit Cleopatra. 
L et vs beare nim to*th'Court of Guard : he is of note : oma FE Oy 
Our houre is fully our. ” It be well to hue. Bur better 'cewere - 
2 Comeon then, he may recouer yet, ML ed op ons ay fints, for cnn tan 
| Miahth vented many.” Eros,hoa ? 
Enter Anthony and en wy =. tire of Veſſm is vpon uh each me 
Ab. Their peepenation is t6 oy by Sen, Alcides, thou mine Anceſtor, thy rage. 
We qe h W I Ler me lodge Licas on the hornes © —— : 
Scar, For both,my ES. es ! wich thoſe hands that graſpe the heavieſt Club, 
Am, 1 would they'd fight 7th'Fire,or _ Ayre, doing = reg” (elf 2h Witch hall die, | 
Wee'ld fight there LOO, Bur chis it is, our Foote Tothe young Roman Boy ſhe hath ſold me,and I fall | 
Vpon the hilles adjoyning to the Cicty | Minden chie plor - She dyes for't, Eros hoa ? exit. 
| Shall tay with ys. Order for Sea1s giuen, | 
They haue pur forth the Haven : | es Ir. Madie. | 
hls mat appointment we may beſt diſcouer, | | Enter Cleopatra,Charmian, 14, | 
Andlooke on their endeyuour, 600107; I Helpe me my women: Ob hee's more mad | 
Enter Cefvr and bis Army Then Te/amon for his Shield, the Boare of Theflaly | 
nter Ce . 
pl - » - p V ( boſk, x 
Ceſ, But being charg'd, we will dell dyL.cnd, ; ng Tot Monument, there locke your {fc | 
Which as I tak't we ſhall, for his beſt force And ſend him word you are dead : | 
| Is forth to Man his Gallies, To the Vales, _ Jhe 
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The Soule and Body tive not mere in parting, \ Marres what it does: yea, very force entangles 
| [ hea greatneſſe going oft. ; It ſelte with Rrengrh : Seale then, and all is done, 
, Cleo. To'th'Monument : | Eros? | come my Queene, Eros? Stay for me, | 
| MM wdian , go el] him | have flaine my feltc : Where Soules do couch on Flowers, wee'l hand in hand, | 
| Say, that the laſt I ſpoke was Anthony, And with our fprightly Port make the Ghoftes gaze: 
| And word it{prythee)pitteouſly, Hence Dardian, Dido, and her /Eneas iball want Troopes, : | 
| And brig ice how he takes my dea h to'th'Monument, And all the haunt be ours, Come Eres, Eros. 
Excunt. Enter Eros. 
4 Futer Anthony, and Eros, Eros, What would my Lord? 
[i | Amt, Eros, thou yer behold'lt me? | Ant. Since Cleopatra dyed, 
| Eros, I Noble Lord, ] haue liu'd in ſuch d1ſhonour, that the Gods 
Anat. Sometime we fee a clowd that's Dragoaith, Dereſt my bateneſſe. 1, that with my Sword, 
A vapour ſometime, like a Beere,or Lyon, Quarter dthe Worlda, and o're greene Neptunes backe 
A coward Cirtadeli, 2 perdantRocke, W it!: Ships, made Cities; condemne my elfe, tolacke 
A forked Mountaine, or blew Promontorie The Couraye of a Woinan, lefſe Noble minde 
Wh Trees vpon't, that nodde vuto the world, [hen ſhe which by her death, our Ceſar telles | 
And mocke our eyes with Avre, I am Conqueror of my felie. Thou art ſworne Eros, 
Thou halt ſeene theſe Signes, | [hat when the exigent ſhould come, wh.ch now 
They are blacke Veſpers Pageants. Is come indeed : When I ſhould ſet behinde me 


Eros, 1 my Lord. þ Ti inevitable proſecution of diſgrace and horror, 
Ant, That which is now a Hottie, cuen with 8 thoght | That oa wy command, thou then would'ſt kill me. 


the Racke Ci{hmes, and makes it indiftinct Do», th&time is come : Thou Arik'ft not me, 
\ As water is 1N* water. "I:s Ce/ar thou defear'ſt. Put colour in thy Cheeke, 
{ Eros, It does my Lord, Eros, The Gods with-hold me, 
Ant, My good Knaue Eyos,now thy Captaine is Shall I do that which all the Parthian Darts, 
\ Ezen ſuch a body: Heere I am Anthony, (Though Enemy) loſt ayme,and could nor, 
Yer cannot hold this viſible ſhape (my Knave) Ant, Eros, 
I made theſe werres for E2ypt, and the Queene, © Would'ft thou be window'd in great Rome, and ſee 
Whoſe heart I thought I had, for ſhehad mine : Ihy Matter thus with pleacht Armes, bending downe 
| Which whil'ftl it was mine, had annext vntoo'c His corrig:blenecke, his face ſubdu'de 
A Million moe, (now loft:) ſhee Lros has To penetrative ſhame; whil'ſt the wheel'd ſeate 
Packr Cards with Czſers, and falſe plaid my Glory Of Fortunate Ceſar dravne before him, branded 
Vnto an Enemies ttiumph, His Bateneſle that enſued. 
Nay, weepe not gentle Eros, there is left vs Eros. | would not lee't, 
Our {clues co end our lclues, Am, Come then: for with a wound ] muſt be cur'd, 
Emter Mardian, Draw that thy honeſt Sword, which thou haſt worne 
Oh thy vilde Lady,ſhe has rob'd me of my Sword. Moft vſefull for thy Country, 
Mar. No Anthony, | Eros, Ot; {1r,pardon me, 
My Miſtris lou'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled Ant, When 1 did make thee free, ſwor't ynot then 
With thine intirely, Todo this when | bad thee? Doit at once, Þ 
Am Hence ſawcy Eunuch peace,ſhe hath betraid me, | Orthy precedent Services are all 
Aud ſhall dye the death, | Bur accidents vapurpos't, Draw, and come. 
Mer. Death of one perſon, can be paide but once, {| Eros, Tuine from me then that Noble countenance, 
And that ſhe ha's dilcharg'd, What thou would'tt do Wherein the worſhip ofthe whole world lyes, 
I« done ynto thy hand : the 12ſt ſhe ſpake Ant, Loe thee, 
Vas Anthony, moſt Noble Anthony. Eros. My {word is drawne, 
Then in the midd' a tearing grone did breake Ant, Then let it do at once 
The name of Anthory : ic was divided The thing why thou haſt draywneir, 
Perweene her heart, and lips: ſbcrendred lite Eros, My deere Matter, - 
Vhy name fo buried in her. My Captaine, and coy Emperor, Let me ſay 
Ant. Dead then ? | Betore | ſtrike this bloody ſtroke, Farwell. 
AMar, Dead, eAnt, *Tis laid man, and farewell. 
Art, Vnarme Erer, the long dayes taske is done, fros, Farewell great Chiefe, Shall 1 irike now ? 
| And we mult flcepe : That thou depart'ft hence ſafe Ant, Now Eves. Killes himſelfe. 
| Docs pay thy labour tichiy : Go, exit Mardian. Eros. Why there then : 
| Of, plucke off, Thus I do eſc2pethe ſorrow of Antnonies death, , 
| The ieuen-{0!4 ſhicld of Atax cannot keepe eAnt, Thrice-Nobler thenmy lelfe, 
The batrery frommy heart, Oh cleave my fides, Thou teacheſt me: Oh valiant Eres, what 
Heart, once be fircnger then thy Continent, I ſhould, and thou coul#?t not, my Queene and Eres 
Cracke thy trailc Cale. Apace Eros, apacec, Have by their brave in{truAion got vpon me 
No more a Soldier : bruifed peeces go, A Noblenefle in Record. Burl will bee 
You hauc bin Nobly borne. From me awhile. exit Eros | A Bride-groome in my death, and run intoo't 
[ will o'ce-take rhee Cleopatra, and Astoa Lovers bed, Comethen, and Eros, 
Weepe for my pardon, Sort muſt be, for now Thy Mafter dies thy Scholler; tro do thus 
All lengehis Torture : fince the Torch is our, T learnt of thee. How,not dead? Nor dead ? 
Lye downe and ſtray no farther. Now all labour The Guard, how? Oh diſpatch me, m 
mer 


er 
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Enter a Guard, 
1.Cuard, What's the noiſe? 
Ant, Thaue done my workeilt Friends : 
Oh make an end of what ! have begun, 
2 The Starre is falne, 
1 Andrime is at his Period, 
Alas,and woe. 
Ant, Lechim thit!oues meNrike me dead. 


I Not f. 
* Norl, 
3 Nerany one, go exctunt 
Dercerus Thy dcath and fortunes bid thy fold! weis Uy 


This ſword bur ſhewn etq Ceſar with thus tydir, 5g 
Shall enter n:e with him, 

Erter Diomedss, 
Din, Where's Anthony ? 

Decre. There Diomed there. 

Dow. Lives he :; wilt thou not anſwer man ? 

Ant. Arcthou there Diamen? 

Drew thy lword, and giuemee, 
Suffrfing drokes fo death. 

Dom. Moſt abſolute Lord : 
My MiNris C/e-pttra fenrme to thee, 

Ant. When did ſkee tend chee? 

Diow. Now my Lord. 

Arth” Where is ſhe? ( feare 

Dimm.Locktin her Monument; ſhe had a Pro pheſy; 0g 
Of _ hach cometo paſſe : for wien the aw 
(Whic :er (hal ll be found) you dd luſpect 
She -2/$ diſpos'd with Ceſar, and that yotrrage 
Would not be purg'd, ſhe ſent you ward ſhe was dead ; 
Bur fearing ſince how it might wotke, hath {enc 
Me to proc aime the truth, and I am come 
I dread, to5 late, 

Anxt.Too late good Diomed: call my Guard I prythee, 
D:2. What hoa: the Emperors Guard, 
The Guard, what hoa 2 Come, your Lord calles, 
Enter 4.or 5. of the Cm wil of eAnthory, 

Ant, Beare me g00d Friends where Cl:opatzaLides, 
'Tis the laft ſervice that? ſhall command you, 

1 Wee,woe cre we fir, you may not live to weare 
All your true Followers out, 

All, Moſt heavy day. 

Ant. Nay g good my Fellowes, do not pleafe ſharp fate 
> x 0 orace it wah Your ſorrow CS. Bid that welc Ime 
Wriich comes to puniſh VS, and we puniſh 4 I: 

Seemino to beare it lightly. Tkeme vp, 
I have | 4 you oft, carry me now goyd Friends, 
And haue my thankes tor all, Ext becrin; 4: thony 


Enter Cleopatra, and her Alaides aloft, with 
Charmian F (74s, 


Cleo, Oh Charmian, I wil! never go from bence, 

Chay. Be comforted deere Madan, 

Cleo. No, I wiltnot: 
All trance and cerrible events are welcome, 
ut comtorts we difptſe; oor fize of Torrow 
Proportion'd to our caule, muſt be as grea 
As that which makes 1t, 

Enter Diomed. 

How now? is he dt2d ? 

Diom His death's vpen him, but not dead, 
L ookes out o'th other ee your Monument, 
His Guard! ave brought him thither. 

Enter Anthony, and the Cuard, 


CO —— —__Q—Y 
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Clo. Oh Suane, 
Burne the grezt Sphere thou mou*ſt in, dark!ing Nan 


The varrying ſhore o'th'world.O Antony, ntony, Anton \ 


Helpe C harm an, be'pe [ras helpe ; help elricnds 
Pe'ow, lec's draw him hither, 


[ Bo Pe ace, 


Not { «firs Valou: hath o'rethrowne Aut theny, 
Burt Anthonie's hath Triumphe oQ it {;lte, 
Cles. So it ſhould be, 
That none but Anthony ſhould conquer 2 eh 
Bur woe 'tis ſo, 
Ant, Tamdying Epypr, dyirs ; ; onely, 
neere importunedearth a. while ie, varill 
Of inany thouſand Kiſſes, the poore laft 
4 lay vpon thy lippes. 
Cleo. I dace not Deere, 
Deere my Lord pardon : I dare noe, 
Leaſt I teraken ztor thiTrmperious ſhew 
Ot the full. Fortin'd Ceſar, euer ſhall 


Your Wife 0: Fauia, with her model} eyecsg 
And fi! | Concluſion, hall acquire no Honour 
De: wuring vpon meg but come, come Ax 1thony, 
Heipe me iny women, we mal! drawthie vp 
Afſhitgood Friends, 

his. On quicke,orT am fone, 
| Cleo, Heer e's ſport indeeds : 


How hezuy weighes my Lord? 

Our firength 15 all gone into heavineſſe, 

That makes the waione, __ 5 vreat [an9's po mY 

The ſtrong wing'd Mercu: ry ſhould ferch thee Vp 

And ſet thee by Toues ſide, Y, et come alittle, 

VViſhers were euer Fooles, Oh come, come, come, 

They heaue danke alofi to ( {eepat —_ 

And welcome, welcome. Dye when thou hafl td, 
ncken with kiflh: 1g; had my I 'ppes that power, 

]ius would 1 weare thegi our, 


| 
| All. A heauy bghr, 


Ant, Tam dying Egypt, dying, 
Cive me fome Wine, and let me !peake a lirrle, 

Cleo. No, let me feake, and let me rayle (© hye, 
That the falſe Huſwile Forture, breake her Whecle, 
Prouok'd by wy offence, 

Ant, One word {{weet Queene) 

Of © eſay feeke your Honour, with your ſafety. Oh, 

Clee. The y do not potogether, 

Ant, Gentile beake: me, 

None about Ceſar truft, but Proculejma. 

Cleo. My Reſolution, and my hands, Ile truſt, 
None about Ceſar, 

Ant. The miſerable change now at my end, 
Lament nor {orrow at ; but plea ſe yor r thoughts 
In feeding them with thoſe my former Fortnnes 
Wherein Tlived, The oceateſt Prince o'th'world, 
The Novleit: and do nownot baſely dye, 

Not Cowardly put oft my Helmet t9 

My Countteymin. A Reman, by a Roman 
Vehantly yvanquith'd. Now ay Spirit is gong, 
| cannc more, 

Cleo, Nobleſt of men, woo'r dye? 
| Hiſt thon no care ot me, tHatl l abide 

In this 6491! world, which in thy abſence 1s 
No better then a Stye? Oh ſer my women: 

{ The Crowneo'thicarth doth melt. My Lord? 
| Oh wither'd is the Garland of the Warre, 


» , P ? 1 
be brooch'd with me, if Krite, D-ug ges, Serpt.nishnee - 
Edpe, ſting, or operation, 1 am fafe; J 
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The Souldiers pole is falne : young Boyes and Gyrlcs The Gods rebuke me, but ic is Tydings hs 
| Are leuell now with men : The acdes is gone, | To waſhthe eyes of Kings, 
And there is nothing lett remarkeable | Dol. And ſtrange itis, , | 
Beneath the viſiting Moone. | That Nature muſt compell ys to lament | 
Char. Oh quierneſle, Lady. | Our moſt perliſted deeds, 
| Jra. She's dead too, our Suueraigne, | Aee.tlis taints and Honours, wag'd equal with bm, 
J Char. Lady, \ Dota. A Rater ſpirit never 
| Ira, Mntim. | Did ſteere humanity : but you Gods will giue ys 
$: Char. ON Madam, Madam, Madan, \ Some faults ro make ys men, Ceſar 18 couch'd, 
i | Ira. Royal Epypt : tmptefle. Merc, When ſuch a ſpacious Mirror's ſet before him, 
| | (her. Peace peace ly a. He needes mult (ce himlelfe. 
I Cleo, No more but in a Woman,and commanded Ceſar, On eAntbery, 
L By ſuch poore paſhon, 23 the Maid that Mikes, F have followed thee to this, but we do launch 
q And doe's the meanelt chuces, It were for me, | Diſeaſes in our Bodies, I cut perforce 
[4 To throw my Scepter at the iniurious Gods, | Have ſhewnetothee ſuch a ceclining day, 
To tell them that this World 410 equall cheyrs, Or looke on thine : we could not ſtall together, 
Till they ©44 fRtolne our Jewell. All's but naught :. In the whole world, Bur yer let me lament 
Patience is {ortiſh, and 1wpaticnce ors W uh teares as Soveraigne as the blood af hearts, 
Become a Dopge that's mad ; Then is it :nne, Thar thou my Brother, my Competitor, 
To ruſh jnco the ſecrechonle of death, In top of all defigne ; wy Matein Empire, 
Ere death Care come to vs. How do you Women? Friend and Companion 1n the front of Warre, | 
} What, what good checre? Why tow now Charms ? The Arme of mine owne Body,and the Hears 
| My Noble Gytles ? Ai Women, women | Looke Where mine his thoughts did kindle; that our Scarres 
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Our Lampe is ſpent, it's on, Good firs, take bi art, | Vnreconciliable, ſhould divide our equalneſſe to this, 
Wee't bury him : And then, what's braue,what's Noble, | Heare me good Friends, 


Let's doo't after the i161) Roman faſhion, | But] will rell you at ſome meeter Seaſon, 
And make death proud totake vs. Come,away, | The bvſineſſe of this man lookes out of him, | 
Thus caſe of that buge Spirit now 15 cold, Wee'l heare im what he ſayes. 
Ah Women, Women ! Come, we have no Friend Enter an eE7yptian. 
But Reſfolutiongand the Dreeteft end, Whence ate you? 
Exeunt, bearvig of Authanies bedy, e/£gyp-. Apoore Egyptian yer, the Queen my miſtris 
Cont'd if%!1, ſhe has her Monumenc 
Enter Ceſar, Aorippa Dollabella, Menas with Of thy intents, dehres, ivftcuction, 
his Comn{ell of Warre, | That ſhe preparedly imay frame her {elfe - 
To'th'way ſhee's forc'd too, 
Ceſar. Go tolim Dolabella, bid him yeeld, Ceſar. Bid her have good heart, 
Being (© fruſtrate, tell him, She ſoone ſhall know of vs, by ſome of ours, 
He mo« kes the pawics that he makes. : How honqurable, and how kincely Wee 
Dol. Ceſar,) (hill. Determine for her.For Ceſar cannot leave to be yngentle 
| / Enter Decretas with the ſword of Anthony, e/Egypt, Sothe Gods preſerve thee, Exit, 
Ceſ. Wherefore is that? And what art thouthat Gar'( Ceſ. Come hither Proculeics, Go and ſay 
Appeare thus to vs? We purpole her no ſhame : giue her what comforts 
Dec, lamcall'd Decretas, Tre quality of her pafſhon ſhall require ; 
Marks Anthony | feru'd, who beft was wortnie Leaſt in her greatneſle, by ſore mortall ftroke 
Peft ro be feru'd : whil'{t he (taod vp,and ſpoke Sne do defeate vs. For ber life in Rome, 
He was my Maſter, and I wore my htc Would be eteraall in our Triumph : Go, 
To {pend ypon his haters. Iithou pleaſe And with your ſpeedieſt bring vs wha ſhe layes, 
To rake me w thee, as | was to him, And how you finde of her, | 
| le be ro Ceſar : it y plc2ieit not, ] yeiid rnee vp my life, Pro. Caſar ] ſhall. Exit Proculeing, 
(eſar. Whatis't thou lay'(t ? | Cef. Gallu,ge youalong : where's Dolabella, to (e- 
Der Ify (Oh C/ar) Anthony is dead. cond Proculeius ? 
Ceſar. The breaking of {o great a thing, ſhould make | All, Dvolabella, 
A greatercracke, The round World Ce/. Let him alone : for T remember now 
Shonld hauc ſhooke Lyons into civ1ll Rreers, How hee's imployd : he ſhall in time be ready, 
And Cirtizens ro their Cennes. The death of e Gibony | Go with me to my Tent, where you ſhall ſee 4 
Is not a ſnole doume, 1 the nanue hav | How hardly I was drawne into this Warre, 
A moiry of the world. | How calme and gentle | proceeded fill 
| * Dec. Heis dead C'eſa, In ail my Writings. Go with me, and ſee 
| Not by a publike winifter of Tultice, W hat 1 can (hew in this, Exemnnt. 
Nor by a tiyred Knife, bur that felfe-hand 
VW hich writ his Honor jon the Aets it did, Enter Cleopatra, Charmias, 14s, and Mardian. ” + 
Hath with the Courage which the heart did lendit, 
| Splirred the heart, I his 1s Lis Sword, | Cleo, My deſolation does begin to make | 
I robb'd his wound of it : behoJd it ſtain'd A better life : Tis paltry ro be Ceſar : 
With his moit Noble blood, Not being Fortune, hee's but Fortunes koaue, 
Ceſ. Looke you ad Friends, | A miniſter of her will: and ic is great 
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T - do that thing that ends all other deeds, 
Which ſhackles accedents, and bolts vp change; 
Which ſleepes, and never pa'lates more the dung, 
IT he beggers Nurle,and Ceſar. 

, _ Proculeits. 

Pro. Ceſar lends greeting tothe Queene of Egypt, 
And bus thee fudy on MA faire Amar WE 
Thou mer1't} to hauc him grant thee, 

Cleo, Whar's thy name ? 

Pys, My name is Procu/e:mn. 

Cleo. Anthony 
Did .e!] nit of you, bad me truſt you, but 
] do not gre2tly care to be decciu'd 
That have oo vſefor truſting, IfyourtMafter 
W ould naue aQueece his begger, you mutt tell him, 
Tha: Maicſty to keepe decorwm, muſty 
No leſſe begge then a Kingdome : Ifhe pleaſe 
To giue me conquer'd Egypt for my Sonne, 

He giues me ſo much of mine owne, as 1 

Will kneele to him with thankes, 

Pro. Beof good cheere: 

Y*are falve into a Princely band, feare nothing, 
Make your ful! reference freely tomy Lord, 
\Who is ſo full of Grace, that it owes over 

On all that neede, Let mereport ro him 

Your ſweet dependacie, and you ſhall tinde 

A Conqueror that will pray in ayde for kiadneſle, 
| Where he for grace is knee!'d too, 

Cleo. Pray you tell him, 

T am his Fortunes Vaſſall, and 1 ſend him 

The Greatneſle be has got, I hourely learne 

A Do@rine of Obedience, and would gladly - 

Looke him iih'Face, p 

Pro. This ile report (deere Lady) 

Have comfort, tor I know your plight is pittied 
Ofhim that caus'd ir. 

Pro, You lee how eafily ſhe may be ſurpriz'd : 
Guard her till Ceſar come, 

Iras, Royall Queene, 

Cbar, Oh Cleopatra, thou art taken Queene, 

Cles, Quicke,quicke,good hands, 

Pro. Hold worthy Lady,hold: 

Doe not your (elfe ſuch wrong, who are in this 
Releeu'd, but nor betraid. 

Cleo, What of death too that rids our dogs of |ar:guiſh 

Pro. Clzepatra, do not abuſe my Mafters bounty, by 
Th'vndoing of your ſelfe ; Ler the World ſee 
His Noblenefle well ated, which your death 
Will never let come forth, 

Cleo, Where art thou Death? 

Come hither come ; Come,come,and take a Queene 
Worth many Babes and Beggers, 

Pro. Oh temperance Lady, 

Cleo, Sir, I will eateno meare, Tle not drinke fr, 
Ifidle t alke will once beneceflar 
[le not ſleepe neither, This mortall houſe Ile ruine, 
Do Ceſar what he can, Know fir, that I 
Will not waite pinnion'd at your Mafters Court, 
Nor once be chaſtic'd with the ſober eye 
Of dull Oltasia. Shall they hoyft me vp, 

And ſhew me to the ſhowting Varlotarie 

Of cenſuring Rome ? Rather a ditch in Egypr. 
Be gentle graue ynto me, rather on Nylus mudde 
Lay me ſtarke-nak'd, and let che water-Flics 
Blow me into abhorring; rather make 

My Countries high pyramides my Gibbet, 


A 
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And hang me vp in Chaines, 
Pro, You do extend 
Theſe thoughts of horror further then you ſhall 
Finde cauſe in Ceſar. 
Enter Dolabella, 
Dol. Proculrims, 


| What thou haſt done, thy Mafter Ceſar knower, 


| 
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And he hath ſent for thee ; for the Queene, 

llerake her to my Guard, 

Pro, So Dolabella, 

It ſhall content me beſt ; Be gentle ro her, 

To Cgfar | will peake, what you ſhall pleaſe, 

It you't imploy me to him, Exit Proculcins 
Cleo, Say, I would dye. x 
Del. Moit Noble Empreſſe, you have heard of me, 
Cleo, I cannot tell. 

Dol. Aſſareily you know me, 

Cleo, No matter (ir, whar I have heard or knowne : 
You laugh when Boyes or Womca cell their Dreames, 
I;'tnot your tricke? 

Del, 1 vnderfiand nog, Madam, 

Cleo. 1 dreampt there was an Emperor eAnchony, 

Oh ſuch another ſleepe, rhat I might ſee 

But ſuch another man. 

Dol. 1fit might pleaſe ye. 

Cleo. His face was as the Heau'ns,and therein fiucke 
A Sunne and Moone, which kept theic courle, & lighted 
The little o'tiVearth, 

Dol, Moſt Soueraigne Creature, 

Cleo. His legges beſtrid che Ocean, his rear'd arme 
Creſted the world : His yoyce was propertied 
As all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends ; 

But when he meanc to quaile,and ſhake the Orbe, 

He was as raching Thunder. For bis Bounty, 

There was no winter in't. An Anthony it was, 

That grew the more by reaping : His delights 

Were Dolphin-like, they (hew'd his backe aboue 

The Element they liu'd in : In his Liuery 

Walk'd Crownes and Crownerts:Realms & Iflands were 

As plates dropt from his pocker, 

Dol. Cleopatra. 

{ lee. Thinke you there was,or might be ſuch a man 
As this 1 dreampt of? 


Dol. Gentle Madam, no, kt 


Cleo, You Lye vp tothe hearing of the Gods : 

But if there be, nor euecr were one ſuch 

It's paſt the fize of dreaming : Nature wants ſtuffe 

To vie ftrange formes with fancie, yert "imagine 

An eAnthony were Natures peece, *gainſt Faacie, 

Condemmirg ſhadowes quite. 

Dol. Heare me, good Madam: | 

Yourlofle 1s as your ſelfe, great zand you beare ir 

As anſwering tothe waight, would I might neuec 

Ore-rake purſu'de ſucceſſe :Bur I do feele 

By the rebound of yours, a greefe that ſuices 

My very heart at roote. 

Cles. Ithanke you fir : 

Know you what Ceſar meanes to do with me ? 
Dol. 1 am loath to tell you what, I-would you knew. 
Cleo, Nay pray youſtr, 

Dol. Though he be Honourable, 
Cleo, Hee'l lerde methen 1n Triumph. 
De!, Madam he will, I know <. Flowriſh. 
Emter Proculeins, Ceſar, Gallus, Adeconas, 
ard athers of bis Traine, 
All. Make way there Ceſar. 
Z L Ce/ a 
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Cf. Which is 1'12 Queens of Egypt. 
Do!. itisthe Emperor Madam: 
{7 Ariſe,you inailnot aattle : 
1 pray you rite, riie ESYPt. 
| Cleo, Sirthe Gods will hane ferhu;, 
' M ; Niatlter znd my | ord ! 1:17 obey, 
|  C#{ar, Takeroyou no hord thoughts 
'Ths Record of what imines vou did vs, 
{ i nough Written 1 Our fleſh, we ſhall remember 
t A5 things but done by chance. 
Cleo. Sole Sir o'ch' World, 
+ | Iconnot proiet mine owne canſe ſo well 
( | Tomnake itcleare, but do confefſe Ihrue 
{Bene laden with like frailties, which before 
| Haue often ſham'd ovr Sex, 
{| Ceſar. Cleopatra know, 
' We will extenuate rather ether inforce : 
; If you apply your felfe to our intents, 
\W hich towards you are molt gentle, you Nall rnade 
| A benefir 1n this change : bur 4t you lecke 
| Tolay on me a Cruelty, by raking TX 
' Anthonies courle, you ſhall bereaue your [cite 
| Ot my good purpoſes, and put your « itgren 
To that deſtruction wich He gyard them from, 
| It thereon you relyc, Nerake my leave, 
'' "Cleo. And may through all the world: tis yours, & we 
| your Scutcheons, anc your fgnes of Conquet ſha! 
| Hang in what place yeu plcale,| Here my good Lord, 
| Ceſar. You ſhall adviſe me jn.all for Cleopatra. 
| 
| 


Cleo, bneeles, 


b 


« 


Cleo. This is the breefe of Money,Plate,& lewets 
I am poſleit of," tis exattly valewed, 
; Not petty things admitted, Where*s Sclencmus ? 
Selew,” Heere Madam, | 
Cleo, Thisis my Treaſurer, let him ſpeake (my Lord) 
| Vpon his perill, chat I have refern'd 
| Tomy lelie nothing, Speakethe truth) Selericrtss 
| See. \Madimy1 had rather fcele my ippes, . 
| Then to my peril ſpeake that which 15 nor. 
Cleo, What have | kepr backe. 
Sel. Enough to purchaſe what you have made known 
({ far. Nay bluſh nor Cl/--parrs, I approue 
'Your Wiſedome in the deede. + 
Cleo, See Ceſar : Oh behold, 
How pompe is followed : Mine will now be yours, 
And inould we ſhift eftates, yours would be nine, 
he ingratitude of this Seleriems, does 
£Eucn make me wilde. Oh Slhaue, of no more truſt 
Then lovethar's hyr'd? What goeſt thou backe, ſhalt 
Go backe I warrant thoe: but Ie earch thine eyes 
Though they had wings. Slzne,Soule-leTe, Villain, Dog, 
O rarely bale ! 
Ceſar. Good Queene, letvs intreat yon. 
Cl:os O Ceſar, what 2 wonddihg ſhame 1s this, 
| T 1a thou vouehſahno heere ro'viter 'ne, 
' Doing the Honour of thy Loxdlinefſe 
' To one lo meeke, thatmme owne Sernant ſhould 
| Paccell the ſuma;* of thy dilgraces, by 
Addiction of Wy F5oy $24 (hood Calar) 
That Tfome I. ##7 trifſes hanerefern'd, 
[mmoment toyes, tninys of \uck Dionitie 
As we grect mode! 16Frienils withall,andſay 
Some Nobtler roken Thove kept apart 
| 'or Liig nt Of .cuia, tonne © 
| Their metrmion, wir F be vfolded 
\\"ith one that I have Greed ©: Thie Gods! it ſmires me 
Beneath che fall 1 have, Prythee go hence, 


| 
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| Ranke of grefſle dyert ſhall we be enclowded, 


| Extemporally will tage vs, and preſent 


Or I ſhall ſkew che Cynders of ty ſpitits 
Through th'Aſhes of my chance : Wer'cthou a man, 
Thou would'it hage'mercy on me. | 

Ceſar, Forbcare Selencus. 
Cleo, Bejt known, that we the greateſt are miſ-thoghr 

For things that others do : and when we fall, 

We anſwer others merits, in our name 

Are therefore to be pittied, 

Caſar, Cleopatra, | 

Not what you haue reſeru'd, nor what acknowledg'd 
Pur we i'th Roll of Conqueſt : ſtill bee't yours, 

Beſtow it at your pleaſure, and belecue 
Ceſari no Merchant, to make prize with you 
Of things that Merchants ſold. Therefore be cheer'd, 
Makenot your thoughts your priſons: No deere Queen, 
For we intend ſo to diſpoſe you, as 
Your ſelfe (hall giue vs counſel! : Feede,and Nleepe : * 

Our care and pitty is ſo much vpon you, 

That we remaine your Friend, and fo adicu, 

Cleo, My Mafter,and my Lord, 

Ceſar. Not {o:; Adied. Flomriſh. 
Exennt Ceſar, and by Traine, 

Cleo, He words me Gytles,he words me, 

That 1 ſhould not be Noble co my ſelfe. 

Burt hearke thee Charmian. 

1.45. Fipiſh good Lady, the bright day is done, 

And we are for the darke. 

Cleo, Hye th eagaine, 
| have ſpoke already, and jt is prouided, : 
Go put it to the haſt. 
Char. Madam, I will, 
Emer Dolabella. 
Dol. Where's the Queene? 
Char, Behold hr. 
Cl:o, Dalabella. 
Dol. Madan, as thereto ( worne,by your command 

(Which my loue makesReligion to obey) 

I tell you this : Ceſar through Syria 

Intends his journey, and within three dayes, 

You,with your Children will he ſend before, 

Make your beſt vie of this, i have perform'd 

Your pleaſy-e, and my promiſe. | 

Cleo, Dolabella, 1 (hail remaine your debter., | 
D3zl. I your Seruant : 
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Adieu goou Queene, I muſt attend on (ſar, Exit | 
Cleo. Farewell, and chankes, , | 
Now /ra, what think'ft thou ? | 


Thou, an Egyptian Puppet ſhall be ſhewne | 
In Rome afwell as ] : MechanickeSlaues 

With greazie Aprons,Rules,and Hammers ſhall | 
Vplift vs to the view, In their thicke breathes, 


And forc'd tadrinke their vapeur. 

Iras. The Gods forbid, 

Cleo. Nay, tis moſt certaine [ras : ſawcie Liftags 
Will catch/at vs like Srrumpets, and ſcald Rimers 
Ballads vs outa Tyne, The quicke Comedians 


——_ 


Our Alexzaqdrian Revels: Anthony 

Shall be brought drunkea forth, and I ſhall ſee 
Some {queaking Cleopatra Boy,my greatneſſe 

| I'ch*poſture of a W hore, a 

Ira, O th: good Gods! 

Cleo, Nay that's certaine, 

Iras. Ile never ſee't? for Tamſure mine Nailes 


| Are ftronger the mine eyes. 


Clos 
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Cleo, Why that's the way to foole their preparation, 

And to conquer their moſt abſurd intents, 
Enter Charmian. 
No wC. barmian. 
Shew me my Women like a Queene : Go fetch 
My beſt Attyres, I am againe for Cid, 
To meerce Aarke Anthony, Siira Iras, VO 
(Now Noble Charmian, wee'l diſpatch indeede,) 
And when thou halt done : his chare, He giue thee leane 
To play till Doomelſday : bring our Crowne, and all, 
A moile within. 
Wheictorc's this noiſe? 
Enter a Guard/mas 

Gard/. Heere 18 arurall Fellow, 
Thar will not be deny'de your Highnefle prelence, 
He brings you Figges. 

Cleo. Let him come in. 
W hat poore an Inſtrument 
May do a Noble deede : he brings me liberty ; 

My Reſolution's plac'd, and | haue nothing 
Of woman in me : Now from head to toote 
I am Marble conſtant : now the fleeting Nooge 
No Planet is of mine. 
Enter Gnard[man ard Clowne, 

Gnuardſ, This is the man, 

Cleo, Anoid,and leauc him, Exit Guaraſman, 
Haſt thou the pretty worme of Nylus there, 

That killes and paines not? 

Clow. Truly I hate him : but I would not be the par- 
tie that ſhould defire you ro rouch him, for his byting 18 
immortall : thoſe that doe dye of it, doc {cldome or ne- 
uer recouere 

Cle, Remember'ſt thou any that haue Cyed on't ? 

Clow, Very many, men and women too, Lheardof 
one of them no longer then yeſterday, a very honeſt wo. 
man, but ſomething giuen to lye, as 3 woman ſhould nor 
do, but in the way of honeſty, how ſhe dyed of the by- 
ting of it, what paine ſhe felt ; Truely, (he makes a vene 


Exit Gutariilmay. 


they ſay, thall never be ſaued by halfe that they do: bur 
this is moſt falliable, the Worme's an odde Worme, 

Cleo. Ger thee hence, tarewell. 

Clew, I wiſh you all ioy of the Worme. 

Cleo. Farewell. 

Clew. You muſt thinke this (looke you,) that the 
Worme will do his kinde, 

(leo. 1,1, farewell. 

Clow, Looke you, the Worme is not to bee truſted, 
but in the keeping of wiſe people : for indeede, there is 
no goodneſſe in the Worme. 

Cleo, Take thou no care, it ſhall be heeded, 


is not worth the feeding, 
{ lee. Will it eate me? 


great harme in their women; for in eucry tenne that they 
make, the diuels marre five. 
Cleo, Well,ger thee gone, farewell. 
Clow. Yes forſooth : I wiſh you ioy o'th'worm. Exit 
Cleo. Giue me my Robe,purt on my Crowne, I haue 
Immortall longings in me, Now no more 
The iuyce of Egypts Grape ſhall moyft this lip. 
Yare, yare, good [ras ; quicke: Me thinkes I heare 


— 


Clow, You muſt not think T am ſo fimple,bur [ know | 
the diuell himſelfe will not eate 8 woman : I know, that | 
a woman is a diſh forthe Gods, if the diue!l drefle her | 
not, But truly,theſe ſame whorſon divels doe the Gods | 


2 = 
«Anthony and (|  leopatra. 


| 
| 
| 
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Anthony call: I ſee him rowſe himielte 

To praiſe my Noble AR, | heare him moc!. 
The lucke of Ceſar, which the Gods giue men 
Toexcuſe their atter wrath, Husband, I come 


| Nowtothar name, my Courage provemy Title, 
| Iambire, and Ayre; my other Elements 


| giue to baſerlite, So,bave you done : 


| Come then, and rake the laſt warmth of my 1 ippes 
- j 


Farewell kinde Charmien, [ras, long farewell, 
Hane ] the Aipicke in my lI1ppes eDoft fall? 
It thou, and Nature can fo gently part, 


' The (ſtroke of deathis as a Loners pinch, 


| 


' 
\ 
i 


W hich bures, and is detir'd , Deoft thou loe ill ? 
[t thus thou vamiſheſt, thou cell'ſt che world, 
itis Not worth leane-caking, 
Char. Diflolue thicke clowd.& Raine, that 1 may ſa) 
The Gods themſelves do weepe, 
Cleo. This proves me baſe; 
If ſhe firſt meere the Curled Anthony, 
Hee | make demand ef her, and ſpead that kiffe 
W hich is my heauen ta haue, Come thou mor:al wrercls, 
With,thy ſharpe teeth this knot intrinſicate, 
Ot life at once vntye : Poore venomous Foole, 
Be angry, and diſpatch. Oh could'ft thou tpeake, 
That Lavght heare thee call great Ceſar Afle, vypolicied, 
Char. Oh Fafterne $:arce. 
Cleo, Peace,peace : 
Doft thou not ſee my Baby at my breaft, 
That fuckes the Nurle aflcepe, 
Char, O breake! O breake! 
Cleo, Ax fweet a5 Balme, 25 loft as Ayre, as gentle, 
Oo Anthony | Vay 1] will cake thee tao. 
Whar ſhould | ttay 
Char.” In this wilde World ? So fare thee well; 
Now boaſt thee Death, ir: thy potic hon lyes 
A Lafſe ynparaleil'd. Downie Windowes cloze, 
Auod golden Phoebus never be beheld 
Ofeyes againe ſo Royall: your Crownes away, 


Dyes, 


good report o'th*worme : bur be that wil beleeue all that | Nlemend 1t,and then play ——— 


Enter the Guard ruſtling in, and Dolabella, 
1.Gnard, White's the Queene? - 
Char, Speake lofily, wake hernot, 
1. Ceſar hath ſent 
Char, Too flow a Meſſenger, . 


1 Approach hoa, 


| 

| 

Oh come apace, diſpatch, I partly feele thee, 
[A 


: 
* 


| 


| 
| 


| 
| 


I's not well : Ceſar's beguild. 
2 There's Dolabeflaſent from Caeſar : call him.” 
1 What worke is heere Charman ? 
Is this well done? 
Char. Itis well done,and fitting for a Princeſſe 


Clew, Very good: giue it nothing I pray you, for it | Deicended of fo many Royall Kings, 


Ah Soulaer, Charmian dyes. 


Enter Dolabella. 


D-!. How goes it heere ? 

2 Guard. All dead. 

Del. Ceſar, thy thoughts 
Touch their effes in this : Thy ſelfe art comming 
ſoſec peiform'd the dreaded Ac which thou 
So fought 'itro hinder. 


Enter C ſar and all by Traine, marching. 


All, A way there, a way for Ceſar, 
Z% 2 
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Ds/. Oh fir, you arc too ſure an Augurer; 
That you did fe:re, 15 done, 
Ceſar. bravett 2t che laſt, 
She Jeuell'd ar our purpoſes, and being Royal! 
Tooke her owne way : the manaer of their deaths, 
| do not ſcetiiom bleede. 
Dol. Who was (aft with tem? 
1.Gnard. A tuple Countryman,that broght hi Figs: 
This was his Baskect, 
| Ceſar. Poylon's nt Gi, 
| 7,Gward Oh ( «ſar - 
This Charmian Ii) but now, fhe Rood and ſpake : 
I found hertrimming vp the Diadein ; 
On ker dead Miliris tremblingly the ttood, 
Arndonthetodaine cropt, 
Ceſar, On Noble weakeneſle : 
If they bad |wallow'd poylon, 'twould appeare 
By externall ſwelling : but ſhe lookes like lieep*, 
As ſhe would catch another Amhony 
in her ſtxovg toyle of Grace. 


-—— x  -—<W—_— - - 


— The Trapedie of Anthannd (pars 


Dol. Heere on her breft, 


| 
| There is a vent of Bloud, and ſomething blowne, 


The like is on ber Arme, 


1.Guard. This is an Aſpickes traile, 


And theſe Figge-leaues haue {lime vpon them, ſacl: 
As th'Aſpicke leaves yponthe Caues of Nyle, 
Ceſar. Moſt probable 


: That 1o ſhe dyed: for her Phyſician tels mee 


She hath puriu'de Concluſions infinite 
Of calie wayes to dye. Take vp her bed, 


| And beare her Women trom the Monument, 


| She ſhall be buried by her eAnrthony, 


No Graue vpon the earth ſhall clipin ir 


| Apayreſo famous ; high events as theſe 


| 


Strike thoſe that make them ; and their Story is 
Nolefle in pitty,thea his Glory which : 
Brought them to be lamented, Our Army ſhall 
In ſolemne ſhew, atrend this Funerall, 

\ And then zo Rome, Come Dotabella, ſee 
High Order, in this great Solmemnity, 


E xeunt omnes 


A 


CYMBELINE. 


nn em ———— 


—— —— — 


Z7 Ou do not mect a tnan but Frownes. 

Y Our dloods no more obey the Heauens 

4. Then our Courtiers : 

BY Scull ieeme, 23 Co's the ings, 

2 Gent, But what's the matter ? 

1. His daughter ,and the heire of's kingdome (whom 
He purpoYgd co his wives lole Yonne, a Widdow 

That late be martied ) hath refert'd her iclte 

Vnto a poore, but worthy Gentleman, She's wedded, 
Her Husband baniſh'd : ſhe 1mpriſon'd, all 

Is outward ſorrow, though 1 thinke the King 

| Be touch'd at very heart, 

2 None but the King? 

1 He that hath loſt ner too : ſo is the Queene, 
That moſt defir'd the Match. Bur not a Courtier, 
Although they weate their faces co the bent 
Otthe Kings lookes, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing they {cowle at. 

2 And why lo? 

1 Hethathathmiſs'd the Princeſle, is a thing 
To9 bad, for bad report: and he that hath her, 
(1 meane, that married her, alackegood man, 
And therefore baniſh'd) is a Creature, ſuch, 
As toſecke through the Regions of the Earth 
For one, his like ; there would be ſomething failing 
In him, that ſhould compare. I do not thinke, 
So faire an Outward, and ſuch flufte Within 
Endowes a man, bur hee. 

2 You ſpeake him farre. 

1 I doextend him(Si) within himfelfe, 
Cruſh him together, rather then vnfold 
His meaſure duly, 

2 What's h1s name, and Birth ? 

1 I cannot delue him to the roote : His Father 
W as call'd Sicilliws, who did 1oyne his Honor 
Againſt the Romanes, with Caſſizulan, 

Burt bad his Titles by Tenantive, waom 

He ſeru'd with Glory,and admir'd Succeſle : 

So gain'd the Sur-addition, Leonats. 

And had (beſides this Gentleman 19 queſtion) 
Two other Sonnes, who inthe Warres o'th'time 


1Dy'de with their Swords in hand. For which,ctheir Father 


Then old, and fond of yſſue, rooke ſuch ſorrow 
That he quit Being ; and his gentle Lady 


| 


»Attus Primus. Scana Prima. 
: 
Enter two Gentiemen, Bigge of this G-ntleman {our Theame ) deceaſt 
As he was bottie, The King he takes the Babe 
r. Gent, To his protection, cals him Poſt humns Leonatse, 


Brcedes him, and inakes him of his Bed-chamber, 


Puts to him all the Learnings that his time 


Could make htm the recewer of, which he tooke 


As we do ayre, falt as*twas minifired, 


And in's Spring, became a Harueſt: Liu'd in Court 
(Which rare it is to do) moſt prais'd, moſt lou'd, 


A lſampleto the yorgett: ro th'\more Mature, 
A glaſſethat feated them: and to the graver, 


A Childe that guided Dotards, To his Mitiris, 


(For whom he now is bawilh'g) her owne price 


Proclaimes how ſhe efteen'd him; and his Vercue 
By her ele&t10 may be truly read, what kind of man he is; 


2 | honor hiweuven out of your report. 


But pray youtell me, is ſhe fole childe co'th King 2 


1 His onely childe; 


Rc had ewo Sonnes (it this be worth your hearing, 
Markeit) the eldeft of thery, at three, yeares old 
I'th*fwathing cloathes, the other from their Nurſery 
Were ftolne, add co thys koure, no ghefle in knowledge 


Which way they went, 
2 How long is this ago? 
1 Some tweaty yeares, 


2 That a Kings Children ſhould be fo conuey'd, 


So (11 ckely guarded, and the learch {oflow 
] hat could not trace them. 
1 Howtoere, 'tis range, 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at: 
Yer is it true Sir. 
2 1 do well beleeue you. 


1 We muſt forbeare. Heere comes the Gentleman, 
| The Queene,and Pringeſic, 


Scena Secunda. 
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Enter the Oucene, Poſthumm, and Imogen. 


On, No,be »fſur'd you (hall not finde me(Daughter) 


After the {lander of moſt Step-Mothers, 

Euill-ey'd vato you. You re my Priſoner, but 

Your Gaoler ſhall ecliuer you the keyes 
CS'L 
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That locke vp your reſtraint, For you Poſthunors, 
$0 ſoone as | can win th'offended King, 
I will be knowac your Aduocate : marry yet 
[he fire ot Rage 15 10 hin, and 'twere good 
| You lean'd vnto his Sentence, with what patience 
Your wiledome may intorme you, 
Poſt. *Pleaie your H:ighnetle,! 
I will from hence to day. 
Os, You know the peril! : 
{ [le fetch aturne about the Garden, pirtying 
The pangs of barr'd AﬀeCtions, though the King 
Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeake rogether. Exit 
Imo. O diffembling Curtehe! How tine this Tyrant 
Can tickle where ſhe wounds? My deere Husband, 
| ſomething eaſe wy Fathers wrath, but nothing 
(Alwayes reſeri\d my holy duty) what 
His rage can 49 on me. You mult be gane, 
And I ſhall heere ab:de che hourely ſhort 
Of angry eyes : not comforted toliue, 
But that there is this [ewell in the worid, 
That I may ſee againe. 
Poft, My Queene, my Miftris } 
O Lady, weepe no more, leaſt ] give caule 
To be ſuſpeRed of more tenderneſie 
{ Then doth become a man, I will remaine 
| The loyall& hu:band, that did ere plight troth, 
My refidence in Rome, at one Floris's, 
Who, to my Father was a Friend, to me 
Knowne bur by Letrer ; thither write (my Queene) 
And with mineeyes, ]le drinke the words you ſend, 
Though Inke be made of Gall, | 
Enter Oneene. 
9s, Be bricte, I pray you: 
If the King come, I ſhall incurre, 1 know not 
How much of his diſpleaſure : yer Ilemoue him 
To walke this way : I never do him wrong, 
Bur be do's buy my inivries, to be Friends + 
Payes deere for my offences. 
| Poſt, Shoulq we betaking leave 
As long aterme as yet we have zo hue, 
| The loathneſſe/to depart, would grow : Aciev, 
Imo, Nay ſtay alittle: 
Were you bur riding forth to ayre your ſelfe, 
Such parting were too petty, Looke heere (Love) 
This ms Ar was my Mothers; rake it {Heart) 
But keepe it ti!) you woo another Wife, : 
When Imogen is dead. 
Poſt. How, how? Another? 
You gentle Gods, giue me bur this I have, . 
And teare vp my embiacements tzom a next, 
With bonds of death. Remaine,remaine thou heere, 
"While ſenſe can keepe it on : And [weeteſt, faireſt, 
As I (my poore lelte) did exchange for you 
To your to infinite lofle z to in our trifles 
! I fil! winne of you. For my lake weatethis, 
 Itis a Manacle of Loue, le place it 
Vpon this {ayreſt Prilaner, 
[ms.: O the Gods ! 
When ſal} we fee 20 2ine ? 
Enier Cymbeſine,ard Lords. 
Poſt, Alacke;the King. 
Cym, T hou batelt thing, avoytl hence, from my {:ght: 
If after this command rhon fraught the Court 
With thy vnwo:thinefle, thou dveſt, Away, 
Thou'rt poylon to my blood, 
Poſt, The Gods proteS vou, 


— 


—_ 


And blefle the good Remainders of the Cour: : 
Iam gone. - 

Imo, There cannocbe apinchin death 
More ſharpe then this is, | 

(5m. O difloyall thing, * 
That ſhould'ſt repayre my youth, thou heap'i 
A yeares age on nee, 

Ims, I beſeech youSir,' 
| Harme not your ſelfe with your yexation, 
| Iam ſenſelefſe of your Wrath ; a Touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs,all feares. 

Cyz, Paſt Grace ? Obedience? 

Imo, Paſt hope,and in diſpaire,that way paft Grace, 
| Cym, That mightſt have had 
The ſole Sonne of my Queene. 

mo. O blefled, that] might not: 1 choſe an Eagle, 
And d:d auoyd aPuttocke. 

Cym. Thou took'ſt a Begger,would't haue made my 
Throne, a Seate for baſeneſle. 

Imo, No, I rather added a luftreto it, 

Cym, Othou vilde one ! 

Imo, ir, 
Itis your fault that T haue Jou'd Poſthnmm : 
You bred him as my Play-tellow, and he is 
| A man, worth any woman : Ouer-buyes mce 


: 


Almoſt the ſumme he payes. 


\ 


| 


Cym. What? art thoumad ? 
Imo. Almoſt Sir : Heauen reſtore m* : would I were 
| A Neat-heards Daughter, and my Leonatas 
Our Neighbour-Shepheards Sonne, | 
| Enter ©ucene, 
Cym, Thou fooliſh thing ; 
They were againe together : you have done 
Not after our command. Away with her, 
And penher vp. ' 
Ln, Beleech your patience : Peace 
Deere Lady daughter, peace, Sweet Soueraigne, 
Leaue vs to our (cues, and make your {elf ſome comfort 
Qur of your beſt aduice. 
Cym, Nay lether languiſh 
A drop of blood a day, and being aged 
Dye of this Folly. 


_ 


Exit, 

Emer Piſanio. 

Ou, Fye, you muſt give way : 

Heere 1s your Seruant, How now Sir? What newes ? 
Piſa. My Lord your Sonne, drew on wy Maſter, 
Qs, Hah? 

No harme I truſt is done? 

Piſa. There might have beene, 

Bur that my Maſter rather plaid, then fought, 

And had no helpe of Anger : they were parted 

By Gentlemen, at hand. 

Le. Iam very glad on't. | | 
Imo, Your Son's my Fathets friend, he takes his part 

To draw vpon an Exile, O brave Sir, 

] would they were in Aﬀricke both rogether, 

My ſeife by with a Needle, that | mighe pricke 

The goer backe, Why came you from your Maſter ? 
Piſa. On his command : he wouldnot ſuffer mee 

| To bring him tothe Haven: left theſe Notes 

Of what commands I ſhould be ſubic& roo, 

When't pleas'd you to employ me. 
9s, This hath bens = 

Your taithfull Seruant ; I dare lay mine Honour 

| He will remaine ſo, 


— 


Piſe. 1 humbly thanke your Highneſle. 


Exit. 
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The Tragedy of Gmbeline. 


Qs, Pray walkea-while, / +{- 1 

Imo. About ſome hal fehoure hence, 
Pray you {peake with me; 
You ſhall(at l:a(t)go ſee my Lord ab occe. 


For this cine leaue we. Exennt, 


- — ——_—_ — ——  — - — 


Scena T ertia. 


—_—_ 


Enter Clotten and twa Lords, 
1. Sir, | weuld aduite you to ſhift a Shirt ;' the Vioe 
lence of Action hath made you reck as a Sacnfice: where 
ayre comes out, ayre comes in: There's none abread to 
wholeſome as that you vent. 
(lot, If wy Shirt were bloody, then to Hitt ic) 
Haue 1hurc him? 
2 No faith : not ſo much as his patience, 
1 Hurthim 7 His bodie's a paſſable Carkafſeit he bee 
not hurt. It is athrough-fare for Steele it ir be not hurt. 
2 His Steele was 1n debt, it weat o'th*Backe-fide the 
Towne, 
Clat, The Villaine would nor Rand we. 
2 No, but he fled forward f1!}, coward your face, 
x Strand you ? you have Land enough of your owne: 
| But he added to your having, g2ue you {ome ground, 
2 A3 many Inches;as you have Oceans(Puppies.) 
| Clat. I would they had not come berweene vs. 
2 So would |, till you had meaſar'd how longa Foole 
you were vpon the ground, 
Clet, And that ſhee ſhould love this Fellow, and re- 
fuſe mee. 
2 If it bea fin to make a true eletion,'ſhe is damn'd. 
x Sir,as I told you alwayes : her Beauty & her Braine 
gonot together, Shee's a good figne, but I have ſeene 
{mall refle&ion of her wit. 
2 She ſhines not ypon Fooles, leaſt che refletion 
Shou!d hurt her, 
Clot. Come, Ile ro my Chamber : would there had 
beene ſome hurt done. 
2 I wiibnot ſo, vnleſſe it had bin the, fall of an Aﬀſſe, 
which is no great hurt. 
Clot, You'l go with vs? 
1 le attend your Lordſhip, 
Clt. Nay come, let's go together, 
2 Well my Lord, 


"OR 


E£xeunt. 
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| E-ter Imogen,and Piſanio. 
Imo,1 would thou grew'tt vato the ſhores o'th'Hauen, 

And queſtioned'ſt euery Saile: if he thould write, 
And I not have is, *twere a Paper loſt 
As offer'd mercy is : What was the laſt 
Thar he ſpake ro thee? 

Pifa, Ic was his _ his Queene. 

Imo, Then wau'd hs Handkerchicte? 

Piſa. And kift it, Madaw. 

Imo. Senſelefſe Linnen,bappier therein hen |: 
And chat was all? 
| Piſa. No Madam: for ſo long 


am 


4 
— —— 


— 


_—_— 


l—_— 


| 
| 


As he could make me with his eye, or eare, 
Diftinguiſh him from orhers, he did keepe 
The Decke, with Gloue, or Har,or Handkerchife, 

Still waving, as the ficz and ſtirres of's mind | 
Could beſt expreſſe how {low his Soule ſayl'd on,; | 
How ſwift bis Ship, | 

[me. Thou ſhould'ſt hwe made him | 
As little as a Crow, or lefle, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Piſa, Madam, lo 1 did. 

Imo, 1 would haue broke mine eye-ftrings; 
Crack'd them,burt to looke vpon him, till the diminution 
Of ſpace, had pointed him ſharpe as my Needle ; 

Nay, followed him, tijl he had melted trom 
The {malneſſe of a Gnart, ro ayre : and then 
Have rurn'd mine eye,and wepr, But good Piſanis, 
When (hall we heare from him, 
Piſa. Be aflur'd Madam, 
Wirh his nexc vanrage, 

Ims. | didnot take my leaue of him, but had | 
Moft pretty things to ſay : Ere I could cell him 
How | would thinke on bi at certaine houres, 

Such thoughts, and ſuch : Or I could makehim ſweare, 
The Shers of Italy ſhould not betray | 
Mine Inzereſt, and his Honour : or have charg'd him 
Atthe fixt houre of Morne, at Noone, at Midnight, 
Tencounter me with Orifons, for then 
Tam in Heauen for him: Orc erel could, 28 
Giue him that parting kifſe, which I had ſer 
Betwixt rwo charming words, comes in my Father, 
And hke the Tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buddes from growing, 

Enter a Lady. 

La. The Queene (Madam) 

Deſires your Highnefle Company. 

Imo. Thoſe things I bid you do,'get them difpatch'd, 
I will attend the Queene, 

Piſa, Madam,l1 ſhall, Exennr, 


4 


| > — ————_— —— — _—_— 
— -— — 


— — 


/ 
Scena Quinta. 
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Enter Plulario, Tachimo : a Frenchman,a Dutch « 
m4an,and 4 Spaniard. 

lach, Belecue it Sir, I have feene him in Britaine; hee 
was then of a Crefſent norte, expeed to prove {0 woor- 
thy, as fince he hath beene allowed thename of , But 
could then hane look'd on him, without the help of Ad- 
m:ration, though the Catalogue of his endowments had 
bin tabled by his fide, and ] to peruſe him by Jrems, 

Phil, You ſpeake of him when ke was leffe furniſh'd, 
then now heeis, with that which makes him both with- 
out, 2nd within, 

French, ] hane ſeene him in France : wee had very ma. 
ny there, could behold the Sunne, with asfirme eyes as 
hee. 

lach. This matrer of marrying his Kings Daughter, 
wherein he mult be weighed rather by her valew, chen 
hisowne, words him (I doubt nor) great deale from che! 
matter, 

French, Andihen his baniſhment, * * 

ach, 1, ard the approbarion of thoſe that weepe this 
lamentable divorce vnder her coloars, are wonderfully! 

to! 
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without lefle quality. Bur how comes jtyhe is to foiourre 
wich you? How creepes acquaintance *? 

Phil. His Father and 1 were Souldiers together, to 
whom I haue bin often bound for no lefſe then my life, 
Enter Poſt humus, 

Heere comes the Brizaine, Lec him beſo entertained a- 


mong [{t you,as ſuites with Gentlemen of your knowing, 
tO a Stranger of his quality, ] beſeech you all be better 
knowrneto this Gentleman, whom I commend to you, 
as a Noble Friend of mine. How Worthy heis, 1 will 
leaue to appeare hercatter, rather then ſtory him 11 his 
owne hearing, 

French, Sir, we have knowne togither in Orleance. 

Poſt.Since when, I haue bin debtor to you for courte- 
hes, which I will becuer ropay,and yet pay till. 

French, Sir,you 0're-rate my poore kindneſſe,] was 
glad I did artone my Countryman 2nd you:it had beene 
pirty you ſhould have beene put cogether, with ſo mor- 
tall apurpoſe,as then each bore, ypon 1mporrance of ſo 
ſlight and trivial a nature, 

Po#t, By your pardon Sir, i was then a young, Traucl- 
ler, rather ſhun'd ro gocuen with what | heard, then in 
my euery action to be guided by others experiences: but 
ypon my mended judgetnent (1t ] offend ro fay it 15 men- 

ded) my Quarrell was not altogether ſlight. 
| French, Faith yes, to be put to the arbiterment of 
Swords, and by ſuch two,that would by all likelyhood 
haue confounded one the other,or haue falone both. 

Tach, Can we with manners, aske what was the dif- 
ference ? , 

French, Safely, 1 rainke, 'twas a contention in pub- 
licke, which may {without contradiction) ſuffer the re« 
port, It was much hkean argument that fell our laſt 
might, where each of v3 fell in praiſe of our Countrys 
Miftrefſes. This Geatleman,ar that time vouching (and 
ypon warrant of bloody affirmation) his to be more 


lefſe attemptible then any, the rareſt of our Ladies in 
Fraunce, 

ach. That Lady isnot now liuing; or this Gentle- 
mans opinion by this, worne our, 

Poft. She hols her Vercue Rill,and Imy mind. 

ach, You mutt not lo farre preterre her, 'fore ours of 


tIraly, 
| Peſth. Being ſofarre provok'd 8s I was inFrance:] 


would abate her nothing,though I proteſſe my ſelfe her 
Adorer,not her Friend, 

lach, As faire, and as good: a kind of handin hand 
compariſon, had beene ſomething too faire, and too 
good for any Lady in Britanie; if (he went before others. 
| haue ſeene as that Diamond of yours our-Jufters mavy 


TThave beheld, I couldnot beleeue ſhe excelled many : 


bur 1 haue not {eene che moſt pretious Diamond thar is, 
nor you the Lady, 

Poſt, I prais'd her,as T rated her : ſo doI my Stohe. 

[ach. What do you eltecme jr at? 

Poſt, More thea the world enioyes. 

lach, Either your vnparagon'd Miſtirs 1s dead, or 
ſhe's out-priz'd by a triftc. 

Poſt, You are miſtaken; the one may be ſolde or gi- 
ven,or if there were wealth enough for the purchaſes,or 
merite for the guitt, The other is not athing for ſale, 
and onely the guitr of the Gods, 

Iach. Which thr. Gods haue giuen you ? 


- _—— <> ——- — — —_—— 
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LO barend him.be ;e but ns fortifie her 1udgement, which | 
eilc an Eaſie battery might lay far, for raking a Begger 
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Ems, W1iſe, Chaſte, Conttant, Qualified, and | 


———— 


Poſt. Which by their Graces Twill keepe. 
Hach. You may weare her in tule yours : but you 
know firange Fowle light vpen neighbouring Ponds. 
Your Ring may be ſtolne roo,1o your brace of yuprizea- 
ble Eftimations, the one is but fraile, and the other Calu- 
all;, A cunning Thiefe, or a (that way) accompliſh d 

Courtier, would hazzard the winning both of firſt and | 
laſt. 

Poſt. Your Italy ,comaines none ſo accompliſh'd a 
Courier toconvince the Honour of my:Miflris ; if in rhe 
holding or loſſe of that, you terme her fraile, I do no- 
thing doubt you haue ſtore of Theeues,notwichſtanding 
I tearenot my Ring, 

Phil. Let vs leaue heere,Gentlemen ? 

Poſt. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy Signior ] 
thanke him, makes no ſtranger of me, we are familiar at 
firſt, 

tach. With five times ſo much converſation,] ſhould 
get ground of your faire Miſitis; make her go backe,e- 


uen to the yeilding, had 1 admitrance, and opportunitie 
to friend, 


Poft. Nono, 

lach. | dare thereupon pawne the moytie of my E- 
ſtate, to your Ring, which in my opinion o'rc-values it 
fomething : bur I make my wager rather againſt your 
Confidence,chen her Reputation, And to barre your of- 
tence heerein to, I durſt attempt it againſt any Lady in 
the world, . 

Peſt, You are a great deale abuz'd in too bold aper- 
ſ{waſion,and 1 doubt not you ſuſtaine what y'are wortby 
of,by your Attempt. 

Jach, What's that ? | 

Pefth. ARepulle though your Attempr ( as you call 
;r)deſcrue more;a puniſhment too, 
»; Phi. Gentlemen enough oft this, it came in too fo- 
dainely,ler it dye as it was borne, and 1 pray you be bet- 
ter acquainted, | 

lach. Wovld I had put my Ftate,and my Neighbors 
on th'approbation of what I have ipoke, 

Poſt. What Lady would you chulſe to affaile ? 

lach. Yours, whom in conflancie you thinke ſtands 
ſo ſafe, I will lay youten thouſands Duckets to your 
Ring, that commend me to the Court where your La. 
dy is, with no more aduantage then the opportunitie of a 
ſecond conference, and 1] will bring from thence, that 
Honor of hers, which youimagine ſo reſeru'd, 

Pofthmus, 1 will wage againſt your Gold, Goldto 
it: My Riog I holde deere as my finger, 'tis part of 
It, 

lach. You are a Friend, and there in the wiſer : if you 
buy Ladies fleſh ata Millop a Dram, you cannot pre- | 
ſecure it from tainting; bur I ſee you haue ſome Religion 
in you,that you feare, 

Poſthw. This is but a cuſtome inyour tongue : you 
beare 8 grauer purpoſe | hope, 

lach. 1am the Maſter of my ſpeeches,and would yn- 
der-go what's ſpoken,l[ ſweare. 

Poſtha.. Will you ? I ſhall but lend wy Diamond ill 
your returne : let there be Couenants drawne between's. 
My Miftris exceedes in goodnefſe,the hugeneſſe of your 
vnworthy thinking, I dare you to this match: heere's my 
Ring. 

Phil. 1 will have it no lay. 

ach. By the Gods it is one : if Ibring youno ſufh- 
cient reftimony that 1 haue enioy'd the deereſt bodily 
part of your Miſtris:my ren thoutsnd Duckers are yours, 

fo 
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ſo is your Diamond too : if I come off, and leaue her in 
ſuch honour as you have truſt in ; Shee your lewell, this 
your lewell, and my Gold are yours: provided, I hauc 
your commendation, for rny more tree entertainment. 
Poſt. 1 embrace theſe Conditions,lcr vs have Articles 
bertwixr vs : onely thus farre you ſhall anſwere, if you 
make your voyaoe ypon her, and giue me Cirectly ro vn- 
derſtand, you have preuay!'a, | amno further your Enc- 


my, ſhee 1s not worth our debate, If ſheeremaine vnle- 
duc'd, you not making it appcare other wite : for your ill | 


(hall anſwer me wich your Sword, 
Iach Yeur hand, « Coucnant : wee will havertheſe 
things ſct downe by |2wtoull Connt: 1, and {trazohe awsy | 


ſteruc : I will ferch my Gold, and have our two Wagers | 
recorded. | 

Poſt. Agreed. 

French, Will this hold, thinke you. 

Pail, Signior [achimo will not trom 3t. 


opinion,and th'atlavltyou haue mede ro her chattity,you | 
| 
I 
| 


for Britaine, leaf the Baroaine hould carch colde, and | 


— —— 


Now Matter Doctor, have you brought chote drugges? 
Cor.Plcateth your Highnes, | ; here they are, Madam: 

But I beſcech your Grace, without oftznce 

(My Conſcience bids me aske) wheretore you have 


Praylet vs follow'em, E xernt 
Scena Sexta. _ 
VR WENN <IMG 
Emer Qucene,Ladies,and Cornelia, 
Qs, Whiles yetthe dewe's on ground, 
Gather thoſe Flowers, 
Make haſte. Who ha's the note of them ? 
Lady. I Madam. 
14:en, Diſpatch, Exit Ladiet, 


Commanded of me theſe moſt poyſonous Compounds, 
Which ate the moouers of a languiſhing death ; 
But though ſlow, deadly. 
Qs. 1 wonder, Doctor, 
Thou ask't me fuch a Queſtion: Hauc I not bene 
Thy Pupill long? Haſt thou not learn'd ms how 
To make Perfumes? Diftil!? Preſerve? Yeaſo, 
That our great King himlſelfe doth woo me oft | 
For my Contections ? Having thus farre proceeded, 
(Vnleſſe rhou think'ft me divell:iſh) is'c not meete 
That I did amplifie my wdgement in 


A— 


Other Conclufhons ? I will try the forces 
Of theſe thy Compounds, on ſuch Creatures 2s 
We count not worth the hanging (but none humane) 
Totry the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments totheir Act, and by them gather 
Their ſeuerall vertves, and eftes. 

Cor, Your Highneſſe 
Shall trom this practife, bur make hard your heart: 
Beſides, the lecrng thele effets will be 
Both noyſome, and infeCtious, 

Qs. Ocontent thee, 


Enter Piſanio. 
Heere comes a flattening Raſcall, ypon him 
Will 1 krft worke :; Hee's for his Maſter, 
And caemy to my Sonne, How now Piſanio? 
Doctor, your termnce for this cime is ended, 
Take your owne way. 
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And euery day that Comes, comes to decay 


Cor, 1 do \uſpe& you, Madam, | 
Bur you ſhall dons harme. , | 
Vs. Hearke thee, a word, | 
Cor, 1 do not like her, Sbe doth thinke ſhe ha's 1 
Strange ling'ring poylons: I do know hee {pirir, 
And will not trutt one of ber malice. wich 
A drugge of fuch dama'd Nature. Thoſe ſhe ha's, 
\V ill ftuptfie and dull the Senſe a-whiile, 
Which uſt (perchance;) ſhee'l prouc on Carts and Dogs, | 
Then atcerward vp h1gi4er : but there js 
No danger 16 what ſhew of geath it makes, 
More then the locking vp the Spirits a tine, 
To be more freih, reutuing. She 1s fool d 
With a mol talle efte&t: ang I, the truer, 
So tobe. talſe with her. 
©us, No turther feruice, Door, 
VYaull Lend tor thee, 
Cor, 1 humbly t2ke my leave, F vit. 
Qu, \Weepes (he ({:11(farft chow?) 
Doit thou chinke in time 
She will nor quench, and let inflructions enter 
Where Folly now poſiclies? Do thou worke : 
When chou ſhalt bring me word ſhe loues my Sonne, 
lle tell thee on the inflaat, thou art then 
As great as$ is thy Maſter : Greater, for 
His Fortunes all !ye ipcechlefle, and bis name 
Is at laſt gaspe. Recurne he cannot, nor 
Continue where he 1s ; To ſhilc his being, 
Is te exchange one miſery with another, 


A dayes worke in tifm. W bar Ghalc chow expect 
To be depender on a thing that leanes ? 

Woo cannot be new builc, nor ha's no Friends 

So much, as but to prop him? Thou tak'ſt yp 

Thou know'it not what ; But take it for thy labour, 
Itisa thing I made, which bath che King 

Frue times redeem'd from dearh, I donot know 
What 15 more Cordiall, Nay, I prythee take it, 

Ic is an earnelt of a farther good 

That I mcane ro thee. Tell chy Miſtris how 

The cale (tands with her ; doo'r, as from thy f(elfe; 
Thinke what a chance thou changeſt on, but thinke 
Thou haſt thy Miftris fill, te boote,my Sonne, 
Who ſhall rake notice of thee. FHle move the King 
To any ſhape of thy Preferment, ſuch | 
As thou'lt deſire : and then my {clfe, I cheelely, : | 
That fer thee on to this deferr, am bound 

Toloade thy merit richly. Call my women, Exit: Piſa. 
Thinke on my words, A (lye, and conſtant knaye, 

Not to beſhak'd : the Agent for his Maſter, 

Andthe Remembrancer of her, to hold 

The hand-faft co her Lord, 1 haue given bim thar, 
Which if he take, ſhall quite vopeople her 

Of Leidpers for her Sweere : and which, ſhe after 
Except ſhe bend her humor, ſhall be afſuc'd 

To ta(te of too. 


- 


Enter Piſaxio,and Ladies. 


$So,fo :; Well done, well done: 

The Violets, Cowſlippes, and the Prime-Roſes 

Beare to my Cloſlet : Fare thee well, Piſamo. 

Thinke on my words, Exit 2. and Ladies | 
Piſa. And ſhall do : 

Bur when tomy good Lord, T prove yntrve, | 


Ie choake my (elte ; chere's all He do for you, E xit .\ 
SCenal 
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Scena Septima. 


Enter [moren alone, d 
Ims. A Father cruci},and a Stepdame falle, | 
A Fooliſh Suicror to a Wedded: Lady, - 


That hath her Husband banit}'d ; O,cthat Husbanrd, 
My ſuprzame Crowne of grietc,and thole repexted 
| Vexations of it. Had I bin Thecte-ftolne, 

As my two Brothers, happy : but molt miſerable 
Is the deſires that's glorious. Blefied be thoſe 
How mecane {o cic,that have their honeſt wills, 
Which ſeaſons comtort, Who may this be: Fye. 


E nt er Piſa: 10,anud [achimo, 


Piſa. Madam;a Neble Gentleman of Rome. 
Comes from my Lord with Letters, 
Iach, Change you, Madan : 
The Worthy Leonatns 15 in lafery, 
And greetes your |{ighnefle deerely. 
| JImo. Thanks goodSir, 
| Youre kindly welcome, 
lach, All of her,thac is our of doore, molt rich : 
If ſhe be furniſh'd with a mind forare 
She is alone tir Arabizin-Bird; and I 
Hauec loſt the wager. Boldnefle be my Friend : 
Arme me Audacitie trom head to foaxe, 
Orlike the Parthian 1 ſhall flying fighr, 
Rather directly fly, 
Imogen reads. 
He ts one of the J\oble(t note to whoſe kindneſſes I am moſt in- 
finitely tied, Reftett pan him accordingly, as you value your 
truſt. | Leonatus, 
So farre I reade aloud, 
But eucn the very middle of my hearr 
Is warm'd by*tli're{t,andrake nt thanketully. 
You are as welcome(worthy Sir) as I 
Haue words to bid you, and ſhall tinde it fo 
In all that I can do. 
lach. Thankes faireſt Lady: 
What are men mad? Hath Nature given them eyes 
To ice this vaylced Arch,and the rich Crop 
Ot Sea and Land,w\ich can diſtioguiſh*ewixr 
The firic Orbes aboue, and the ewinn'd Stones 
Vpon thenumber'd Beach,and can wenot 
Particion make with Spetalcs fo pretious 
Twixt laire,and foule 2 
Imo. Whar mnkes your admiration ? 
1:ch, Tt cannot be 1'cY'eye : for Apes, and Monkeys 
{"T wixt two fuch She's, wonld chatter this way,and 
! Conremne with mowes the other, Nori'th'iudgment : 
| For Idiots in this cafe of favour, would 
| Be wilely cetmit : Nor i'th' Appetite. 
| Slurtery to ſuch neare Excellence,oppos'd 
| Shovld make defrre yormit emprinecſie, 
Not to allur d to feed, 
Imo. \W hat is the matter trow ? 
| TIach. The Cloyed will : 
That fatiate yer vnſarisfh'd defireg that Tub 
Both fill'd and running : Ravcning firſt the Lambe, 
Longs after for the Garbage. 
mo. \Vhat, deere Sir, 
| Thus rap's you? Are you well? 


? 
: 
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lach, Thanks Madem well ; Beſcech you Sir, 
Deſire my Man's abode, where 1 did leaue him: 
He's ſtrange and peevuiſh, 
Piſa. 1 was going Sir, 
To give bim welcome. 
Imo. Continues well my Lord? 
His health beſeech you ? 
lach, Well, Madam, 
Imo, Is he diſpos'd to mirth ? T hope he is, 
lach. Exceeding pleaſant : none a firanger there, 
So merry,and ſo gameſome: he is call'd | 
The Britaine Reueller. 
Imo. When he was heere 
He did incline ro ſadneſſe,and oft times 
Not knowiug why. 
Jach, 1 never ſaw him ſad. 
There is a Frenchman his Companion, one 
An eminent Monſieur, thatit ſeemes rauch loues 
A Gallian-Girle at home, He furnaces 
The thicke fighes from him;whiles the iolly Briraine, 
(Your Lord | meane)laughes from's free lungs :cries oh, 
Can my hides hold,to think that man who knowes 
By Hi ſtory, Report,or his owne proofe 


What woman is,yea what ſhe cannot chooſe , 


| But muſt be:will's free houres languiſh: 


For aflured bonaage ? 
Ims. Will my Lord ſay ſo? 
lach. 1 Madam,with his eyes inflggd. with laughter, 
It is a Recreation to be by | 
And heare him mocke the Frenchman : 
Bur Heauen's know ſome men are muchtoo blame. 
Imo, Nothe 1 hope, 
lach. Not he ; 
But yet Heauen's bounty towards him, might 
Be vs'd more thankfully. In himfelfe 'tis mach; 
in you which | account his beyon4 all Talents, 
WW h1l'tI am bound to wonder, | am bound 


| To pitty too, 


Imo. \Whar do you pitty Sir? 
lach, T wo Creatures heartyly, 
Imos. Aml1 one Sir? 
You looke on me : what wrack diſcerne you in me 
Defſei ues your party ? | 
lach. Lamentable : what 
To hide me trom the radiant Sun, andſolace 
I'th'Dungeon by a S1fte., 
Imo, I pray your, 


| Deliver with more openneſſe your an{weres 


To my demands. Why do you pirty me ? 
lach. That others do, 
(I was about co ſay)enioy your —bur 
|tis an office of the Gods to venge it, 
Not mine to ſpeake on't. 
Imo. You do ſfeeme to know 
Something of me, or what concernes me; pray you 
Since doubting things goill, often hurrs more 
Then to be ſure they do. For Certainties 
Either are paſi remedies; or timely knowing, 
The remedy then borne, Diicouer ro me 
What both you {pur and op, 
lach Had | this cheeke 
To bathe my lips ypon :chis hand, whoſe rouch, 
( Nhoſe every touch)would force the Feclers ſoule 
To'th'oath of loyalty, This ob.e&,which 
Takes priſoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fiering it onely heere, ſhould I (damn'd then) . 
y12116ek 
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T hat mount the Capitoll : Ioyne gripes, with hands 
Made hard with hourely falſhood (falſhood as 
With labour:) then by peeping in an eye 
Baſe and illuſtr1o0s as che ſmoakie light 
That's fed with ſtinking Tallow : it were fit 
Thar all che plagues of Hell ſhould ar one time ©" 
Encounter ſuch revolec, 

Imo, My Lord, ! fears 
Has forgot Brittaine., 

Tach. And himfecife, nor 1 
Inclin'd to this intelfigence, pronagunte 
The Beggery of his change : bir tis your Graces 
That from my muteſt Conſcience, ty my tongue, 
Charmes this report ont, 

Imo, Let me heare no more, s 

Lach. O deerelt Soule : your Cauſe doth fAirike my hart 
With pity, that doth make me ficke, A Lady 
So fair, and faſten'd to an Emperie 
Would make the great'ſt King double, ro be partner'd 
With Tomboyes hy, with thar ſelfe exhidicion 
Which your owne Coffers yeeld: with dileas'd ventures 
That play with all Infirmities for Gold, 
Which rottennelle can lend Nature, Such boyl'd ſtuffe 
As well might poyſon Poyſon, Bereueng'd, 
Or ſhe that bore you,was uo Queene,aud you 
Recoyle from your great Stocke. 

Imo, Reveng'd: | 
How ſhould 1 be reaeng'd? Ifchis berrue, 
(As I haue ſuch a Hearr, that both mine cares 
Muſt not in hafte abuſe if it berrue, 
How ſhould 1 be reveng'd ? 

'Tach. Should hemake me 
Liue like Diana's Pricft, betwixt cold ſheets, 
Whiles ne is yaulting variable Ratmpes 
In your de{pighr, ypon your purſe: revenge it, 
I dedicate my {elf&to yaur ſweet pleaſure, 
More Noble then that runnagatero your bed, 
And will continue faft to your AﬀeRtion, 
Still cloſe, as ſure, 

imo. What hoa, Piſanio ? | 

Jach, Let me my ſeruice tender on your lippes. 

Imo, Away, | do condemne mine eares,that haue 


So long attended thee. Ifthou wert Honourable * 


Thou would'fhave told this tale for Vertue, nor 
For ſuch an end thou ſeck't, as baſe,as range : 
Thou wrong'lt a Gentleman, who is as farte 
From thy report, as thou from Honot: and 
Solicites heere a Lady, that diſdaines 

Thee, and the Divell alike, What hoa, Piſanio ? 


{The King my Father ſhall be made acquainted 


Of chy Aſſault; if he ſhall thinke ir fir, 

A ſawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart 

Avsin a Romilh Stew, and coexpound 

His beaftly mindeto ys ; he hath a Coure 

Helirtle cares for, and a Daughter, who 

He not reſpe&s at all, What hoa, Piſanis? 
Tach.-O happy Lronatme | may lay, 

The credit that thy Lady hath of ghee 


Deſcrues thy truſt, and thy moſt perfet goadnefſe 


Her afſur'd credit, Bleſſed live you long, 

A Lady rothe warthieft Sir, that.cuer 

Country call'd bis ; and you his Miftris, onely *' 
For the moſt worthiet fit. Give me your pardop, 
I haue ſpoke this rs know if your Aﬀſhance 


Were deeply rooted, and ſhall make your Lord, * 


- _— a 


| That which he is, new o're; And he is one 
The trueft manner'd : ſuch a holy Witch, 


— ” 
=_ ——— - 


| Honour'd with conficmation your great Judgement 
' Inche election of a Sir, fo rare, K 
+ Which you know, cannot erre. The loue I beare him, 
; Made me to fan you thns, bur the Gods made you 


_—— 


_———— ——  ——_—_—_ — 


| 
| 
| 


| 


— —— —- — 


That he enchanrs Societies into him : 
Halte ail men hearts are his. 
Imo. You make amends. 
lach. Hefits 'mongR men, like a defended Gol ; 
He hath a kinde of Honor ſets him off, : 
More then a mortal! lceming. Benor angrie | 
(Moſt mighty Princefle) that I have aduentur's: 
To try your taking of atalſereport, which hazh 


(Valike all others) chaffeleſſe. Pray your pardon, 

Imo. All's well Sir : 
Take my powre i'th' Court for yours, 

lach, My humble thankes : I had almoſt forgot 
T*intreat your Grace, but ina {mall requeſt, | 
And yet of moment too,for it concernes: | 
Your Lord, my ſelfe, and other Noble Friends | 
Are partners in che bufineſle, 

Imo. Pray whatis'r? KI | 

lach. Some dozen Romanes of vs, and your Lord | 
(The beſt Feather of our wing )hzue mingled ſymmes =| 
To buy a Preſent for the Emperor » a 
Which I (the Factor for the reſt) have done | 
In France : 'cis Plate ofrare device, and Iewels | 
Of rich, and exquitite forme, their yalewes great, . © 4 
And I am ſomething curious, being firange _ .. _ 
To haue them in (ate (kowage : May it plcaſe you 
To take them in proteCtion. - {gs 

Imo, Willigly.: 
And pawne wine tlonor for their ſafety, nes 


— 


My Lord hath intereſt inthem, 1 will keepe tl 
In my Bed-chamber. "exha 

lach, They are in a Trunke | 
Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To lend them to you, onely for this night : 
I muſt aboord to marrow, 

Imo, O no,no, } 

lach, Yes i beſcech : or I ſhall ſhort my word 
By length'ning myrecurne, From Gallia, 
I croſt the Seas on purpoſle,and on promiſe | 
To fre your Grace. 

[mo. | thanke you for your paines ; 
Burt not away to morrow, 

lach. OI muſt Madam, = 
Therefore I ſhall deleech you,if youpleaſe 
To greet your Lord with writing, doo't tonight, 
I have out-Rood my time, which ismateriall 
To'th'tender of our Preſent, 

lmo, 1 will write : | 
Send your Trunke rome, it ſha)! ſafe be kepr, | 
And truely ycelded you z you'ce very welcome, Exeunt. 


- 


ai 
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Actus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


—— — > um  ——_ 


CE a EI a rt re Oe rr rr C—_—_—_— , 


Enter Clotten,and the two Lords, 

Clot, Was there ever man had (ach ſucke?whenTkitt | 
the Iacke vpon an vp-caft, to be hit away > Thad '« hun- | 
dred pound on't : 


— — 


— 
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and then a whorfon lackCari-Apes, C - 
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| mt rake mevpfor ſwearing, a8 if I borrowed mine Lady. Almoſt midnight, Madam. | \ 
vainez 07 him,and might not ſpend them at my pleaſure, Ins, I have read three houres then : 
1, What got he by chat ? you haue broke his pate | Mine eyes are weake, 
| 30/4 your Bowle, Fold downe the leaferwhere I have left ; to bed, 
; 2 if his withad binlike him that broke it :it would { Take not away the Taper, leave ir burning : 
| Ewe r4n all our, And if thou canſt awake by foure o'th'clock, ( 
| : /ot, When a Gentleman is diſpos'd to ſwearezitis | I prythee call me : Sleepe hath cciz'd me wholly, 
| nu: tor any ſanders by to curtall his oathes. Ha? To your proteRion Icommend me ,Gods, ( 
| 2, Nomy Lord;nor crop the eares of them, From Fayties,and the Terprers of che night, 
| Clot, Whorſon dog :I gave hima ſatisfaRion? would | Guard me beſeech yee, Sleeges, 
| he had bin one of my Raoke, | Jachimo from the Tranke. | 
2. To haue (mell'd like a Foole. lach, The Crickets fing,and mans ore-labor'd ſenſe k 
Clot, Tamnorvext more at any thing inth'earth : a | Repaires ic ſelfe by reft : Our Targuine thus P 
pox on't, had rather not be ſo Noble as I am: they dar* | Did ſoftly prefſe the Ruſhes,ere he waken'd 
not fight with me, becauſe of the Queene my Mo- | The Chaſtitie he wounded. Cytherea, 1 
ener : euery Tacke-Slave hath his belly full of Fighting, How braucly thou becom'ft thy Bed;freſh Lilly, 
and ] muſt go vp and downe like a Cock, thatno body | And whiter then the Sheeres ; that I might touch, 1 
can match, Bur kifſe, one kiſſe. Rubies vnparagon's, 
2. You are Cocke and Capon too, and youcrow | How deerely they doo't: 'Tis her breathing that "I: 
Cock, with your combe on. Perfumes the Chamber thus : the Flame o'th'Taper | Þ 
Clot. Sayeſt chou ? Bowes toward her,and would ynder-peepe her lids, 
2. Itis nor fit you Lordſhip ſhould yndertake every | Toſeeth'incloſed Lights,now Canopied 
| Companion, that you giue oftence too. Vnder theſe windowes, White and Azure lac'd « 
(or. No,l know that : butit is "fir I ſhould commit Wirch Blew of Heauens owne tina. Bur my defigne # [ 
offence ro my inferjors. To note the Chamber, I will wrire all downe, 
2. 1,it is fit for your Lordſhip onely, Such,and ſuch pitures: Therethe window,ſuch X 
Clot. Why ſol (ay. | Th*adronement of her Bed; the Arras, Figures, 
E rt. Did you heere of a Stranger that's come to Court Why ſuch, and ſuch : and the Contents o'rh'Story, 
night? Ah,burt ſome naturallnotes abour her Body, 
| Clat. AStranger,and I not know on't ? Aboue tenthouland meaner Moucables 1 
2. He's a ſtrange Fellow himſclfe,and knowes it not. | Would reftifie, enrich mine Inventorie, : 
{ 1. There's an Italian come, and tis thought oneof | Ofleepe,thou Ape of death, lye dull ypon her, ; 
Leonatue Friends. And be her Senſe but as a Monument, 
Clot, Leonatua? A baniſht Raſcall;'and he's another, | Thus in a Chappell lying, Come off,comeoff; \ 
whatſoever he be. Who told you of this Stranger ? Asſhppery as the Gordian.knot was hard, " | 
3. One of your Lordſhips Pages, "Tis mine, and this will witnefſe ourwardly, | « 
Clot. Toit fie] wentto looke vponhim?Is thereno | As Arongly as the Conſcience do's within : 
derogation in't? To'rh*madding of her Lord. On her left breſt © 
| 2. You cannot derogate my Lord. Amole Cinque-ſpotted: Like rhe Crimſon drops k 
Cle. Noreafily1 thinke, I' ch'bottome of a Cowſlippe, Heere's a Voucher, ' 
2. You aic a Foole graunted, therefore your Iſſues Stronger then euer Law could make; this Secrer 
being fooliſh do not derogacte, Will force him thinke I haue pick'd the lock,and r'ane \ 
Clot, Come, Ilc go ſee this Jtalian : what I haveloſt | The rresfure of her Honour, No more : to what end? [ 
today at Bowles, Ile winne tonight of bum. Come :go, Why.ſhould I write this downe, that's riuete, 1 
2. lleattend your Lordſhip, Exit, Screw'd ro my memorie, She hath bin ceading late, \ 
That ſuch a craftic Diuell as 1s bis Mother The Tale of Terem,heere the leaffe's turn'd downe * 
Should yeild the world this Aﬀe : A woman, that Where Philomele gaue vp. Ihaue endugh, \ 
Beares all dowae with her Braine,and this her Sonne, To'th'Truncke againe,and ſhur the ſpring of it. \ 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, Swiit, ſwift, you Dragons of the night,that dawning | : 
Aud leauecightcene, Alas poore Princefle, May beare the Rauens eye : I lodge in feare, / 
Thou divine /moger, what thou endur'ſt, | | Though this a heavenly Angell; hell is heere. | 
Berwuxt 3 Father by thy Step-dame gouern'd, Clocks ſtrikes 
A Mother hovrely coyning plots : A Wooer, One,two,three: time, time. Exit, 7 
More hatefull rhen the foule expulſion is oe Fe EY 
Of thy deere Husband. Tho that 420. ve R _ LY 4 
Of the diuorce, heel'd make the Heauens hold firme . F 
The walls ofthy deere Honour, Keepe vnſhak'd Scena Ter na. þ 
Thac Temple thy faire mind, that chou maift ſtand Ev Roan” A þ 
| Tcnioy thy banith'd Lord : and this great Land, Exemnr. "Es 3 \ 
WA -13 14.  r—— _—_— Enter Clotten and Lords. \ 
Scena Secunda. 7. Your Lordſhip is the moſt patient man ia lofle, the / 
| NE BI; Þ = mot? coldeſt that rote vp —_ Ae | T 
Enter Imogen, ber Bed,and a Lady, Clor, It would any man cold toJooIe, | C 
Ime. Who's there? M y woman : Helene ? x. Bur not every man patient after the noble we 
Ls. Pleaſe you Madam. of your Lordſhip ; You ace moſt hot, and furious W I 
Ime. What houc is it? you winne. FE I 


— 
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Winning will putany man into courage: ifI could ger 
this fooliſh /mogen, | ſhould haue Gold enough: it's al- 
moſt morning, 15'c nor ? 

1 Day,my Lord. 

Clat. I would this Muſicke would come: I am adui- 
ſed to giue her Mulicke a mornings, they ſay it will pene- 
rate. Enter Muſitians, 

Come on, tune: If you can penetrate her wich your fin- 
gering,ſo : wee'l try with rongue roo 2 if none will do,let 
her remaine ; but ile neuer giue ore, Firſt, a very exce!- 


with admirable rich words to it, and then let her confi- 
der, 


SONG. 
Hearke, hbearke, the Larke at Heaxens gate ſings, | 
and Phabus gins ariſe, 
His Steeds to water at thoſe Springs 
on chalic'd Flowres that lyes: 


And winking Mary-buds begin to ope their Golden eyes 
With enery thing that pretty us, my Lady ſweet ariſe : 
Ariſe ariſe. | 


So, get you gone: if this pen trate, I will conſider your 
Maſicke the betrer : if it do nor, it is a yoyce in her cares 
which Horſe-haircs, and Calues- guts, nor the yoyce of 
vppaued Eunuch to boot, can never amed. 
Enter Cymbaline and © nerne, 
2 Heere comes the King. | 
Clot. Iam gladT was vp folate, for that's the reaſon 
I was vp focarely : he cannot chooſe but rake this Ser- 
uice I haue done, fatherly. Good morrow to your Ma- 
iefty, and to my gracious Mother. 
Cym,Attend you herethe doore of our ſtern daughter 
Will ſhenor forth ? 
| Cloe.T have affay!'d her with Muſckes,bur ſhe youch- 
ſafes no notice. 
Cym. The Exile of her Minion is too yew, 
She hath nor yer forgot him, ſome more time 
Muſt wearethe print of his remembrance on'r, 
And then he's yours, 
+ 2u, You are moſt bound to'th'King, 
Who let's go by no vantages, that may 
Preferre you to his daughter : Frame your ſelfe 
To orderly ſolicity, and be friended 
With apneſſe of the ſeaſon : make denials 
Encreale your Services: ſoſeeme, as if 
You were inſpir'd ro do thoſe duties which 
You tender to her : that you in all obey her, 
Saue when command to your diſmifſion tends, 
AnErherein you are ſenſeleſle, 
Clot. Senſclefſe? Not ſo, 
Meſ.. So like you (Sir) Ambaſſadors from Rome; 
The one is (aims Luccine, 
Cym. A worthy Fellow, 
Albeir he comes on angry purpoſe now ; 
Bur that's no fault of tis : we mutt receyue him 
According to the Honor of his Sender, 
And towards himſelfe, bis goodneſle fore-ſpent on vs 
We muſt extend our notice: Our deere Sonne, 
When you haue given good morning to your Miſtris, 
Attend the Queene, and vs, we ſhall have neede 
T'employ you towards{this Romane. 
Come our Queene. Exennt, 
Clot, If ſhe be vp, Ile ſpeake with her : ifnor 
Let her lye till, and dreame : by your leaue hoa, 


hy know her women are about her : what 


lent good conceyted thing after a wonderful (weert aire, | 


| 


mm. 


— 
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IfI do line one of their hands, 'tis Gold 
Which buyes admirrance (oft it doth) yea,and makes 
Diana's Rangers talſe themſelues, yeeld y 
Their Deere :o'th*Rand o'th'Stealer : and 'tis Gold 
W hich makes the True-man kill'd,and faves the Theefe: 
Nay ſometime hangs both Theefe,and True-m2n : whac 
Can itnot do, and vndoo?I will make 
One of her women Lawyer to me, for 
] yer not vnderſtand he caſe my ſelfe. 
By your leaue. Knockers, 
Enter a Lady. 
Lax. Who's there that knockes? 
Clot, A Gentleman, 
La. No more, | 
Clor, Yes,and a Gentlewomans Sonne. , 
La. That's more . | 
Then ſome whoſe Taylors are as deere as yours, 
Caniuſtly boatt of : what's your Locdſhips pleaſure? 
Clot. Your Ladies perſon, is ſhe ready? 
La. I, to keepe her Chamber. 
Clot. There is Gold for you, 
Sell me your good report. 
La. How, ,my goodname? or toreport of you 
What I ſhall thinke is good. The Princefle. 


—_— = dT — — -——_— - ———— 


Emter Imogen, \ 


Clat, Good morrow faireſt, Siſter your ſweet hand, 
Imo. Good morrow Sir, you lay out too much paines 
For purchaſing bur trouble : che thaokes 1 giue, . 
Is telling you that I am poore of thankes, 
And fcarſe can ſpare them. ® If 
Clor. Still I {wearelove you, 
Imo, If you bur ſaid ſo, *twere as deepe with me ; 
If you ſweare ftill, your recompence is lll 
That I regard it nor. | 
Clot, This is no anſwer, 
mo, Burt that you ſhall not ſay, I yeeld being filen, 
I would not ſpeoke. 1 pray you ſpate me, "faith | 
I ſhall yofold equall diſcourtefie | 
To your beſt kindueſſe : one of your great knowing 
Shc u'd learne (being taught) forbearance. 
Clot. To leave you in your madneſſe, *rwere my fin, 
I will nor. 
[mo. Fooiet are not mad Folkes. 
Clat. Do you call me Foole ? | 
Imo, As lammad 1do: 
1f you'l be patient, Ile no more be mad, 
Thar cures vs both. I am much ſorry (Sir): 
Youput me to forget a Ladies manners 
By being ſo verball : and learne now, for all, 
That I which know my heart, do heer: pronounce 
By th'very truth of it, I care not for you, 
And am ſo neere the lacke of Chgitic 
To accuſe my (elfe, I hate you: which I had rather 
You felt, then make't my boaſt. 
Clot. You finne againſt 
Obedience, which you owe your Father, for 
The Contra you pretend with that baſe Wretch, 
One, bred of Almes, and foſter'd with cold diſhes, 
Wirh ſcraps o'th*Courr : It is no Contradt, none ; 
And though it be allowed in meaner parties 
(Yet who then he more meane) to knit their ſoules 
(On whom there is no more dependancie 
But Brats and Beggery) in ſcife-figur'd knor, 
Yet youre curb'd from that enlargement, by | 
48 3 The 
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T he conſequence o th'Crowne,and mult nor foyle Hee'le grant the Tribute : lend th'Arrecages, 1 

T he precious note of it; with a baſe Slaue, | Orlooke vpon our Romaines, whoſe remembrance | 

AHilding for a Liuoric,a Squires Cloth, | Is yer freſh in their priefe. ; | 

A.Pantler; not ſo eminent. Poſt. 1 do beleeue | 
Imo. Prophanc Fellow : (Srauult though | am none,nor like to be) ( 

Wert thou the Sonne of /wp:ter,and no more, That this will proue a Watre; and you ſhall heare ] 

Bt what thou art beſides : thou wer't too bale, The Legion now in Gallia,ſooner landed 

To be his Graoine : thou wer't dignified enough In our notfearing-Britaine,then haue tydings ! 

Euen to the point of Enu:e. It 'twere mage | Of any penny Tribure paid, Our Countrymen 

Comparatiue for your Vertues,to be ſtil'd Arc men more order'd,then when /ulixs Ceſar ; 

| The vader Hangman of his Kingdome; and hated Smil'd ac their lacke of skill,burt found their courage £ 

For bejng prefer'd {o well, Worthy his frowning at, Their diſcipline, | 
Clot. The South-Fog rot him. | (Now wing-led with their courages)will make knowne ( 

6 Imo. He neuer can meete more miſchance,then come | To their Approuers, they are People,ſuch | < 
| To be but nam'd of thee. His mcan'(t Garment That'mend vpon the world, Enter Tachimo, 

That ever hath but clipt his body; is dearer Phi, See Iachinwo, } 

In my reſpeQ, then all the Heires aboue thee, Poſt, The ſwifteſt Harts,haue poſted you by land; ( 

Were they all made ſuch men : How now Piſani? And Windes of all the Corners ki{s'd your Sailcs, 

Enter Piſanio, | To make your yeſlell nimble. , 
Clot . His Garments ? Now the diuell. Phil, Welcome Sir, 
Imo, To Dorothy my woman hie thee preſently, Poſt. Thope the briefeneſſe of your anſwere,made ( 
Clet, His Garment ? The ſpeedineſle of your returne. | 
| Imo. I am ſprighted with a Foole, Hachi. Your Lady, 1 
| Frighted,and angred worſe: Go bid my woman Is one of the fayreſt chat I haue look'd vpon ]' ( 
{ Search tor 2 lewell, that too calually Poſt. And therewithall the beſt, or let her beauty £ 
| Hath left mine Arme: it was thy Maſters. Shrew me Looke thorough a Caſement to allure falſe bearts, \ 

If T would looſe it for a Reucnew, L And be falſe with them. \ 

Of any Kings in Europe. 1 dothink, lachbi, Heere are Letters for you. 

I ſaw't this morning : Confident I am. Poſt. Their tenure good 1 truſt. \ 

Laft night 'ewas on mine_Arme; I kils'd it, Lach, 'Tis very like, F 

I hope it be not gone,td'tell my Lord Poſt, Was Cains Lacic in the Britaine Court, 

That I kiſſe aught bur he. ' When you were there? \ 
Piſ. 'Twill not beloſt, lach, He wasexpeRted then, ( 
Imo. I hope ſo: go and ſear, Bur not approach'd. 4 
Clot. You have abus'd me : Poſt. Allis well yer, | [ 

His meaneſt Garment ? Sparkles this Stone as it was wont, or is'tnot | 
Imo, 1,1 ſaid fo Sir, Joo dull for your good wearing ? - 11 

If you will make't an Action,call witneſſcto't, Lach, If I have loft it, P 

Clot, 1 will enforme your Father, . I ſhould have loſt the worth of it in Gold, C 
Jmo. Your Mother too : Ile make a journey twice as farre,t enioy | ; ] 
{ She's my good Lady; and will concieve,] hope | A ſecond night of ſuch ſweer ſhortnefle, which | 

But the worſt of me, So I leauc your Sir, Was mine in Britaine, for the King is wonne. B 

To'th'worſt of diſcontent. Exit. Poſt. The Stones too hard to come by, A 
Clor. lWewbercueng'd: + lach. Not a whit, 7 

His mean't Garment? Well, Exit, | Your Lady being ſocaly. 

Poſt, Make note Sir C 
—_—_ ————— | Your loflc,you: Sport: 1 hope you know that we \ 

Muſt nor continue Friends, 
| Scena Ouarta. Jach. Good Sir,we muſt © 
TONE > If you keepe Couenant : had T not brought T 
> whemp———— VIE The knowledge of your Miſtris home,I grant A 
We were to queſtion farther; but I now A 

Fater Poſthumw,ard Philaris, Proteſſemy ſelte the winner of her Honor, 

Poft, Feare it aot Sur : 1 would I were ſo ſure Together with your Ring; and not the wronger 7 

To winne the King, as I am bold, her Honour Of her,or you hauing proceeded but 

Will remaine her's. By both your willes, 

Phil, What meanes do you make to him ? Poft. If you'can mak't apparant I 
Poft, Not any : but abide the change of Time, /That yon have taſted her in Bed; my hand, K 
Qnake in the preſent winters ſtate,and wiſh And Ring is yours, If not, the foule opinion y 
That warmer dayes would come : Jn theſe fear'd hope You had ot her pure Honourz gaines,or looſes, T 
I barely gratifie your loue; they fayling Your Swerd,or mine,or Maſterlefſe leaue both © 

I muſt die much you debtor. To who ſhall inde them, T 
Ph:/. Your very geodneſſe,and your company, lach. Sir,my Circumftances O 

Ore-payes all | can do, By this your King, Being ſo qere the Truth, as | will make them, 

Hath heard of Great Auguſtus : Cains Lucins, M uſt firſt induce you to beleeue; whoſe ſtrength A 
| Will do's Commiſhon throughly, And I think Iwill coafirme wit h oach,which I doubt noc DN Ir 
\ on 
 ( — — _ 
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You'l giue me leaue to ſpare, when you ſhall finde 
Youneede it not, 

Poſt. Proceed. 

Lach. Firſt, her Bed-chamber 
(Where 1 confeſſe I ſlept not, bur profeſſe 
Had that was well worth watching) it was hang'« 
With Tapiſtry of Silke. and Siiuer, the Story 
Proud Cleepatra, when ſhe mer ber Roman, 
And Smbrm ſwell'd above the Bankes, vr for 
The prefle of Boates, or Price, A peece of Worke 
So btauely done, fo rich, that ir did ftriue 
In Workemanſhip, and Value, which I wondetr'd 
Could be ſo rarely, and exactly wrought 
Since the true life on't was — 

Poſt. This is truc : 
And this you might hane heard of heere, by me, 
Or by ſome other. 

Iach. More particvlars 
Muſt wſtifie wy knowledge. 

Poſt. Sothey muſt, 
Or doe your Honour intury, 

leach, The Chimney 
Is South the Chamber, end the Chimney-peece 
Chaſte Dian, bathing : never ſaw I figures 
Sohkely toreport themſelues ; the Cutter 
Was as another Nature dumbe, out-wenrt her, 
Motion,znd Breath left our, 

Poſt, This is athing 
Which you might from Relation likewiſe reape, 
Being, as it is, much ſpoke of, 

lach. TheRoofe o'th'Chamber, 
With golden Cherubins is fretted. Her Andirons 
(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Ot Siluer, each on one foote (tanding, nicely 
Depending on their Brands, 

Peft. This is her Honor : 


| Let it be granted you haue ſeeneall this (and praiſe 


Be giuenro your remembrance) the deſcription 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing ſaues 
The wager you hauelaid. 

lach. Then if you can 
Be pale, begge bu: leauc to ayre this Iewell : See, 
And now *cis vp 2gaine : it mult be married 
To that your Diamond, Ile keepe them, 

Poſt. louc—— 
Once more let me behold it: Is it that 
WhichTIlefr with her? 

Tech. Sir (I thanke her)thar 
She ftript ir from her Arme : I ſee her yet : 
Herpretty Action, did our-ſell her guifr, 
And yet enrich'd it too : ſhe gaue it ine, 
And faid, ſhe priz'd it once, 

Poſt, May be, ſhe pluck'd ir off 
To ſend it me. 

lach. She writes ſo to you? doth ſhee? 

Poſt. Ono,no,no, 'tis true. Heerc, take this too, 
It is a Baſilizke vnto mine eye, 
Killes me to looke on't : Let there be no Honor, 
Where there is Beauty : Truth, where ſemblance : Love, 
Where there's another man. - The Vowes of Women, * 
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, 
Then they are to their Vertues,which is nothing : 
O,aboue meaſure falſe. 

Phil. Rane patience Sir, 
Aud take your Ring 2gaine, 'tis not yet wonne : 
It may be probable ſhe loſt it : or 
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The Non-pareill of this. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance ! 


Who knowes it one her women, being corrupted 
Hath olne it from her, 
Poſt. Very true, 
Andio Ihope he came by: backe my Ring, 
Render to me ſome corporall ſigne about her 
More euidene then this : for this was flolne, 
ach, By lupiter, I had it from her Arme, 
Poft. Hearke you, he {weares: by lupiter be ſweares. 
Tis true, nay keepe the Ring; 'tis true : 1 am ſure 
She would not loo{e it :her Actendants arc 
All ſworne, aad honourable : they induc'd ro teale it ? 
And by a Stranger ? No, tig hath enioy'd her, 
The Cognilance of her incontinencie 
Is this : ſhe hath boughe thename of Whore,thus deerly 
There, take thy hyre, and all the Fiends of Hell 
Divide themſelues betrweene you. 
Phil. Sir, be patient; 
Thisisnot fNrong enough to be belecu'd 
Ot one perſwaded well of, 
Poſt. Neuer talke on't ; 
She hath bin colted by him. 
lach, It you ſecke 
For further fatisfving, vnder her Breaſt | 
(Worthy her preſſing) lyes a Mole, right proud 
Of that moſt delicate Lodging. By my lite 
I kiſt it, and it gaue me preſent hunger 
Tofeede againe, though full, Youdo remember 
This ſtaine vpon her ? 
Poſt, I, andit doth confirme | 
Another ftaine, as bigge as Hell can hold, 
VW crethere no more but it, 
lach, Will you heare more? 
Peft. Spare your Atethmaticke, 
Neuer count the Turnes: Ouce,and a Million, 
ach. le be ſ\worne, 
Poſt. No (wearing : 
[f you will ſweare you have not done't, you lyc, 
And I will kill chee, if thou do'ſt deny 
Thou'ft made me Cuckold.: 
lach, Ile deny nothing. 
Poft. O char I had her heere,to teare her Limb-mealc; 
I will go there and doo'r, i'th' Court, before 
Her Father. He do ſomething. 
Phil, Quite beſides 
The government of Patience, You haue wonne ; 
Ler's follow him, and peruert the preſent wrath 
He hath againſt himſclfe, 
Tach, With all my heart, 


Enter Poſt humus, 


Exit, 


Exennt, 


Poſt. Ts there no way for Men to be, but Women 
Muſt be halfe-workers? We are all Baſtards, 
And that moſt venerable man, which 1 
Did call wy Father, was, I know not where 
When } was lampt. Se Coyner with his Tooles | 
Mae me a counterfeit : yet my Mother ſeem'd 
The Dian of thattime : ſo doth my Wife 


Me of wy lawful pleaſure ſhe refirain'd, 
And pray'd me oft forbearance : didit with 
A pudencie ſo Rofiey the ſweet view on's 
Might well have watm'd olde Saturne 3 
Thar | thought her 
As Chaſte, as yn-Sunn'd Snaw, Oh, all the Diuels! 
This yellow /achimoin an houre, was'tnot ? 

24423 


Or 


CD Mc 


I” 


| 
/ 


— 


OO —_— _— — 


| 2380 T2066 at ; v7 


& 


Or leſſe; at firſt ? Perchance he ( poke not, but 
Like a full Acorn'd Boate,a larmen on, 


That tends to yice in man, but I afhrme 
Itis the Womans part ; beir Lying,noteir, 


O 


Nice-longing, Slande;s, Mutability ; 
All Faults that name, nay, that Hell knowes, 


They are not con{tanr, but arechanging (til! 


One Vice, but of a minute o1d, for one 


In a true Hate, to pray they have their will : 
The very Diuels cannot plague them berter. 


Cry'de oh, and mounted ; foundno oppoſition 
But what he look'd tor, ſhould oppoſe, and ſhe 
Should from encounter guard, Could 1 hnde out 
The Womans part in me, tor there's no motion 


The womans : Flattering, hers ; Deceiuing, hers : 
| Luſt,and ranke thoughts, hers,hers : Reuenges hers: 
Ambitions, Couerings, change of Prides, Diſdaine, 


Not halfe ſo old as that. Ile write againſt them, 
Deteſt them, curſe them : yer 'tis greater Sk1]l 


Why hers, in part, or all: butrather all For even to Vice 


Exim, 


See mon 


Actus Tertius. Scena*Prima. 
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and Attendants. 


And Conquer'd it, Caſſibulay thine Vnkle 
(Famous in Ceſars prayles, no whit leſſe 
Then in his Feats deſerving it) for him, 


Is left vntender'd, 
9s, And to kill the mervaile, 
Shall be ſo cuer. 
Clot, There be many Ceſars, 
Exe ſuch another [n/iss : Britaine's a world 
By it lelfe, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our owne Noſes. 
£s, That opportunity 


Wehaucagaine. Remember Sir, my Liege, 
The Kings your Anceftors, together with 


As Neptunes Parke, ribb'd, and pal'din 


(Poore ignorant Baubles) on our terrible Sea 


Tac fam'd Co//ibu/an, who was once at point 
(Oh g:glet Fortune] tro maſter Ceſars Sword, 


—— 


And his Succeſſion, granted Rome a Tribute, 
Yeerely three thoutand pounds ; which{by thee)lately 


Which then they had to take from's, to reſume 


The naturall bravery ef your Ile, which flands 


With Oakes vnskalcable, and roaring Waters, 
\Vith Sands that will not beare your Enemies Boates, 
Bur ſucke them vp ro*tt'Top-maſt, A kinde of Conqueſt 
{. e/ar made heere, bur made not heere his bragge 

Ot Came, and Saw, and Ouer-came : with ſhame 

(The hilt char ever touch'd him) he was carried 
From off oor Coaſt, rwice beaten ; and his Shipping 


Like Eggc-(hcls mou'd vpon their Surges, crack'd 
As calily 'gainft eur Rockes. For joy whereof, 


Made Luds.T owre with rejoycing-Fires bright, 


Enter in State,Cymbeline, O ucene,Clotten, and Lords at 
one doore, and at another , Caits, Lucing, 


| Cym, Now ſay, what would Augufts Ceſar with vs? 
Luc, When Iulins Ceſar (whole remembrance yet 

Lives in mens eyes, and will to Eares ahd Tongues 

Be Theame, and hearing cuer)was in this Britain, 


| 


| Their Liberties arenow in Armes : a Preſident 
Whichnort to reade, would ſhew the Bricaines cold : 


f 
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agedy of Cymbeline. "I EY 


And Britaines ſtrut with Courage, 
Clot, Come, there's no more Tribute to be paid : our| 
Kingdome is ftrongerthen it was at that time: and (as I | 
laid ) chere 15 no mo ſuch Ceſar other of them may haue | 
crook'd Noſes, but to owe luch {traite Armes, aone. 

Cm, Son, let your Mother end, 

Clor, We haue yet many among vs, can gripeay hard: 
as Caſſibulan, 1 doe not ſay ] am one ; but I haue a hand. 
Why Tribute? Why ſhould we pay Tribute ? 1f Ceſar | 
can hide the Sun from ys with a Blanket,or put the Moon 
in his pocket, we will pay him Tribute for light: elſe Sir, 
no more Tribute, pray you now. 

Cym, You muſt know, 

Till the inturious Romans, did extorr 
This Tribute from vs, we were free. Ceſars Ambition, 
Which {well'd ſo much, that it did almoſt firerch 
The hides o'th*World, againſt all colour heere, 
D1d put the yoake vpon's; which to ſhake off | 
Becoines a warlike people, whom wereckon 
Our ſelues to be, we do. Say thento Ceſar, 
Our Anceſtor was that Afulmatizs, which 
Ordain'd our Lawes, whole vie the Sword of Ceſar 
Hath roo much mangled; whole repayre, and franchiſe, 
Shall (by the power we hold) be our good deed, 
Tho Rome be therfore angry, 74#/mmme made our lawes 
Who was the firſt of Britaine, which did put 
H:s browes within a golden Crowne,and call'd 
Himſelfe a King, 
Luc. 1 am lorry Cymbeline, 
That I amto pronounce Angſt (ſar 
(Ceſar, that hath moe Kings bis Seruants,then 
Thy lelfe Domefticke Officers) thine Enemy :; 
Receyue it from me then, Warre, and Contution 
In Ceſars name pronounce I *gainſi thee ; Looke 
For tury, not to bereſifted. Thus defide, 
l thanke thee for my lelfe. 
Cym. Thou art welcome Cairns, 
Thy Ceſar Knighted me ; my youth I ſpent 
Much vnder him; of him, I gather'd Honour, 
Which he, to fecke of me againe, perforce, 
Behooues me keepe at vtterance, 1am perteR, 
That the Pannonians and Dalmacians, for 


So Ceſar ſhall not finde them. 

Luc, Let proofe ſpeake. | 

Clot. His Maiefty biddes you welcome. Make pa- 
ſtime with vs, a day, or two, or longer : if you ſeck vs af- 
terwards in other tearmes, you ſhall finde ys in our Salt- 
water-Girdle: if you beate ys our of ix, it is yours: if you 
fall in the aduenture, our Crowes ſhall fare the berter for 
you : and there's an end, 

Lnc, So fir. 

Cym. | know your Maſters pleaſure,and he mine: 
All the Remaine, 1s welcome. Exennt. 


Srena Secunda. 


—_ 
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Enter Piſanio reading of 4 Letter, 
Piſ. How? of Adultery > Wheretore write you not 
What Monſters her accule ? Leovatne : 
Oh Maſter, what a ſtrange intection 


— 


The Trageaie of Cymbeline. 381 | 
Is falne inco thy eare? Whar falſe Italian, Twixe houre, and houre ? 
(As poyſonous tongr/dias handed)hath preuail'd | Prf, One core*twixt Son,and Sun, 
On thy too ready hearing ? Diſloyall? No. Madam's enough for you: aud too tuch too. 
She's puniſh'd for her Truth; and vodergoes Imo. Why,one that rode to's Excution Man, 
More Goddefle-like,then Wife-likez ſuch Afſaulrs | Could never goo flow: I haue haard ofRiding wavers | 
As would take in fome Vertue. Oh my Maſter, Where Horſes haue bin nimblerthen the Sands © 
Thy mind to herzis now as lowe,as were That run i'th'Clocks behalfe. Bur this is Foolrie, 


——_— — —— 


Thy Fortunes. How? Thar | ſhould murther her, | Go,bid my Woman faigne a Sicknefſe, lay | 
Vpon the Loue,and T1 uth,and Vowes;which I | She'le home to her Father; and prouide me preſently 
Haue made tothy command? I her ?Her blood? A Riding Suit : No coftlier then would fir 

Ific be to,to go do od feruice,neuer  AFranklins Huſwife. 

Let me be counted ſeruiceable. How looke I, ' Piſa. Madam,you're beſt conſider. 

That 1 ſhould {eeme to lacke humanity, ; Ins, ] ice belbre me(Man) nor heere,not heere; 
Somuch as this Fact comes to 2 Doo't viThe Letter, { Nor whatenſues bur haue a Fog in them 

That 1 haze ſent her ,by her owne command, | That I cannot looke through. Away, I prythee, 

Shall gize thee opportunitie, Oh damn'd paper, | Doas 1 bid thee: There's no more to fa y: 

Blacke as the Incke that's on thee : ſenſelefle bauble, | Acceſſible is none bur Milford way. Exewri. 


Art thou a Feedarie for this Act; and look'l(t | 

So Virgin-l1ke without ? Loe her (he comes. | OR —_— 
| 
| 
} 


Enter [ mogen, 


I am ignorant in what I am commanded. Scena T ertta, 

Imo, How now P:ſanio? . | 

Piſ. Madam,heere is a Letter from my Lord, ys 

Imo. Whoygthy Lord? That is my Lord Leonati? Enter Belar ins, Gniderius and Aruirag us, 
Oh,learn'd indeed were that Altronomer 
That knew the Starres,as | his Characters, Bel. A goodly day,not to keepe houſe with fuch, 
Heel'd lay the Future open. You good Gods, WhoiecRoofe's as lowe as ours : Sleepe Boyes,this gate 
Let what is heere contain'd, relliſh of Love, Inftruts you how t adore the Heavens; and bowes you 
Ofmy Lords health, of his content : yec not To a mornings holy office. The Gates of Monarches 
That we two are alunder, let that grieue him; Are Arch'd ſo high,that Giants may iet threngh 
Some griefes are medcinable,that is one of them, And keepe their impious Turbonds on, withour 
For it doth phyficke Lone,of his content, Good morrow tothe Sun. Haile thou faire Heaven, 
All but in that. Good Wax,thy leaue : bleſt be We houſe 'th Rocke,yet vic theenot fo hardly 
You Bees that make theſe Lockes of counſaile. Louers, | As prouder livers do. | | 

| And men in dangerous Bondes pray not alike, Grid, Haile Heauen. 

Though Forfeycours you calt in priſon, yet Arwuir. Haile Heaven, | 


Sela, Now for our Mountaine ſport, vp to yond kill | 
You clafpe young Cpids Tables : good Newes Gods. Yourlegges are yong: lletread thele Flats. Confider, 
| (tans and your Fathers wrath ( ſhould he take me in bis | When you abeve perceive me like a Crow, 

Domino )could not be ſo crnell to meas you : (oh the dee-" | That itis Place, which lefſen's,and fers off, 
rei of Creatures) would even renew me with your eyes. Takes | And you may then revolue what Tales, ] have told you, 
netic", [ am in Cambria at Milford-Hauen : what yowr | Ot Courts,of Princes; of the Tricks in Warre, 
owne Lone,will ont of this adwiſe you, follow. So be wiſhes you | This Seruice,is not Seruice; fo being done, 


— 


all happineſſe,that remaines loyail to his Vow and your encrea- | But being (o allowed. To apprehend thus, 
fog in Lowe. Leonatus- Poftbumus, | Drawes vs a profit from all things weſee : 

And often toour comfor:, ſhall we finde 
Oh fora Horſe with wings: Hear'ft thou Piſanio ? The ſharded-Beetle,in a (ater hold 1 
Heisat Milford-Hauen : Read,and tell me Then is the tull-wing d Eagle. Ohthis life, 
How farre 'tis thither, 1f one of meane aftaires [s Nobler,then attending, for a checke : 
May plod it in a weeke, why may nor I Richer,then doing nothing for a Babe? 
Glide thither in a day ? Theo true Piſants, Prouder, then ruftling in vnpayd-tor Silke : 
Wholong'ſlike me,to ſee thy Lord; who long'ſ Such gaine the Cap of him, that makes him fine, 
(Ohler me bate)bur nor like me : yer long'lt Yet keepes his Booke vncros'd : no life to ours. 
Butin a fainter kinde, Oh nor like me : { Gu4,Out of your proofe you ſpeak: we poore vnfledg'd 
For miac's beyond, beyond : ſay,and ſpeake thicke Haueneuer wing'd from view o'th'neft; nor knowes not 
(Loves Counſailor ſhould fill the bores of hearing, VV hat Ayre's from home, Hap'ly this life is beſt, 
To'th'imothering of the Senſe)how farreir is | (If quiet life be beſt)ſweeter to you 
To this ſame bleſſed Milfore, And by"th'way | That have a ſharper knowne, Well correſponding 
Tell me how Wales : was made fo happy,as With your ſtiffe Age; bur vnto vs,itis 
T'inherite ſuch 8 Haven, But firfi of all, A Cell of Ignorance : travailing a bed, 
How weimay Reale from hence: nd for the gap A Priſon,or a Debtor,thar not dares | 
That we ſhall make in Time, from our hence-going, To fride alimit. | 
And our recurne, to excuſe : bur firſt, how ger hence. Arui. What ſhould we ſpeake of 
Why ſhould excuſe be borne or ere begor ? When we are old as you ? When we ſhall heare | 
Weele talke of that heereafter, Prythee ſpeake, The Raine and winde beate darke December? How 
How many (tore of Miles may we well rid | In this our pinching Cave, ſhall we diſcourſe | 
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The Ti ragedy of Cymbehne. 


| The $eezing houres away? We haug ſeene nothing : 
We are bealtiy; ſub:le as the Fox for prey, 
Like warhke as the Wolte, tor what we eatc : 
Our Valour 1s to chace what flyes : Our Cage 
We make a Quite, as doch the priton'd Bird, 
And fing our B-ndage freely, 
hel. How you ipeake, 

Did vou but know the Citties V ſures, 
| Ando telt them knowingly : the Art o'th'Court, 
| A; bardrolenue, as keepe : whole top to climbe 

's certaine falling : or fo ſhpp'ry, that 
| The feare's as bad as failing. The royle o'ch'Warre, 
A paige that onely {cermes to lſeeke out danger 
I'th'oame of Faive. and Honor, wtuch dyes ith {carch, 
And hath as oft a4}and'rous Epitaph, 

As Record of faure Act. Nay, many umes! 

Doth I] deſerue, by doing well : what's worie 

Mrit curr'tie at the Cenſure, Oh Boyes, this Storic 
The World may reade in me: My bodte's mark'd 
With Roman Swords ; and wy report, was once 

Firft, with the belt of Note, / pmbelime lou'd me, 

And when 2 SoulGier was the 1 beame, my name 

W as not farre off: then was | asa Tree 

W hote boughes 01d bend with fruit, But in one night, 
A Storme, or Robbery (call ic what you will) 

Shooke downe my mcllow hangings : nay my Leaucs, 
And left me bare to weather. 

Gui. Vacertaine fauour. 

Bel. My fault being nothing (as I have told you ofc) 
Bat that ewo Villaines, whole talle Oathes preuayl'd 
Betore my perfet Honor, (wore to C 'ymbelme, 
| was Contederate with the Romancs . lo 
Followed my Baniſhmeor, and this rwenty yeeres, 
Th:s Rocke,and theſe Demelnes, have bene my World, 
Where I haue liu'd ar honeſt treedome, payed 
More pious debts to Heauen, then in all 
The fore-end of my time, But, vp toth'Mountaines, 
This is not Hunters Language ; he that ſtrikes 
The Veniſon firft, ſhall be the Lord o'th'Feaſt, 
To him the other rwwo ſhall miniſter, 

And we will fearc no poylon, which attends 
In place of greater State - 

Jle meere you in the Valleyes, 

How hard 1tis to hide the ſparkes of Nature? 
Thelc Boyes know lictle they a! e Sonnes to'li'hing, 
Nor Cymbeline dreames that they are aliue. 

They thinke they are mine, 

And though tra.n'd yp thus meanely 

I'th'Caue, whereon the Bowe their choughts do hit, 
The Roofcs of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 

In fiple and Jowe things, to Prince it, much 
Revond the tricke of others, T his Paladownr, 
| The hevre of Cymbelme and Britaine, who 

The King ns Father call'd Gurderine , Toue, 

When Cn my three-foot oole I ft, and tell 
{ The warhike feats I hauc done, is ſpirits flye out 
Into my Story : {ay thus mine Enemy fell, 

And thus I {ct my toote on's necke, euen then 
The Princely blood Alowes in his Checke, he ſweats, 
Straines i115 yorg Nerves, and puts himlelfe in poſture 
That a&ts my words. The yonger Brother Cadwal, 
Once Arurragas, inaslikeafigure 
Strikes lite into my fpeech, ana ſhewes much more 
His owne conceyuwing. Hearke, the Game is rows'd, 
Oh Cymbeline, Hcauen and my Conſcience knowes 

hou d1dd ſt ymultly baniſh me : whereon 
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; Atthree, and two yeeres old, I ſtole theſe Babes, 


Ee 


Thinking to barre thee of Succeſhon, as 
Thou retts me of my Lands. Exriphile,) 
Thou was't their Nurle, they took thee for their mother, 
And every day do honor to her grave: 

My telte Belarine, that am Mergas call'd 


They take for Naturall Father. The Game is VP. $4] 
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Scena Quarta. 
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| Enter Piſanio and Imogen, 

Imo, Thou told'ft me when we ca: e fro horſe, f place 
Was nee:cat hand : Ne're long'd my Mother io 
To ice me firft, as 1 have now . Peſaumo, Man : 
Were is Poſthumua ? What is 1n thy mind 
Tiiat males thee (tare thus ? Wherefore breaks that ſigh 
From ih"nward of thee? One, but painted thus 
Would be \nterpreted a thing perplex'd 
Beyond !cite-cxplication, Put thy ſelfe 
[nto a hauiour oflefle teare, ere wildneſſe 
Vanquſh my ſtay der Senſes, What's the matter? 
Why ccnder'it thou that Paper to me, with 
A looke vntencer ? If t be Summer Newes 
Smile too. betore :21f Winterly, thouneed'ſi 
Bur keepe that count'nance ful. My Husbands hand? 
I'hat Drug-damn'd Jraly, hath our-crafticd him, 
And hee's at tome hard point, Speake man, thy Tongue 
May take off ome exireamitie, which to reade 
\V ould be even mortall tome. 

Piſ. Plealeyourcade, 
And you ſhall inde me (wretched man) athing 
Tac molt dildain'd of Fortune, 


Imogen reades. 

WE CAſtris (Piſa) bath plaide the Strumpet 7: my 
Led: the Teſtimanies whereof, lzes bleeding in me.1 ſpeak, 
not ont of weake Surmiſes, but from proofe as ſtring as my 
greefe,and as cert aine as I expett my Renenge. Thu; xg #bou 
( Prſanro ) mn(t att for me If thy Fatth be not tainted with the 
breach of bers : ler thine owne hands take away bey lift : 1 ſhall 
Five thee opportunity at Milford Hauer. She hath my Letter 
for the pmypoſe ; where, if thaw feare to ſtrike, and to makes mee 
CErtarment is dome, then art the Pander to ber diſhonowr, and 

equally ro me di/loyall, 


Pf. What ſhall Tnzed to draw my Sword,the Paper 
Hath cur her throat alreadie ? No, 'tis Slander, 
Whoſe edg. is ſharper then the Sword, whoſe tongue 
Out-venomes all the Wormes of Nyle, whoſe breath 
Rides on the poſting windes,and doth belye 
A'l corners of the World. Kings,Queenes,and States, 
Maides, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Grave 
This viperous {lander enters. What cheere, Madam ? 
Ins, Falſe to his Bed? What isitco be falſe ? 
To lye in waich there, and to chioke on him? 
To weepe 'twixt clock and clock?Iffleep charge Nature, 
To breakeit with a feartull dreame of hirn, 
And cry my ſelte awake ? That's falfeto's bed? Isit? | 
Piſa. Alas good Lady, 
Imo. 1 falſe? Thy Conſcience witneffe: [achimo, 
Thou didd'ſt accuſe him of Incontmencie, 
Thou then look'dft like a Villaine :now, me ans.” 
| y 


| 
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Thy fauours good enough, Some lay of Italy 

( Whoſe mother was her painting) hath becraid him: 
Poore 1 am tale, a Garment our of faſhion, 

Andfor | amricher then to hang by th'walles, 

| mult be ript; Topeeces withme : Oh! 

Mens Vowes are womens Traitors. All good ſeeming 
By thy reuolt {oh Husband) ſhall be rhoughr 

Put on for Villainy ; rior borne where't growes, 

2.1t worne a Baite for Ladies, 

Piſa. Good Madam,hcare me, 

!mo, Trae honeſt men being heard, like falſe /£neas, 
Were in his time thought falſe: and Syxon; weeping 
Did ({candall many a holy teare;rooke putty 
From molt true wretchedneffe, So thou, Poſtkumus 
Wilt lay the Leauen on all proper men ; 

Goodly,and galtant, ſh1ll be falſe and periur'd 
From thy great faile : Come Fe!low, be thou honeſt, | 
Do thou thy Maſters bidding. When chou ſeeſt him, 
Alle witneſle my obedtence. Looke 
I draw the Sword my lelte, take it, and hit 
The innocent Manſion of my Loue (my Heart: ) 
Fearenor, *tis empty of all things, but Greefe 2 
Thy Maſter is not there, who was indeede 
The riches of it. Do his bidding, ſtrike, 
Thou mayR be valianc in 2 bertcer cauſe ; 
But now thou ſeem'ſt a Coward, 
Piſ. Hence viieTofirurment, 
Thou ſhalt not damne my hand, 
Ims. Why, I muſt dye: 

And if 1 do not by thy hand, thou art 
No Seruant of thy Maſters, Againſt Selfe-{laughter, 
There is a prohibition ſo Diuine, * | 
That crauens my weake hand : Come, heere's my heart : 
Something's a-foot : Soft, ſoft, wee*lno detence, 
Obedient as the Scabbard, What is heere, 
The Scriptures of rhe Loyall Leonarm, 
All rarn'd co Herche? Away,away 
Corcapters of my Faith, you ſhall no more 
Be Stomachers to my heart : thus may poore Fooles 
Beleeuc falſe Teachers : Though thote that are berraid 
Do teele the Treaſon ſharpely, yer the Traitor 
"$i. &*512 worſe caſe of woe. And thou Poſthumrs, 
Thar did {ſt ſer vp my diſobedience 'gaiaft che King 
My Father, and makes me put into contempt the tures 
OfPrincely Fellowes, ſhalt heereaftec finde 
It is no ae of common paſſage, bur 
A ftraine of Rareneſſe; and 3 greeue my ſelfe, 
To thinke, when thou ſhalt be diſedg'd by her, 
That now thou tyreft on, how thy mem 
Will then be pang'd by me. Prythee diſpatch, 
The Lambe entreats the Butcher, Wher's thy knife? 
Thou art too flow to dothy Maſters bidding 
When T defire it too. 

Piſ. Oh gracious Lady : 
Since Ireceiu'd command to do this bufineſſe, 
I have not flept one winke, 

Imo. Doo't,and to bed then, 

P:f. le wake mine cye-balles firſt, | 
| [Imo. Whereforethen 
Did vndertake it ? Why haſt thou abus'd 
So many Miles, with a pretence? This place ? 
Mine Action ? and thine owne? Our Horſes labour ? 
TheTime inuiting thee ? The perturb'd Courr 
For my being abſent ? whereunto T never 
Purpoſe returne. Why haſt rhou gone ſo farre 
To be vn-beat ? whea thou haſt 'tane thy ſtand, 


——_— 


| 
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Th ele&ed Deere before thee ? 
Piſ. Bur to win time 
To looſe fo bad employment, in the which 
| haue conſider'd of a courſe: good Ladie 
Heare me with patience, 
Imo, Talke thy tongue weary, fpeake : 
I have heard 1 am a Strumper, and mine care 
Therein falſe ftrooke, can rake no greater wound, 
Nor tent, to bottome that. Bur ſpeake., 
Pif. Then Madam, 
I thought you would not backe againe. 
Imo, Moſt hke, 
Bringing me hecreto kill me. 
Pif. Not fo neither : 
But if I were as wiſe, as honeft, then 
My purpoſe would proue well : it cannot be, 
Bur chat my Maſter is abus'd. Some Villaine, 
Land fingular inhis Art, hath done you both 
This curſed miurie, 
Imo, Some Roman Curtezan ? 
Piſa. No,on ty lite : 
Ile gue but notice you are dead, and ſend him 
Some bloody hgne of it, For 'tis commanded 
I ſhould do fo : you ſhall be miſt at Courr, * 
And that will well confirme it, 
Imo. Why good Fellow, 


What ſhall | do the while? Where bide? How live? . 


Or in my hfe, what comfore, when 1 am 
Dead co my Husband ? 
Piſ. If you'l backe ro*'th'Coure, 
Im. No Court, no Father, nor no more adoe 
With that harſh, noble, ſimple nothing; 
That Clotten, whoſe Louc-ſaite hath bene to me 
As fearefull as a Siege. | 
Piſ. Ifnot at Court, 
Then not in Britaine muſt you bide. 
Imo. Wherethen? |, 


+ 
as. 
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Hah Britaine all the Sunne that ſhines? Day ? Night? 


Are they not but in Britaine? I'ch'worlds Volume 
Our Britaine leemes as of it, but not in't : 
In a great Poole, a Swannes-neſt, pryrhee thiake 
There's lwuers out of Britaine. 

Pif. lam moſt glad | 
Youthinke of other place : Th'Ambaſlador, 
Lucius the Romane comes to Milford-Hauen 
To morrow, Now, it you could weare a minde 
Darke, as your Fortune is, and bur diſguiſe 
That which t'appeare it ſelfs, muſt nor yer be 
But by ſ(elfe-danger, you ſhould tread a courſe 
Pretty,and fu}l of view: yea,happily,neere 
The reſidence of Pofthumu ; fo nie (ar leaft) 
That though his ARions were not viſible, yer 
Report ſhould render him hourely to your eare, 
As truely as he mooues, 

Imo, Oh for ſuch meanes, 
Though perill co my modeſtie, not death on'c 
I would adventure, 

Piſ. Well then, heere's the poine: 
You mult forget to be a Woman: chang 
Command, into obedience. Feare,and Niceneſle' 
(The Handraaides of all Women, or more truely 
Woman ir'pretty ſcle) into a waggiſh courage, 
Ready in gybes, quicke-anſwer'd,tawcie,and 
A5 quarrellous as the Weazell : Nay, you muſt 
Forget that rareſt Treaſore of your Checke, 
Expoſing it (bur oh the harder hearr, 
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Y our labouriome and dainty ]rimmes, whergin 
You made great [ns angry, 

Imo, Nay be brecſe ? 
I ſce iuto thy end, and am almoſt 
A man already, 

Piſ. Firft, make your ſelfe but like one, 
Fore-thinking this, I have already hit 
(Tis inmy Cloake-bagge) Doublet, Hat,Hole, all 
| [hat anſwer to them ; Would you 11 their lcruing, 
(And with what imitation you-cac. borrow 
From youth of ſuch a lcalon) tore Noble Lucie 
Preſent your ſelfe, delice l1is ſervice : rell him 
Wherein you're happy ; which will make him know, 
If that bis head have care in Muſicke, doubtleſle 
With ioy he will imbrace you : for hee's Honourable, 
Anddoubling that, molt holy. Your meancs abroad : 
You haue me rich, 2nd 1 will never faile 
Beginning, nor lupplyment, 

Imo. Thou art all che comfort 

The Gods will diet me with, Prythee away, 

| There's more to be con{ider'd : but weel cuen 
| All thet good time will give vs. Tis attempt, 
I am Souldier too, and will abide it with 
| A Princes Courage. Away, i prythee. 
Piſ. Well Madam, we mult cake a ſhort farewell, 
| Leaſt being miſt, I be (luſpeCted of 
{ Your carriage from the Court, My Noble Miftris, 
Heere is a boxc, L had it from the Queene, 
What's in't 1s precious : If you are ficke at Sea, 
Or Scomacke-qualm'd at Land, a Dramme of this 
Will driue away diſtemper. To {ome ſhade, 
And fit youto your Manhood ; may the Gods 
Dire& yourto the belt. - 


Imo, Amen : I thanke thee, Exenunt, 


* — — 
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Scena Quinta b 


Enter Cymbrlme, ©Oucene, Cloten, Lucin, 
and Lords, 

Cym. Thus farre,and lo farewell, 
| Lac, Thankes, Royall Sir : 
{ My Emperor bach wrote, I ouſt from hence, 
| And am right ſorry, that ] muſt report ye 
| My Maſters Enemy. 
Cym. Our Subicts (Sir) 
| Will not endure his yoake ; avd for our ſelfe 
To (hew lefſe Souernignty then they, muſt needs 
Appeare yn-King like, 

Luc. So Sir : ] defice of you 
A Condu& ouer Land, to Miltord-Hauen, 
Madam, all ioy betall your Grace,and you, 

Cyms. My Lords, you arc appointed for that Office : 
The due of Honor, ja no povat omit : 
So farewell Noblc Dncia, 

Luc. Your hand, my Lord. 

Clot, Recciuc it friendly ; but from this time forth 
[ weare't as your Enemy, 

Lac. Sir, the Euent 
[5s yet to name the winner, Fare you well, 

Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucixa,good my Lords 
Till he haue croft the Seuern, Happines, Exit Lucim,Grc 


| 


| 


a 


©#, Hegoes hence frowniog : but it honours ys 
That we have ginea bim cauſe. 

Clot, Tis all che berter, 
Your valiant Britaines have their wiſhes init, 

Cym. Eucus bath wrote already tothe Emperor 


How it goes heere, Ithis ys therefore ripely 


Our Chariots,and our Horſemen bein readineſle : 
The Powres that he already hathinGallia 
Will toone be drawne to head, from whence hemoues 
His warre tor Britaine, 
#4. 'Tisnot {leepy bulineſle, 
Bur muft be look'd too {peedily,and rongly. 
Cym, Our expeCtation that it would be thus 
Hatch made vs forward, But my gentle Queene, 
Where is our Daughter ? She hath not appear'd 
Before the Roman, norto vs bath tender d 
The duty of che day. She looke vs like 
A thing more made of malice, thenof duty, 
We hauenoted it, Call her before vs, for 
We haue beene too {light in ſufferance. 
©s, Royall Sir, 
Since the exile of Poſtbymas, moſt retyr'd 
Hath her lite bin : the Cure whereof, my Lord, 
[is time muſt do, Beleech your Maiefty, 
Forbeare ſharpe ſpeeches to her, Shee's a Lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words ate ftroke;, 
And ſtrokes death ro her, 
Enter a Meſſenger. | 
Cyw. \Wherc is the Sir ? How | 
Can her contempt be an{wer'd 7 
Mef. Pleaic you Sir, 
Her Chambers arc al! lock'd, and there's no anſwer 
That will &e giuen ro'th lowd of noiſe, we make. 
Qs. My Lord, whea laſt I went to viſit her, 
She pray'd me to excuſe her keeping cloſe, 
Wheteto conſtrain'd by ber inficmitic, 
She ſhould that dutic leave vnpaide ro you 
Which dayly the was bound to proffer ; this 
She wilh 4 me to make knowne ; but our great Court 
Made me too blame jn memory, 
Cym. Her doores lock'd? 


Not teene of late? Grant Heauens, that which T av 1 


Feare, proue falle, Exit, 

Q». Sonne, 1 iay,follow the King, 

Clot. That man of hers, Piſanio, her old Seruant 
| have not ſeene thele two dayes. 

2s. Go, looke after : 
Piſanio, thou that Rand'fi fo for Poſthumas, 
He hath a Drugge ot mine : I pray, his abſence 
Proceed by (wallowing that. For he belecues 
[cis a thing moſt precious, Bur for her, 
Where is (he gone? Haply diſpaice hath ſeiz'd her: 
Or wing'd with feruour of her loue, ſhe's fowne 
To her delir'd Poſthumws : gone ſhe is, 
To death, orto diſhonor, and my end 
Can make good vic of eicher, Shee being downe, 
I haue the placing of the Britiſh Crawne, 

Enter Cloten, 

How now, my Sonne ? 

Clot, 'Tis certaine ſhe is fled: , 
Goin and cheere the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him, 

Ln, All the becter z may 


Exit, 


This night fore-ftall him of the comming day. Exit Qs: | 


Cls, 1loue, and bate her : for {be's Faire and Royall, 


And that ſhe hath all courtly parcs more exquitie 
Then 


—— 
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Then Lady, Ladies, Woman, from euery one | hither, let it be thy firſt ſeruice, 'go, 
The beſt ſhe hath, and ſhe of all compounded Piſ. I ſhall my Lord. Exit, 
Our-ſclles them all. I louc her therefore, but C/o, Meer thee at Milford. Haven : (1 forgot to a5ke | - | 
Diſdaining me, and throwing Favours on him one thing, le remember't anon: ) even there, thou | ' | 
The low Poſthumas, flanders fo het tudgement, villaine Poſtbunares will 1 kill thee. 1 would thete Ger- i | 
That whar's elſe rare, is choak'dt and in chat point ments were come, She aide ypon atime (the bicterneſle 4" 
I will conciude to hate her, nay indcede, of it, ] now belch from my heart) chat ſhee held the 1 ervs; [ 
Tobe reueng'd vpon her. For, when Fooles ſhall-— Garment of Poſthamw, in more reſpef, then my Noble: x 
Enter Piſants, and naturall perton ; rogerher with the 2dornement-of | 4 
Who is heere? What, are youpacking firrah 7 my Qualities, Wirth that Suice vpon wy backe wil [ ra: ' 
Come hither : Ah you precious Pandar, Villaine, uiſh her: firſt kill him,20d in be#eyes; there ſhall ſhe ſee | 
Where is thy Lady ? In a wod, or elſe my v3lour, which wil then be a torment to hir concempt, | 
Thou act ſtraightway with the Fiends. He on the ground, my ſpeech of inſulment enc:d on his.! "1 
Piſ. Oh, good-my Lord, dead bodie, and when my Luft hath dined (which, as1 | 
Clo, Where is thy Lady? O:,by Ivpiter, lay,to vex her, I will execute inthe Cloathes that ſhe ſo | | 
I willnot aske againe. Cloſe Villaine, prais'd: ro the Court Ie knock her backe, foot her home 
He haue this Secret from thy heart, or rip againe, She hath deſpis'd mee reioycingly, and He bee | ; 
Thy heart to finde ir. Is ſhe with Poſthumus ? merry in my Revenge. | 187 ? 
From whole ſo many waights of baſcnefſe, cannot Enter Piſanio, | | £8 
A drain of worth be drawne, Be thoſe the Garments? | "3 
Piſ. Alas,may Lord, | Psf. I,wy Noble Lord. 8 
| How can ſhe be with him ? When was ſhe miſs'd? (19. Howlong is't fince ſhe wen to Milford-Hauen? as 
He 14 in Rome; Piſ. She can (carſe be chere yer. | 7 
Clot, 'Where is ſhe Sir? Comeneerer : Cle. Bring this Apparrell ro my Chamber, that is a | 
No farther halting : ſatisfie mehome, the ſecond thing that I haue commanded thee. The thirs j 
What is become of her ? is, that thou wilt be a voluntarie Mute to wy defigne. Be |. 
P'{. Oh, my all-worthy Lord. | bur dutiovs, and true preferment ſhall render ir (elſe ro þ 4 
Clo. All-worthy Villaine, © | thee, My Revenge is now at Miltord, would Ihad wings 308 
Diſcouer where thy Miftris is, at once, to follow it, Come,and be true, E 'y 
Atthe next word: no more of worthy Lord: Piſ: Thou bid'ſt me to my loſle : for true ta thee, F-" 
Speake, or thy blence on the inſtant, is Were to proue falſe, which | will never bee | "Þ' 
Thy condemnation, and thy death, To him thar is moſt true, To Milford go, ſ 
Piſ. Then Sir : And finde not her, whom thou purſueſt. Flow,flow — 
This Paper is the hiſtorie of my knowledge | You Heavenly bleſſings on her : This Fooles ſpecde j 
| Touching her flight, x | Becroft with flownefle; Labour be his mecde, Ex 
Clo, Ler's ſee't: | will purſue her | | 
Euen to Aguſta Throne, EE ee Trot 3 pb 
Piſ. Or this, or periſh, | 
She's farre enough, and what helcarnes by this, | FScena Fexta. | 
May proue his trauell, not ber danger, | | 
{1o. Humb. ewe ee —_— 
Piſ. Ile write to my Lord ſhe's dead : Oh [mogen, 
Safe mayſt thou wander, ſafe rerurne agen. | Enter Imogen alone, a, 
Cler. Sirra, is this Letter true ? Imo, 1 ſec a mans life is a tedious one, | 
Piſ. Sir,as T thinke, ' | havetyr'd my {elfe :and for two nights together | 
Clot, It is Poſthuryas hand, 1 know't. Sirrah, if thow | Haue made the ground my bed. I ſhould be ficke, 
would'ſtnor be a Villain, but do merrve ſeruice: vader- | But thar my refolution helpes me : Milford, 
go thoſe Imployments wherin I ſhauld have cauſe tovſe | When from the Mounraine top, Piſanio ſhew'd thee, 
thee with a ſerious induſtry, that is, whar villainy foere I | Thou was't within a kenne, Oh Toue, I rninke 
bid cheedo to performe it, CONES truely, 1 would | Foundations flye the wretched: ſuch I meane, 
thinke thee an he neſt man : thou ſhould' neither wane | Where they ſhould bereleeu'd.. Two Beggers rold me, 
my meanes for thy releefe, normy voycs tor thy prefer- | | could not mifſe my way. Will poore Folkes lye 
ment. That have Afflitions on them, knowing 'tys . 
Piſ. Well, my good Eord, -* A puniſhment, or Triall ? Yes; no wonder, | 
Clot. Wile thou ſerue mee? For hnee patiently ) and { When Ricl-ones ſcarſe tel! true. To lapſe io Fulneſſe 
conftantly thoa haſt ucke co the bare Fortune of that | Is ſorer. thento lye for Neede : and Falſhood | | 
Begger Poſthumus, thou capſt not in the courſe of grati- | Is worſe in Kings, then Beggers. My deere Lord, 
rude, but be a diligent followeg ot mine, Wilt thou ferue | Thou art one o'thifalſe Ones : Now I thinke on thee, | 
mee ? | A (>.v3 My hunger's gone; buteuen befor?, I was 
Pif. Sir, I will, | | Ar point to finke, for Food. But what 1s this? 
C/o. Giue mee thy hand, heere's my purſe. Haſt any | Heere is a path coo't - 'tis ſome ſauage hold ; | 
of thy late Mafters Garmencs in thy poſſeſſion ? ] were beft not call ; ] dare not call: yer Famine 
Piſan, 1 have (my Lord) at my Lodging, the ſame | Ere cleane it 0're-throw Nature, makes it valiant, 
Suire he wore, when be tooke Ieaue of my Ladic & Mi- | Plentie, and Peace breeds Cowards ; Hardnefſeeuer -} 
fireſle. Of Hardineſſe is Mother, Hoa? who's heere ? -# 
Cle. The firſt ſeruice thou doſt mee, fetch that Suite | If any thing that's ciuill, ſpeake : if ſauage, 


Take, | 
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Take, orlend. Hoa? No anſwer ? Then lle enter, 

Beſt draw my Sword ; and if mince Enemy 

Bur feare the Sword like me, heel (carſely looke on't. 
Such a Foe,good Heauens, Exit. 


A —— - — ——— 
————— 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Belarius 6 widerins, and Arnuiragus. 
Beh, You Polidore hauc prou'd beſt Woodman, and 
Are Mafter of the Fealt : Cadeall, and [ 


Will play the Cooke, and Servant, tis our match: 


4 The {wear of induſtry would dry, and dye 


Bur for the end it workes too. Come,our Romackes 
Will make what's homely, ſauoury : Wearineſſe 
Can ſnore ypon the Flint, when reſtic Sloth 
Findes the Downe-pillow hard, Now peace be beere, 
Poore houſe, that keep'ſt thy (elfe, 

Gui. I amthroughly weary, 

Arwi, 1 am weake wirh toyle, yet trong in appetite, 

Gui, There is cold meat i'th*Caue, we'l brouz on that 
Whil't what we haue kill'd, be Cook's, 

Bel. Stay, come nor in! 
But ther it cates our victualles, 1 ſhould thinke 
Heere were a Faiery, 

Gni. What's the matter, Sir ? 

Bel. Py lupicer an Angell : orifnor 
Anearthly Paragon, Behold Divincneſſe 
No elder then a Boy. 

. Enter Imogen. 

Imo. Good maſters harme me not : 
Before I en:cr'd heere, I call'd,anq thought 
To haue begg'd,or bought, what | haue took: good troth 
T have (tolne nought,nor wou!d not,though | had found 
Gold ſtrew'd i'th'Floore, Heere's money tor my Meate, 
I would hauc left it on the Boord, fo ſoone 
As 1 had made my Mecale ; and parted 
With Pray'rs for the Provider, 

Gui. Money? Youth, 

eArs. All Gold and Siluer rather turne to durt, 
As'tis no better reckon'd, but of thoſe 
Who worſhip duty Gods, 

Imo, 1 ſee youre angry-: 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, | ſhould 
Haue dyed, had Inot madeit, 

Bel, Whether bound ? 

Imds. TE Milford-Hauen, 

Bel. What's your name? 

Imo, Fidele Sit : 1 haue a Kinſman, who 
Is bound for Italy ; he embark'd at Milford, 


] To whom being going, almoſt ſpent with hunger, 


I am falne in this offctice, 

Bel. Prythce (fairc youtl:) 

Thinke vs no Churles : nor meaſure our good mindes 
By this rude place we hue in, Well encounter'd, 
'Tis almoſt night, you ſhall have better cheere 

Ere you depatt; and thankes co ſtay,and cate it. 
Boyes, bjd him welcome. | 

Gui. Were you a woman, youth, 

I ſhould woo hard, but be your Groome in honeſty; 
[ bid for you, as I do buy. 

Aru. Ile make't my Comfort ' 


He is a man, [1c loue bim as my Brother : 
And ſuch a welcome as 11d giue to him 
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' And that the Legions now 1n Gallia, arc 3 
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\ For chis immediate Leuy, he commands 


| 


| 
| 


| 


| So farre as thou wilt ſpeakeit, 


(After long abience) ſuch is yours, Moſt welcome: 
Be ſprightly, for you fall 'mong ft Friends, 
Imo. Mongſ(t Friends? 

If Brothers : would it had bin fo, that they 
Had bin my Fathers Sonnes, then had my prize 
Bin lefle, and ſo more equal ballaſting 
To thee Poſtbumus, 

Bel. He wrings at ſome diſtreſſe. 

Gui. Would 1 could free't, 

Arni, Or], whatere it be, 
Whar paine it coſt, what danger : Gods ! 

Bel. Hearke Boyes, 

Imo. Great men 
Thar had a Court no bigger then this Cave, 
That did attend themſelues, and had the vertue 
Which their owne Conſcience ſeal'd them: laying by 
That nothing-guift of differing Multitudes 
Could not out-peere theſe twaine, Pardonme Gods, 
VId change my ſexe to be Companion with them, 
Since Leonatus falſe. 

Bel. Itſhall be: 
Boyes wee'l godrefſe our Hunt, Faire youth come in; 
Ditcourſe is heauy, fafting : when we have ſupp'd 
Wee'l mannerly demand thee of thy Story, 


Gni, Pray draw neere, 
Arni, The Night co'th'Owle, 
$24 Morne to th'Larke lefle welcome. 
Imo. Thankes Sir. 
Aru, | pray draw neece. 


ect 


Scena Oflaua, 


Enter two Reman Snators,and Tribunes, 
T.Sen. This 1s the tenor of the Emperors Writ ; 
That hace the common men are now in Action 
'Gainft the Pagnonians, ard Dalmatians, 


Full weake te vadertake our Warres againſt 
The talane-oft Britaines, that we do incite 
The Gentry to this bufineſſe. He creates 
Lucius Pro-Conſull : 3nd to you the Tribunes 


His abſolute Commifhon. Long live Ceſar. 
Tri. Is Lacixs Generall of the Forces ? 
2-Sen. L 
Tri, Remaining nowiaGallia? 
1.Ses, With thoſe Legions 


Which I haue ſpoke of, wher our levie 
Muſt be ſupplianr : the words of your Commiſſhon 
Will ye you to the numbers, aud the time 
Of their diſpatch, 
Tri. We will diſcharge our duty. Exeunt, 
. cues, | 


—_—_ 


oA tus Quarths. Scena Prima. 


— 


Enter C lettep alove. | 

Clat Tam neere to'th'place where they ſhould meer, 
if Piſanio have mapp'd it trucly, How fit his Garmen:s 
ſerue me? Why ſhould his Miſtris who was made by him 
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that made the Taylor, not be fic roo? The rather (ſauin 
reverence of the Word ) for 'tis ſaide a Womans fitacfle 
comes by fits : therein I muſt play the Workman, I dare 
ſpeakeit ro my ſelfe, for it is not Vainglorie for a man, 
and his Glaſle, to confer in his 0wne Chamber;l meane, 
the Lines of ay body are as well drawne as his ; no lefle 
young, moreſtrong, not beneath him in Fortunes, be- 
yond him in the aduantage of the time, aboue him in 
Birth, alike converſant in general! ſervices, and more re» 
markeable in fingle oppoſitions; yet this imperſeucranc 
Thing loues him in my deſpighe, What Mortalitie is ? 
Poſthums, thy head (which now is growing vppon thy 
ſhoulders) ſhall within chis houre be off, thy MiRtris 1n- 
forced, thy Garments cut to peeces before thy face : and 
all chis done, fporne her home to her Father, who may 
(happily)be alittle angry for my fo rough vſage: but my 
Mother having power of his teſtineſſe, ſhall rurne all in- 
tomy commendations. My Horſe is tyed vp fate, out 
Sword, and to a fore purpoſe : Fortune put them into my 
hand : This is the very deſcription of their meeting place 
and the Fellow dares not deceiue me, Exit. 


| — — — — —— 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Belarins,Guiderins, Aruiragus,and 
Imogen from the Cane, 

Bel. You are not well : Remaine heere inthe Caue, 
Wee'l come to you after Hunting, 

Api, Brother, ſtay heere : 
Are we not Brothers? 

Imo, So man and man ſhould be, 
But Clay and Clay, differs in dignitie, 
Whoſe duſt is both alike. Iam very ſicke, 

Gni. Go you to Hunting, Ile abide with him, 

Imo, So licke I am not, yetT amnotwell : 
Bur riot ſo Citizen a wanton, as 
| To ſeeme to dye, ere licke: Sopleaſe you, leaue me, 
| Sticke to your Tournall courſe : the breach of Cuſtome, 
Is breach of all. I amill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Society, is no comfort 
To one not ſociable : I am not very ficke, 
Since | can reaſon of it : pray you truſt me heere, 
Ile rob none bury ſelfe, and let me dye 
Stealing ſo poorely, 

Gui, Tlovethee :I haue ſpokeit,' 
How much the quantity, the waight as much, | 
As I do loue my Father. 

Bel, What? How? how? 

Arni, If it be finne to fay ſo (Sir) I yoake mee 
In my good Brothers fault: { know not why 
I loue this youth, and I haue heard you ſay, 
Loue's reaſon'e, without reaſon. The Beere at doore, 
And a demand who is't ſhall dye, !'Id ſay” 
My Father, not this youth. 

Fel. Oh noble ftraine! 
O worthineſle of Nature, breed of Greatneſſe! 
«Cowards father Cowards ,& Baſe things Syre Bace; 
«Nature bach Meale, and Bran ; Contempr, and Grace, 
I'me not their Father, yer who this ſhould bee, 
Deth myracle 1 ſeife, lou'd before mee. 
Tis the ninth houre o'th'Morne, 


Arni. Y ou health, So pleaſc you Sir, 
Imo, Theſe are kinde Creatures. 
Gods, what lyes I haue heard. ; 
| Our Covrtiers ſay, all's lauage, bur at Court ; 
> Experience, ob thou diſproou'lt Report, 
Th'emperious Seas breeds Monſters; ſor the Diſh, 
Poore Tributary Rivers, as {weet Fiſh : 
] am ficke ſtill, heart-ficke; Piſanio, x 
Ile now taſte of thy Drugge. 
Gi. I could not ftirre him ; 
He ſaid he was gentle, but ynfortunate; 
Diſhoneſtly afflicted, bur yer honeſt. 
Arui, Thus did he aulwer me : yer ſaid hereafter, 
i might know more, 
Bel. To'th'Field, to*th Field : 
Wee'l leaue you for this time, goin,and reft, 
Arni, Wee'l not be long away. 
Bel, Pray be not ficke, 
For you muſt be our Huſwife. 
Imo. Well,or ill, 
I am boundto you, Exit. 
Bel. And thal't be ever, | 


| 
| 1me, I wiſhye ſport, : Gd wes 


| 


[ 


' AndheherDtcter. 


This youth, how ere diltceſt, appeares he hath had 
Good Anceſtors. 
Arni. How Angell-like he fings? 
Cui. But his neate Cookeric ? , 
Arxi. He cut our Rootes in CharraQers, 
And ſawc'ft our Brothes, as /wns had bia ficke, 


Arni, Nobly he yoakes | 
A ſmiling, with a gh ; as if the ſighe 
Was that it was, for not being ſuch a Smile: 
The Smile, mocking the Sigh, that it wquld flye 
From ſo divine a Temple, to commix 
Wirth windes, that Saylors raile at. 

Gni. Idonote, 
That greefe and patience rooted in them both, 
Mingle their ſpurres together, 

Ari. Grow patient, | | 
And let the ftinking-Elder (Greefe) vatwine 
His periſhing roote, with the encreafing Vine. 

Bel. Itis great morning, Come away: Who's there? 

Enter Cotes. 

Clo, 1 cannot finde thoſe Runnagates, that Villaine 
Rach mock'd me, Iamftaint, 

Bel. Thoſe Runnagates ? 
Meanes he not vs ? I partly know him, 'tis , 
Cloten, the Sonne o*th*Queene, I feare ſome Ambuſh: 
I ſaw him not theſe many yeares, and yet 
I know 'tis he: We archeld as Ouc-Lawes: Hence. 

Gai. He is but 6ne : you, and my Brother ſcarch 
What Companies are neere ; pray you aWay, 
Ler me alone with him, 

Clor. Soft, what are you 
That flye me thus ? Some villaine-Mountainers? 
I haue heard of ſuch, What Slaue art thou? 

Gui. Aching 
More (lauiſh did I ne're, then anſwering | 
A Slave without a knocke. 

Clot, Thou art a Robber, 
A Law-breaker, a Villaine : yeeld thee Theefe; 

Gni. To who? to thee ? What art thou? Haue nor I 
An arme as bigge as thine ? A heart,as bigge : 
Thy words I grant are bigger ; for 1 weare not 
My Dagger in my mouth, Say what thou art : 


| Why 


Arui. Brother, farewell. 


— __ 


Mw th I 


—_—_ 


; 


pi ti. 


— 


| 


— 


Why I ſhouldyeeldtothee? = 


| W 
| Which (as it ſeemes) make thee. 


—_—_— _— 0 OO OO OE I, ee 


2 


[ 


The Tragedy of Gmbeline. © 


— 


Ciot, Thou Villaine baſe, 


Know't me not b y my Cloathes ? 


Gus. No, nor thy Taylor, Raſcal! : 
ho is thy Grandfather ? He made thoſe cloathes, 


Clo, Thou precious Varlet, 


My Taytor made them not. 


Gui. Hence then, and thanke 
The man that gaue chem thee, Thou art ſome Foole, 
[| am loath to beate thee. 

Clot. Thouiniurious T heefe, 
Heare but my name, and tremble, 


* Gui. Whar's thy name ? 


Clo. Cleten, thou Villaine. 
Gai. (loten, chou double Villaine be thy name, 
I cannot tremble at it, were it Toad,or Adder, Spider, 
IT would moue me {ooner, | 
Clet, To thy further feare, 
Nay, to thy meere Confuſion, t 
I am Sonne to'th'Queene, 
Gazi. 1 am ſorry for't : not {ſeeming 
So worthy as tny Birth, 
(lot. Artnot atcard ? 
wi. Thoſe that I reverence, thoſe I feare: the Wile; 
At Fooles I laugh : not feare chem, 
Clot, Dye the death: | 
When I hae ſlaine thee with my proper hand, 
Hle follow thoſe that euen now fled hence; 
And on the Gates of Luds-T ewne (et your heads: 
Yeeld Rufticke Mountaineer. Fight and Exeunt, 
Ent:r Belarinus and Arniragns, 
Bel. No Companie's abroad ? - 
Arni, None in thoworld : you did miſtake him ſure, 
Bel. 1 cannot tell : Long is it fincel ſaw him, 
But Time hath nothing blurr'd thoſe lines of Favour 
Which then he wore: the fnatches in his voice, 
And burſt of ſpeaking were as his : I am abſolute 
'T was very Clotes. % 


hou ſhalt know 


Arn. 1n this place we left them J Bel, Well,'tis done: 4 
I wiſh my Brother make good time with him, | Wee'l hunt no more to day, nor ſecke for danger | | 
You ſay he is ſo fell, Where there's no profic, Iprythee ro our Rocke, 
Bel. Being fraiſe made vp, You and Fidele play the Cookes : le ſtay 
I meane to man; he had not apprehenſion Till haſty Polidore returne, and bring him 
Of roaring tercors : For defect of tudgement To dinner preſently, 
Is oft the cauſe of Feare. Arai, Poore fcke Fidele, | 
Enter Guiderixs, Ile willingly to him, to gaine his colour, | 
Bur ſee thy Brother. I!'d ler a pariſh of ſuch Clotens blood, | 
Gui. This Clotes was a Foole, an empty purle, And praiſe my ſelfe for charity, Exit. 
There was no money in't : Not Herewles Bel, Oh thou Goddeſle, 
Could haue knock d out his Braines, for he had none : Thou divine Nature ; thou thy ſelfe thou blazon'ft 
Yet I not doing this, the Foole had borne In theſe two Princely Boyes : they are as gentle 
My head, as I do his, As Zephires blowing below che Violer, 
Bel. \What haſt chou done? Not wagging bis ſweet head; and yet,as rough 
Gui. | am pertett what: cut off one Clotexs head, (Their Royal blood enchat'd) afthe rud't winde, 
Sonve to the Queene (after his owne report) That by che top doth rake the Mountaine Pine, | 
Who call'd me Iraitor, Mountaineer, and ſwore | And make him ſtoopetoth Vale. 'Tis wonder 
With bis owne ſingle hand heePd take vs in, That an invicble inſtinR ſhould frame them 
Diſplace our heads, where (thanks the Gods) they grow | To Royalty vnlearn'd, Honor ymtaught, 
And let them on Luds-Towne, Ciuility not ſeene from other : valour 
Bel, We arc all vndone, That wildely growes in them, but yeelds a crop 
Gui. Why,wortby Father,what have we to looſe, As if it had beene fow'd : yer fill it's ſtrange 
But t!:ar he (\yore to take, our Lives ? the Law What Clotenc being heere to vs portends, 
ProteRs net vs, then why ſhould we be tender, Or what his death will bring vs, 
To ler an arrogant peece of fleſh threat vs? | Enter Gniderews, 
Play Iudge, and Executioner, all hioſelfe ? 1 Gui, Where's wy Brother? 
"0 2 I 


| 


For we do feare the Law, What company 
Diſcouer you abroad? 

Bel. No fingle ſoule 
Can we ſet eye on : but in all ſafereaſon 
He muft haue ſome Attendants, Though his Honor | 
Was nothing but muration, I, and that 
Frem one bad thing to worſe ; Not Frenzie, 
Not abſolute madnefle could fo farre have rau'd 
To bring him heere alone : alchough perhaps 
It may be heard at Court, that ſuch as wee 
Cauec heere, hunt heere, are Our-lawes, and in time 
May make ſome ſtronger head, the which he hearing, 
(Asit is like him) might breake out, and Cweare 
Heel'd ferch ys in, yer is't not probable 
To come alone, either he ſo vadertaking, 
Or they ſo ſuffering : then on good ground we feare, 
If we do feare this Body bath a taile 
More perillous then the head, 

Arni, Let Ord'nance 
Come as the Gods fore-ſay it : howſoere, 
My Brother hath done well, 

Bel, Ihad no mingde 
To hunt this day : The Boy Fideles ſickeneſſe 
Did make my way long forth, 

Gui, With his owne Sword, 
Which he did wave againſt my throat, I haue tane 
His head from him: Ile throw't intothe Creeke 
Behinde our Rocke, andlet itto the Sea, | 
And tell the Fiſhes, hee's the Queenes Sonne, Clotes, 
That's all I reake, Exit. 

Bel, I feare twill be reveng'd: 
Would (Polidere) thou had'ſt nor done't: though yalour 
Becomes thee well enough, 

Arni. Would I had done't: 
So the Revenge alone purſu'de me : Polidore 
I loue thee brotherly, ue enuy much 
Thou baft robb'd me of this deed: I would Revenges 
That poſſible firength might meer, wold ſeck vs through 
And put vs to our anſwer, 
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|T have ſene Clotens Clot -pole downethe ltreame, 


In E nba: to his Mother; his Bodie's hoſtage 
For his returne. Solemn Maſick, 
Bel, My ingenuous Inftrument, 
(Hearke Polidore)it ſounds :;but what occafion + + 
Hach Cadwa/ now to giue itmotion ? Hearke, 
Gi. Is heat home? 
Fel. He wenc hence cucn now, 
Gui. What does he meane ? 
Since death of my deer'(t Mother 
It did not ſpeake betore. All ſolemne things 
Should anſwer ſolemne Accidents. The matter ? 
Triumphes for POng, and lamenting Toyes, 
Isiollity for Apes, and greete for Boyes, | 
Is Cadwall mad ? 
Enter Argiragi, with Imagen dead, 
ber is his Armes, 

Bel. Looke, heere he comes, 
And brings the dire occafionin his Armes, 
Of what we blame him for, 

Arwi, The Bird is dead 
That we haue madeſo. much on, I hadrather 
Haue *kipt from fixteene yeares of Ag: ro fixty ; 

To hauecnrn'd my leaping time into a Crutch, 
Then haue ſeene this, | 

Gui. Oh ſweeteſt, fayreſt Lilly : 

My Brother weares thee not the one halfe ſo,well, 
As when thou grew'ſt thy {elfe, 

Bel. Oh Mclancholly, I'P 
Who euer yet could ſound thy bottome? Finde . 
The Ooze, to ſhew what Coaſt thy ſluggiſh care 
Might cafileft harbour in, Thou bleſled thing, 
Toue knowes what man thou mighr't haue made : but 3, 
Thou dyed'ſt a moſt rare Boy, of Melancholly. 

How found you him ? 
Ari, Starke, as you lee ; 
Thus ſmiling, as ſome Fly had tickled ſlumber, 
Not as deaths dart, being laugh'd at; hisright Cheeke 
Repoſing on a Cuſhion, 

Gui. Where? 

Arxi, O'h'floore:; | 
His armes thus leagu'd, Ithought heſlept,and pur 
My clowrted Brogues from off my feete, whole rudeneſſe 
Anſwer'd my ſteps t00 lowd, 

Gui, Why,he but \leepes : | 
If he be gone, hee'l make his Graye, a Bed: 
With female Fayries will his Tombe be haunted, 
And Wormes will not come to thee, 

Arni, With fayreſt Flowers ... 
Whil't Sommer laſts, and I live heere, Fidele, 
Ile ſweeten thy ſad grave ; thou ſhalt nor lacke 
The Flower that's like thy face, Pale-Primeoſe, nor 
The azur'd Hare-bell, like thy Veives :00,00r , 
The leafe of Eglantine, whom nar to{lander, , - 
Out-ſweetned not thy breath : the Raddocke would 
Wirh Charitable bil! (Oh bill ſore homioge .. .. 
Thoſe rich-left-heyres, that ler theis-Fatherslye 1, - 
Without a Monument) bring thee all chis, _ 
Yea, and furi'd Moſſe beſides. When Flowres are none 
To winter-ground by Coarſew——— , 

Gui, Prytheeh Lame 
And do —__ bak with that 
Which is fo ſerious, Ler vs bury bim, 

And not protraRt with admigation,what. 
Is now due debr. Toh grave. ERS 


Ari. Say,where ſball's lay him ? ; 


bearing 


| 
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Gui, By good Euriphile, our Mether. 

Arni. Bee'tlo: 
And let vs (Polidore) though now our yoyces 
Haue got the manniſh cracke, fing him to'th'ground 
As once to our Mother : vſe like note, and words, 
Saue that Exrphile, muſt be Fidele, 

Gui. Cadwall, | 
I cannot fing : lle weepe,and word it with thee ;; 
For Notes of ſorrow, out of tune,are worſe 
Then Prieſts, and Phanes that lye. 

Arni. Wee ſpeakeitthen, 


Bel, Great greetes | ſee med'cine the lefſe : For Clotew, 
Is quite forgot, He was a Queenes Sonne,Boyes, © * | 
And though he came our Enciny remember | 
He was paid for that: though meane,and mighty rotcing 
Together have one duſt, yer Reuerence 
(That Angell of the world) doth make diſtin ion 
Of place 'rweene high,and low, Our Foe was Princely, 
And though you tooke his life, as being our Foe, 
Yer bury himgasa Prince, | 
Gui, Pray youtetch him hither, 
Therſites dody is as good as Aiax, 
When neyrther arc alive, | 
Arxui, If you] go ferch him, 
Wee'! ſay our Song the whilſt: Brother begin, | 
Gui. Nay Cadwall, we muſt lay his head to'th'Eaft, 
My Father hath a rcaſon tor't, 
Arui, "Tis true. 
Gsi, Come on then,and remoue him, 
Arn, So, begin. 
S ONG. 
Guid, Feare ro more the heate o'th Sun, | 
Nor the furious Winters rages, | 
»\T how thy worldly task baſt don, 
Home art gon, and tane thy wages, 
Golden Lads,and Girles all muſt, - - 
As Chimney-Sweepers come to duft, ; | 
Arui. Feare no more the frowne o'th Great, | 
T how artpaſt the Tir ants ftroake, 
Care no more to cloath and eate, | 
To thee the Reede 1s as the Oake : 
The Scepter Learning,Phy ſicke muſt, 
All fellow this aud come to duſt, 
Guid, Feare no more the Lightning flaſh, 
Arui, Nor th'all.dreaded Thumder one. 
Gui, Feare not Slander, Cenſareraſh, | 
Arui. Thon haſt finilh'd loy and mone. 
Both, All Lowers young all Lowers muſt, 
{ on/igne to thee and come to duſt, 
Guid. No £xorciſer barme thee, 
Arui. Nor no witch-craft charme thee, 
Guid, Ghoſt v#laid forveare thee, 
Arvi, Nothing :|} come neere thee. 
Both. Quiet conſummation hane, 
And renowned be thy graue. 
Emer Betarinns with the body of Cloten, | 
Cui, We baue done our obſequies z 
Come lay him downe, | 
Bel.Heere's a few Flowres, but "bout midnight more; 
The hearbes that haue on them cold dew o'th'aight 
Are firewings fit't for Graves: ypon their Faces., 
You were as Flowres, now wither'd ; even ſo 
Theſe Herbelers ſhall, which we ypon you ſtrew, 
Come on,aWay, apart ypon our knees : 
The ground that gave them firſt, ha's them againe ? 
Their pleaſures here are pale ace their pajae, F renee. 
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Yes Sir, to Milford-Hauca, which 1s the way? ' 
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Imogen awahkes. 


I thanke you ;.by yond buſh? pray how tarre chether ? 
'Ods pittikins ; can it be (1xe mile yer? 

I have gane 3ll night : 'Fauch,iiclye downe,and ſleepe. 
But ſoft : no Bedicllow£ Oh Gods, and Goddeſles ! 


—C——_——— 


Theſe Flowres are like the pleatures of the World ; 
This bloody mas the care on't, I hope 1 dreame : 
For io I thought 1 was a Cave-keeper, 


; | And Cooke to honeſt Creatures. But 'tis notſo: 
}' Twas but a bolt of nothing, ſhot at nothing, 


Which che Braine makes of Furves, Our very eyes, 
Are ſorevimes like our Tudgements,blinde. Good faith 
I tremble (till with feare: bur it there be 

Yer left in Heauen, as {mall a drop of pittie 

As a Wrens eye; fear d Gods, a part of it, 

The Dreame's beere fill: even when I wake it is 

W hour me,as within me : not imagin'd, fel, 

A headle(ſe man? The Garments of Poithumins ? 

| know the ſhape of's Legge: this is his Hand : 

His Foote Merguriall : his martiall Thigh. ., | 
The brawaes of Herewles : but Nis Lowall face — 
Murther in heauen ? How ? "tis gone. Piſanro, 

All Curſes madded Hecwba gaue the Greekes, 

And mine to boot, be darted on thee x; thou 


| Confpir'd with that Irregulous diuell Cloten, 


Hath heere cut off my Lord. To write, andread, 

Be henceforth treacherous, Damn'd ſexo, 

Hath with his forged Letters (damn'd Prfanio) 

From this moſt braueſt veſlell of the world 
Strookethe maine top ! Oh Poſtbhumas, alas, 

W here is thy head? where's that? Aye me! where's that ? 
P:iſanio might haue kilFd thee ac the heart, 

And left this head on. How ſhould this be, Poſanio ?- 
'Tis he, and Cloten : Malice, and Lucre imthem 

Haue laid this Woe heere, Oh 'tis pregnant, pregnant ! 
The Dcugge he gaue me, which hee ſaid was precious 


—_——— 


{ And Cordiall co me, haue | not found 1; 


Murd'rous to'th'Senſes ? That confirmes it home ; 
This is Piſanio's deede, and Cloten:; Oh - | 
Giue colour to my pate cheeke with thy blood, 


| That we the horrider may feeme to thole 


W hich chance tofinde vs. Oh, my Lord !my Lord! 
Enter Lucius,C aptaines and a Socthſayer. 
| Cap, Tothem,the Legions garriſon'd in Gallia 


|| Atter your will, have cro(t the Sea, attending 


You heere a: Milford-Hauen, with your Shippes * 
They are heere in readincſle, 
Luc, Bur what from Rome? 
Cap, The Senate hath ftirr'd vp the Confiners, 
And Gentlemen of lcaly, moſt willing Spirits, 
That promiſe Noble Seruice : 8nd they come 
Vnder the Conduct ot bold /achimo, 
Sjemn's Brother, 
Line, When expe youthem ? 
Cap, With the next benefit o'th'winde,' 
Lvc. This torwardneſſe 
| Makes our hopes ſaire, Command our preſent numbers 
Be muſter'd : bid the Captaines looke too'r. Now Sir, 
What haue you dream'd of late of this warres purpoſe. 
Sootb, Laft night, the very Gods ſhew'd me a viſion 
(I tat,an4 pray'd for their Intelligence) thus : 
I fawv Igues Bird, the Roman Eagle wing'd 
From the {pungy South, to this part. ofthe Weſt, 
There yaniſh'd in the Sun-beames, which portends 
(Valefle my Gnnes abuſe my Divination) 


Jn CEE 


F - 


- Succeſle to th Romanhoafſt, 


Lwuc, Dreame often ſo, 
And neuer falſc, Soft hoa, what truncke is heere > | 
Without his top 7 The rvine ſpeakes, that ſometime 
It was 8 wort hy building, How? aPage? 

Or dead, or ſleeping on him ? But dead rather : 
For Nature doth abhorre to make his bed 

Vith tne defunR, or ſleepe ypon the dead. | 
Let's ſee the Boyes face, 

Cap. Hee's alive my Lord. 

Luc, Hee'l then inftruR vs of this body : Young one, 
Informe vs of thy Fortunes, for it ſeemes 
They craue to be demanded : who is this 
Thou mak'ſ thy bloody Pillow ? Or who was he 
That (otherwiſe then noble Nature did) 

Hath alter'd that good Piture? What's thy intereſt 
In this ſad wracke? How came'*t? Who is'r? 
What art chov? 

Imo. I amnothing ; or ifnot, 

Nothing to be were better : This was my Maſter, 
A very valiant Britaine, and a good, 

That heere by Mountaineers lycs ſlaine : Alas, 
There is no more ſuch Maſters : I may wander 
From Eaſt ro Occident, cry out for Service, 

Try many, all good: ſerve truly ; never 

Finde ſuch another Maſter, 

Lac. *Lacke,yood youth: 

Thou mort no leffe with thy complaining, then 
Thy Maiſter in bleeding : ſay his name,good Friend, 

Imo, Richard du Champ : If 1 dolye,and do 
No harmeby it, though the Gods heare, I hope 
They'l pardon it. Say you Sir ? 

Lue, Thy name ? 

Imo, Fidele Sir. 

Luc. Thou doo'ft approue thy ſelfe the very ſame: 
Thy Name well ics thy Faith ; thy Faith,thy Name; 
Wilt takethy chance with me? 1] will not ſay 
Thou ſhslt be ſo well maſter'd, but be ſure 
No lefſe belou'd. The Romane Emperors Letters 
Sent by a Conlull to me, ſhould nor ſooner 
Then thine owne worth preferre. thee: Go with me. 

Imo, le follow Sir, Bur firſt, and't pleaſe che Gods, 
Ile hide my Mafter from the Flies, as deepe 
As theſe poore Pickaxes can digge : and when 
With wild wood-leaues & weeds, I ha' ſtrew'd his graue 
And on it ſaid a Century of prayers 
(Such as I can)twice o're, Tle weepe,and fighe, 

And leauing lo his ſeruice, follow you, 
So pleaſe you entertaine mee. 

Las. 1 good youth, | 
And rather Father thee, then Mafter thee : My Friends, 
The Boy-hath raught vs manly ducies : Lec vs 
Finde our the prettieſt Dazied-Plot we can, 

And make him with gur Pikes and Partizans | 
A Graue : Come, Ate him: Boy hee's preferr'd 

By thee, to ys, and he ſhall be jocerr'd 

As Souldiers can. Be cheerefull ; wipe thine eyes, 

Some Falles are meanes the happier to ariſe, = Exennt 


—. 
——— ee. Af. 


— 


ScenaTertia. 


— — __ 


Emer Cymbeline, Lords aud Piſanio. 
Cym. Againe: and hring me word how 'tis with |-”, 
A Feauour with the abſence of het Sorine 3 


— 


—_—_——— 


wy | 


| 


The 1 ragedie of Gmbeline. 


A madneſle, of which her life's in danger : Heauens, 
How deeply you at once do touch me. Imogen, 
T he great part of my comfort, gone; My Queene 
Vpon a deſpera'e bed, and in atime 
When fearefull Warres point at me : Her Sonne gone, 
So needful] for this preſent ? It rikes me,paſt 
The hope of comfort. Bur for thee, Fellow, 
Who needs muſt know of her de parture, and 
Doft ſeeme {o ignorance, wee'l entorce it from thee 
By a ſharpe Torcure, 

P1ſ. Sir, my life is yours, A 
| I humbly ſer it at your will : But for my Miſtris, 
I nothing know where ſhe remaines { why gone, +, 
Nor when ſhe purpoſes returne, Beſcech your Highnes, 
Hold me your loyal! Scruant, 

Lord, Good my Liege, 
The day that ſhe was mitiing, he was heere; 
| dare be bound hee's true, and ſhall performs 
All parts of his lubieQion loyally. For Cloren, 
There wants no Giligence ia ſeeking him, 
And will no doubt be found, 

Cym. The time is troubleſome : 
Wee'l ſlip you for aſcaſon, bur cur iealouſte 
[Do's yer depend, nity | 

Lord, So pleaſe your Maieſly, 
The Romaine Legions,all from Gallia drawne, 
Are landed on your Coaſt, with alopply 
Of Romaine Gentlemen, bythe Senate fenr. 

Cym. Now forthe Countaile of my Son and Queen, 
I am amaz'd with matter, 

Lord. Good my Liege, 
Your preparation can aftrontno leſſe (ready : 
Then what you heare of, Come more, for more you're 
| The want is, but to put thoſe Powres in motion, 
| That long to moue, 

Cym, I thanke you : let's withdraw 

And meete the Time, at it ſceekes vs, We feare not 
What can from Italy annoy vs, bur. 
| Wegrecue at chances heere. Away, 
+} Pore T heard no Letter from my Maſter,fince 
[iatote him /mogen was ſlaine, 'Tis ftrange: 
Nor heare | from my Miftris, who did promiſe 
To yeeld me often tydings. Neither know I 
What is betide to C/oren, but remaine 
Perplextin all. The Heauens till muſt worke : 
Wherein I am falſe, I am honeſt ; not true, ro be true, 
Theſe preſent warres ſhall finde 1loue my Country, 
Even to the nore o'ch*King, or Ile fall in theme 
All other doubts, by time let them becleer'd, 
Fortune brings in ſome Boats, that are not fteer'd, Exit, 


Exennt 


Scena Vuarta. 


—— 


—— 


Enter 'Belarins, Gutraerius f Arniragua. 

Gnui. The noyie1s round about ys. 

ZLel. Ler vstrom it, 

Arni, Wharpleafſure Sir,we finde in life, to locke ir 
From Action, and Aduenture, 
Gnj, Nay,whar hope 
Haue we in h161ng vs? This way the Romaines 
Muft, or for Britaines (Jay vs or receive ys 
For barbarous and vnaaturall Reuolts 
During their yſ{c,and ſlay vs after. 


— ——— 


391 
| Zel. Sonnes, 

Wee'l higher to the Mountaines, there ſecure v., 
To the Kingsparty there's no going: newnefle 
Ot Clotens dearth (we being not kaownt, nor wuſter'd | 
Among the Bands) may driue ys to a render 
Where we haueliu'd; and fo extort from's that 
Which we have done, whole 2nſ{wer would be death 
Drawne on with Torture, | 

Gas, This is (Sir)a doubt 
In ſuch a time, nothing becomming you, 

Nor ſatisſying vs. 

Arxi. 1tis not likely, 
That when they heare their Roman horſes neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd Fires ; have both their eyes 
Aud eares ſo cloyd importantly as now, 
That they will waſte their time vpon our aore, 
To know from whence we are, | 

Bel. Oh,I am knowne . 
Of many ia the Army : Many yeeres 
(Though Clem then bur young) you ſee, not wore him 
From my remembrance, And befdes, the Ring 
Hath not deferu'd my Service, nor your Loues, 
Who fiade in my Exile, the want of Breeding ; 
The certainty of chis heard lite, aye hopeleſſe 
To haue the courtefie your Cradle promis'd, 
But to be (hill hat Summers Tanlings,and 
| The ſhrinking Slaues of Winter, > 7 

Gsi, Then befo, * 

Better to ceaſe to be. Pray Sir, to'th'Army : 
4 I, and my Brother are not knowne ; your ielfe 
So out of thought, and thereto fo oze-groune, 
Cannot be queſtion'd, 

Arni. By this Sunne that ſhines . 
[le thither : What thing is't, char | never 
Did fee man dye, ſcarle excerlook'd on blood, 
But that of Coward Hares, hot Goars, and Veniſon? 
Neuer beſtrid a Horſe ſaue one, that had 
A Rider like my ſelfe, whone're wore Rowell, 
Nor iron on his heele ? I am aſhan'd 
Tolooke vpon the holy Sunne, to have 
The benefic of his bleft Beames, remaining 
So long a poore vnknowne, 

Gui. By heauens Ife go, 
If you will blefſe me Sir, and giue me leave, 
He take the better care : but if you will nor, 
The hazord therefore due fall on me,by 
The hands of Romaines. 

Arni. Soſzy 1, Amen, 

Bel. No reaſon I {fince of your lives you ſet? 
Soflight a valewation) ſhould reſerue 
My crack'd one to more care. Haue with you Boyes: 
If in your Country warres you chance to dye, 

That is my Bed too (Lads )ana there !lelye, 
Lead,lead; the time ſeems long, their blood rhinks ſcorn 
| Till i Alyce out, and ſhew them Princes borne. Exenne. | 


| 
| _— 
| 
| 


———P—_— 


Actus untus. Scena Prima. 


— — 


: 

£ 
| —_— 
: 


| Enter Poſthumus alone. 

| Poſt. Yea bloody cloth. le keep thee : for T am wiſht 
| Thou ſhould'ſt be colour'd thus. You married ones, 

| If each of you ſhould take this<courſe, how many 
Muſt murther Wiues much better then chemſelues 


| 


bbb 2 For 


— 


"— 
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For wrying bur alittle? Oh Prſamo, 

Every good Servant do's nor all Commands: 

No Bond, but to do iuſt ones. Gods, if you 

Should have ranewengeance on my faults, Incuer 

Had liu'd to pet on this : {o had youlaued 

The noble /mogen, to repent, and firooke 

Me (wretch)more worth your Vengeance. Bur alacke, 
You ſnatch ſome hence for little faults; that's loye 

To haue them fall no more : you {ome permit 

| To ſecondilles wathilles, each elder worſe, 


| 


And make them dread it, to the dooers thrift. 

But Imogen is your owne, do your beſt willes, 

And make me ble(t ro obey. I am brought hither 
Among th'Italian Gentry, and to fight 

Againft my Ladies Kingdome : 'Tis enough 

That (Britaine) I have kill'd chy Miftris : Peace, 

Ile give no wound tothee:; therefore good Heauens, 
Heare patiently my purpoſe, Ile difcobe me 
Of theſe Italian weedes, and ſuire my lelte 
Asdo's a BritainePezant : ſo llefight 

Againſt the part I come with :{o Ile dye 

For thee (O Imogen) cuen for whom my life 

Is every breath,a death : and thus, yaknowne, 
Pittied, nor hated, to the face of perill - 

My ſelfe]Ile dedicate, Let me make men know 
More valour in me, then my habits ſhow. 
Gods, put the ſtrength o'th'Ltonati in me : 

To ſhamethe guize o'th'world, I will begin, 
The faſhion lefſe without, and more within- Exit, 


- w— —— LE———  — . 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Lucius, Tachimo,and the Romane Army at one doore : 
and the Britaine Army at another : Leona! us Poſt humns 
following like a poore Sculdier, They march oner, and goe 
out, Then enter agame in Skirmiſh Tachimo and Poithu- 
mw : he vanquiſpeth and diſarmeth Tachimo, aud. then 


leanes him. 


lac, The heauineſſe and guilt within my boſome, 


Takes oft my manhood : I haue belyed a Lady, 
The Princefle of this Country ; and the ayre on't 
Revengingly enfeebles me, or could this Catle, 
A very drudge of Natures, haue ſubdu'de me 
In my profeſſion ? Knighthoods,and Honors borne 
As 1 weare mine)aretitles but of ſcorne, 
If that thy Gentry (Britaine ) go before 
This Lowrt, as he exceeds our Lords, the oddes 
Is,that we [carſe are men, and you are Goddes. Exit. 
The Battaile continues, the Britaines fly,Cymbeline is 
taken : T hen enter to bis reſcue, Bellarins, Guiderina, 
and Arzira" us. 
Bel. Stind,frand, we have th'aduantage of the ground, 
The Lane is gnarded : Nothing rowts vs, but 
The vitlavy of ovr feares, 
Gri, Arn. Stand, ftandtand fight, 


Enter Po/thumus and ſcoonds the Britaines, They Reſcue 
Cymbeline, and Exennt . 
Then enter L»cins, Iachimo, and Imogen. 
Luce. Away boy fromthe Troopes,and fauc thy ſelfe: 
For friends kil friends,and the diſorder's ſuch 


ll. 


The Tragedy of Cymbelm "Y 


| 


{ 


— 


As warte were hood-wink'd. 
\ Jac. 'Tis their freſh ſupplies. 
Luc. It is a day turn'd ſtrangely : or berimes 


Let's re-1nforce, or fly. Exeunt 


— 
_— _— — 


Scena T ertia. 


—O—O—a—— — — 


— 


Enter Poſthumus, and 4 Britaine Lord. 

Lor. Cam'ft thou from where they made the ſtand? 

Poſt. Tdid, 
Though you it ſeemes come from the Fliers? 

Io, I did, 

Poſt. No blame be to you Sir,for all was loſt, 
Bur that the Heauens fought : the King himſelfe | 
Ot his wiogs deſtitute, the Army broken, 
And but the backes of Britaines ſcene; all flying 
Through a trait Lane, the Enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the Tongue with {laughr'ring : having worke 
More plentifull, then Tooles to doo't : ſtrooke downe 
Some mortally, ſome ſlightly rouch'd, ſome falling 
Meerely through feare,that the ſtraic paſſe was damm'd 
With deadmen, hurt behinde, and Cowards livitg 
To dye with length'ned ſhame, 

Lo. Where was this Lane? 

Poſt.Cloſe by the battell,ditch'd, & wall'd with turph, 
Which gaue aduantage to an ancient Soldiour 
(An honeft one 1 warrant) who deſeru'd | 
Solong a breeding, as his white beard came to, - | 
In.doing this for's Country. Athwart the Lane, 
He, with two ſiriplings (Lads more like torun 
The Country baſe, then to commir ſuch ſlaughter, | 
With faces fit for Maskes, or rather fayrer \\ 
Then thole for preſeruation cas'd, or ſhame) © 
Made good the paſſage,-cryed to thoſe that fied, 
Our Zritames hearts dye flying, not our men, md 
To darknefle fleete ſoules that flye backwards; ſtand, 
Or we are Romanes, and will giue youthar 
Like beaſts, which you ſhun beaftly, and may ſave 
But to looke backe in frowne : Stand,ſtand, Theſe three, 
Three thouſand confident, in afte as many : 
For three performers are the File, when all 
The reſt donothing. With this word ſtand, Rand, 
Accomodated by the Place z more Charming | 
With their owne Noblenefſe, which could haue turn'd 
A Diſtafte, to a Lance, guilded pale lookes; . 
Part ſhame, part ſpirit renew'd, that ſome turn'd coward 
But by example (Oh a finve in Warre, 
Damn'd in the firft begianess) gan to Jooke 
The way that they did, and co grin like Lyons 
Vponthe Pikes o'th'Hunters. Then, beganne 
| A top i'th'Chaſer ; a Retyre: Anon 
| A Rowrt, confuſion thicke : forthwith they flye 


—_— 


Chickens,the way which they Roprt Eagles: Slaues | 
The ſtrides the ViRtors made: and now our Cowards 
| Like Fragmentsin hard Voyages became 
The life o'th'need: having found the backe doore open 
*Of the vnguarded hearts ; heauens, how they wound, 
Some ſlaine before ſome dying ; ſome their Friends | 
Ore-borne i'th'former waue, ten chac'd by one, | 
Are now each one thelaughter-man of rwenty : 
Thoſe that would dye, or ere reſift, are growne | 


| The mortall bugs o'th'Field. | 


”——_— —— tn... 


> ——— 


The Tragedie of Cymbeline. wy. | 
Lord. This was Arrange chance: hs | | Groane ſoin perpetuny, then be cur'd 
A arrow Lane, an old man, and two Boyes. | By*tWfuce Pt:yfirian, Death; who is the key 


—_———Q@_ 


Poſt, Nay,do not wonder at it : you are made | T'vnbarrethete Lockes.My Cooſcience,thou art fetter'd 
Rather eo wonder at thethings you heare, | More thenmy ſhanks,& wriſts:you good Gods give me 
| Then to worke any, Will you Rime vpon't, \ Thepenitent Inftrument ro picke that Bolt, 
And vent it for a Mock'rie? Heere is one: | Then tree fur ever, 1s'c enough 1 am forry ? 
*7 wo Boyes,an Oldman (twice a Boy)a Lane, So Children temporall Fathers do appeaſe; | 
Preſern'd the Britamts, was the Romanes bane. Gods are more full of mercy. Muſt | repenr, 
Lord, Nay,benot angry Sir, I cannot do it berter then in Gyues, 
Poſt. Lacke,to what end ? Defir'd, more then conftrain'd, to ſatisfic 
Who dares not Rand his Foe, He be his Friend : | If of my Freedome 'tis the maine part, take 
For it hee'l do, 25 he 1s made to doo, | No ftricter render of me, then my All, 
I knowhee'l quickly flye my friendſhip too. I know you are more clement then vilde men, 
You have put me inco Rime. Who of their broken Debtors take a third, 
Lord. Farewell, you're angry, Exit, A (1xt, a tenth, letting them thriue againe 


To be i'tyField,and aske what newes of me: For Imegens deere life, take mine, aud thoagh 

To day, how many would haue giuentheir Honours 'Tis nor ſo deere, yer tis a life ; you coyn'd it, 

To have ſau'd their Carkafſes? Tooke heele to doo'r, 'T weene man,and man,they waigh cor every ſlaipe : 
And yet dyed too. I,ininine owne woe charm'd Though light, rake Peeces for the figures ſake, 
Could not finde death, where | did heare him groane, ( You rather) mine being yours : and ſo great Powres, 
Nor feele him where he firooke. Being ao vgly Monſter, | If you will take this Audir, take this life, 

"Tis ftrange he hives him in freſh Cups, ſoft Beds, And cancell theſe cold Bonds, Oh /megen, * 

Sweet words ; or hath-mae manifters then we Ile ſpeaketo thee infilence. 

That draw his knives *ch* War, Well I will finde him : | 
For being now a Fauovurer to the Brirzine, Solemne Muſiche. Enter ( 44 in an Apparation)Sicilling Les- 
No more a Britaine, I have reſum'd againe | nat, Father ro Poſthumus an old man,attyred like a way- 
The part I came in. Fight | will no more, rrour, leading in bu hand an ancient Matron (bis wife, & 
But yeeld me to the verieſt Hinde, thar (hall Mother to Poithumus ) wth Muſiche before them, Then. 
Once rouch my ſhoulder, Great the ſlaughter is after other Muſicke follswes the two young Leonati ( bro. 
Heere made by th'Romane ; great the Aniwer be thers to F oft hanaus ) with wounds as they died inthe warrs. 


Poſt. Still going 2 This is a Lord : Oh Noble miſery | Oa their abatement ; that's not my defire, | 


Britaines muſt take. For me; my Ranſome's death, T hey circle Poſthumma round as be lies ſleeping, 
On eyther fide 1 come to ſpend my breath ; 
Which neyther heere Ile keepe, nor beare agen, Sicil. No more chou Thunder-Mafter 
| Burt end it by ſome meanes for /mrgen, ſhew thy ſpighe,on Mortal Flies ; 
Enter two Captames,and Soldiers. With Mars fall out with Juno chide,that thy Adulceries 
r Great lupiter be prais'd, Luc is taken, Rates,and Reuenges. 
'Tis thought the old man,and b1s ſonnes, were Angels, Hath my poore Boy done ought but well, 
2 There was a fourth man,in a filly habir, whoſe face | never ſaw : 
(Fac gaue th'Aﬀront with them, I dy'de whil'ft in the Wombe he ſtaide, 


1 So'tis reported : \ 
Bur none of 'em can be found. Sland,who's there ? 


attending Natures Law. 


——_— 
— 


Whoſe Father then (as men report, 


Poſt, A Roman, | thou Orphanes Father art) 

Who had notnow beene drooping heere,if Seconds Thorf ſhould haue bin, and ſheelded him, 
Had anſwer'd him. from this earth-vexing ſmart. 

2 Lay hands on him: a Dogge, Moth. Lucinalent not me her ayde, 
Alegge of Rome ſhallnot retumneto tell : but rooke me in my Throwes, 
What Crows have peckt them here ; he brags his ſeruice | That from me was Poſthumuc ript, 

As if he were of note: bring him to'th'King, came crying *mong'tt his Foes, 


Emer Cymbeline, Be!arius Gniderins, Arniragua Piſani and | | thing of pitty. | 
Romane Captines. The Captaimes preſent Poſthumus to Sicil. Great Nature like his Anceſltie, 
Cymbeline who deliner « hirs oney to a Gaoler, moulded the ſuffe fo faire: 

That he d ſerv'd the praiſe o'th*'World,' 


as great Sicilny heyre, 


Scona Quarta. | 1-Bro, When once he was mature for man, 


_— — — <—_— 


in Britaine where was hee 
— } That covld fiand vp bis paralell ? 
Or fcuirfull obie bee? 
Enter Poſt humus,and Gaoler. In cye of [mogen, that beſt could deeme 
Gao. You ſhall not now be ſtolne, his dignitie. 
Y ou haue lockes vpon you : Afo, With Marriage wherefore was he mpckt 
So graze, as you finde Paſture. * tobeexild,and rtbrowne 
2.Gas. 1,or a ſtomacke, From Leonati Seare, and caſt trom her, | 
Poſt. Moſt welcome bondage; for thou art a way his deereſt one 2 | | | 
(1 thinke) co liberty: yer am I bercer Sweere Imogen? | 
port one that's ficke o'th*Gowr, fince he had rather Sic. Why did you __y IVA thing  ltaly, | 
3 To S | 


tt —_ —_ 


#/ \ 
© 


-— 


Se 


394 


— 


And to become the geeke and [come o'th'others vilany? 
- 2 Bro, For this, trom (iifler Sears we catue, 
our Parcents,#nd vs fwarne, 
Thar ſtriking in our Covnrries cauſe, 
fell brauely,and were lane, 
Our Fealty,& Tenantics right ,with tionor to maintaine. 
1 Bro, Like bhardiment Po/ihumme hath 
to Cymbeline pertorm'd : 


Then lupiter,y King of Crads,why baſt y chus adiourn'd 
The Graces for his Merics due,being all co dolors curn'd? 
Sic, Thy Chriftal! winCow ope; tooke, 
looke out, no longer excrcile - 
Vpon a valjant Race,thy harſh,and porent injuries : 
Moth, Since([upiter)our Son 15 good, 
take oft his milcrics, 
Sicil. Peepethrough thy Marble Mantion, helpe, 
or we poore Ghoſts wiil cry 
[To'h'ſhining Synod of the reſt, againſt thy Deity, 
Brothers, Helpe (lupiter) or we appeale, 
| and from thy iuſtice flye. 
Tupiter deſcends in T hunAer and Lig btnmg, ſuting UPPOn an 
Eagle. hee throwes 4 T hnnger-bolt. T he Gnoſtcs fall on 
. their knees, 
Inpiter, No more you petty Spirits of Region low 
| Offend our hearing :huſh. How dare youGholtcs 
Accuſe the Thunderer, whoſc Bolt (you know) 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coaſts, 
Poore ſhadowes of Elizium, hence, and ret 
Vpon your neuer-withering bankes of Flowres, 
Be not with mortall accideuts oppteſt, 
Na care of yours it is, you know 'tis ours, 
Whom beſt I loue, I crofle ; ro make my guifc 
The more delay'd, delighted. Be content, 
Your low-laide Sonve, our. Godhead will vplitt : 
His Comforts thrive, his Trials well are ſpent : 
Our Touiall Starre reign'd at his Birth, and in 
Out Temple was he married : R:i{e,and fade, 
He ſhall be Lord of Lady /2gen, 
And happier much by vs Attiction made. 
This Tablet lay vpon his Breſt, wherein 
| Our pleaſure, his tull Fortune, doth confine, 
And ſo away : nofarther with your dinne 
Exprefſe Impatience, leaſt you ſtirre yp mine 2 
Meckot Eagle, to my Palace Chiiſtalline. 
Sicil. He came 1n Thunder, his Celeſtiall breath 
Was ſulphurous to {mel! : the holy Eagle 
Stoop'd, as to foote vs: his Aſceniion 1s 
| More ſweet then our bleſt Fields : his Royal! Bird 
\ Prunes the immortall wing, and cloyes his Beake, 
As when his God is pleas'd, 
All, Thankes Tupiter. 
Sic. The Marble Pavement clozes, he is enter'd 
His radiant Roofe : Away, and to bebleft 
Let vs with care performe his great beheſt, Van, 
Pf, Sleepe, thou hait bin a Grandfire, and begot 
A Father to me : and thou heſt created bo 
A Mother, and two Brothers. Bur (ob {corne) - 
Gone, they went hence fo {oone as they were borne : 
And {o lain awake, Poore Wretches,that depend 
On Greaancefle, Faucur ; Dreame as I have done, 
Wake, 20d inde nothing, But (alas) I twerue:. 
Many Dricame not to fade, neither deſeruc, 
And yet are eep'd ia Favours ; foam] 
"That have this Golden chance, and know not why: 


———— 


| So tollow, to be molt yalike our Courtiers, 


a Fayccies haum this ground ? A Book?Oh rare one, 


To taint his Nobler hart & braine with necdleſiciclouſy, | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| muſeries, Britame be fortwnate, and flauriſh in Peace and Plen- 


| 
| 
| 


— 


— 
C—_— 


Aſcends | which way you ſhall go, 
\ 


/ 


| 


| 


| Ayre: Andwhen from a ſtately Cedar hallbe lopt branches, 
| which being dead many yeares, ſhall after renme, bee ioznted to 


The Afton of my life is like ir, which Ile keepe 


———— — 
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Be not, as is our fangled world, aGarment 
Nobler then that it-couers. Let thy effects | | 


As good, as promile, 
Reades. fr FI 

Hen as a Lyons whelpe ſhall to himſelfe unknown with. | 

out ſcekyng finde, and bee embras'd by a peece of tender 


— 


the old Stocke , and freſbly grow, then ſhall Poſthumus end bis 


tie, 
'Tis ſtill a Dreame : or elſe fuch ſiuffe as Madmen 
Tongue, and braine nox : either both,or nothing, 
Or ſcnicleſle ſpeaking, or a ſpeaking ſuch 

As ſenſe cannot vntye, Be what ic 1s, 


It but for ſimpathy. 
Enter Gaodler, 

Gao. Come Sir, are you ready for death? 

' Poff, Ouer-roaſted rather : ready long ago. 

Gao, Hangiog is the word, Sir, if you bee readie for 
that, you are well Cook's, 

Poſt. So it I proue a good repaſt tothe SpeRators,the 
diſh payes the ſhor. 

Gao. A heauy reckoning for you Sir: But the comfort 
is you ſhall be called to no more payments, fear no more 
Tauerve Bils, which are often the ſadneſle of parting, as 
the procuring ef mirth: you come in faint for want of 
meate, depa:treeling with too much drioke : ſortic that. 
you haue payed roo much, and ſorry that you are payed 
too much : Purſe and Braine, both empty : the Brain the 
heauier, for being to@ light ; the Pure roo light, being 
drawne of heauinefle. Oh,of this contraditionyou ſhall 
now be quic: Oh the charity of apenny Cord,it ſurnmes 
vpthouſands inatrice : you hauc u@ true Debitor, and 
Creditor but it : of what's paſt, is; and to come, the diſ- 
charge: your necke(Sis )is Pen, Booke, and Counters ; ſ0 
the Acquittance followes, 

Poſt. 1am merrier to dye,then thou art to line, 

Gao. Indeed Sir,he that ſleepes,feeles nor the Tooth» } 
Ache: but a man that were to ſicepe your leepe; and a 
Hangman to helpe him to bed, 1 chink he would change 
places with his Ofhcer : for, look you Sir, you know not 
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Poſt. Yes indeed do I, feilow. 

Gao. Yourdeath has eyes in's headthen : I hauenor 
ſeenc him ſo pitur'd : you mult either bee direfted by 
ſome that take vpon them ro know,or totake ypon your 
ſelfe that which I am ſure you do not know : tot 1urmp the 
afcer-enquiry on your owne perill: and how you ſhall | 
{peed in your juurnies end, I thinke you'l neuer returne 
to tell one. 

Poſt. I tell thee, Fellow, there are none want eyes,to 
dirc& them the way I am going, but ſuch as winke, and 
will not vic them. 

Gao. What an infinite mocke is this, thar a man ſhold 
haue the beſt vſe of eyes, to ſee the way of blindneſſe : I 
am ſure hanging'sthe way of winking., 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſ. Knocke off his Manac!es,bring your Priſoner to 

the King. | 
Poft. Thou bring ſt good newes, T am call'd to bee 

maae free, | 

Gao. Ile be hang'd then. | 

Poſt. Thou ſhalt be then freer then a Gaoler;no bo}ty 


for 
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| for the dead, 

Gao. Vnieſſe asmzn would marry a Gallowes, & be- 
get yong Gibbetx, Intruer ſaw one ſo prone : yet on my 
Conſcience, there are verier Knaues defire toliue, for all 
he be a Roman; and there be ſome of them too chat dye 
againſt their willes; fo ſhould I, if | were one, 1 would 
we wereall of one minde,znd one minde good: O there 
were deſolation of Gzolers and Galowfes ; I ſpeake a- 
goinlt my preſeneprofit, but my wiſh hath a preferment 
int, Exevnt. 
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Enter Cymbelive, Pellarina, Oniderizs, Arni- 
ragtu, Piſanio, and Lords, 
Cym.$tand by wy fide your, whom the Gods haue made 
Preferuers ofmy Throne : woe is my heart, 
Thar che poore Souldrer cha: fo richly fought, 
Whoſe ragges, ſham'd vilded Armes, whotenaked breft 
Stept! before Targes of proofe, cannot be found : 
He ſhall be happy that can finde himyif 
| Onr Grace can make him fo. 
Bel, i never ſaw 
Such Noble fury it ſopoore a Thing ; 
Such precious deeds, in on*that promift nought 
But beggery,and poore lookes, 
Cyw. Notydings ot him? 
Piſa. He hath bin learch'd among the dead, & living ; 
But no trace of him. | 
Cym, To my greefe, I am 
The heyre of his Reward, which will adde 
To you (the Liver, Heart,and Braine of Britaine) 
By whom (1 grant) ſhe lives, Tis now the time 
To aske of whence you are, Report it, 
Bel, Sir, 
In Cambria are we borre, and Gentlemen : 
Further ro boaft, were neyther true, nor modeſt, 
Valcſſc 1 adde, we are honeſt, 
Cym, Bow your knees x 
Ariſe my Knights o*th*Battel}, T create you 
Companions to our perſon, and will fic you 
Wirth Digniries becomming your eftates, 
Enter Cornelia and Ladies, 
There's bufnefle in thele faces : why ſo ſadly 
Greet you our ViRory ? you looke like Romaines, 
And not o'th'Court of Bricaine. * 
Corn. Hayle greatKing, 
To ſowre your happineſle, [ wuſt report 
The Quecae1s dead, 
Cym. Who worſe then a Phyfitian 
Would this report become ? Bur I confider, 
By Med'cine life may be prolong'd, yer death 
Will ſeizerhe Door too. How ended ſhe? 
Cor, With horror, madly dying, like her hfe, 
Which (being crnell rothe world) concluded 
Moſt cruellto her felfe. What ſhe confeft, 
I will report, ſoplcaſe you, Theſe her Women 
Can trip me,1t I erre, who with wet cheekes 
Were preſent when ſhe finiſh'd. 
Cym. Pryrhee ſay. 
Cor. Firſt,ſhe confeſt ſhe never lou'd you ; onely 
Aﬀected Greatneſſe gor by you : not you : 
Married your Royalry, was wife ro your place: 
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mis, 
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' Orecome you with her (hew; and ia time 


; That it was folly in me, thou may lay, 


Abhorr'd your perſon, | 

Cym. She alone knew this: | 
And bur the {poke it dying, 1 would noc | 
Belecue her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Core. Y our daughter, whom ſhe bore in hand to loue 
With ſuch integrity, ſhe did confeſſe | 
Was as a Scorpion to her fight, whole life 
(But that her fioht prevented it) (he had 
Tane off by poylon, 

Cym, O moſt delicate Fiend ! 

Who 1s't can reade a Woman? Is there more ? 

Corn, MoreSir,and worſe, She did confefſe (he had 
For you a mortall Minerall, which being tooke,' 
Should by the minuce feede on life,and ling'ring, 

By inches wafte you, In which me, ſhe purpos'g 
By watching, weeping, tendaace, kiſhng,co 


(When ſhe had firted you with her craft, to worke | 
Her Sore into th'adoption of the Crowne :; 
Bur fayling of her end by his ſtrange ableoce, 
Grew ſhamelefle deſperace, open'd (in deſpight 
Of Heaven and Men) ber purpoſes : repented * 
The emls ſhe hatch'd, were not eftcHted : fo 
Diſpayring, dyed, 
Cym. Heard you all this, her Women ? L 
La. Wedig,ſo plealc your Highnefle, 
Cym. Mine eyes h 
Were not in fault, for ſhe'was beavtifa!l; 
Mine eares that heare her flattery, nor my heart, 
Thatchought her like her iceming. Ir had beene Vidous! 
To have miltruſted her; yec {Oh my Daugluer) 


And prouc it in thy feeling, Heaven mend all. 

Enter Lncins, Jachimo and other Roman priſoners, 

Leona us bebind, and [mog en. 

Thou comm'ſt not Caizs now for Tribute, that 
The Britaines haue rac'd out, thou gh with the loſſe 
Of many a bol4 one : whoſe Kinſmea haue made ſuite 
That their good ſoules way be appear'd, with ſlaughter 
Of you their Caprtiues, which our {ite kaue granced, | 
So thinke of your eſtare, 

Luc. Confider Sir, the chance of Warre, the day 
Was yours by accident : had it gone with ys, _ | 
We ſhould not when the blood was cool, have threatend 
Our Priſoners with the Sword. Bur fince the Gods . 
Will have it thus, thac nothing but our lives 
May be call'd ran{ome, let it come : Sufficech, 

A Roman, with a Romans heart can ſuffer ; 
eAuguſts lives tothinke on't : and ſo much 
For my peculiar care. This onething onely 
] will entreate, my Boy (3 Britaine borne) 
Ler him be ranſom'd : Neuer Maſter had 
A Page ſo kinde, lo duteous, diligent, 
Sotender ouer his occaſions, true, | 
© feare, {o Nurle-like : let his vertue ioyne 
With my requeſt, which Ile make bold .your Highneſſe 
Cannot deny : he hath done no Britaine harme, 
Though he haue ſerv'daRoman, Save him(Sir) 
And ipare no blood behfide, 
Cym. I have ſurely ſcene him: 
His fauour is fatniliar to me Boy, 
T hou haſt look'd thy ſelte into my grace, 
And art mine owne. I know not why, wherefore, 
To fay, liue boy: ne're thanke thy Maſter, live ; 


5 | 


And aske of Cymbeline what Boone thou wile, 
Ficting my bounty, and thy fate, Ie giue it; 
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Tea, though thou do demand a Priſoner 
lhe Nobileſt rane, 
Ims, | humbly thaake your Highneſle.' 
Lac. | do not bid thee begge my lite, good Lad, 
And ye: know thou wilt, 
Imo. No,no,alacke, 
There's other worke in hand; Ifeea thing 
Birrter tome, as death ; your life, good Maſter, 
Mutt ſhuffle for it felfe. 
Luc. The Boy diicaines me, 
Heleaues me,1cornes me : brietely dye their ioyes, 
That place ti;em on the truth of Gyrles,aad Boyes. 
W hy ſtands be lo perplex: ? 
Cym. What woul{tthou Boy ? 
T louc thee more,and more ; thinke more and more 
\Whar's beſt to aske. Know'ft him thou look't on?ſpeak 
Wit have hum hue? Is he thy Kin? thy Friend? 
Ims. He is a Romane, no more kin to me, 
Then 1 ro your Highnefle, who being born your vaſlaile 
Am ſomething neerer. 
Cym, Wherefore ey'(t him ſo? 
Imo, Tetell you (Sir)in private,if you pleaſe 
To gine me hearing, » 
Cym, 1,with all my heart, 
And lend my beſt attention. What's chy name? 
Imo, Fiaele Sir. 
Cym. Thov'ry my good yonth : my Page 
Ile be chy Maſter: walke with me: ſpeake treely. 
Bel. Is not this Boy reuiu'd from death ? 
Arm. One Sand another 
Not more reſembles that ſweet Roſie Lad : 
Who dyed, and was Fidele : what thinke you ? 
Gui. The ſme dead thing ative, | 
Bel.Peace,peaces ſee further : he eyes vs not, forbeart 
Creacures may be alike : were't he, I araſure 
He would have ſpoke to vs. 
G«i. But we {ee him dead; 
Bel. Be hicar : let's {ec turther. 
Piſa. Its my Miltris : 
Since ſhe is ling, ler the time run on, 
To good,or bad. 
Cym. Come, and thou by our fide, 
Make thy demand alowd. Sir, ttep you forth, 


Giue an{wer tothis Boy, and do it freely, 
Or by our Greatneſle, and the grace of it 
(Whuch js our Honor) bitter torture ſhall 
Winnow the truth fron falſhood. One ſpeake to him. 
Imo, My boone 1s, that this Gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this Ring, 
Poſt, Whar's that to him ? 
Cym. That Diamond ypon your Finger, ſay 
How came it yours ? 
Lach, Thou'!ttortnre me to leatte vnſpoken, that 
Which io be ſpoke, wou'd torture thee, 
{ym, How? me? 
}+ch, ] am v1a6d to be conftrain'd to viter that 
Winch torments meto conceale. By Villany 
I got this Ring : 'twos Leonarns lewell, 
Whom thou did'ſt baniſh : and which more may greeue 
As itdoth me : a Nobler Sir,ne'reliv'd (thee, 
'Twixt sky 2nd ground. Wilt thou heare cmore my Lord? 
Cm. All tharbelones to this. 
Lach, \hat Paragon, thy Caughter, 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falſe ſpirits 
Quaileto remember, Gioe we leaue, I taine, 
Cym. My Daughter?what of hic?Renew thy firength 
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1 had rather thou ſhould'ſt liue, while Nature will, 
Then dye ere I heare more : ſtriue man, and ſpeake, 
[ach. Vpon a time, vnhappy was the clocke 
That ffrooke the houre : it was in Rome, accurſt 
The Manſion where : 'twas at a Feaſt, oh would 
Our Viands had bin poyſon'd(or at leaft 
Thoſe which I heau'd to head:) the good Poſthumme, 
(What ſhould T ſay? be was t00 good to be 
Whereill men were,and was the beſt of all 
Among'fttherat'ſt of good ones) fitting ſadly, 
Hearing vs praiſe our Loues of Ical 
For Beauty, that made barren the ſwell'd boaſt 
Ot hum that bet could ſpeake: for Feature, laming [ 
The Shrine of Ven, or ftraight-pight Mmerua, 
Poſtures, beyond breefe Nature, For Condition, 
A ſhop of all the qualities,that man 
Loues woman for, beſides that hooke of Wiuing, 
Faicenefle, which ftrikes the eye, 
Cym. iftandon fire, Come tothe marter. 
lach, All roo ſoone I (ball, 
Vnleſſe thou would'ſt greeue quickly, This Poſthumws, 
Moftlike 8 Noble Lord, in loue, and one 
T hat had a Royall Lover, tooke his hint, 
And (not dilpraihng whom we prais'd, therein 
He was as calme as vertue) he began 
His Miſtris picture, which, by his rongue, being made, 
And then a minde put in't, either our bragges 
Were crak'd of Kirchin-Trulles,or his deſcription 
Prou'd vs vnſpeaking ſotres. 
Cym, Nay,nay,to'th'purpoſe, 
lach, Your daughters Chaftity, (there it beginnes) 
He ſpake of her, as Dian had hot dreames, 
And ſhe alone, were cold : Wherear, I wretch 
Made ſcruple ot-his praiſe, and wager'd with bim 
Peeces of Gold, 'gainſt this, which chen he wore 
Vpon nis honour'd finger) to attaine 
In fuite the place of's bed, and winne this Ring 
By hers, and mine Adultery : he (crueKnight) 
No leſſer of her Honour confident 
Then I did truly finde her, takes this Ring, 
And would (5, had it beene a Carbuncle 
Of Phcebus Wheele; and might ſo fafely, bad ic 
Bin all the worth of's Carre, Away to Britaine 


| Poſte I in this defigne : Well may you (Sir) 


Remember me at Court,where I was taught 
Of your chaſte Daughter,the wide difference 
'Twixt Amorous,and Viilanous, Being thus quench'd 
Of hope,not longing ; mine Italian braine, 
Gan in your duller Britaine operare 
Moſt vildely : formy vantageexcellent. 
And to be breete, my practiſe ſo preuayl'd 
That I retwin'd with ſimular proofe enough, 
To make the Noble Leovatus mad, 
By wounding his beleefe in her Renowne, 
Wirth Tokens thus, and thus : auerring notes 
Of Chamber-hanging Pictures, this her Bracelet 
(Oh cunning how I got) nay ſome markes 
Of ſecret on ker perion, that he could not 
But thinke her bond of Chaſtity quite craci'd, 
I having 'rane the forfeyt, Whereupon, 
Me thinkes 1 ſee him now. 
Poſt. 1 ſo thou doi, 
Jralian Fiend. Aye me, moſt credulous Foole, 
—_— murtherer, Theefe,any thing 
That's due to all the Villaines paſt,io being 
To come, Oh giue me Cord, or knife, or poylon, 
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4 Which I gaue him for Cordiall, ſhe is ferv'd, 
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me vpright Lufticer. Thou King, fend 
tr Torturors ingenious: itis | 
That all th'abiorred things o'(Wearth amend 
By being worſe thea they, 1 am Poſthamas, | 
Thar kill'd chy Daughter: Villain-like, I lye, 
Thac caus'd a leſſer villaine thea my ſelfe, 
A facrilegious Theete to doo t. The Temple 
Of Vertue was ſhe; yea,and ſhe her ſelfe. 
Sp't, and chrow ſtones, caſt myre vpon me, ſet 
The dagges o'th'ftreet to bay me : every villaine 
"e call d Poſthumua Leonatus, and 
Be villany lefle then 'twas. Oh [mogen! 
My Queene, my lite, my wife: oh /megen, 
[mogen [magen, 

Im, Peace my Lord, heare heare, 

Pojt. Shall's have a play of this ? 
Thou ſcornfull Page, there lye thy part, 

Pi ſ. Oh Gentlemen, helpe, 
Mine'and your Miftris : Oh my Lord Poſthumw, 
You ne're kill'd /mogen till now : helpe,belpe, 
Mine honour'd Lady. 

Cym. Does the world go round ? 

Poſth. «How comes the'c ftaggers on mee ? 

Pia. Wake my Miftris. 

Cym. Ifthis be fo, the Gods do meane to ſtrike me 
To death, with morrtall toy. : 

Piſa, How fares wy Miſtris ? 

Imo, Oh get thee from my {1ght, 

Thou gau'ft me poyſon : dangerous Fellow hence, 
Breath not where Princes are. 

Cym. The rune of /mogen, 

Piſe.Lady,the Gods throw ones of fulpher on me, it 
That box 1 gaue you, was not thought by mee | 
A precious thing, l had it frorfi the Gre: . 

Cym, New marter ſtill, 

Imo. It poylon'd me, 

Corn. Oh Gods ! 

I lefr out one thing which che Queene confeſt, 
Which muſt approue thee honelt, It Paſanio 
Have (ſaid ſhe) giuen his Mifſtris chat Contection 


our 
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As I] would ſerue a Rat. 

Cym, What's this, Corneling? 

Corn, The Queene (Sir)very ofc importun'd me 
To temper poyſons for her,ftill pretending 
The fatisfaftion of her knowledge, onely 
In killing Creatures vilde ,as Cats and Dogges 
Ofno eſteeme, 1 dreading, that her purpole 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certaine ftuffe, which being rane, would ceaſc | 
The preſent powre of life, but in ſhort time, 
All Offices of Nature, ſhould againe 
Do their due Funtions, Hane you rane of it? 

Imo, Molt likeI di4,for I was dead, 

Bel. My Boyes, there was our error, | 

Gni, This is ture Fidele. | 

Imo.W hy did you throw your wedded Lady froyou ? | 
Thinke that you are ypena Rocke, and now | 
Throw me againe. 

Poſt. Hang there like truice, my ſoule, 
Till the Tree dye, 

Cym. How now, my Fleſh? my Childe? 
VW hat, mak'R thou me a dullard in this A&t #* 
Wilt thou nor ſpeake ro me? 

Imo. Your bleſſing, Sir. | 

Bel. Though you did lonethis youth, Iblame ye not, | 
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You had a motiue for't. 
Cym. My ceares that fall 

Proue holy-water on thee ; mogen, | 

Thy Mothers dead. | 

Ims. 1 am ſorry forg,my Lord. 

(5m. Oh, ſhe was naught; and long ofher it was 
That we meet hcere ſo firangely : but her Sonne 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where, 

Piſa, My Lord, 

Now feare is from me, lle ſpeake rroth. Lord Cloten 
Vpon my Ladies miſſing, came to me 

With his Sword drawne,foam'd at the mouth,and ſwore 
It I diſcouer'd noc which way the was gone, 

It was my inſtaor death. By accident, 

I had a feigned Letter of my Maſtecs 

Then in my pocket, which direQted him 

To ſecke her on the Mountaines neere to Milford, 
Where in a frenzie, in my Maſters Garments 

( Which he inforc'd from me) away he poſtes 

Wich vnchaſte purpoſe, and with oath to violate 

My Ladies honor, what became of him, 

I furcher know nor. 

Gui, Let meendthe Story : 1 ſlew him there. 

Cym. Marry, the Gods forefend. 

I would not thy gooddeeds, ſhould from my lips 
Plucke a hard ſentence. :Pryrhce valiant yourh 
Deny'c againe. 

Gus, I have ſpoke ic,and I did ir, 

Cym. He was a Prince, 

G#i, A moſt inciuill one. The wrongs he did mee 
Were nothing Prince-likey for he did prouoke me! 
With Language that would make me ſpurne the Sea, 

If ic could fo roare tome. I cut off 's head, 
And am right glad he isnort ſtanding heer2 
To tell this tale of mine, 

Cym, 1 am ſorrow for thee: 

By thine owne tongue thou art condemn'd, and muſt 
Endure our Law : T hou'ce dead. 

Imo. That neadlefie man I thought had bin my Lord 

Cym. Binde the Offender, | 
And take hirn from ourpreſence, 

Bel. Stay,Sir King, 
This man is better then the man heflew, 

As well deſcended as thy ſelfe, and hath 
More of thee merited, then a Band of Clotens 
Had euer ſcarre for, Let his Armes alone, 
They werenot borne for bondage, 
Cym, Why old Soldier : 
Wilt chou vndoo the worth thou art ynpayd for 
By caſting of our wrath? How of deſcent 
As good as we? 

Arni, 1n that he ſpake too farre, | 

Cym, And thou ſhalt dye for't, | 

Bel. Wewill dyecall three, 

But I wiil proue that ewo one's are as good 

As I have giuen out him, My Sonnes, I muſt | 
For mine owne part, vofold a dangerous ſpeech, 

Though haply well for you. 

Armui. Your danger's ours; | | 

Guid, And our good bis, | 

Bel. Haueat itthen, by lezue 
Thou hadd'ſt ( great King)a SubieR,who 
W as call'd Belarins. 

Cym, What of him?He is a baniſh'd Traitor. 

Bel. He it is, that hath 
Afum'd this age: indeed a baniſh'd man, | 
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A | 1 know not how ,a Traicor, 
F | {ym. Take him hence, 


The whole world ſhall nor ſave him , 

Bel, Nottoo hot 4 
Firſt pay me for the Nurfing of thy Sonnes, 

Andlert it be coofaſcate all,to ſvone 
As I have receyu'd it, 

Cym. Nurkng of my Sonnes ? 

Bel. Lam too blunt,andiawcy : heere's my knee : 
Ere I ariſe, | will preferre wy Sonnes, » 

{ Then ſpare not the old Foarner. Mighty Sir, 
Theſerwo young Gentlemen chat call me Father, 
And thinke they are my Sonnes,are none of mine, 
They are the yſlue of your Loynes, my Liege, 
And blood of your begetting. | 

Cym. How? wy lflue, 

Bel. So ſure as you, your Fathers :1(old Aforgen) 
Am that Belarus, whom you ſometime baniſh'd : 
Your pleaſure was my neere offence, my puniſhment 

2 | It ſelfe, and all wy Treaſon that I ſuffer'd, 
| Was all the harme I did. Theſe gentle Princes 
= (For ſach,and ſo they are) theſe rwenty yearcs 
| | Haue | train'd vp ; thoſe Arts they haue,as I 

| | Could pur into them. My breeding was (Sir) 

« | As your Highneſſe knowes : Their Nurſe Ewriphile 
(Whom far the Theft I wedded) ftole theſe Children 

| Vpon my Baniſhment : ] moou'd her too't, 

| Hauing receyu'd the puniſhment before 

For that which I did theo. Beaten for Loyalcie, 

Exciced me ro Treaſon, Their deere lofle, 

The more of you 'twas felt, the more it ſhap'd 

Vato my end of ſtealing them. Bur gracious Sir, 

Heere are your Sonnes againe,and I muſt looſe 

Two of the ſweer't Companions in the World, 

The benediQtion of theſe coucring Heauens 

Fall on their heads liks dew, for they are worthie 

Toin-lay Heauen with Starres. 

Cym, Thou weep'ſt,and ſpeak'ft : 

The Seruice that you three haue done, is more 
Valike, then rhis thou tell'ft. 11oſt my Children, 
| Ii theſe be they, 1 know not how to wiſh 
'. A payre of worrhier Sonnes, 
: { Bel. Bepleas'd awhile ; 
{ This Gentleman, whom | call Polidore, 

: \] Moſt worthy Prince, as yours, is true Guiderims : 
il | This Gentleman, my Cadwal, Aruiragus. 

| Your yonger Princely Son, he Sir,was lapt 
In a moft curious Manc!e, wrought by th'\hand 
Of his Queene Mother, which for more probation 
I can with eaſe produce, 

Cym. Gaiderins had 

Vpon his neckea Mole, a ſanguineStarre, 
It was a marke of wonder, ® 
Bel. This is he, 
Who hath vroo him fill that natural! Nawpe: 
it was wiſe Natures end, in the donation 
To be his evidencenow. 
"Cym. Oh,whart am I 
}{ A Mother ts the byrth of three ? Nexe Mother 
Reioyc'd deliuerance more ; Bleſt,pray you be, . . 
That alter this (trange ſtarting from your Orbes, 
= You may reigoein ther now : Oh /mogen, 
\ | Thou batt loſt by this a Kingdome, 
Imo. Noaw Lord; 
I hauc gor rwo Worlds by't. Oh my gentle Brothers, 
19s we thus met ? Oh neuer ſay heereafſter 
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But I amerueſt ſpeaker. You call'd me Brother 
When I was bur your Siſter ; I you Brothers, 
When we were fo indeed, 

Cym, Did you eremecte? 

Arnuj. 1 my good Lord. 

Gui, And at fuft mecting lou'd, 

Continew'd ſo, vntill we thought he dyed. 

Corn. By the Queenes Dramme ſhe ſwallow'd. 

Cym. O rare inſtin& | 
When ſhall 1 beare all through? This fierce abridgment, 
Hath to it Circumſtantiall branches,which 
DiſtinCtion ſhould be richin. Where? how liu'd you ? 
And when came youto ſerue our Romane Captive ? 
How parted with your Brother ? How firſt mer them? 
Why fled you from the Court? And whether theſe ? 
And your three motives to the Batraile? with 
I know not how much more ſhould be demanded, 
And all the other by-dependances 
From chance to chance ? Bur nor the Time,nor Place 
Will ſerue our long Interrogatories, Sce, 

Poſt humus Anchors vpon Imogen; - 

And ſhe (like harmleſſe Lightning) throwes hereye 
On him : her Brothers, Me : her Maſter hittiog- 
Each obie&withaloy : the Counter-change 

Is ſeverally in all, Ler's quit this ground, 

And {moake the Temple with our Sacrifices. 

Thou art my Brother, ſo wee! hold thee ever. 

Imo. You are my Father too, and did relecue me: 
To {ce this gracious ſeaton, 

Cym, All ore-10y'd 
Sauecheſe in bonds, let them be ioyfull roo, ' 

For they ſhall caſte our Comfort. 

Ime. My good Maſter,I will yet do you ſeruice. 

Luc. Happy be you, _ 

Cym. The forlorne Souldier,that no Nobly fought 
He would have well becorn'd this place, and grac'd 
The thankings of a King, 

Poſt. 1am Sir | 4 
The Souldier that did company theſe three 
In poore beſ-eming : 'twas a firment for 
The purpoſe | then tollow'd. That 1 was he, 
ok [achimo, I had you downe, and might 
Haue made you finiſh, , | ' 

lach. 1am downe againe : 

But now my heauie Conſcience ſinkes my knee, 

As then your force did. Takethar life, beſezchyou 
Which I ſo often owe : but your Ring firſt, 

And heere the Braceler of the irueſt Princefle 

That ever ſwore her Faith. 

Poſt. Kneelenorto me : 
ad area as I haue on you,is to ſpare you : 
The malice towards you, to forgiue you, Liue 
And deale with others berrer, 

Cym. Nobly doom'd : 

Wee'l learne our Freenefle of a Sonne-in-Law : 
Pardon's the word to all, 

Arsi. You holpevs Sir, 

As you 61d meane indeed to be our Brother, 
Ioy'd are we,that you are, 

Peſt. Your Servant Princes.Good my Lord of Rome 
Call forth your Sooth-ſayer : As I ſlept, mechought 
Great Jupiter ypon his Eagle back'd 
Appear'dto me, with other ſprightly ſhewes 
Of mine owne Kindred, Whien | wak'd,1 found 
This Labell on my boſome ; whoſe containing 
Is ſo from ſenſe in hardnefſe, that I can 
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Make no ColleRion of it, Let him ſhew Promiſes Britaine, Peace and Plenty, 
His skill in the conſtrution. | Cym. Well, 
Lac. Philarmonus . , My Peace we will begin : And Caixs Licins | 
Soath. Heere,my good Lord, Al:hough the Victor, we ſubmir to Ceſar, 
{ Lac. Read,and declare the meaning. And tothe Romane Empire ; promiſing 
To pay our wonted Tribure, from the which 
Reader. | We were diflwaded by our wicked Queene, 
F4 RT Hen as a Lyons whelpe,ſhall to himſelfe unknown,with. / Whom heavens in luftice both on her,and hers, 


| ont ſeekmy finde, and bee embrac'd by a peece of tender | Haue laid moſt heauy hand, 

Ajre: And when from a ſtately Cedar ſhallbe lopt branches, Sooth, The fingers of the Powres aboue, dotune 
which being dead many jeaves, ſhall after renine, bee iontedto | The harmony of this Peace : the Vion 

the old Stocks , and freſhly grow, then ſhall Pofthumuz end bis Which I made knowne to Lacim ere the firoke 
miſeries, Brit aine be fortunate, ard flouriſh in Peace and Plen= | Of yer this [carſe-cola-Bartaile, at this inftane 


tits Is full accompliſh'd. For the Romaine Eagle 
Thou Leonatw art the Lyons Whelpe, | Froin South ro Weft,on wing ſoanng aloft 
The fir and apt ConſtruQtion of thy name | Leſſen'd her ſelfe, and inthe Beames o'th'Sun 
Being Leonatwe, doth import ſo much: So vanilh*d ; which fore-ſhew'd our Princely Eagle 
The peece of tender Ayre,thy vertuous Daughter, Th'Imperiall Ceſar, ſhould againe vnice 
Which we cal! Mollu Aer, and CMollis Aer His Fauour, with the Radiant Cymbeline, 
Werterme it Mwlier; which Muler I divine Which ſhines heere in the Wed. 
= Is this moſt conſtant Wife, who euen now {ym. Laud wethe Gods, 
Anſwering the Letter of the Oracle, And lec our crooked Smoakes climbe to their Noſtrils 
Vaknowne to you vnſought, were clipt abour ! From ourbleſt Alcars, Publiſh we this Peace 
Wirh this moſt tender Aire, | To all our Subieas, Set we forward : Let 
Cym. This hath ſome ſeeming. A Roman,and a Brirtiid Enfigne wave 
| Sooth, The lofty Cedar,Royall Cymbeline . Friendly together : ſo through Luds-Towne march, | 
Y { Perſonates thee : And thy lopt Branches, point ; Andin the Temple of great lupiter 
Thy two Sonnes forth : who by Belarixs ftolne Our Peace wee' ratifie: Sealc it with Feafts. _ 
For many yeares thought dead,are now reviu'd Ser on there: Never was a Warre did ceaſe 
Tothe Maiefticke Cedar ioyn'd; whoſe Iſſue (Ere bloodic hands were waſh'd) with ſuch a Peace. | 
Exennt, 
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To the Reader. 


This Figure, rhat thou here ſecſt pur, 
It was for gentle Shakeſpeare cur; 
VVhereinthe Grauer hada ſtrife 
with Narure, to our-doo the life : 
O.could he but hauedrawne his wit 
As wellin braſle, ashe hatch hic - 
Hisface , the Prinrwould thenſurpaſſe 
All, chat vvas ever vvritin braſle. 


Bur, ſince he cannor, Reader, looke 
Noton his Picture, bur his Booke. 


B. I. 


Mr. VVILULI AM 


SHAKESPEARES 


COME DIES, 
HISTORIES & 
TRAGEDIES 
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Holy and Heavenly thoughts (till Counſel] her ; 

She ſhall be lou'd and fear'd, Her owne ſhall bleſſe her; 
Her Foes ſhake hike a Ficld of beaten Corne, 

And hang theit heads with {orrow :; 

Good growes with her. 

In her dayes, Every Man ſhall cate in ſafety, 

Vider his owne Vine what he plants; and ting 

The merry Songs of Peace to ail lus Neighbours. 

God ſhall be truely knowne, and thole about her, 
From her ſhail read the pertect way of Honour, . 

{ and by thole claime their greatnefſe;not by Blood, 
'z.o- (ha!' this peace fleepe with he: ; Bur as when 

the Bi-d ot Wonder dyes, the Mayden Phoenix, 

Her alhes new create anorher Heyte, 

As great in admiration zs her leltc. 

| So ſhail (he leave ber Bieſſedneſle to One, 

(W i:en Heaven ſal call her from this clowd of darknes) 
Who,from the {act cd Aſhes of ber Honour 

Shall 5tar-like rite, 15 gicat 1n fame as [be was, 

f AndiofRtand bx'd. Peace, Plenty, Loue, Truth, Terror, 
That were the Seruunts to this choſen Infant, 

Shail chen be his, and lixea Vine growcohim ; 

Where cuer the bright Sunne of Hcauen ſhall ſhine, 
His Honour,and the greatnefle of his Name, 

Shall be,and make new Nations. He ſhall flouriſh, 
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And like a Mountaine Cegar, rezch his branthes, 

To all the Plaines about him : Our Childrens Children | 

Shall ſee this,and bleſſe Heauen. 
Km, Thou ſpeakeſt wonders. | 
Cran. She ſhall be ro the happiveſſe of England, 

An aged Princefle ; many dayes ſhall {ec her, | 

And yet no day without a deed co Crowne it, 

Would | had knowne no more : But ſhe muſt dye, 

She mult, the Saints muſt haveher; yera Virgin, 

A moft vnſpotted Lilly ſhall ſhe paſſe 

Ioch' ground, and all the World ſhall mourne her. | 
Kin, O Lord Archbiſhop 

Thou haft made me now a man, neuer before 

This happy Chile, didI ger apy thing. 

This Oracle of comfort, ha's ſo pleas'd me, 

That when Tam in Heaven, I ſhall dere 

To ce what this Child does, and praiſe my Maker. 

I chanke ye all, To you my good Lord Maior, 

And you good Brethren, I am much beholding : 

I haue receiu'd much Honour by your preſence, 

And ye ſhall fad me thankfull, Lead the way Lords, 

Ye muſt all ſee the Queene, and ſhe muſt thanke ye, 

She will be ficke cls. This day, no man thinke 

'Has bufineſle at his houſe; for all (hall ſtay: 


This L ittle-One ſhall make it Holy-day. £ veunt. 


[; ten to one, this P/.1y cam mener pleaſe 

Alithat are heere : Some come to take their eaſe, 
And ſleepe an A't or two ; but theſe we feare 

| Whane [righted with oar T nmpets : ſo'tis cleave, 

They! ſay tu naught, Others toheare the City 

| Abur d extreamly,and to cry that's witty, 

Which wee bans not done neither; that 1 feare 


Tur EritloGve. 
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| For ſuch a one we ſhew'd 'em: 1f they ſmaile, 
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AN the expelted good ware like to heare. 
For this Play at thr rrane, is onely i” 
T he merc:ſwll conſiruttion of good womew, 


And ſay twill doe; I know within a while, 
All the beſt men are onrs; for 'tis id hap, | | 
If they hold, when their Ladze1bid 'em clap. 
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I married them,and their (tolne marriage day And then in poſt he came from Aartaa, | 
Was Tibalts, doomeſday: whole vntimely death Tothis fame place. Tocthisfame Menument 
Banc the new-made Bridegroome from this Cittir, - { This Lerter heearly bid we give his Father, 

; For wid@,and nor for Tibalr,/ultet pin'd. [ And threatned me with death, going in we Vaule, 
You,to rettque tharhege of griete from her | It I departed not, and left him there. ,-" 
Bertroth'd,andWould haue married. her perforce - Prin, Give methe Letrer,1 will fooke on it; 


To County ParzNPhen comes ſheto me, Where is the Counties Page that rais'd che Watch? 


And with wild lookSdÞ:d me deuie lome meanies ; Sirrah,what made your Maſter in this place ? 

To rid her from this ſecogt marriage: Boy, Hecame with flowers to (irew his Ladies grave, 
Or in my Cell there woulPe x1il her (elfe. And bid me ftand aloofe,and {ol did, 

Then gaue I her ({o tutord by\y Ars) Anon comes one with light to opethe Tombe, 


6 efeN And by and by 


And rthenira 


Maifter crew on him, 
way to call the Watch, 


A ſlceping Pation, which io to 
As 1 intended,for ic wrought on bb 
The forme of death:meane time I wrto Romeo Pra, T] 
Thar he ſhould hicher come. as this direNght le of Love,the tidings of her death, 
To help to take her from her borrowed gr And liete he writes that he did buy a poytſon 

Being the time the Potions force ſnould cea OfApoore Pothecarie,and there withall, i 
But ne which bore my Letter, Frier [oh, Ame to this Vault,to die and lyew ith /uliet, | 


CCC ou A 


Was (ta yed by accident, and yelternight Wherebketheſs enemies ? Capeulet, Mountagne 2 | 
Rerturmn'd my Letter back, then all alone | See what 2 (courvge 15 laide vpon your hate g 
Ac thepretixed hower of her wakiog, { That heaven finds meanes to kill your joyes with Love, | 


Camel to take her trom her kindrecs Vaul:, 
Meaning to keepe her clotely at my Ce!l, 
Till I conveniently couid {end to Romeo. 
But when I came {om@minute ece the tim 
Other awaking,here vatimely lay 

The Noble Paris,and true Romeo dead, 


And } fo; winking at your Giſcords too, 
Jays lot a brace of kinſmen,all are puniſhe, 
Cap. O Brother Aſountagee,giuve me thy haiid, 
liSks my Danghters 1oynture, for no more 
Can I $emand, | 
AfounNPurtl can give thee more, 
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She wakes,and I entreated her come forth For 1 will raMg her Statue in pure Gold, i, 
And beare this worke cf heauga with patience ; That whiles V/agn4 by that name 1s knowne, | 
But then a noiſe did {car me the Tombe, There ſhall no figre at that ra'e be er, 
And ſhe too deſperate wpuld not goe with me ; As that of true and fatitull [xlter. 
Bur as it ſeemes,d1d yipſence on her ſelte. Cap. As rich ſhall Rygres by his Ladislie, 

All this I know,andg&b the marriage her Nurſe is priuie: | Poore lacrifices of our envtyitie. ! 


——— 


Prin, A glooming peace ths morning with it brings, x 
Let my old lifgGe ſacrific'd, ſome houre before the ticie, | The Sun for for ſorrow will nodGÞew his head : 


And if ought in tþfs miſcarried by wy fault, 


Vnto the rigSur of ſevere law. | Go hence to have more ralke of tad things : - 
Pri. Weſtill haue knowne thee for a holy man, Some ſhall be pardoned and ſomezpudyghed, | 
Whegt's Romeos man ? What can he fay to this ? For never was a ſtorie of more wo, ; | | ; 
at, Ibrought my Maſter newes of [ulzts death, | Then this of [ulcer and her Romeo, enwt omnes. |; 
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Troyius and Creſsida. 


eA thus Primus. Scena Prima. 
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Enter Pandar us and Troy/us, 


— 


Trois, 
All heere my Varlet, [le vnarme againe. 
> Why ſhould | warre without the wals of Troy 
e That finde {uch cruel! Battell heere within ? | 
Each Troian that is raafter of tas heart 
Lec him to Field, Troylus alas hath none. 

Pax, Wilithis peere ne'rs be mended ? 

Tre. The Greeks are {trong & $kilful co their {Ir2ngrh 
Fierce to their sk:ll, and ro their fierceneſſe Valiant ; | 
But [| am weaker then a Womans teare; 

Tamer then ſi:epe, fonder then Ignorance, 
Lefle valiant thenthe Virgin inthe night, 
And skilleſle as vopractis'd Intancie, | 

Pan, Weli,] haue told you enough of this : For my 
part, llenot meddle nor make no farther, Hee that will 
haue a Cake out of the \Vheate, mult needes tarrie the 
grinding. - 

Troy, Hanc I not tarrie(? 

Pan. | the giiading; but you muſt tarry the boulting, | 

Troy. Have [ not tarried ? 

Par. Ithebaulting, bur you mult rarry the leau'ning, 

Troy. Still haue 1 tarricd, 

Pan. I,tothe Leauening: bur heeres yet in the word 
heereafter, the Kneading, the making of the Cake, the | 
heating the Oven, an tlic Paking bk Nay , Wy ou mult ſtay 
the coohng too, or you may chaunce to burne your lips, | 

Troy. Patience her feite, what Goddeſle ere the be, | 
Doth lefler blench at ſefferance,then I do: 
At ÞPriims Roy il Tavledol fit, 


| TTelons, well go too there were no more compariton bes 


And when faire Cre/id comes into my thoughts, 

So Traitor) then ihe comes, when ſhe is thence, 

| Pan. \W ell 

| She look'd y«Rernight fairer, then euer I ſaw her looke, 
Or any woman CliCes 


| Tr-y, I was about to tell thee, when my heart, 

| As wedged witha hgh, would rive in twaine, 

| Lca'l Hector, or my Father ſhould perceive me : 

| I haiic as when tg Sunne Joth light a-1corne) 

| Buricd (15 1 ohe, 19 wrinkle of a Smile ; 

| But to1 (17145 couch d 10 ſeeming Gladneſle, 

' Is like (5347 mvrth, Farerrines to fodaine Sadnefle, 

| Pan, Anaiithiire were not ſomewhat darker then 


| Fooles on both fides, Helen muſt needs be taire, 
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ſome-body had heard her talke yeſterday as I did - 1] will 
not difpraiſe your hiter Caſſandra's wit, but 

Troy. Oh Pandarws | | tell thee Pandarrs, 

\\henl1 Gorell thee, there my Hopes lye drown'd; 
Reply not in now many Fadomes deepe 
They lyc indrench'd, | tell thee, Fam mad 
In Cre/ſias louzt, Thou anſwer ft he is Faire, 
Powr ft in the open Vlcer of ny heart, 
Her Eyes,her Haire,her Cheeke, her Gate, her Voice, 
Handleſ{t in thy difcourle. O that her Hand 
(in whole compariſon, all whites are Inke) 
Writing their owne reproach; to whole loft ſeyzure, 
The C:gnets Downe is hatſh, and ſpirit of Senſe 
Hard as the palme of Plough-man. This thoute!'ft me, 
As true thou tePft me,when I fay I love her: 
Burt faying thus inſteed of Gyle and Balme, 
Thou lay'tt in euery gath that Loue hath given me 

he Knife that made it, 

Pan, I ſpeake no more then rruch. 

Troy. Thou doſt nor (peake fo much, 

an, Faith, Ile not meddie in'c : Let herbe as ſhee is, 
if ſhe be faire, *cis the better for her : and ſhe be nor, (he 
ha's the mends in her owne hands, 

Troy. Good Pandarus : How now Pan#&arms? 

Pan. I have hsd my Labour for my tc2uell, ill chought 
on of her, and ill chought on of you : Gone betweene & 
berweene, but ſmal! rhankes for my labor. 

Troy. What ait thou angry Pardarn? what with me ? 

Pan, Becaute the's Kinne ro mee, therefore ſhe's nor 
ſo faire as Helen, and ſhe were Kinne to me, ſhee would 
bee as faire on Friday, as Helew is on Sunday, But what 
care 1? ] carenot and ſhe were a Black-a- Moore, 'ws all 
one tome, 

Troy. Say I the is norfaire. 

Pax, ] donot care whether you doe orno, Shee's 2 
Foole to ftay behinde her Father : Ler her io the Greeks, 
and ſo lle tell her thenext time 1 ſee her: for wy part, llc 
meddle nor make no more i'th'matter, 

Troy. Pandarm. Pan. Notl. 

« Troy. Sweet Paraar is. 

Pan. Pray you ſpeake no more tome, Iwinlleave all 
as I found it,and there an end, Exit Pandar. 
Sound sAlarom, 

Tr.Peace you vngracious Clamors, peace rude ſcunds, 


— —_— 


iette Women, Zut tor iny part ſhe is my Kinlwo- | When with your blood you dayly paint her chus., 
man, | wouidnor (asthey terme nt) praile ic, but I wold | | eannot fight ypon this Argument : 
| Tt 
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Itis too ftaru'd a ſubieR for my Sword, 
But Pandarus : O Gods! How do you plague me? 
I cannot come to Creſſid but by Pandar, 
And he's as teachy to be woo'd to woe, 
As ſhe is ſtubborne,chaſt againſt all ſuice, 
Tell me Apollo tor thy Daphne; Loue 
What Creſſid is, what Pandar,and what Wwe: 
Her bed 1s {ndra,there [h+ lies,n Pearte, 
Between our Ihum,oand where {nee recades 
Let i: be cald the wild and wandrino flood , 
Our (elfe the Merchant, and this fayling Pandey, 
Our doubrtull hone, our convoy and our Backe» 
Alarues Enter eAEncas. 

ene, How now Prince Treyls ? 
Whereforenot a fietd ? 

Trey. Becauſe not there; this womans aaſwer ſorts, 
For womanilh ic is eo be from lence: 
What newes eſErneas from te hid to day ? 

ef ne, That Pars is retired home, and hurt, 

Troy. By whome/£rras? 

e/Ene, Trevim by AMcnelaue, 

Troy. Let Parit bleed "cis bur a ſcar to ſcorne, 
Pars 15 gor'd with Menel1res home. Alarum, 

e/Ene. Harke what good (port is out of Tqwne to day, 

Troy. Better at home, it would I might were may : 


e/Ene, Jn all ſwiit haſt, ; 
Troy. Come goe wee then togither, 
Enter Creſſidand hor man. 

Cre, Who were thoſe went by ? 

Man, Queene Hecnba,and Helles, 

Cre, And whether go they ? 

Man. Vp _ Eaſterne Tewer, 
W hole height commands as {ubieR all the yaile, 
To ſee the baccell : Heffor whole pacience, 
Is az a Vertue fixt,to day was mou'd : 
He chides Andromiche nnd Rrooke his Armorer, | 
And like as there were husbandry in Warre 
Before the Sunne roſe,hee was harneſt Iyte, 
And tothe field goe's he; where every flower 
Did as a Prophet weepe what it forſaw, 
In Hettors wrath, 

Cre. What was his cauſe of anger ? 

Man, The noiſe goe's this; 
There isamong the Greekes, 
A Lord of Troian blood, Nephew to Hettoy, 
They call him Aiax. 

Cre. Good; and what of him ? 

Man, They fay he is a very manper ſe and ſtands alone. 

Cre. So do all men, valeſſe they are drunke, ficke,or 
have no legges, 

Man, This man Lady,h th rob'd many beatis of their 
particular additions, he 15 valiant as the Lyon, churliſh 
25 the Beate, ſlow as the Elephant ; a man into whom 
nature liath © crowded humor! 5,chat his valour 15 cruſhe 
into folly, his folly fauced wy r*tion : there 13no 
man hath a vertue, that hb” : elimpſe of, nor a- 
ny man an attaint, but he carrice .yume ttaine of ir, Heis 
melancholy without cauſe, and merty againſt the haire, 
hee hath the joynrs of every thing, but euery ting fo 
out ot 1oynt, that hee is a gowtie Briares, many hards 
and no vie; or purblinded Argm,ali eyes and no fight. 

Cre. But how ſhould this man that makes me ſmile, 
make Hector angry? 

Man, They lay he yeſterday cop'd Heitor inthe bat- 


E vrernt, 


"7 and troke higs downe, the diſdaind & ſhame where 


Bur to the ſport abroadgare you bound thithec ? 


| 


| him above, his complexion is higher then his,he having 


of, hath ever fince keptHeftor faſting and wiking, 
Enter Pandarus, ., . \, 

Cre. Who comes here < : - | | 

Man, Madam your Vncle Pandavus, * | 

Cre. Hettors a gallant man. ; 

Aa, As ray bein the world Lady. 

Pan, What's chatzwhai”s thar 2 

Cre. Good murrow Vncle Pardarne. 

Pan, Good morrow Cozen Creſſid: what do you ta!ke 
of2g00d morrow Alexander: how do you Cozen ? when 
were you at Illium 2 

Cre. This moraing Vacle. 

Pan. \Vhat were you talking of w hen I came? Was 
Hettor ard and gonete yea came to ]llium? Helen was 
not vp? was ſhe ? 

Cre.  Heitor was gone but Hellen was not vp? 

Pan. Eene fo; Hettor was Rirring early, 

(re, That were we talking of and of his atger, 

Pan, Was he angry ? « 

Cre, $o helaics here. 

Pan True he was ſo; I knowthe cauſe too, heele lay 
about him to day I cante!l thearthar, and there's Troy/ms 
will not come farre behind him, lect chem take heede of 
Troylas; | can cell then that roo. 

Cre. What is he angry two? 

Pn. \Who Troy lus 2 
Trorlus 1% the better man of the two, 

Cre, Oh Ivpiter;there's no compariſon, be 

Pam, What not betweene Trop/as and Heflor ? do you 
know a man if you lee him 2 

Cre, 1.if I ever ſaw him before 2nd knew him, 

Pas. Well I ſay Treira is Troin, 

Cre. Then youſay as I {ay, 

For 1 am fure he 1s not Hettor. 

Fan. No not Hettor 1; not Troy/ms in ſore deprees, 

Cre. 'Tis 1uſt,to each of ther he is himſelfe, 

Pim. Hirpſelfczalas poore Trey/us | would he were. 

Cre. Soheis. 

Pan. Conditior-T had gone bare-foote to India. 

Cre. He is not Hethor. 

Pan. Hiunſelfe ? n oz hee's not himſelfe,would a were 
himſelfe: well, the Gods are aboue, tne muſt friend or 
endrwell Troy /ms well, I would my heare were in her bo- 
dy; no,Hettor is not aberter man then Trey/ns, 

Cre. Excule me. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cr, Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. Tin'others not corr.c :00't, you ſhall tell meano- 
ther tale when th'others come too't : Helter ſhall not 
bave his will this yeare. 

Cre. He ſhallnot neede it if he have his owne., 

Pan. Nor his qualities. 

Cre, No matter, 

Pan, Nor his beautie. 

Cre. 'Twould not become himghis own's betrer, 

Pan, You haue no ivdgement Neece; 7ellen her (elfe 
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ſwore th'other day, that T rey/zs for a browne faucur (for! 
lo "tis I muſt confeſſe )not browne neither, | 
Cre, No, but browne. | 
Pas. Faitbto ſay truth, browne and not browne. , 
Cre. Toſay the truth, true and not true, 
Pan. She prais'd his complexion aboue Pars, 
Cre. Why Pars hath colour inough, 
Pan. Soihe has. 
Cre, Then Trezlm ſhould have too much, if ſhe pros''d 


colour | 
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